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WANTED !

Snappy Jokes and Limericks.

TOPPING PRIZES OFFERED !

Heve your Edilor i3 pleased fo ansiwwer questions and discuss topies of genervel

tnieresl, Wrile fo him: Editor

ERE is an intepsting question
H which one of my ¥ﬂ readers
raiges  this week—but  which

should alse interest the majority
of my bov readers !
ARE BOYS CONCEITED ?

My girl reader saye they are-—definitel
8o ! E%LS nddrita that 8 A% IOouc
more Joyal iriends than glrls are, but she
complana thot they are alwaya lﬂ]ki;n%
of what they have done and the * thrills
which they have expericaced, and from
this she deduces that they are ** terribly
eonceited."

Now gather round, you fellows, and lat’s
gee i we can reply to this charge which
has been made against us! First of all,
Il admit that most fellowg—myself
included—like to talk about unnsual
experiences they have had, and especially
atiything that has thrilled them, :

But I can't agree with my girl reader
that this comes from their coneeit. On
the other hand, the average boy loves to
ba “ up and doing,'” and he likes to hear
what other fellows are doing. Beasides, it's
only natural that he should want to
emulate the examples of others. If boys

didn’t do that, where would all the heroes
of our Empire eomng from ¥ It does a boy
good to tallk about what he has done and
what he would like to do. It gives him an
incentive to do greater thinga, and thus
m:i{; on the great work of prograss,

Il the same, T would like to have tho
opinions of my readers-~both boys and
girla—on this subject. Bo next time you
write to me, let me know what you think
about it!

And that brings me to a lettar which I
have received from a boy who lives at
Chatham, and who is justiy proud of one
of hie schievements. He wanta to know

IS IT A RECGRD ?

When he epent hiahﬂlidnﬁs he was lucky
encugh to spend them in Northern Italy,
where he crossed the fansous Stelvio Pass
into the Tyrol. The Stelvio Pass, at ite
highest point, ia 8,000 feet above son lovel,
snd he in & few houra from the
broiling heat of the valley into the eold,
ice-covered slopes of the mountain,
Shortly after his return to this country he
had the opportunity of descending the
deepest coal mine in England, the ghaft
of which drops straight down for 3,000
feet. Therefore ho haz been 8,000 feet
above the earth and 3,000 feet below—a
total distance of 12,000 feet | Can aoy of
you felldws beat that ? If so I would be
very pleased to hear sbout it.

WAS talking to a éerchant Service
H captain of my - acqguaintance the

other day, and he gave me some
interesting informetion comcerning

REAL SEA DO0OGS

ﬂftﬁﬂ“M

ensure ¢ reply.

aboard them, which are frm favourites
with all the crew. In faet, there is quite
a considerable doggy ation at pes,
and the animals change their ships almost

a3 frequently as the sailors do. Some-
tines & dog will * stow away " abpard
some vessel, and it is .genarnllg' adopted.

However, & dﬂfg of a roving nature often
transfers his aflections to some other ship
while in a foreign port, -and some of thesa
canine travellers must have been round
the world innumerable {imes,

In this country we do not allow dogs
to land without eix months guaraniine
if they bave been abro ut other

countries are not so particular, and the
docks and wharvea of man Iu:aigu ports
are frequently crowded 'witi dog * beach
combers I wailing their chanee to ™ jump
o ship ! and be signed on as the vessel’s
mascob !

A p——

Got yowr wallet or penknife yeb?
There'a no reason why you shouldn’t have
a try to bag both, you know—but don’t
try to get them in the same weelt, or some-
one else may have to go without! Any-

way, hers's ome of this week's prize-
winning i’_ukea, which comes from Frank
Angel, of 48, Kingsley Road. Palmer's

Gresn, N.13.

A LITTLE MISLEADING!

Mother : ** Bobby, I want you to be 2
really good hoy while I am
out.**

Bobhy : ‘™I bs pood
for a penny, mother.”

Mother
(eravely):
“ Now, dear,
I want yomn to wunderstand
that you cannot be my little
boy unless you are good for
nothing | ™

Frank will bave recsived his penknife
by now.

el

It would hardly be fair to let this chat
go by without mentioning & word or two
about “ The Holiday Annual  and * Tho
Popular Book of Boys' Biories.” The
former eontsing an extrs-long completa
sto of ur old f{avourites—Harry
Wharton & Co., o book-length topping
tale of Tom Merry & Co. of 8Bt. Jim's, a
rattling fine yarn of Jimmy Silver & Co.
of Rookwood, smashing motor-racing
story, wmuperb coloured plates, tricks,
puzzles end other fine featurss too
numerous to mention. This great Wonder
Book, the delight of all boya and pirls, is
now obtainable from all newsagenta—

ice Ba. " The Popular Book of Boys'
Storiea % ig another Annnal every boy and

Its contents include

agmet,” The Amolgamated Press,
Lid., Fleetivay House, mem*ﬂ.ﬂd. A stamped ond addressed envelope

guthers, and the best
of illustrations which,
together with its gorgeous
coloured oover, prosentas one
of the finest and cheapest
pregents one could wieh to
have. EBe mue you get a
copy—price Zs, 6d,, on ssla
oVerywhere:

i

Y the way, I almost
B forgot a clever
riara limerick
for which Misa
Katherine FPaton, of
** Btanel rI! EIMJ&IE'
atons; | rewghine, earns
& useful leather pocket
wallet, Here it in:

Sald Bunter, his back to the door:
* With Quelehy I'lt mop up the Seor.*”
But Quelehy came in
And heard all the dlp,
Now for Bunter there's irouhble in store.

“"_H

Here are two * rapid-fire ! replies :—
The highest tide in England 7 (B. 4. T.,
of Wainficet.) This takes place at Avon.

mnuqh. vgham at Bpring tides, the rise of
the tide ig no less than forty-two feet !
Can & ship ateer itaslf! (C. R., of

G&rdign.} €3. An instrument known
a8 & Uyro-Filot allows a course to be set,
and then, when the ship deviatoa from

+ that course an asutomatio device worksa

the steering gear to bring her back again.

Now to got on with the washing!
When I arrived at the offica this morming—
after a hectic rush for the train—one of
my collsagues remarked :

* Hallo, I see you've still got your dog !

Then I made the discovery that my
frousers were slmost covered with rmud,
and I remembered that Jo, my Alsatian
puppy, had bidden me an effusive farewsll
that morning just after he had been in the
garden. Now Jo re the a8 o
place in which to dig, and therefore the
pawa with which he had been digging were
respongible for the mud on roy trousers.
Curious how Alsatians like to digt If
there’s snything in a garden they'll get
it up. Old bones, rusty tin cans, bite of
wood, brokem bottles, and—when I'm
not loolkong—even my hellyhoeks and
marigolds !

However, I've been omulating Jo!l
I've 'i:man digging thinga up,
good thinga! And the first of them is

“THE SCOURGE OF THE RED
DRAGON 1™

By Frank Richards,

the long complete yarn of the chums of
Greyfriars which appears in cur next
weak., Idug it out of the pile of manu-
seripta which lies on my desk, and which
is apsuming tremendous proportions—
evidence of the good things which I have
in store for vou.

Eefore long I'Nl be digging
fine new serial for yon,

up another
it 1 the mean.

Ema, t{}iﬂ Eﬁ Rochester continoea to
Bep ying with * The F]En ]
Spy 1% a grand long instalment of w 'nlgl

you will find in next week's issue.

“ The Greyiriars Herald 2 will also oo
going strong in ourcentre pages, whils wur
1al rhymester will also do his littlo B,

o, in addition 1o my chat and the ummt
winning jokes and limericks, there will
bs_ another interesting footer talk by

Il keep you supplied with joll
fine reading matter for another week wmﬁ

irl will treasure.
~of the fourdfooted wariety. Moat ’E’hﬁmng arns of adventure on land and then—Ilook out for further good things !
morchant shipa, he tells me, carry dogs ees, wm%n by the world's most famoua YOUR EDITOR.
Do it Send olong wour Joke or your Groyfriors Limevick—or both—and win our us izes o
Now ! pochet twollets and Sheffield steel » Al efforta {o be #ml p;:; c,rg

penhnives
i Magnet,” 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C4 {Comp.),



HARKRY WHARTON & CO. IN DIRE PERIL AT SINGAPORE

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Oranges for Bunter I

&l INGAPORE |”
S * Glorious* .
“Geslorious ¥  said Bob

Cherry em hatinall{.

*Jolly 1" said Johnny Bull '

. The yacht Silver Star was steaming
into the beautiful harbour of Singapore.
Harry Wharton & Co., standing on the
deck, gazed acrosa nh'rr_jin?- blue -waters
at hills clad with tropical verdure.

Billy Bunter aprawled in & deckchair,
hiz eoyes hnlf—u?oa&d behind his big
spectacles.

Bunter had no eye for scoenery.

The yacht had threaded her way
smong lovely islands, wooded to the
water's edge, mirrored in the smiling
ses. Now the great harbour of Singa-

re lay before the eyes of the Grey-
fé’im YOyagers. B:llﬂ_ Buynter opened
his eyes snd turned his head, but he
did not trouble to rise. He blinked
Ele-::fily at the Famous Five.

“1 say, you fellowa—r"

“loricus I* repeated Harry Wharton.

“1 say, have we got to China 1" asked
Buntor.

“Not quite,” grinned PBob Cherry.
“Only about another thousand miles or

Eﬂk——n »

“(Oh dear !” said Bunter.

“Get up and look at Singapore, you
fat slacker | eaid Frank Nugent. “Do
you want to half round the world
with your eyes shut?™

“0Ohl g that Bingapore?” asked
Bunter. *Another beastly hot placal™

He gave BSingapore an indifferent
blink. _

“Not so good as Margate, if you ask
mﬂ I-‘Il'

“Oh, my hat "

Bunter grunted.

mMcyeppoP
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“It's hot.” he said.
hot a3 the beastly Red Sea.
beastly hot |*

“The warmfulness is a boonful bless-

" Not so beastly
But

ing, my estecemed fat Bunter,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“You blessed niggers
fried,” grunted Bunter.

“My ecsteemed fathead—" ]

“Br-r-rl  Scorched in the Mediter-
ranean, baked in the Red Sea, fricd on
the Indian Qcean, and now we're goin
to be cooked at Siogapore!” grumbl
Bunter. “I hope 1t's not se hot as
this in China! What is it like in
Chins, Wun Lung?"

like being

pe—

Holiday adventures with a
real live kick in 'em . . .
Unlimited thrills for Harry
Wharton & Co,—and YOU !

“Velly nwey in China, fat ole
Buntes 1” answered Wun Lung. “All
China velly nicey. Velly pletty, velly
nicey warm. ln Canton, plenty nicey
little fat piggee lun about, just like
fattes ole Buntee”

“You cheety heathen ™ runted
Bunter. “I say, you fellows, whot are
vou staring at? I can't see anything to
stare at " :

“Look at those lovely islands—"

“(h, blow the islands !*

“TLook at that lovely nll a

“I've seen  hills before,” grunted
Bunter. “Whnat is there to look at in
a hill?"

“Iook at the shipping—"
“Blow the shipping 1"

FRANK RICHARDS
MASTERPIECE!

“There's & Chinese junhke——"

* Fatheaded-looking sort of thing, isn't
1t 1" sald Dunter. * How the thump do
they get a thing like that sbout?™

“There's a psampan stacked with
Malays. 1 expect their grandfathers
were pirates!” said Bob. -~

% ki as if they might be them-
selvea1” grunted Bunter. He settled
himsalf 1z the deckchair again. “If that
sort of thing is all there is to sce I may
a2 well have a nap till we get in”

“Look at the sky " hooted Bob.

“The sky?” Bunter gave & purrled
blink upward. *“What sbout the sky "

“Jevver see a sky as blue as that at
Murgntc?" demanded Bob.

Sniff from Bunter.

“Thank pgoodness. nol  Looks like

Reckitt's Blue, to me.” Bunter yawned.
“I hope there's something worth secing
when we get asshore.”

" (Oh, there’s a tramway ashore,” said
Bob =arcostienlly. ™1 dare say you'll
like to look at the trams.™

*“Ha, ha, ha |

“Well, yes,” agreed Bunter. “I'd
like to seos something eivilised, Thia
show looks to me more like a pilture
than a real place. I'm glad there’s
trams.”

And the fat Philistire closed his eyes
behind his speetacles, quite indifferent
to & scene of tropical beauty.

But -the chums of the Hemove con-
tinued to lock about them with keen
and interested eyes. . ]

A sampan, loadcd with fruit, glided
clase to the vacht as she threaded her
way &t a leisurely rate to her anchorage.

A bronze-skinned Malay. in & flaring
red sarong that fairly blazed in the
strong sunlight, glanced up at the fnces
of the schoolboys over the yacht's rail,
and smiled, with a flash of dazzling
white teeth.

“ I wonder if that chap's granddad was
& pirate?” grinned Bob.

t was probabla enoughb—indced, it was
possible that the gentleman in the red
sarong dabbled in & litile pirncy him-
gelf in out-of-the-way corners among the
islnnds.

Just now, however, ho scomed to be
in the fruit trade. Dig bamboo baskets
packed with ripe oranges were stacked
i the sampan, and clusters of fat
baranas hung all round it.

Tue Macxer Liapany.—No. 1,180
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“IL:m-l at that, Bumioer,” said Bob.
“Eh ™

“Food " eaid Bob temptingly.

Bunter sat up end tock notice at
CnOR.

That magic word stirred him as no
other could have dome. Miles of the
mosat brilliant tropical scemery might
havewhded by him unheeded. %uk food
was foad.

“I say, you fellows, I'm hungry!”
he said.

“My dear man, you needn't mention
that, oz 1t's two hours since breckker,
ardd you ate only enough for seven!”
chuckled Bob. “Feast your eyes now,
Bunter |. Look at those podgy bananas!
Look at those lovely red oranges! Some-
thing worth seeing at last,™

Bob was righli. Bunter had found at
least ene sight at EinFapam that was
worth the trouble of looking at. He
fixed his cyca ana his spectacles on the
stacked fruit in the sampan that glided
almost under the rail of the yacht. Ilis
fat moutl watered,

“1 say, you fellows, lend me a silver
dollar—"

“ Bow-wow [

“Yah1” Bunter ran his fat hands
through his pockets and extracted a
gilver dollar of his own. He had
received it in change at Penang, and it
was a bad one. Bunter disliked spend-
ing his own money as a rule, but in
this particular case he had no great
objection.

He leancd over the rail and held up
the silver dollar to the Malay, with the
other hand pointing te the oranges.

Thoe bronze man in tho red sarong
smiled and nodded. He answered in
a tengue that was quite upnknown to
Buntaor.

“What a lot of these ignorant savages
can't spuak English1” enorted Bunter
contemptuously.

“What & lot of.ignorant fatheads
can't speak Malav " remarked Bob
Cherry,

"Yah! I say, gimme some oranges !
called out Bunter. “Mind you give
me good ones! Seei”

The sampan was quite close, but
Bunter shouted at the tep of his voice
Bunter never could get it out of his
head that a foreigner could be made
]T:.::_l understand English by shouting at

1tk

The man in the red sarong held up a
double handful of lovely oramges, red
and ripe. Bunter nodded, and the
Malay put the oranges into a small
riush hazket, latehed tne lid, and tossed
it defily on board the yacht. It dropped
beside Dunter.

Bunter tossed the silver dollar, and
the Malay caught it in a bronze hand
and salaamed politely.

Bunter thrust open the rush basket,
grabbed sn orange, and immediately bit
1t open, and pushed a considerable por-
tion of his fat features into it—which
was Bunter's elegant way of eating an
orange.

*“Nice 7 asked Bob, with a grin,

“ Mmmmmmmmmmmm [ Bunter gur-

gled happily,

“Hallo, hallo, halle? That chap
teems  excited about semething,” re-
marked Bob Cherry, glancing at the
Malay.

The sampan had edged away from the
slowly gliding vacht., New it edged
back apamn, and the man in the red
tareng <houted to the schoolboys, in his
own tongue, with considerable excite-
ment. i hes face, his eyes and tecth
Hashing at a great rate.  He held up
the silver dollar, waving it in tho air.

“What on earth’s up?” aszked Bob.
“He secmns waxy about something,”

Toe Macxer Lipeany.——No, 1,180,

“The waxfuloess seems terrific,” ré-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Bunter withdrew a juicy face from
the oraoge.

“It'a all right, you fellows| [ expect
he wants to give me some change! He
can keep the change! I believe in
treating these niggers gencrously.”

The sampan poshed under the rail of
the Silver Star, t1ll it almeost bumped,
daneing on the wash of the yacht, Still
holding up the dollar, the Malay fairly
screamod.,

“Do you understand that lingo, Wun
Lung 7" asked Harry.

(13 ﬂ Eﬂ.‘i’\" .H'

“"You, Inky?"

“The knowfulness 13 not terrifio.”

“Well, he's bothered about some-
thing,” said Wharton puazled.

"1 say, you fellows, he can keep the
chanpge—*

“It'a not that, ass!™

*I eay, what are we crawling like this
for 1’ asked Bunter irritably. *Why
can’t wa move? We're going as slow as
that clumsy sampan. [ don’t like the
look of that Malay. He looks as if he
may have a knife about him. Call out
to the mate to go quicker, you fellows.”

“ Fathead |™

The Malay brandished the silver
dollar in the air, It was clear that he
was excited and enraged about some-
thing—what; the juniors could not guess,
He know., And he wished that Mr,
Green, the mate who was in charge of
the deck, would buck up. He did not
like the lock of the Malay at all.

He turned a juicy face towards the
excited native and waved a juicy fat
hand at him.

“You bunk!” called out Bunter.
“Beel Get off ] Buzzl Travell Take
our black chivvy awey and bury it

eo T

The Malay gesticulated frantically.
Suddenly he stopped, caught up an
orango and hurled 1t at Bunter.

Sguazh |

[ 1] a:m h IJI

It was & big, fat, juicy orange. It
gplit and smashed on Bunter's fat nose.
The Owl of the Remove stagpered and
roared. Smash | came a second orange,
catching him on & fat ear. Crazh ! cama
a bunch of bananas, under Bunter’s fat
chin, and he sprawled on the deck.

“Oh, my hat|” ga.a‘ped' Bob Cherry,
“What the thymp—

" Here, chuck 1t!” romred WWharton.
“What are you up to?”

“Owl Keep him off [¥ velled Bunter.
“Ow!  ¥arccoh! I say, you fellows,
keep that beast away! I didn’t know it
was & bad dollar | Oh dear1”

“ What " roared Bob.

“You—you—ryou fat villain !” gasped

Wharton. * ¥You've spoofed him with a 8

dud dollar—>"

“Owl How was I to know it was a
bad dollar* gasped Bunter. “I didn't
know, of course. In fact, I think it
was a good one. These niggers are a
suspicious lot. A beastly nigger gave
me that bad dollar at Penang, so why
shouldn’t I land it on another beastly
nigger?  Besides, it was a good one—
periectly good.”

* You—you—you—" gasped Wharton.

He understood now the frantie exeito-
ment of the gentleman in the red sarong.
Hastily he drew a good doller from his
pocket, and tossed it into the sampan.
The man in red picked it up, tested it
with his strong white teeth, and
salaanmed. Hs was satisfied now, and
the sampan sheered off,

The juniors pgathered round Billy
Bunter. They eyed him in a way that
Qm% nlm}me him.ﬁn

*¥You fat, spoo porpoize 1" said
Bob Cherry. ¥ 5 .

“0h, really, Cherrye——"

THE MAGNET

""E’m:—gﬂu swindling jelly-fish—"!
"%ﬂﬂk erg—=2 b T
ou—you—you embezzlin

“¥You—you gave the man s bad
dollar for his orangea! You—you—you
—gh, there isn’t a word for wyou!
Collar him, and Y'll stuff the giddy
mmgeu down his back |” gasped ng.

“Good egg ¥

“T—I IE{; you fellows—— Leggo!
Keep off | Yaroooh! Helpl Ohl Ow!
Beastsi It was a good dollaye——
Yaroooh! Gerrrrrreerh 1™

Bunter gurgled horribly as juicy
oranges were squegzed down his back.
He wriggled and writhed and roared.
But the Greyfriars fellows were bent on
making the punishment fit the crime;

oranga after orange was stuffed
down the fat junior's back till they were
all & Then Bab I‘GI'.uarr%1 squeezed
the bunch of bananas after them.

“There!” he gasped. “Now try to

it into your fat head that honesty is

o best polioy.”

“(rrocogh! Beast! Qooooch!”

Billy Bunter staggéred away. He had
taken one orange internsaliy; all the rest
externally, And he felt horrid.

“Oh, you rotters| Beasts!” he
gaspgd. Ow! TI'm sticky! Ow! I'm
orribly sticky ! Wow! Ooooocogh (™

The ohums of the Remove resumed
watching the scenery, Billy Bunter
Htigigered down below. He wanted a
W and a change—and he wanted
thera badly. Ho was altogether too
fruity for comfort. The Owl of the
Remove did not reappear on deck till
the Bilver Star was at anchor in the
harbour; and then thers was still a
fruity aroma clinging to him.

— .

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Ashore at Singapore I

ERRERE LOCEE smiled as he
sat dowm to lunch with the
Gm\‘.iiﬂim party, in the saloon
of tho Bilver Star, Through the
open ports, thore were glimpses of the
orowded harbour, ships of all nations,
mnumerable sampans, manned by
Malays, Dyaks, or Chinese, The Baker
Street detective read the thoughts of
the schoolboys. They were eager for s
runt ashore, to see the siglits of the cit
that was the Queen of the East, An

gave his youog friends a good-
humoured nod.

“There's no reason why you should
not p%‘? Bingapore a visit,” he said.
“But Wun Lung must remain on board.
There are thousands of Chinese in
ingapore; and I have no doubt that
thexra are m members of the
Mandarin Tang ‘s 'tong.” There
ocan be no doubt that the Bilver Star is
watched for hers. I can take no risks
with Wun Lung.”

“* Allea light,” murmured Wun Lung,
" Ma stoppee along ship.™

“But the rest may have the afternoon
ashore,” said Ferrors Locke, “7T gan
trustk you not to wander too  far,
Wharton, or to land in any trouble 1"

“¥es, rather!”
“It's all right, Mr. Locke,” gaid
Bunter. ™I shall be with them. I’ll
look after them, as I usually do.”
“ Fathead | said Bob Cherry politely.
“Oh, really, Cherry i
" It's hard cheess on Wun Lung,” said
Harry. “But I suppose he's safer stick-
ing to the ship.”

Me allea ligkt,” said the Chinesa
junior cheerfully. *Ma ne wantee killy
along Singapore.”

Ferrers Locke nodded.
¥I have no doubt that the agents of
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-‘;E‘a.agoWan are on the watch, and look-
ing for  chance to get at Wun Lun -
Mo sanid. "It i1s my duty to hand him
over safely to his father at Canton. We
bave had too many narrow ecscapes, to
take unnecessary risks.”

"We've peen nobiing of the brutes
since we passed the Red Sea,” remarked
Nugent., “You don't think that Tang
Wang has chucked it, Mr. Locke 1

“Not_in the least. The Mandarin
Tang Wang cannot afford to chuck it
a3 you express it,"” said Locke. " He
would ' lose face,’ as they say in China.
He is the chief of a powertul tong—a
socrot soolety—and he has given the
order that Mr. Wun Chung Lung shall
pay three thousand taels, or hi= szon
ghall be killed. Mr. Wun has very
%B‘hth' refused; and the attemptz on

un Lung's life have followed. Tan
Wang cannot admit defeat—he woul
lose lose the respect of his tong if
he allowed himeelf to be defeated by a
Canton merchant. Others, from whom
the tong meeks to extract money under
threats, wouid follow Mr. Wun's
nxa:}pl’a of defianco, if he successfully
defied the tong.”

“Bat will Wun Lung be sale from

L9

1)

servea his turn. He iz descended from
the ancient Ming emperors of China,
and desires to vestore that dynasty in
his own person. So far as 1 can
ather, he seeks now to raize money for
i3 war chest."

“I've heard of Ming,” remarked Bob
Cherry. “But I thought it was some
sort of pots, not emperors.’”’

Farrers Locke laughed.

“The pottery of the Ming peried ia
famous,” he said. “The Ming {li,'tm-‘itj
reignecj a long time in China, till they
were displaced by the Ching——"

“The Ching "

“Yes. That is the Manchu dynasty,
which reigned fill the recent revolution,
As you know, China is & republic now,
and split up into sections, governed by
varipus tu-chuns—="

L
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“But has Tang Wang
getting away with it?
Bull.

It 18 very probable. I, for one, do
not believe that a republie will survive
in China,’” answered Ferrers Locke.
“The Manchu may return—or there
mai bo another Ming dynasty—or, more
probably, one of the war lords will
ultimately make himself emperor—a sorg
of Chinese INepoleon  Bonaparte,
* Young China,” as they call the reform-
ing party, 13 very strong in the treaty
ports—strong in many places—but I
thinlk Old China will prove stronger in
the long run. At Hong Kong, for
iqstanﬂn, vou will sea few Chinese with
p&gta_ils; the reformed Chinese has cub
oft his queue. Mang Chinese have had

v force, by soldiers
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any chance of
asked Johnny

their pigtails cut off

The exclted native suddenly stooped, caught up an oravge, and hurled it at Bunter. Squash ! * Yaroogh!" yelled Bunter,
as the big, fai, julcy frult smashed on his nose.

the b her b ta home ! asked
thruMWnﬂg& e as

“Plenty safee!” said the Chinese
junior.

Ferrers Locke smiled.

“Mr, Wun is a very rich merchant,”
he said. “"He keeps probably filty to
A hundred servants. Wun Lung will
ba well taken care of in hiz father's
hdusa. Y shall have no further fear for
him once he is safe at home. Until
then we must take every care.”

“"Are there many tongs in Chinai"
asked Bob.

“Hundreds—if not thousands! But
many of them—most of them, in fact,
are run with good objects. It is
exceptional for a tong to be devoted to
grime, And danperous as are the
criminal tongs, they are no worse and
no more dangerous than the gangsters
in New York and Chicago, And the
Mandarin Tang Wang is not exactl
what we should eall & criminal, thoug
he dabbles ruthlessly in erime when it

“What the thump is a to-chun?”
pgasped Bob.

“A war lord. A number of tu-chuns
ara serambling for the wreckage. DBut
the state of ine iz not so lawless a3
you might judge by the European
papers. ' Business as wusual’ goes on.
I doubt whether we shall sce any sign of
the fizhting, though it poes on inter-
mittently all the time. The Chinese do
not toke war very seriously, because
they are & serious people and keep their
attention on business. It is probable
that millions of Chinese have never even
heard that there is no longer an
emperor akt Pekin, and do not know
tirat the Manchu hes ceased to reign.
MNews passes glowly [rom province o
province—each provinee 1s os Ina as
& European kingdom. And a China-
mman has a wonderful faculty for mind-
ing his own business."

‘un Lung nodded.

“ Mistel cke savvy China velly

muchee,” he remarked,

of the reforming factions. DBut China
has changed very little in’ the last
twenty-five conturies, and somo

observers think that the present changea
ara little more than skin-deep.”

“But Japan change pretty
thoroughly,” remarked Wharton.
“Japan iz not China. To our

Furopean eyes a Japanese is very much
like a Chinese. In actual fack, tiw*_ar are
utterly dissimilar—more 50 thon the
English and the Spanlards. Nelther
has the change in Japan gong so for as
mozt white men fancy,” added Locke,
with a gmile. “The East iz still the
changeless BEast—under the surface.”

“1'm jolly glad we're going to have
a look at Cluna, anyhow,” said Dol
Cherry, “and we're not afraid of the
tongs—not even of & pair of tongs!”

¢ 1Ia, ha, ha!"

Ferrers Locke rose from the table,
and the juniors followed his example.
Keen as they were on their visit to the
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Celestial Empireo—now o more or les
Celestiasl Republie—they were mare
intorested at the moment in Singapore,
which was their last stop before Hong

Kong. _
Wun Lung remained contentedly on
board the Silver Star, playing a eolo

game of chess in the saloon, while the
Famous Five and Billy Bunter went
ashore with the detective.

Lockea poinfed out the road into the
town to the juniors, and entered an
office, leaving them to walk on. Harry
Wharton & Co. were glad of a walk to
stretch their legs after a long voyage.
Not s0 William George Bunter. Bunter
waa not fond of walking, and about

fifty yards was ‘always enough for
Bunter.

“T1 zay, vou fellows, here's a car!”
exclaimed Bunter, stopping to blink at

& handsome motor that was drawn up
by the rondside. " Faney motor-cars
here, you know ™

“Fathead! There are hundreds of
cars here!” said Harry.

“Well, the beastly place is more
civilised than it looks from the gmes,”
remarked Bunter. "Don't hurry on,
i_'nu chaps. Perhaps this ear’s for hire.

don't want to walk. Do they have
taxis here "

" Bleszed if I know ; but that car isn't
a taxi, anyhow. Come onl”

“Hold onl” repeated Bunter,

He blinked at the car. It was an
expensive  and  handsomely-appointed
car, and obviously not plying for hire.
A dark-gkinned Arab chauffeur stood
by it, still as a atatue, amd inside the
car was & plump Malay gentleman,
dressed in white ducke with a brilliant
iqwlet cummerbund. Bunier blinked at

im,

"1 say, you fellows, let’s ask this
nigeer 1f we can hire the car,”™ he =aid.

“*1°1] stand treat!
worry about that."™

“Jhut up, you ass!
stand English.”

“Rubbish! Besides, I don’t mind a
nigger hearing me call him a nigger.
Niggers are niggers, aren't they ? ok
hera, we can make him understand by
signs, eee? 1 dare say he'll drive us
into tewn for a dollar. Lot of rot it
seems to me, & nigger having a car like
this at alll I don't really approve of
it. I helieve in keeping niggers in their
places." .

“Will you shut up?" hissed Bob
Cherry.

“No, I won't!

You fellows needn't

He may under-

You fellows are too
jolly particular about these <ashed
natives,” said Bunter. * Besides, he
doesn't understand English—he Taoks a
si]l‘_f,- sort of fathead.”

“My estcemed Bunter—-"

“Ohut up, Inky! 1 want this car”
said Bunter. I b 1
let us have it, what about kicking him
out of it?"

“What?" gasped Nugent.

“Well, I believe in takin
hand with niggers. It's the best way of
keeping them 1n their place. Look here,
he'll understand if I hold up a dollar
and point towards the town., Hee™

“"You fat idiot—"

“0Oh, chesso 1t ! said Bunter,

Hea blinked into the ecar, at the grave-
faced Malay who sat there, and held
u]!:: e dollar between a fat finger and
thumb. With the other podgy hand he
pointed to the town.

“Catch ont" asked Bunter. “ Under-
stand | Bother the black image! Can't
¥ou understand that we want to hire
the car, blow youi™

“1 underatand perfectly 1” answered
the Malay pgentleman in excellent

the high

“"Look hera, if he won't th

-
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English. *I regret that I cannot lend
you my car.'”

“Oh erumbs!” gasped Bunter, Even
Bunter was a little abashed at dis.
covering that the native gentleman had
understood every word he had uttered.

Tha chums of the Remove erimsoned
with mortification. Harry Wharton
itag_:ped quickly to the car, zasising his

a4

“We are sorry, eir!” ke eaid.
“Please let me spologize for this fat
fool. We are going te kick him for his
bad manners,”

The Ma.lu.g gentleman smiled,

“It is nothing, Tuan!” he said.

Wharton turned to Billy Bunter. He
ﬁ;’ﬂﬁped him by the collar and swung

im round. There was a yell of antici-
pation from Bunter.

5 ! I say, you fellows—yaroooh !
* Dribble him I'* said Bob Chaerry.

“1 say—whoooooop 1
Bunter had not wanted to walk into
o town. Now he ranil Behind him
ren the Famous Five, kicking in turns.

“I say, you fellows—yarrroocop!”
roared Bunter, “Beasts] I'll -jolly
well—whooooop ! Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow |

Every time Bunter lagged & boot
behind him helped him on. Hea ran and
dodged and yelled and howled, stream.
ing with perspiration, Again and again
he slowed down; egain epd again a
clumping boot started him afresh. Ha
hopped and howled, and howled and
hopped, Astonished stares werp turned
on the party from all sides; Malays,
Arabs, Chinese, Dyaks, Tamils,
Hindoos, and Burmese stared at them in
amazement. But the juniors did not
heed. They felt that Bunter required a
lgsson in manners, and Bunter was get-
ting 1t. Not till they were tired did
they cease to dribble Bunter. By that
time Bunter was more than tired,

———r—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Ride in 3 Rickshaw [

¢ 2 INRICKSHA, par?”
J The rickshaw coolie bowed and

grinned to the Greyfriars juniors.
Harry Wharton & Co, ajtnj;ped.

They had been strolling about Singa-
pore for a couple of hours, and had
decided to pay a visit to the Botanical
Gardens, where Locke had told them
that & wonderful eollection of orchids
was to be seen. They had had encugh
walking for & hot afternoon, and the

idea of taking rickshaws rather appealed

to them. But there was only one rick-
shaw at hand, and the little two-wheeled
earriages, drawn by coolies, were
designed to tske only one passenger,

“Jinricksha, sar ¥ Fine carriage, sar!
Go anywhere, sar! One dollar, sar! You
like this Ene rickshaw, sart™

* 1 say, you fellows, I'll take that rick-
shaw ' Bunter panted up. * Don’t you
bag that rickshaw! I went it.”

'ﬁuntar was in & bad temper. He had
rolled around with the Famous Five for
& couple of hours, frowning. Bunter
did not like being kicked. He often
deserved it, but he never liked it. Many
timmes Bunter had complained that he
did not receive the {reatment bha
deserved. Now he had received it, and
still he weas not satisfied.

2till, he had refrained from further
rude remarks concerningcoloured people,
who formed the immense majority of the
inhabitants of Singapore, So far, he
had not landed the party in any further
trouble. And his wrathful frowns did
not worry the Famops Five. Bunter's
deep indignation them like
the idle wind which they regarded not.

Banter fairly ted with relief as he
grabbed the rickshaw. His fat little
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legs were tired, and he was nod ia the
mood for any more walking.

‘The coolie—a Chinese, clad in little
more than a loincloth—grinned and
bowed to Bunter.

“Fipe carriage, sar! One dollar, sar!
Take you somewhere, sar I"

"I say, you fellows—"

W tter keep ether,” said
Harry. “Mr. Locke told us not to
separate while we were ashore.”

“Blow Mr. Locke! I'm going to
ride! If you fellows think Tuu re going
to wear me out, you're jolly well mis-
taken—ser? I'm going to bag this
rickshaw.”

“Blessed if I think it will stand your
weight, Bunter,” said Bob, looking at
the flimsy vehicle. * You'll sink it.”

“Yah! Help me in, you rotters!”

“Youwd better walk with us, fat-
head,” said Harry.

:ll' imnlt lﬂ'

“Well, wo'll walk after the rickshaw
and the man ocan go slow,” said
Wharton. “I dare say he will be glad
to LEP slow, with Bunter’'s weight to

*The gladfulness will probably be
torrific.”

“Are you going to help me in?"
hooted Bunter, ]

Bunter was helped in. He plumped
down into the rickshaw with a conous-
sion that mads it groan,

But it supported his weight, though
it was pretty certain that it had never
been subjected to such o atrain before.

“That's better!” pasped Buuter.
“Jolly glad to be sitting down! You
fellows don't care if you wear me to &
ghadow. I believe yvou'd like to see me
fall down exhausted. Yahl”

“The rickshaw man's more likely to
fall down ecxhausted,” said Frank
N t. *“He's goipg to carn that
'ﬂﬂl -HI.“

Wharton instructed the rickshaw man.

*‘Botanical Gardens,” be said. * You
savvy 1"

“Me savvy, sar. Taks you some-
where, sar? Yes, sar. Fine carriage!”
_"Go slow, and don’t get out of our
sight. You savvyi™

“¥es, sar. Flenty savey "

“(Go it, then.”

The coolie grasped the handles of the

rickshaw and started, The little car-
riage ran easily and lightly, in spite of
the weight it carried.
. Billy Bunter grinmed bhack al the
juniors through the open slats of the
window.  Either the c¢olie had not
understood Wharten, or he did not heed
his instructions, for he started at & run,
and the rickshaw bowled along at a pace
that forced the juniors to break into =
rapid trot to keep u,ri) with it. Bunter
chuckled. These fellows had kicked
him, and it was rather agresable to ses
them elogging along in a blazing sun,
while he sat comfortably at rest

“Hold on!® shouted Wharton.
* Slower!"

¥ Faster I'" Bunter called to the rick-
shaw aran. “Give 'em & run. BSeal
Get wmlong faster.”

“¥es, sar.”

#*8low down, wyou ass!” roared Bob
Cherry.

The coolie was fairly bolting now.
The rickshaw whizzed bhehin him.
Harry Wharton & Co. ran hard. They
shouted ﬂ.-l'.l%ﬂ]}l' to Bunter. Racing in
the sun of Singapore was both un-
pleasant and dangerous.

"3 him, you fat idict!” roared
Jnhlgfly Bull. “Wa shall lose sight of
you.

“He, he, he!"

Wharton slacked down, his face
streaming ‘ith perspiration.

* Chuck it!" ie gaid. “ Anvhow, the

man's faking him to the Botanical
Gardens, and we shall find him thero all
right. '"We can’t chase him in this
blaze,”

*No fear 1" said Bob, pushing back his
hat and mopping his perspiring brow.
“Let hjm rip.*’

And the juniors walked on at & more
moderate -pace, and the rickshaw
vanished from sight round a corner.

Bunter sat and grinned.

He was enjoying his ride. Onece or
twice gave a gasp as the coolie spun
round corners, fearing that tho light
vehicle would overturn. DBut 1t ran
stendily enough. It was very pleasant
to sit in the shade, at peaceful rest, and
think of the other fellows running.

But when Bunter glaneed back again
thah Famous Five were no loager in
sighk.

“ Boasts " prunted Bunter. *Fat lot
t‘hief care if I get lost in Bingapore.”

vidently the juniors had givem up
the ohase, with the selfishness that
Bunter folt that he might really have
expected of them.

till, it did not matter. He would be
able to sit in the shade of a tree at the
Botanical Gardens and wait for them
to arrive. And he was not exerting
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himself now.
thing.

But after a time Bunter began to
wonder where those Botanieal Gardens
were. 'The rickshaw had slowed down
in strests that were narrow and ill-sinell-
ing, lined with native houses and ghops
that looked far from clean., From the
roadway, cluttered with garbapge, came
&;I'l unp n:gsu.nt m:i}all. Bunter cgilad to
the panting coolie perspiring between
the EEa.ft:s. !

“Here, I say! Bure this is the right
“F?lb

“All riihh sar! Yes, sar! Mo take
you anywhere, sar."

The coolio ran on.

“Blessed if I like the look of this
Elacn I'"" grunted Bunter. “I suppose the

rute is taking a short cut. I'll l.}be glad
to get out of this”

The rickshaw turned inte & narrow
way, scarcely more than an alley, The
way ran between walls, and the coolie
stopped at last ot & door set in a wall.
He gave a shrill call, and the door was
immediately opened by another China-
man. Bunter blinked out in astonish-
ment that was not unmixed with alzrn.
Cbviouely, this couldn't be the Botanical
Gardens.

“I say, where are you going " called
out Bunter.

The coolie, without replying, ran the
rickshaw through the doorway, and the
door was immodiately closed behind it.

Buntor felt his fat heavt thump.

Thet was the important

7

He was in a courtyard, surrounded by
high walls on three sides; on the fourth
was & house. There was an open door-
way, in which & Chinaman stood. His
appearance was very different from that
D‘I? the half-naked in; he was richly
attired in Chinese garb. The rickshaw
man kowtowed to him with deep
respoct.

“Oh crikey " gasped Bunter. " Where
has that beast brought me? I—I wonder
what's up "

He was slarmed now. In such a port
as Singapore it was far from unknown
for an unwary traveller to be trapped
and robbed, and perhaps murdered.

Bunter scrambled out of the rickshaw,
palpitating.

The coolis immediately Erﬂigad a
heavy snd unclean hand on his fat
shoulder.

“You please stop " he said.

Bunter gasped. ;

“J—I say, this isn’'t the Botanical
Gardens 1 say, what have you
brought me here fori”

The coolie grinned. :

“The ta jen tell you,"” he said.

*The—the what 1"

“Ta jen, sar.” .

“Oh, don't be a silly asal!” snapped
Bunter. “What the thump 18 a ta jen,
blow youl” . .

The coolie indicated the richiy-clad
Chinaman in the doocrway. )

“He one ta jon, sar—noble Chinese.”

“ But—what——"

Bunter blinked at the ta jen. Wheather
he was a noble Chinese or not, the fst
junior could see that he was wvery
different from the coolies. He carried
an ivory fan, painted with a spray of
lilies, in his hand, and hg screened his
face with 1t, Bunter seeing little more
of him than hia slanting eyes.
Apparently the noble Chinege did not
desire the fat junior to see his features.

Ho made Bunter a sign to enter tho
house, Bunter did not stir. He blinked
round him in dismay. The door of thn
courtvard was shut, and the doorkecper
had barred it and stood bf! it, grinning.
There was no escape for Bunter.

“Please to enter my poor house,” said
the Chinese behind tim fan, in English
that was very flowery. “Honour this
poor one by making vour distipguished
entrance.”’

“ But=but I—I say—" .

“¥You are my honourable guest, sir.
Enter, if it be your noble pleasure.”

“Tt jolly well isn't[” gasped Bunter.
“Look here, my friends are expeeting
me at the. Botanical Gardens—-"

“I weoep for their disappeointmoent,”
said the Chinaman politely. " But you
must enter my poor house."

He made a sign to the coolie. A
rcugh hand tightened on Billy Bunter's
shoulder, and he was jerked into the
doorway.

“I—I say—lepgo!™ yelled Bunter.

The Chincse moved aside, and the
coolie swung Buuter into the house.

“0Oh crikey [ pasped Bunter.

o was lod along a dusky passage and
bundled into a room that seemed to have
na windows and enly onc door. That
door was immediaiely closed behind
Bunter, and he heard a bolt shot

He sat on the floor and gasped.

“(th erumbs ¥

What it all meant was a mystery tn
Runter. They had not robbed him. or
harmed him; but he was bolted in a
windowless room, & prisencr. 1ls coulild
nat begin to understand what 1L maelt
all mean. Bot [rom the bottom of his
fat lLicart DBunter wishod that le had
never had that ride in the rickshaw,
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
[ 1 ﬁmak I!I

i HE fat idiot!”
! “The howling ass!™
“The terrific fothead!”
Hearry Wharton & Co, were,
of course, discussing Bunter.

(Often and often the fat Owl had had
an exasperating effect on them, Bub
naver he exasperated them gquite
50 much as now. .

They were in the Botanical Gardens;
but Bunter was not to be found there,
They had walked round, looking at the
orchide, at the aviary, which contained
parakeets, cagles, cockatoos, all sorts
of tropical birds; they had visited the
animals’ quarters, and looked st hearai
monkeys, snakes, and wildcats; and al
the tine they had locked for Bunter
and had not seen him. They searched
through the extcnsive and beautiful
srdens; they inguired right end left,
gut the rcsult was the same—Bunter
was not there, and nobody scemed to
have geen anything of him or his rick-
shaw. .

It was intensely exasperating. ;

Ferrers Locke had bidden the junicrs
keep together and keep out of trouble,
They hed intended to do so. But they
had not eounted on the treachery of a
jinricksha man, and did not suspect 1if.
n Singapore, as in other cities of the
Far LEast, one takes & rickshaw as one
tzhes a taxil in the West. It did not
occur to the juniors—for the present,
at least—that that particular rickshaw
man had had a particular purpose to
gerve in offering them his sexvices.

“The burbling idiot 1" said Bob, “He
hasn't weited for us! I suppose he got
here half an hour ahead and tired of
waifmg.” .

“I’Il jolly well kick him when we find
him again I growled Johany Bull,

“The kickfulness is the proper caper,”
eprced Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, * but
the findfulness comes first. The estcemed
Locke will be absurdly infuriated if we
lgee Bunter in Singapore.” )

“Well, I suppose even that idiot will
hzve sense enough to pet back to the
yacht on his own,” said Johnny Bull

“1 dare say he's riding round the town
in that rickshaw,” said NMugent. “He
may have tried to bilk the coclie and
got into trouble.”

*Oh, my hat1"

“The awful ass1 We'd better lock for
him,” said Harry. “He's not here, that's
a cert.  After all, we've got another
coupla of hours before we need go,hack.
1 dare say wo shall come across Bunter.

The Famous Five left the Botanieal
Gardens and walked back into the town.
They lept an eye on every rickshaw
they saw—and they saw many. But
Bunter was not in any of them.

- Up and down and round about Singa-
pore they walked, heeping their eyes
open for Bunter. Several rickshaw
coolies hailed them; but the juniors
were not thinking of taking s ride.
They werae petfing anxious about
Bunter. If there was any trouble to ba
found in Singapore Bunter was certain
to find it—and it looked as if he had
dono so0.

They were cztremely unwilling to
meet Fervers Locke with the news that
ene of the party was missing.

‘The Silver Etar was to leave Binga-
pore the following day, and it was
scarcely possible to leave Bunter behind,
At tho same time. it was Locke's first
duly to convey Wun Lung safely to
Canton.

There was no doubt that the Baker
Atreet detective would be deeply annoved
if Bunter ecaused delay.
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thrilled them with horror.

" And the fat villain msy be on beard
all the time,” growled Johnny Bull
“He may have gone back to the ship.™>

“More likely stuffiog grub some-
where,” said Nugent.

“The likeliness 18 terrific.”

“"Well, we'd better keep 1t Bt;};l) till it's
time to go back to the yacht,” said
Harry Wharton. “The fot dummy may

turn u minute.”

"Haﬁmﬂn{mliu, hallot What's the
gid row I*¥ exclaimed Bob Cherry
suddenly.

Three or four Malaye dashed past Lhe
juniors suddenly—so suddenly that they
jostled them roughly. A white man in
ducks and a pith himeh rushed by and
shouted to the startled juniors as ke

E L]
LE Run EH‘
He vanished the next mament.
"What the thump!” exclaimed Bob.
Peopla were ruminﬁd velling on all
gides, Cries in man guages rent the

air. Rickshaws and cars stood deserted
on the street; men and women dodged

into shops and slainmed the doors. In
utter bewilderment the juniors stared
round them.

“My hat! Is it & giddy riot, like the
one wa dmpged into at Port Saidi”
ejaculated Bob.

“It's mot that! Goodness knows what
it is! What ia everybody running for?
What are they shouting?*

“Amok!” came a terrified yell
"Amok! Amok!

“What the thump does amok mean ™

" Goodness knows ™

“Mad bull, or mad dop, or some-
thing 1”7

“ Look 1" yelled Bob.

Down the street, which was almost
deserted, came & wild and fearful
figure. : iy

It was a Malay, with rolling wild &
—ths eves of a madman—brandishing
2 gleaming creese in either hand.

he jumors stared at him in horror,

“ Amok I came screaming voices smid
the pattering of fleeing feet. ** Amok I

] I?lml-: it 1" gas Bob. “It's m
lunatie running amok! Run for your
lives ™

“0Oh crumbs 1”

“Run i

The juniors understood now why the
crowd weore running.  And they ran,

too.

The maddened Malay swept down the
street. Hia fierce, rolling Elj:ES glared
round for vietims. A coolie dodged
across the strest, hunting shelter, and
the Malay leapcd at him like a tiger,
and struck with both the 1cmg rleaming
knives. 'The coolie fell, blood streaming
from his wcunds, and the amok
sereamed and rushed on, brandishing
the creescs.

[Marry Wharton & Co._had heard and
reed of such things. But tha reality
Opiam, per-
haps. was the cauze of the madness thak
had seized on the man; perhaps sun-
stro%e; perhaps bota, and other causes.
Whatever the cause, the Malay was now
s raging madman, running amoelk,
thirsting for bload, as unreasoning and
uncontrollable as o wild beast in the

jungle.

“%ut it on 1* panted DBob.

‘The Greyfriars fellows ran for their
lives. They dodged round a cormer in
the midet of s Heeing crowd, and in
tha rush of iostling fugitives they were
eeparatod. Behind them was the patter
of the madman’s naked feet, and his
hoarse yelling, A fearful scream told
that another victim had fallen under
the crceses. Theh there was a shot. It
was followed by another and anocther.

The yelling of the amok was heard
0o more,

ye& amok,
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Missing |

“ ALLO, hallo, hallo1”
H “Bob

"Here wa are
“Where's Franky i

“ W harton—m"

" Here |"

“Here's Inky—" ]

Four of the Famous Five gathered
again. People were in the strest now;
the sudden panic was over, Of what
had happened fo the amok, the
Greyiriars chums konew nothing %re-
cisely, and did nob care to think. The
ringing shots had told their own tale.

¥ saw no more of him. They
wera two streets away from tho spot
where the firing had sounded.

Four of them gathered—and they
looked round anxicusly for the fifth—
Frank Nugent. But Nugent did not
turn up.

All the fiva hed been ecparated in
the hurrying, jostling orowd; but they
had heard each other calling, and come
together—four of them. ugent was
not to be seen, ) )

“He's all right,” eaid Bob quickly,
az he saw a cloud of anxiecty ecttle on
Wharton's face. “"He was with us com-
ing tound the corner—the amok
never gobt anywhere near him.”

“That's s0,” said Johnny Bull
“Ha's- heen rushed cn in the crowd—
we'll come across him soon.”

“If he finds that he's lost us, he will
head for the harbour,” ssid Harry.
“[t's time we got back, anyhow, to
meet Mr. Locke for the boat.”:

“May find him there with Bunter,”
agreed Bob.

It was certain, at least, that the mad
Malay had been nowhere near Nugent;
he had not been harmed the
And as the jumors failed to
see anything of him, they had to con-
clude that, whirled out of their sight by
the scurrying crowds, he had given
themm up and headed for the harbour.
2o after & few more wanutes spont in
vain searching and calling, the four
took that direction.

The tall fizure of Ferrers Locke was
standing by the landing-place when tho
four juniors arrived there.

gave them a guick glance.

“¥ou are on time,” he said., " But
where are tha others—Bunter and
Nugent 1**

“ Aren’t they here i ejaculated Bob.

“Have—haven't they come back " ex-
claimed Wharton, in dismay.

again i

"] Nﬂ‘"

“Oh crumba ["

Locke's face set suddenly.

“Therae has alarm of an

amok,’” he said. * Ao opium-maddenecd
Malay haz been Bhﬂt{ after killing two
ot three victims. Is it possible——"

“Nao, nol” exclaimed Wharton
hastily, “It's not that! We saw the
ameck, and got away from him all
right. We got separated—"

* And they did not rejoin yout"

“ Nugent did not. Bunter was lost a
couple of hours age.” Harry Wharion
hurriedly explained what had happened.

Locke listened quietly.

“It is etrapge cnough,” he said.
“Poth of them, if they could not find
you, would mturnﬂf have come back to
the harbour. But I have seen nothing
of them.” Hoa reflected for 8 moment
or twn, “But 1 have not been back to
the Silver Btar—it is barely bla
that they got back here, and instead of
waiﬁit}q, took = sampan back to the
yocht.™

“ Frank wouldn't,” said Harry. “Ho
would know we shocld expect io find
him here! Buntcr might.™

%1 thionk we had better get on board
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once, and make sure,” said Locke.
f they are lost, I must lose no time
in inguiring after them.”

“"Frank ma here any
minuta,” satd Harry. “If he’s lost his
way in the oity, he might be later than

u

* Pogsibly I” said Locke, with a nod.

e ;r__au’lj_' let ma wait here for
him. ]

*1 thiok,” said Ferrers Lovke quietly,
"that you better get aboard. Pos-
gibly I made a mistake in allowing you
ashore.”

Whazton coloured.
“We oouldn’t help——" he began.
“] am not blaro-

ing_you, boy,”
mf:i the Hg aker
Btreet detective
kindly. “Do not
think g0 for a
moment | If a mis-
take has beon made
it is mine. 1 hope
ﬁaﬁ -Bunter a?d

u t may only
be ﬁ:ﬁ. If 8o, they
will be found—the
worst that can
hnfmpen i8 some
delay in our getting
to sea again. But—
but—" Ferrers
Locke broke off
abruptly. “We
shall seal In the
meantime, let us get
on board.”

He beckoned to =
Chinesa bostman,
and called :

H Bampan lai [™

at
ol |

The sampan
glided in, and the
Luumra stepped on
oard, the detec-
tive, after a last
tance round, fol-
owing them.

In & few minutes

the sampan bumped
on the anchored
vacht, Wun Lung's
cheery little yellow
face looked down at
them over the rail,
az the ladder was
lowered,
. Quigkly the
juniors and the de-
téctive  scrambled
up.

“las. Nugent
here 1" Wharton
called out breath-
legsly, before his feet were on the

eck.

Wun Lung opened his almond eyes in
gurprise,

*“No hele,” hs answored.
you.

“He's not come back?!”

“No comeay along ship.*

“Or Bunter 1"

* Bunteo no comey.” :

Ferrers Locke compressed his lips.
There was & glint in his eyes. ke spoke
s few words to Mr. Green, the mate,
and then turned to the juniors again.

“Remain on board 1" he said curtly.

And he stepped back into the sam-
pan, and the boatman pushed off from
the Silver Star.

Tho four chums looked at one another.
Bo far, they had only mf;pa&ed tha
Bunter and Nugent were loat. But it
was clear, from Ferrers Locke's lock,
that hr: fearod woree than that.

" What—what could have happened to
them in Singapore?® said Bob mn & low
voice. “They can’t be hurt—they can't
have had any acoident—there was only

“"He along

i !illil
Uiy .
Frisdn &

I il

(RIS

il

that mad M.nin?‘, and they were no-
where near him.

Whearton breathed hard.

“If it was only Bunter, I should think
the gilly ass had lost himeslf,” he said.
“But Nugent—he's no fool. He could

find his way back easily enough—or he

could ask—plenty of people spesk
English here—or he could ﬂ.sg in a shop
—or take a rickshaw—"

“May be coming along this. minute,”
said Johnny, “We can see the landing-
El:kﬁa from here. May sen him any
tck.™

“I—I hope s0.”
“But what do you think might have

“ Please to entor my poor hounse,*” said the riehly-clad Chinaman behind the fan.

honourable guest, sir I *

happened, then?” asked Bob., “Mr,
Locke looked awfully serious. What
hnvwﬂu ot in your head, Harry 1"

“Wun Lung has enemies here,” said
Wharton, in a low voice. “That's why
he was left on board. It's possible that
~—that=——""

Bob Cherry whistled.

“But Tang Wang's gang don't want
any of us” he said. “It's Wun Lun
they're’ aftor. They haven't buthnreg

us, so far."

“ Excapt when they tried to sink the
vacht in the Red Sea,” said Harry.
“Tang Wang wouldn’t besitate to
destroy cvery man on the SBilver Star
for the sake of getting at Wun Lung.”

“I know. Buat bapging any of us in
Singapore won't help him get at Wun
Lung. Wun's safe here, whether they've
got Bunter and Nugent or not. They
don’t want any of us. They don't care
if they mop ua up when they're mopping
u!? Wun Lung; but they wouldn't take
the trouble to mop us up for nothing.
They've had chances before this"”

*That's s0,"" agreed Harry.

i bring back news when he returned.

He agreed, but his heart was heavy,

“Mp, Looke foars it," he gaid.
“Unless I'm greatly mistaken, he fears
that they're in the ds of the tong.”

“Blesged if I can think so,”" zaid
Bob. “I can't see that the tong has
any puanaa to serve by bagging them."

“ Well, I can’t either. But——"' ;

“They may turn up any minute,” said
Johnny Bull,

“What do you think, Wun Lung?”
asked Bob. * Do you think the blessed
tnnﬁ would want to damage any of us
if they couldn't get at you 1:3' doing it

Wun Lung shook hiz head.

“MNo tinkee," he answored,

“It's all right,”" said Bob. *They'll
turn wp."” i

Wharton nodded: but his heart waa
heavy, and his face clouded.

The juniors remained on deck, watch-
ing the landing-place in the red of the
sinking sun, hoping to see the missing
juniors appear in sight. But neither
Bunter nor Nugent eppeared. Forrera
Locke had gone ashore, no doubt to
obtain the hélp of the authorities in
a search for the missing schoolboys. Tho
juniora fervently hoped that he would

““You are my

“0w!’ gasped Bunier.

A sampan, with a sail ent in the shapo
of a dragon, glided down to the Silver
Star. It had a crew of four Chinese,
and on a heap of cushions sat their
master, 8 plump Chinese, in rich attire,
with an ivory fan in onc hand, with
which he gently fanned himsell, and in
the other a polden cage, containing a
bullfinch, restin? on his kneo. "Ly
juniors watched him 1dly as the sampan
drew nearer, Wun Lung with more
interest. The sampan stopped under the
rail of the yacht, and the Chinese on tho
cushions stood up and bowed gracefully
to the juniors, locking down.

“The humble Ah Feng greets your
honourable lordships,” he said. *1Is it
poermitted for this comtemptible person
to have speech with the bern-long-
hefore-me Mister Locke?” :

Mr. Green came quickly to the side.

“What do you want?” he rapped.

Wun Lung could see, and the English
juniors could realise, that Mr. Ak Feng
waz a2 man of consequence, a gentleman

Tae Macrer Lisranry.—No, 1,180,
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in his own country; but to Mr. Green
he waa a * Chink.”

The mate's inquiry did not err on the
side of politeness. © But no doubt Ah
Fer.tg was accustomed to the gruffness of
the “foreign devils,”

He bowed to tie mate with un-
diminizhed urbanity.

“This reptile of a3 Chinese has newas
for the honourable Lord Locke, who was
born a thousand years ago,’”” he said.

“Come on board ! grunted Green.

In spite of their anxiety for the
missing jumiors, Harry Wharton & Co.
could not help smiling at the elaborate
politencss of the Chinaman. The kind
of politencss that in .England leads a
man to sign himself “Your humble and
obediont servant'’ iz carried to un-
heard-of lengths by the Chinese, pro-
bably the politest people on earth.

A courteous Chinaman will- carry
politeness to the extent of calling him-
sell a reptile, & worm, or & toad, unfit
to breathe the perfumed air ennobled
ond pur:fied by the glorious presence of
the person to whom he is speaking.

Probably it is about as sincere as that
of the European who signs himsel
“humble and ochbedient szervant,”” when
he certainly has no intention of being
anything of the sort.

And as, in China, nage is highl
honoured, & polite Chinaman wiﬁ
represent himself as leing infinitely
younger than the person to whom he
desires to be courteous. It is particu-
larly gracious to hint to your inter-
tocuter that he iz a thuusa.nrf years old.

Mr, Ah Feng ascended the accommo-
dation ladder without parting with
either his fan or his caged buliBnch.
What the thump he was carrying a bird
about with him for the juniors could not
imagine. They had not yet seen China
and its ways. Mr. Ah carried his bull-
finch abont with him becouse he was
fond of it—a natural procecding in a
Chinese, though odd to Buropean eyes.

Arrived on deck., Mr. Ah kow-towed
to Mr. Green. His flowing garments
billowed round him in waves of silken
brocade as he almost touched the deck
with his nose.

Mr. Green did not kow-tow. e had
not a lot of politeness to waste on a
Chink. Neither was it easy to kow-tow
in Britizh trousers.

“You've pgot news for Mr., Locke™
he demanded.

“This humble and despised person has

newa for his honourable ears, n
Mr. Ah. Samnie

“ About the boys?"’

Mr. Ah kow-towed again,

“Well, ﬁt it off vour chest,™ gaid Mr.
Green. “Mr. Locke is absent, but you
can tell me."”

“The news is only for the old and
honourable ears of the leng-ago-born
Lord Locke !"" answered Ah Bg

“Then you'll have to wait for him.”

“This slave will wait if it is permitted
to him to disgrace the beautiful ship
of Lord” Locke with his disgusting
presence,” anzwered Ah Feng.

Harry Wharton politely handed the
Chinese a deckchair. Wun Lung, at a
sign from Mr. Green, had gone below
before the Chinaman came up the side.
Mr. Green was taking no risks.

And he kept a very sharp eye on Mr.
Ah as he sat in the deckechair Wharton
handed him 1o wait for the return of
the DBaker Btreet detective. But My,
Ah did not scem on mischief bent. He
sat placidly, with an expressionless face,
that scemed carved in ivory, the gilded
cage resting on his knee, occasionally
murmuring & word in zoft Chiness ito
the bird within, and fanning himself
gently and delicately with his ivory fan.
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The juniors watched him, anxious to
hear what news be brought, though it
was evidently useless to question’ him.

‘Aleo, they had a lingering suspicion that

he might be an emissary of Tang
Wang's tong, getting on board under
o pretext, to make some attempt on
Wun Lung. The Chinese junior re-
mained below, and the other fellows
grouped at the companion door, ready
to deal with Mr. Ah if he showed signs
of playing tricks, But he showed no
such sign.

Indeed. it was difficult to suspect Mr.
Ah of being o desperado, with his flow-
g garments of brocaded silk, his fan,
and his birdeage. A man in Eettimts
was not very alarming—tos European
eyes,

Tho juniors were not aware—yet—
that in China the women wear trousers
and the men tticoats, almost all
Western customs being reversed in that
strange land. And tﬁey did not know
that a Chinese bandit, steeped in crime
and bloodshed, would wear petticoats
and carry a fan, and quite likely & sin
ing-bird in a cage, and amuse himasslf

f in his leisure hours by Bying ' a kite.

They had much to learn about China.
They waited anxiousl
Locke to return, But if Mr. Ah, was
anxious to see that “henourable lord ™
he did not betray it. He waited with
tha infnite patience of a Chinese, and
scemed to have no thought at all in his
Oriental mind but to fan himself gently
and whisper endearing words fo his
ginging-bird. _
here was a dash of cars at last,
and, to the great reliof of the juniors,
Ferrers Locke came up the side. But
he came alone,

———

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Companlons in Misfortune |

T OH erikey 1™ groaned Billy
Bunter.

For a long time—it seemed

an etermity to DBunter—the

Owl of the Remove had done little but
groan.

It wasg stiflingly hot in the room where
he was impriconed. It was dim and
dusky. There wero no windows, but
both ventilation and a glimmer of light
came from sbove., Part of the ceiling
admitted light. Tt was not glass, but
some semi-opaque substance; and there
must have been an opening somewhere,
for the air was fairly fresh, Bunter had
cast several blinks vp at the ceiling.
But the walls werc bare, and at least
ten feet -high, so there was no way of
climbing out. Bunter had no hope of
czcaping. He had no hope of anything.
He just groansd.

What the beasts had done this for was
a mystery to him. If they were Wun
Lung’s enemies, and after the Chinese
junior, what on earth did they want
with Bunter? He could not begin to
guces. And if they wers not that, still
what on earth did they want with him?
Bunter was of no imaginable use to any-
body., It was not robbery they intended
—his possessions, such as they were, had
been left untouched. It was not murder
they meant, even if they could be sup-
posed to have any motive for such a

erime. He had not been hurt in any
way.
Yet it was clear that the rickshaw

sgolie had d&]ib&r&t&ls inveigled Bunter
into the rickshaw and carried him off.
Not that the man would have known
that Bunter would take the rickshaw.
Any of the Ijuninrs might have taken it.
Bunter realised that the trap had not
been laid for him specially or purposely.
3o far aa he could see, any member

for Ferrers
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the parly would have served the kid-
napper’s turn. It was just Bunter’s ill-
luck that he happened to be the fellow
who had got into the rickshaw.

From the bottom of his fat heart he
wizthed that he had left the vehicle to
one of the other fellows!

The coolie, for some inexplicable
reason, had wanted to kidnap one of the

Greyfriars party. =~ Which one, ap-
Earr:nt.ljr, he had not cared. DBunter
appened to be the one.

hat were they going to do with
him? Were they EGL'E 1:5 give him any
grub ¥ What did it all mean?

Bunter could find no answera to thoss
questions. Ho groaned and groaned.
He coased groaning and quaked, as
he heard footsteps approaching the door
‘and heard the bolt withdrawn.
They were coming |
Bunter quaked.
The door opened.
; A Egytr}? 'upmﬂi]ﬂdi. u:c&d wa? pu;hed in
rom without, and the door closed egain
and the bolt shot. -
Bunter blinked.
_ Another prisoner had been thrown
intc the hidden room. That was all!
Bunter blinked at him in the dimness.
*Oh crumbs I gasped a voioe he kpew,
“ Nugent!” ejaculated Bunter.
Nugent stared at him,

“That you, Bunter?"

“Ow! Yes,” groaned Busnter,

“ y only hat! How did you get
herat

“That filthy rickshaw man brought
me hers in his rotten rickshaw,”
roaned Bunter. “How did you get
era P’

Frank Nugent did not rede:r for tha
moment. a moved round the room,

examining it, tapping on the walls, and
staring up at the glimmering ceiling.
“I eay, there’s no way out,’ paid
Bunter. ™I've been hero hours and
hours, I thought you fellows would be
looking for me. You must have been o
silly ass to let them get hold of you!”
WNugent grunted.

“There was a shindy—a Malay run-
ning amok,” he said. *We got
separated when we bolted; and I was
suddenly collared in & narrow street,
egnd a bag pulled over me, before I knew
what was happening. Thera were threo
or four of beasts, 1 think; but I
never saw anything atter the bag.was
over my head—not till they took 1t off,
and bundled ms into this room.*

“Then-you don't know where we
ara?"” asked Bunter dismally.

“Only that we're somewhere in Binga-
pore.”

** Fat lot of good that is1” said Bunter,
with & smiff.

“Well, don't wou Eknowi" asked
Fraok. ™ You seem to have come here
in a rickshaw, not with your head in a
bag. Didn't you see—"

“All I saw was 8 lot of Glthy streets
and filthy niggera,” grunted Bunter. “I
EEF’! what do you they've got us

or 1"

Nugent shook his head.

“ Blessed if X know!l But they havin'é
hurt us, nn{lhﬂw. I they havett™s
got any of the other fellows, too0.”

S8nort from DBunter. He w&as not
bothering about the other fellows. He
was fully occupied in bothering about
William George Bunter.

“ Do vou think it's the same gang that
are after Wun Lung!” be asked.

MNugent whistled.

“I sghouldn't wonder. They were
Chinese who bagged me,” he said. * But
I can’t imagine why., They couldn't
fancy that either of us was Wun Lung.”

“I saw a Chinaman here, when they

{Continued on page 12.)



CONTINUING OUR SPECIAL FEATURE FOR SOCCER ENTHUSIASTS !

OOTBALL 18 the magnet which draws the crowds. And
the Maorer is the magazine which will once again
enable itsa readers to play the game, and follow the

played by others, intelligently. That's my job !

I am hers o intrigue you about football matters ; to intercat,
to amuse, and also to instruct, but I hope the instruction will
be interesting. You who were amonpg the regular readers of
the MagneT last season will reraember the most enjoyable timea
we had together. Yeou sent me all sorts of questions about
iootball, end I took & sheer delight in angwering them.

We all enjoyed ourselves so woll that the Editor said ** Carry
cn.'” I want those readers who wrote to me last season on
“big ball " mattera to write to me again, and I wont those
who are new readers to write to me es well, Never mind what
your football problom is—a complicated affair of off-side which
oeeds a diagram, or the size of studs advisable in your footbsll
boote—I am here to help.

early in the season is that already the Editor has had
pome letters addressed to him on football gqueations.
Jack B., of Gainsbore’,
was & lot of talk last season over t
standing on the goal-line until the ball had been kicked on
penalty kick occasions. Bome referees, says this reader,
aliowed goalkeepers to move before the ball was kicked so long
a& they did not advance from directly under the posta. Other
referecs ' insisted on the goslkeeper standing still. What is
the position now 1
The rule-makers evidently noticed that there was somie
confusion in the interpretation of this rule, sp thoy have sent
out a ia] instruction. They have said that the word
*atand ¥ means * stand atill.” 8o if any reforee allows the
oalkeeper to move before the ball is kicked when a penalty
ick is being taken against his side, he will not be carrying
out instruotions.

The goalkeeper miust stond siill and on the Fine.

That's olear, 't it 1

Incidentally, while the big * pro " footballers are supggesting
that thoy should get & bi bonus for wing in important
matchos, I have an idea which works the other way. I suggest
that overy player who fails to score with & penalty kick, whon
this rule is in striot operation, cught to be fined a pound. A
penalty kick under the rule as the authorities now insist it
shall be carried oub, cught to mean a goal practically every
time, So be careful, my full-back friends, and don’t gmve
away penalty kicks,

BN'T it funny how certain deficiencies in the rules of a
l nationally played &&m& should ge for years without
anybody noticing them, or taking sdvantage of them.

The rule-makers spotted one phortcoming during the
closa season. They e & corner kick & free kick within
the meaning of the * ten yards "' act. past gﬁam it would
bavp been permizsible for am o g0 up to the

TEE real reason why this feature has been restarted so

he romemberas that there
uestion of the poalkeeper

In
pponent to
taker of & cormer-kick, and thus prevent him getting the ball
aocross, and there was nothing in the rules to prevent such action.
But nobody ever took advantage of it.
That couldn’t be dons now, however, for the corner kick has
m placed under the general fres kiock heading, which mesns

the nearest opponent must be al least lten yards atcay
wwhen the ball iz kicked.

Que other thing I must tell you about the rules for the prosant
seazon., ‘Those who make them have sent a apecial remunder
to all the I::f olubg—and in this WaY to all the plavers of the
big olubs, the rule whioch says “a player is not entitled,
by word or action,
refaros,'

to ahow dissent Irom any decision of the |

Lasot season *° Old Ref"a™

sparkling articles deraw

farth such a measurs of appreciation

that he has been persuaded to continus tham

. this season. You’ll ind ki Informative articles
an bright and as sntartalning as ever.—Ed,

Woulda't it be nice if every player of the game roememberal
this on every cceasion throughout the season ! What a peaceful
time our referees would have to be sure. They would never run
the risk of having their coats pulled off ﬂlﬁiﬂnilch ; never
& sour look from any player who, having soored what be tho b
was & perfectly good goal, had it disaliowed.

F all the players would carry out this rule—and all the

E spectatora could be induced to it out, too—tha

reforee’s life would be worth living., Indeed, it would

be ' money for nothing " to such an extent that I should

go back to referecing myself. Yet, when you get right down ta

it, this rule merely sets a standard of conduct which ought to

be reached by every man or boy who claime to be a true sporta-
man,

As a matter of fact this rule about not showing dissent from
the referee’s deoision is sometimes broken by players who
have a really high sense of sportsmanship. Let me illostrate
from en incident which happened in the very first game I saw
this season.

A certain side weare attacking, and even had & chance of
scoring & goal. Suddenly a member of the defending side
was hurt and he fell down. On these occasions the referse is,
of course, sole judge me to whother the player is sufficiently
hurt to justify the game being held up, and on this particular
occaston the referce allowed the play to go on.

A member of the attecking side, noticing his opponent on
the ground, suddenly ewerved round and instead of earrying
on the attack, as he should have done, he banged the ball out
of play so that tho game was stopped while the injured man
recoived the attention of his traimer, That action by the
player was loudly applauded by the spectators, and it was,
indead, a sportamanhke aokion, r]uﬂgad from one point of view,
But by kicking the ball out of play so that the injured man
could receive attention the player was, in actual fact, showing
that he disagreed with the referce’s decision not to stop the
game for the injured player to recover,

“ Do you thinl: that a footlLall club, having won promotion
al the end of one scason, should rely, for the next sroson,
ot the plagers weho were responstble for that promotion?"

This is & question which comes from a Elackpool reader, and
I think I ¢an see how the queation was inapired.

Blackpool gained promotion from the Becond to the First
Division last season, and now all the TFirst Division club players
will find out all about the breezes which blow over the Blackpool
sands in the winter-time.

For this new season Blackponl are relying almost entirely
onn the players who gained promotion. That is the usual
procedure, but I cannot say that it has always paid.

N the other hand, Cholsan, who %a.ined promotion slong
with Blackpool at the end of laat sceson, hove roost
obviously tuken the opposite view. They have secured

uite & number of new players, some of them very bright
stars with big reputations, Hughie Gallacher, formerly of
Newcastle United, and a man whe has played for Seotland many
times, is the new contre-forward of the Pensioners. 1'wo other
Scats forwards have elso joined Chelssa—Alee. Clieyne, who
layed ageinst England in 1929, and Rankin, who has erossed
E-:mdnn rom Charlton Athletie to Stamford Bridge.
I do not propose to give a direct answer to my correspondent’s
guestion &8 to which is the better policy. What I will ask him
to do iz follow carefully the showing of Chelsea and Blackpool.

{ And from the results he will probably get his answer.

No more this week, except just to insist that

1 am expecting you to wrile 1o me even more regulariy,
and in greater numbers, than you did last season.

¢« OLD REF.”
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THE TERROR OF THE TONG!

(Continued from page 10.)

brought me 1n,”’ said Bunter. *“ Do you
think he'a & tong 7'

“Fathead! A tong is & society, an
associgtion. He may be a member of a
giddy tong. Goodiness knows what
they're up to!”  Frank Nugent sat down
on the #oor, as there were no seats m
the room. * Anyhow, we're not hurt
yet, and there's no use crying before
you're hurt.”

-.ll:rm hungrjflf’ :

“Brr-r-rl” paid Nugent,

“ Beast [ y

Frank sat on the floor, his back to the
wall. He was as puszled as Bunter to
know what it all meant; and he realised
clearly enough ;
But, a3 ho had zaid, 1t was useless to
ery befors cne wes hurt.

i’nlly Bunter groaned dismally.

It woas a raelief to him to have
Nugent's company in Jus imprisonment.
He was glad to see Frank, so far as
went. But he was direfully epprehen-
sive, and he was hungry. !

Nugent was thinking chiefly about his
friends, hoping fervently that they
would not fall inte the same hand. He
would bave given a great deal to know
that they were safe back on the yacht.

“I—I wonder what they're going to
do with us?” grosned Bunter.
‘hope tlhe;r ain't going to leave ug to

I'Yi

“Lucky you had lunch enough fot
pix " remarked Nugent.

“Ow! I wish I hado't come ashore
at Singapore M
. “ Not much use wishing that now, old

ean.”

“I wish I hadn't started on that
rotten trip to China at alll’” .
* Mot much use wishing that, either.

“I'd rather be back at Greyfrisrs!”
groaned Bunter. “I'd even rather be
with old Quelch in the Form-room.”

“Quelch would be flattered!” grinped
Nugent, *“Keep a stiff upper lip, old
bean. We're not dead yet,

“And you don't care a straw!”
snorted Bunter, glaring at him through
his big spectacles. " You don't care a
rap what happens to mel”

“Well, I'm in the same boat, you
know,” said MNugent mildly.

“Oh, rats!” said Bunter crossly.

Evidently Nugent’s misfortuncs did
not strike 3jr3ux-'c.t=;|: a3 being so serious as
his own. _ _

He relapsed into dismal grosning.

The light from above grew dimmer.
The sunset was dying out, and night
falling on Singepore.

Mugent rose and began to move about
the room restlessly. It was weary and

irksome to wait for he knew mnot
what in the silent room in that
gilent house. ‘The minutes passed

on leaden wings, and Frank began to
wish that, what ever the enemy intended,
they would get on with it.

‘Thero was & sound at the door at last.

MNugent turned and faced 1t, drawing
a deep breath. Bunter, sitting on the
Boor, groaned dolorously,

The door opened. i

It was dim and dusky in the passage
without, but Frank made out the figures
of several Chinamen. One of them held
o huge, eurved Chinese sword that glim-
mered in the gloom, If Frank had
been thinking of trying a sudden rush
he gave it up then. There was no
chance of escape from the hidden room.

A Chinese servant entered, carryimn
two lacquer bowls, one in either hand.
Bunter started and sniffed. There was
an appetising odour proceeding from the

W
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that they were in danger.

(1] '__.I 3

The Chinese bowed, bowls in hand;
the others remaining outside the door-
way, guarding it,

“The noble ta jen sends you riee,”
sald the bearcr of the bowls,

“0Oh, good!” gasped Bunter, scram-

fing up.

The Chinaman placed the bowls om
the floor. Then he bowed agamn to tho
two prisoners.

“1 say, what is it?” asked Dunter
eagerly.

* Rice,"” said the Chinaman. -

And he backed out at the door, still
bowing: and it was closed again, and
the bolt shot into place. There was &
soft padding of feet without,. and then
silence.

Bunter gave a snort.

“Rice!” he grunted. “Elow rice!
Might heve given us something decent.
Just like the beasts, blow ’em! I say,
though, 1t smells .ﬂ-li_}T good,” he added.
Certainly the smeil from the bowls indi-
cated t they contdined something
rather more eavoury and substantial
than merely rice.

“They're not going to starve us, eny-
how,” said Frank.

" ocodnesa for that!" gasped
Bunter, ™1 say, that fathead called 1%
rice, "but it's something & jolly sight
I::—e.ngt.&ei-”than rice., I say, it smella jolly
E]3u|:n’t..=-.r did not know that " rice,”
with & Chinese, significd a meal. He
sniffed at the bowls appreciatively.
They contained some sort of a stew,
with small pieces of meat and vegetzble

ficating in it. Bunter esniffed, and
sniffed again.

“Good " he said.

The Chinese apparently knew that

white barbarians did not understand the
use of chop-sticks, for spoons bad been
provided. Bunter picked up & spoon
and started. .

“Good " he =aid. :

After that remark Bunter was silent,
though his jaws continued busy. The
Owl of the Remove had, for the moment
at least, forgotten that he was »
prisoner, his fate uncertazin. ' Bunter's
attention was concentrated on the bowl,
and he ate and nte, and was comiorted.

THE SEVENTH CHAFTER.
The Ransom I

ERRERS LOCKE stepped on the
F deck of the Silver Star. His eyes
were 1mmediately upoen the
Chinaman who sat in the deck-
chair. Mr. Ah Feng rose to his fect and
kow-towed to the deck in szlutation.
Evidently he recognized Ferrers Locke,
Wharton made a guick step forward, his
gyes anxiously on the Baker Street
detective.

“Any news, sirf?”

“None, so far!”™ spswered Locke.
“ Qreen, who is this mani™

“A Chink who says he has pews of
the boys, sir,” answered tho mate.
“ Ha will speak to no one but you, so I
let him wait. Wun Lung is safe below,”
he added.

Locke nodded. He acknowledged the
Chinaman’s profound salutation with a
curt_nod. .

“Who are youi" he asked nns%l_y.

“My loatheomme name ia Ah Fengl”
answered the Chinaman. "I seek
sggzech with the honourable lord—one of
thiz superb fireship.”

“"Speak, then. I a2m Ferrers Locke,
a3 I have no doubt you know, Two boys
are missing: what do you Lnow of
them 1"

“ Myself, nothing, © hurn-mm;r-%enr'g-
before-me,"” answered Ah Feng. "' But it
has been said to me that two honourable
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ones have fallen into the hands of cer-
tein memhbeors of o tong whoe threaten
to sglay them with the desth of a
thousand cuts.”

e compressed his lips. He knew
what that fearful Chineso punishment
was like, though the listening juniors,
fortunately, did not.

“Who are these men?” asked Loocke
quietly.

“Your slave caonot suy,” nnswered
Ah Feng reg‘iretfullr_ “I know nothing,
noither do I dere offend a tomg. But
what has been said to me I repeat to
your honourable ears.”

Locke’s penectrating eyes were fixed on
the impassive face of the Chinaman.
Ah Feng met his gaze with a gentle
smile,

"Whera are they to be found 7 asked
Locke.

“This humble one does not know.”

But you have come here to give me
assistance in finding them 1"

“So far as this wretched toad can be
of assistance to & lord-one born a
thousand years ago,” answer
Foeng.

“In what way, then?"" asked Locke,

*“It has been said to me—I cannot say
whether with truth—that the two
honourable ones are prisoners of the
tong,” said Ah Feng blandly. “The
tong-men do not desire to harm them.
They will releaze the honourabla ones
and return them safely to this fireboat,

if‘_"_ll

“T1{1” repeated Locke.

“Tf the request be made to theme—-=2

“By me?’

“Not z0, O revered old one,” said AR
Feng. ‘“ By the honourable son of the
merchant Wun Chung Lung.”

Locke gave no sign. He had expected
that. He knew now that Ah Feng was
the emissary of the tong governed by
the Mandarin Tang Wang, and that the
missing juniors .hag been iidnappad. to
be exchanged for Wun Lm:f;

“*And if Wun Lung should make this
request by a letter trusted to your
honourable hands?" azked Locke.

“"That would be useless,” answered
Ah Feng smoothly. “dn!y at tha
request of Wun Lang, uttered by his
own pearl-like and priceless lipe will
the two honourahle ones be released.”

“Then Wun Lung must see the tong-
men?" said Locke. *“And after they
have released the two boys st his request
will thﬁj’ allow Wun Lung to depart in
peace?

"Zurely,” said Mr. Ah, “Why not ™
And he smaled.

“And if T refuse to allow the son of
Wun Chung Lung to leave this ship on
any pretext whatever 1"

h E‘enf fanned himself gently.

“Then I fear, O born-before-me, that
the two honourable ones, in & secreb
place, will die by the dealth of &
thousand cuts,” he answered.

A And what,” said Locke gquietly, "if 1
detein yvoit on this ship now that you
are here, and hand you over to the
lice of Singapore if the boys are 'hob
immadiately sent back?'

“The honourable lord-one will not be
s0 unjust, as I, poer Ah Feng, koow
nothing of thiz mstter, save that I have
consented to bear & message. For that

have no hand in the matter is very
clear. My house, my shop where I eell
jade and ivory, are open to the honour-
able police, 1f they desire to search.
Your worm-like slave is well known in
Bingapore. What can you tell the
honourable police of me, save that [
have bronght a message, not daring to
refuse the demand of herce tong-ment"

“ 1t is true,” said Locke, ™I can prove
nothing against you to the police of
Singapore, Ah Fong, But on this ship
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T am -":.l.lptain, and Wiy will is law, and

though I ¢an prove nathing, yet 1 know

that you ard chief of the tong-men who

have szeized the two boys. What if I

place irons on your limbs, and keep

E-:-u & prisoner below decks until the
oys sre seni back 1™

Ah Feng fanned himeelf again,

“If the lord-one is so unjust, poor Ah
Feng can only submit,” he anawered.
“Yet I would tell my lord that if I do
not answer back to the fierce tong-men
they will send no other message, and

the two honourable ones will never be

seen in life agaip.™
Locke shut his teeth hard.
Chinese,. in his brocaded »ilk,

with hiz fan and his gilded birdesge,
looked like a figure out of & comie
opern. But the slanting eyes were like
cold steel. Locks knew that he was
looking at a cold, oool, hard, and
desperate man, He knew that the
cupning Chinesa held all the trump
cards. He knew that if Ah Feng did
not leave the ship in safety the two
migsing juniors would rathlesaly
murdered, and that there would not ba
a shred of evidence to conneot Ah Fen
with the crime; indeed, no evidence o
the crime itself. None but the membera
of the tong would ever know what had
hnfﬁzned% Nugent and Bunter,
“Let us speak plainly, Ah Feng,”
last,. ¥ of tha

seid Locke, at
Mandarin &‘mg Wang's tong have
.,

sdized on the two boys. They will
release them if Wun nimi: given up
in exchange, and Wun ng will be
slain. That is how the matter stands.”

Ab Feng rustled his ivory fan,
i |- be that the lord-one speaks
imth-wu:ﬁu," he =said. ““Thia. his

umble slave canbeot say. I, poor Ah
Feng, am a merchant of jade and ivory,
and know nothing of thess matters.
messaga is whispered to me by a man
whose and whosa :na.mz do not
know ; but E[ dare not refuse the message
becausa it is fram the tong. The tong
18 very powerful, even in Singapore,
which is ruled by the noble and very
old English, Poor Ah Feng trembles
and obeys when the tong speaks.”

Locke breathed hard.

It waa impossible to make the China-
man spesk plainly; he was too wary at
every point. His meaning was olear
enough, but he would never admit that

A dog, where you stand!
Locke.

ha knoew anything of ths matter, in
which Locke had no doubt that he was
leader, wunder the orders of the
mandserin at Canton,

There was a short silence.

Ah Feng occupied it by whispering
endearing words to the bullineh in the
gilded cage. Harry Wharton & Co,
were looking st him with silent horror.
They ielt, though they could not be
cortain, that it was into Abh Feng's own

gllow hands that the missing juniors

ad fallen.

“Listen, O honourable Ah Fﬂ#}',"
said Locke alowly, ¥ 1 take the boy Wun

Lung to China, to give him beck to his ®

father. Not to save my life can I hand
him over to his onemies.”

*But it is not Iv;uur honourable life
that is threatened by these wicked men,
O born-before,” said Ah Feng. "It is
the lives of the two honourable young
ones, Perhaps for their lives you will
do what you would not do for your own

pearl-like lifa."
“But for the safety of the boys, Ah
Feng, I would shoot suu dead, like &
1* gaid Ferrera

“This humble one has made the lord-
gne angry " sighed Ah Feng. *“But it
is written in the wise books of my
people ' that enger i3 a treacherous
counsellor,”

There was another silence. The
Chinaman inserted a yellow finger be-
tweon the gilded bars of the cage and
gtroked the bullfinch. He secmed far
more interested in the stnging-bird than
in his talk with Ferrers Locke. But
his cold, glinting, salant eves watched
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the Baker Htreet detective. He brola
the silence.

“This humbly one would not dara
advise tha lord whose bright counten-
ance dazzles him,” ho said. *“ Yot it
geems to poor Ah Fenp, in his ignor-
ance, that bwo lives are of mora valua
than one life.”

“No doubt !" =said Locke. *But you
must give me time to think, Ah Feng.
I muszt consider.”

“It is not for this poor worm to give
the great lord time,”" said Ah Feng.
1 know nothing of thess matters, as
I have had the honour to tell the pearl-
like one who adorms me by speaking
to me., Dut dperhapa the tong-men will
give my lord time to consider. I can.
But any

not say, for I koow nothing.

—— —

*u—-r—_l_.__l_ =

Billy Bunter’s fat face and speciacles glimmered
u?: a2t Nugent from wunder the teak wall.
Oh! Grooogh ! he gronted. * Gimme a hand,
you beast—I'm stuck [ *

(1] uw I

Nugent grasped a Iat
hand and pulied.

messags with which mvy lord honours
his slave will be faithfully carried.”

“Tell them, then, that I must have
tirme to think,” said Locke. “Tell them
te send for my arswer to-morrow. In
a matter of life and death I cannot
decide in & moment."

Ah Feng amiled. The juniors, watch-
ing him, read that smile. 1Ie knew that
Locke desired to gain timoe to search
for the missing juniors:; and he knew
that Locke, and sll the police of Singa-
pora, had no chance of finding them.

“My lord's answer shall Le given,”
said the Chinaman, bowing. "“When
the tong-men come to me in secret,
with their faces hidden., and ask what
my lord has said, I will tell them tha
poarl-like words has has uttered. Dut,
perhaps, they will ask me whether the
son of Wun Chung Lung remains at
Singapore. I know not, knowing - so

[{Cantinued on pape 156.)
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little of these matfers; but if they ask
such a question what shall your slave
say in reply ™ '

“Tell them that Wun Lung remains;
that my ship stays in this harbour, and
Wun Lung in the ship, In the morn-
ing I will answer."

“All this I will say, O born-before !”
said Ah Feng, and he kow-towed to the
deck and returned to his sampan.

The dragon-sail was hoisted again,
and the sampan glided away in the
despening sunset, Ah Feng, with his
birdecage on his knee, fanmpg himself
Jdelicately. _And Harry Wharton, with
his heart like lead in his bresst, looked
in silence at Ferrers Locke,

i——

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Hope !

NORE !

Billy Bunter, curled up on the
floor in the hidden room in the
house of mystery, was asleep.

Nugent could not sleep.

He had eaten little; and Bunter had
obligingly finished hia bowl for him.
Bunter declared that it was good; and
he finished it to the Iast spoonful
After which, as there was nothing more
to eat, the fat junior curled up and
went to sleap.

He slept and snored, while Frank
moved restlessly about the room. Above
thers was only a dim glimmer of star-
light on the semi-opaque square in the
roof. Apain Nugent had groped over
the walls, the door, in the faint hope of
finding somo chance of escape. But the
walls were of eolid wood. Nugent had
a pocket-knifo in his pocket, but it
could have done nothing more than
secratch the bard teak-wood of the walls.
The Hoor was the bare earth.

Snore!

Nugont was glad that Bunter could
slezeip for the fat Owl's sake. DBut he
could not close. his own ayes,

From tha silent house ne sound
reached his cars. It was past sunset
now, and apparently they were left for
the night. Long, long weary hours
wbra before him; and what was to
follow?

That -by this time they were searched
for, that Ferrers Locke would leave no
stone unturned to and rescue
them, Nugent was sure. But he had
littla hope, They were hidden away in
the native quarter of Singapore, in the
midst of &8 maze of lanes and alloys
and native houses and huts, and there
waa no clue to guide the rescuers.

For what purpose they were held
prisonors Frank had not yot guessed.
But he could not doubt that thoy were
in the power of Wun Lung's enemies—
the tong of which the Mandarin
Tang Wang was the chief. And ho
knew, beyond the possibility of doubt,
that they ware in the shadow of death.
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Like a caged animal Nugent moved
restlessly about the room, whils Bunter
snored.

Hea threw himsaelf down at last, wear
and dispirited, and pillowed bhis hea
on his arm and tried to sleep.

He closed his oyes, but sleep would
not coma.

In the silence and stillness of the
room there was & faint sound of
scamporing and rustling, mingled with
the snoring of Bunter,

Nugent did not heed it for a time.
But suddenly he gave 2 cry and started
up a3 something soft and slimy touched
his face. As he started up a scared ra®
geuttled away from him, and for a
second Nugent caught the gleam of its
green eyes in the gloom.

He shuddered. -

The scampering and rustling ceased.
There had. been several of the rats; but
they had been scared awavy by Nugent's
movemcent,

He did not lie down agsin. The
thought of rats crawling over him as
he laid was too horrible.

But as he moved about & new idea
began to work in his mind. The rata
were gone, and evidently they had a
way of ingress to the hidden room, and
scuttled out by the way they had como.
Thers was some sort of an openipg in
the room—if only & rat-hole.

Heo found it in a few minutes.

Under cne of tho walls was a hole of
two or three inches in diameter, and a
smell of the rats lingered in it.

Nugent opened the largest blade of
his pocket-knife, and hacked and
scraped at tho. earth round the hole,
enlarging the opening.

Then he thrust his hand into it under
the wall.

He had guessed already, and now he
wad sgure; the teak wall rested on the
surface of the §mund, without any
sort of masonry foundation.

His bngers told him, as he groped,
that the wall was not more than two
inches thick. There was space beyond,
ovidently in the next room.

Nugent's® heart thumped.

E'nealmﬁ by the wall, groping
through the hole he had nuﬂa.rged, his
fingars were actually “in the adjoining
room. Heo had no doubt that that
room was uncccupied—for two reasons:
there was no glimmer of light from the
hole and the rats had come that way,

"11".-13' hat!"” breathed MNugent.

The Aaor, though cnoly of carth, was
stamped hard; it felt as hard as bricks
under his feet. But once the surface
was broken it was -softer underneath.

With his knife gripped hard, Nugent
hacked and hacked at the rat-hole,
loosening the earth, and then dragging
it away with his hands.

To enlarge the opeping sufficiently to
allow him to crawl through into the
adjoining room, that was the thought
in his mind. His heart was beating
with renawed hope.

Hoe hacked and jabbed and tore at
the loosenin eurtﬁ, and dragged it
away in handfuls, It was hard work;
it was hot; and the dust that ross
almost choked him. But he kept on
mu.nfuliﬂ'.

For half an hour he worked with
scarce a pausa; and by that time ho
could pass hiz whols arm through the
hole under the wall. He found, too,
that there were large stones mixed in
the earth, 1i'i'i:ur.:l'1+ locsened and
dragged away bodily.

He dosis at last, perspiring,
choking with dust, but more than ever
hopeful. He crossed over fo Bunter
and shook him by & fat shoulder.

“Groooogn ™

“Wake up, Bunteri”
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"Ow! Boast! ’'Tain't rising bell!"
mumbled Bunter.
Ngfent- shook him again.
“Wake up, you fat idiot 1"
Bunter’s eyrs opened, and he blinked
drowsily at Nugent.

# Wharrer marretr? Lemme alone I
Wake up, fathead!” snapped
Nugent “I've found =

impatiently,
way out. 'k'-a?va ot & chance o i
ﬂuﬁaiihiﬂl"d &0t & ol I getting
' said Bunter. And he sat up
and rubbed his eyes, gro for hia
spectacles, and tmme-cf them on his
nose. “I—I say, have they left the door
open, or whati"
,'No, ass|  Listen!” Nugent hur
riedly oxplained, and struck & match to
show the hole he had excavated undor
the teak-wood wall,
Bunter blinked at it.
“We can't get through that!” he
“td‘i'.‘ﬁ" )

“We can if we make it larger.”

“All right, old chap! Guglhuu&!"
said Bunter. “I say, yvou'll have to
make it fairly large—I'm not skinny
like you, you know. Wake me up
again when you've finished.”

“You fat idipt—"

““Oh, really, Nugent—"

“You're to help, you fat chump!

y srme are aching already, as if
they’d drop off. Lend a hand.”

“Oh, don't be a slacker, you know,”

said Bunter. “Get down to i t
knm:rrl Stick to iti I=I-—I'H t'wn?t?:h
FOou.

“You fat villain!
m:tdl take your turn”

‘I--I'd rather go to aleep while you
do it, old chap! I—I think you eanrda
1t better than I can. The fact is, I'm

Take this Lknifa

tired. TI—yarocooogh! Wharrer you
k.lﬂklnf me for, you beasti’
“I'll kick you into emall pleces if

you don't get up end work " hissed
Nugent. “Can't you understand thsat

we're in danger of our lives! Do you
want your gilly head cut off to-
morrowi"

IlG_rr h!ﬂ‘

“Pile in, vou fat chumpl 1 tell
you 1t's & chance to got clear—if we

can get inte the next room we may
get out of the howse——"

“I—1 don't think there’s much in it,
old chap!. I—I think perhaps we'd
batter leave it till the morning. You
sea—whooop! If you kick me again,
you beast—

Nugent kicked him again and again,
Billy Bunter scrambled to his feet. He
was sleepy, but there was evidently no
eleep for Bunter. Bunter could sleep
under most circumstences, but not with
a fellow kicking him in his fat riba.

f0wl  Chuek it fﬂu beast |”  he
gasped. “I'll hel want to helpl
I:f%il'_halp like anything. Ow! Eaap
OlLL .

“Go it, you fabt slacker!”

Bunter groaned, took the pocket-knife,
and started. Nogent rested for his
noxt effort, kicking Bunter occasionally
when the fat junier slacked down.
With many a grunt and a groan the
Owl of the Remove worked till Nugent
was rested and once more took the
knifa from him.

Buntoer settled down to sleep again.
Heo reposed on the flcor for about a
tenth part of & second, and then & kick
roused him up,

“Ow! You beast[” he gasped.

“Stick to it, you fat fool!” snapped
MNugent. "Erﬂl'ﬂ.Pﬁ away the earth while
I hack it loose.”
say, I'm afrard I should be
rather in your way—varoochl If {'uu
kick me again—wow! All right—I'm
seraping the beastly stuffi away, ain't

——
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I? AMind you don't cut my fingers.
Owl Ob dear! I wish 1 was at Grey-
friars.”

o Ehut’ up, you idict—they may hear

ou—'

ITEEMt [”

And they worked in silence; MNugent
hacking the earth looze under the wall
and ‘Bunter's fat hands dragging 1t
away into the rocm. In silence, save
for the dismal groans and grunts of
Billy Bunter, Even to save hia fat lile
Bunter did not like exertion. But there
was no help for him; he had to take
hia share, and he groaned and grunted
and laboured,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Escape |

H dear!” grooned Bunter.
O “ Keep Eﬂingi”
Bitas, Rk Goings<be i %o
uneer nEF—ne nia 5
The harder and lgﬁgfrm hg worked the
more Nugent's bopes rose. He knew
now that, given time, he could work
his way into the adjoining room, and
the night was yet young, The hope of
escape spurred him on and steeled him
egoinst fatigue and weariness,

Bunter, certainly, wanted to escape,
But he was tired and sleepy, and at the
best of times his fat brain was not very
active. But for Nugent's constant
urgings Bunter certainly would have

ivem up the task and settled dowm to

ecp again,

But Bunter had no chence of deing
that. A shove or a kick started him
again when he slacked. TFrank Nugent
was going to save himself, and save
Bunter, if he could. And the work had
to he done—hard, and hot, and dusty,
voplessent and laborious, it had to be
done. Nugent was spurred on by hope,
and Bunter by Nugent’'a boot or
knuckles. 8o, sometimes in turns, and
sometimes together, they laboured om
and the excavation under the teak-wo
wall grew.

A stack of displaced earth was grow-
ing behind them, dragged away by
Bunter's fat hands asz Nugent hacked
it loose. Dust filled the air and their
noses and lupgs. Bunter coughed and
gurgled pathetically, hﬂging at these
sounds of suffering would maka Nugent
understand that hs really ought to do
the work while Bunter rested and
snored. But Frank paid no heed to
Bunter's sounds of woe.

Ho put in at least twice as much
work ss Bunter, and he put it in with-
oot complaint. Bunter, undoubtedly,
complained enough for two.

And Nugent was rowarded when et
last ho tested the excavation and found
that he could squeeze through it,

It was & close sgueeze; but he thrust
KHimself through and asqueezed up on
the other side of the wooden wall.

In the next room he locked about
him and listened. It was gquite dark:
there was & window, bot it was thickly
shuttered. Nugent struck a match and
apotted the doorway, which was covered
by a kind of lattice, & good deal like
a venetian blind, in place of a door.
He breathed more freely as the match
went out. The way from the room lay
open as soon as he was ready,

“1 sayt" A thrilling whisper came
through the hole under the wall, *1
gay. you besst, don’t you go away and
leave me! I say—"

“Quiet | hissed Nugent.

“0Oh, sll right, if you're still thers!
I eay, I can't get through—I'm not o
ecinny worm like you—"

“You fat octopus! Work on that
side while I work on this, and we'll
soon have it large enough for you—m?",

“ Buck up, then!” gasped Bunter.

Bunter's desire to * chuck it * left him
when he found himself alone in the
hidden room. He did not want to be
left behind in the power of the tong
when Nugent went., His fat handa
worked industrigusly st last, scraping
E:wny carth to add to the ple behind
im.

The excavation was already large
encugh for any fellow but Dunter to

ueeze through. DBut Bunter necded
plenty of space. TFor another hour the
worked on ecither side of the wall
Both were hot and perspiring and bone-
weary; but the irksomo task wasz done
at last. DBilly Bunter made an effort
te squecze through, and his fat face
and spoctacles glimmered up at Nugent
from under the teak wall.

r

RAISE A LAUGH
WIN A PENKNIFE

like
F. Greenaway, of 24, St. Annes
Road, Babbacombe, Torquay, S.
Devon, who has sent in the
following winning effort :

The kesper strode up tfo
the littls hoy who was fishing
In"tl:l:u lake. i, e

say, my la 8 8a
T pantt you

OBEYING ORDERS ! !l

eternly
notlce 'f.'
allowad.' '*

In

P it's quite all right, sir,”
said the youngster, with a I
amile. "“"1I'm not *Hszhing
aloud. I'm doing it on the
quiet ! 22

you read that
It saya: * No fish-

It's as easy as shelling peas if
enly you try!

"E}h, good I'* gasped MNugent, * Come
|.I

“(imme e hand, you beast—I'm

stuck I
MNugent grasped o fat hand and
pulled, Bunter pgrunted and snorted

like a grampus, and wriggled like a
worm, gasping and spluttering. His
fat circumference was caught: but with
an effort he squirmed throwgh and
rolled out beside Nupent,

“Owl Oh! Groooghl Oh dear!
You heask, ]{m: nearly pulled my arm
off ! Oh erikey ™
¥ Bhut up 1*

“Blow you! wy arm—>="

“Quiet, you silly idiot! If they hear
us—" hissed Wugent.

Bunter grooned in a lower key.

They =at on the floor for a
ten minutes to rest, exhausted by
labour.
Ha rose
Bunter,

ood
ard
Nugent was the first to move.
tc his feet and pulled at
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“Come on,"” he said. “TIt can't bo
far from morning now., We'vo got to
get out before anybody wakes up”

“Ow! I'm tired|”

“Get 8 move on.”

Nugent groped io the latticed door-
Way-. Bunter rolled belund him.
Quietly Frank drew back the slats and
looked out. .

_Almost opposite him was a window of
oiled per, through which a faint
light glimmered. It was the gleam of
early sunrise. The night had been
spent in undermining the teak wall.

There was no sound in the house.
But Wugent realized that there was no
time to loose: he knew that the Chinese
are early risers. He paszed out into
the passage, Dunter following him on
tiptae.

A sound of steady breathing came
from an open doorway. Nugent glanced
im.

Two coolies lay asleep on sleeping-
mats on the floor. Doth wera sleep:
mﬂ soundly, .

unter's eyes gleamed beohind his
spectacles, as he recognised one of them
a3 the rickshaw man who had entrapped
him, PBut he was very careful to make
no_sound,

They passed on, on tiptoe.

Apparcntly there was no one else in

e house. As & matter of fact, this
old building in the slums of Singapore
was a good distance from the rcadenca
of Ah Feng, the ivory and jade mer-
chant. Ah Feng was much too cun-
ning to have the prisoners in his own
house, which was quite likely to bo
searched by the Singapore police and
Ferrers Locke. Ah ¥Feng, st that
moment, was mora than a mile away,
sleeping peacefully: and, if he was
dreaming, certainly not dreaming that
his prisoners wero escaping.

Nugent reached the arched door on
the courtyard; it was of solid, heavy
teak, barred by two bars of the same
hard wood, dropped into iron sockets.
It had no other fastening. Slowly,
softly, Mugent rpized o bar and laid
it on the floor: and then the other
The door opened to his hand, )

“Oh erikey !” breathed Bunter. His
eyes danced behind his spectacles.. De-
fora him lay the courtvard into which
tha treacherous rickshaw-man had
brought him the previous afternoon.

They passed quietly out; and Nugent
shut the deor silently. He looked
round him. Overhoead, the dusky =ky
was turning to a pearly grey at the
approach of dawn.

“T know the way!™ pasped Dunter.
“There's the door that rickshaw beast
broaght me in by, This way.”

Ho seudded acrass the courtyard lo
the low deor set in tho wall. Tt was
barred; the bars were removed in a
fow seconds. The door swung open,
and they stepped out into the allay be-
voud.,  Nupgent closed tho door in the
wall with a pasp of relief,

“This 15 the way they brousht you ?"
he whispered,

“¥es,” breathed Bunter,

“Raght or 1eft " asked Nugent.

“"I—1 can't remombor—"

“Tathead |

“ 0Ok, really, Nugont—>"

"Come on—wo've pob to hurry, and
we shall have to ebhance it1  This alley
mnsk bad somewhere™

Nugent starvted down the filthy, fonl-
smelling alley ot & run, and Dunter
panfted after him, It led into ancther
alley, and then inio a narow street.
So far, they had ].:":Hs.ml no one; buat
now three er {our Malay sailors came
swinging along, and stared
curiously at the two.
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“Put it on,” said Nugent.
want to got out of this.”

“J—I say, I'm winded—-"

“Fathead! Come on,™

[} EEM&!FJ‘

Nugent ran, and Bunter puffed and
blew after him.

Iseape from the maze of narrow,
divty streets was s diflicult matter;
but the chief thing was to put a good
distance between them and the prison
from which they had emerged. Possibly
the two coolies who had been left on
ruard thore waould not miss them when
thay awoke; on the otber bhand, they
might; and if there was pursuit, #
wheole swarm of Chinese riff-ralf might
ioin in it. Mugont panted on, and
Bunter puffed and blew, and blew and
puffed, and, somehow, kept pace.

They cmerged into a Lroader stroct
at last, then into a wide strect shaded
by trees. Sipgapore was beginning
to wake now; there was rosy red in
the castern skv. A little fat Burmese
driving a donkey-cart came along, and
he stared at the two juniors and
grinned. They were smmothored with
white dust from head-to foob, dust was
thick in their hair, and caked in per-
?ir&t.i:}n on their faces. Tho little

urmess scemed amused. .

Nugent, struck by a sudden thought,

Y

held up his hand to the man. he
donkey-driver halted.

“Wanter carriage, sah?" he asked.
"“This gharry carriage, sar, very cheap.
Speak English, sar{  You wanter go!?
Yes!  Ten dollar.”

“Drive us to tho harbour,” said
Nugont.

“You belong one ship, sar? Yes,

sar|  Ten dollar, this gharry
carriage, sar.”

Nugent was not disposed to hagglo
sbout the fare. Ho nodded, pushed
Bunter into the gharry, and followed.

The Burmese crashed his stick on the
donkey, and the gharry rattled away
it & good speed.

“Thank goodness!” gasped Mugent.

" Yea rather I gurgled Bunter. ** We
shall get on hoard in time for brekker

aftor——
s Wh Etl- ? il
“PBrokker 1" said Bunter.
Nugent laughed.

s0T,

—-— o

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
After Darkness—Light !

ARRY WHARTON leaned on
ﬂ the rail of the Silver Star,
and stared towards the shore

with haggard cyes.

Dawn was breaking over Singapore;
verdure-clad hills wore flushed with rosy
light, white walls peeped out from the
green, the blue waters glimmered in
the sunrise. Like a picture unrolled,
Sisgapore spread out before his sight.

Wharton's eves had not clesed during
the night.

Ferrers Locke was absent from the
vacht. Thé juniors know that he was
busy ashore—with the Singapore police,
The night was all that Ferrers Locke
had toe work in, in the emorning Ah
Feng was coming to the Silver Btar
for hiz answer.

Gladly, caperly, the chums of Grey-
friars would have joined in the search.
But Locke Iwad bidden them remain on
board; and they had obeyed. They
knew, too, that their aid would have
been uscless.  In all the city of Singa-
poro, they did not know whera to bogin
to look for the missing juniors.

Ah Feng's ivory and jade shop could
be easily found; but it could not be
supposed that tho kidnapped juniors
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wore there. Doubtless it had already
been searched.

Wharton, thinking of his chum, ached
with anxiety and apprehension. His
best chum—his first friend at Groy-
friars, and higz best]  Gladly, joyiully,
he would have taken Frank's place in
hiz unknown prison, in the hands eof the
tong. He could not do that—he could
do nothing to help him—he could only
watt, 1 heart-breaking anxiety.

For it was borne in upon his mind
that he would never see his chum in
life again. TFerrers Locke was losing
net & moment; but where was he to
seek the missing schoolboya? He had
all Bingapore to choose from. At Ah
Fen%s lace, it was cortain, they wounld
not be found; and watching the ivory
merchant was futile, for it was fairly
cerfain that sinee his visit to the Silver
Star, he would keep vory clear of the
place where the juriors were im-
prisoned.

It was Ah Feng's game to pretend
that ke was merely & messenger—earry-
ing 4 message for the tong-men, because
he dared not refuse.  Indeed, it might
be the truth, and not a pretence at all,
for all Wharton knew. Anyhow, thero
was nothing te be gained from Ah
Feng, and other clues there were none.
Nugent and Bunter had simply vanished
without leaving a trace behind.

Locke had gained time, that was
all. In the morning he had to answer
—and bis answer meant death to the
pPrisoners.

For it was, of course, inconeeivable
that Wun Lung should be handed over
to death to save them. Their lives
could not be ransomed with the life of
the Chinese junior. Dear as his chum
was to him, Wharton could not have
thought of that. Ah Feng had laid
lris plap cunningly; but he would fail,
s0 far as that went., And that was
death to the prisoners—death, probably,
by torture—death by the *thousand
cuts,” a hideous form of execution
known only in China.

f‘n’y"ﬁhartnu groaned aloud as he thought
of it

Bob Cherry joined him at the rail.
Ile had not slept cither. His ususlly
ruddy face was pale.

“While there’s life there's hope, old
man,” said Bob huskily, * Locke may
have found—""

Wharton shook his head.

“There's a chance!”™ muttered
Johnny Bull,

“There is a chance, though it is enor-
mously small!” =aid Hurree Singh,
shaking his dusky head.

Whartor gripped the rail with his
handa.

If only a fellow could have done

something | He was tempted to call a
sampan, and go ashore, in spite of
Ferrers Locke's orders. Locke had

pointed out that the enemy would he
on the alert, and that the kidnapping
of another membor of the party would
only add to the difficulty. 1t was likely
that Ah Ieng had intended to get more
than two of the schoolboys: likely
enouph, that a good many of the rick-
ehaw coolies who had hailed the juniors
the previous day had been in his
employ. DBunter and Nugent had been
seized : but probably the others had
cseaped . harrowly.,  Likely enough, if
the juniors wandered about the city
again, slanting eyes would be watching
them.

“If we could only get news—"" mut-
tered VWharton.

*“Mr. Locke will be back soon,” smid

Balb, -
“1f he comes without Nugent, I ghall
ashore ! said Hazrry.
Bolk: Cherry nodded. He also bhad
made up his mind on that point.

THE MAGNET

Little Wun Lung vame on deck. His
slmond eyes looked to the shore, and
then rested on the tormented chums.

Mistel Locke no comey yet!” be aaid,

Wharton shook hia head.

“He comey soon,” said Wun Lung.
“Mo no tinkes he fndes Flanky, findee
Buntee! But you no wolly along
Flanky. Me goey,”

“What?”

“Allee light I" said Wun Lung. “Me
no lettee tong-men kill pool ole Flanky
"stead of this Chinee! = Ah Feng, he

savvy! Ah Fe Chinee—he savvy
iﬁ"'hme:? plenty. Dﬂ[& goey along Ah
eng 1™

The juniors stared at hip..

“ You—you mean, you'd give yourself
up to LTang Wang's men to save
Huiﬂnt?,r exclaimed Bob -Cherry.

=% ;’hat Fﬂ‘“b. tinkes I .

ou can't, you young &8ss E
Locke would no allmﬁr :.rnﬁ te do so, for
one thing."

“Me savvy! Me goey along Ah Feng,

s5'poses Mistel Locke no findee pool ole
Flanky?" said the Chinese junior
guietly. “B'posee my fathee hele, he
sayes me gol Chinese no 'Haid diel
No can lettes fliend die in my place!
That no Chinee way! S'poses  ole
Flanky no comey, me goey.”

The juniors gazed at him in silence.
It was evident that Wun Lung was in
carnest. The peril was his, and he
would not allow it to fall on his friend.
The juniors wondered whether, had Mr.
Wun Chung Lung been there, he would
have allowed his son to make tho
sacrifice. It was likely enough. And
thay realised that Ah Feng had cal-
culated more cunningly than they had
sup ased.

'You can'ti” said Wharton.

Wun Lung smiled faintly,

T8poses you ecould takee places
belong Flanky, you takes?” he asked.

“Yes!” zaid Harry, with s deep
breath. “Goodness knows, T'd jump at
tha chance.”

“ Me jumnpee ! gaid Wun Lung.

Wharton shook his head.

““The villaina! The rotters!™ mut-
tered Bob miserably. “Hallo, hallo,
hallo! That's & sampsn comiog this
way. Is it Lockei™

The juniors stared towards the sampan
that was glidiog out to the yacht.
Harry Wharton clutched the rail, his
hoad r ;

Was hamgraaming?

“Frank " he muttered huskily.

Bob Cherry pave & vell

“Flanky " gasped Wun Lung. His
almond eyes opened wide as he stared at
the gliding sampan.

Wiarmn, giddy, hardly belisving his
eyes, held on to the rail and stared at
the sampan. There were & couple of
Malays 1n 1t, but Wharton's eyes were
fixed on a figure that stood up—a figure
covered with dust—and waved. It waa
Frank Nugent. :

‘A fat figure squatted beside him in
the sampan. The strengthening sun-
light glimmered on » peir of large
spectacles. A fat hand was waved to
the juniors staring over the rail.

* Frank !* ﬂ:ﬂiﬂdﬁ Wharton.,

* Holy smoke I" ejaculated Mr. Green.
“Thers ara the boye! Mr. Locke 13 not
with them—what the thunder——""

Wharton swupg himself on the rail
and made a flying leap into the sampan
as it glided alongside.

“Frank! It'syou—it's really you—"

“You bet, old bean!”

“1 say, you fellows—" gquesked
‘Biliﬁ Bunter. .

“But what—how—what—did Locke
frd you——-:" .

“No, we haven't seen him.” Nugent
pressed his chum’s hand. He could read
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in Wharton's face what he had been
through that lomg and terrible might.
* All serene now, old chap.”

#Thapk heaven |” breathed Wharton.

“I say, you fellows, you might help
B ch_u.]p on board-—-—"

.Billy Bunter was helped on beard.
Hurree Bingh threw a handful of silver
to the boatman. On deck, the juniors
purrounded Frank Nugent, almost hug-
Em_g him. Even now they could hnrdﬁr

elieve that they saw him agsain, alive
and well. It secmed like s miracle to
them.

It did not take long for Nugent to
tell his story, Billy Bunter did not
help him with it upter had rolled
below, in search of breakfast. Bunter's
voice was heard:

“"Bteward! YWhere's that man Raw-
son? Steward! I say, I'm bungry!
Steward ™

The i]unir.:rs grinned. For once they
were glad to hear the voice of William
George Bunter.

Mr. Green had already sent a man
ashore with & message for Ferrers
Locke. Nugent went %—BEGW to get a
bath and & change, which he badly
needed. Bunter was not troubling about
s bath or a chan‘%a, which_be needed

ite a3 much as Nugent. Triles like
those could coma later. Bunter was
eating. His wild adventures in Hinga-
pore had had no effect on Bunter’s
appetite. Caked with dust, Bunter sat
at the table and fed. The juniors kept
him company while they waited for
Nugent.

“1 =ay, you fellews! T've had
nothing to eat zince you saw mo last—
except & bowl of Chinese stew! It was
nll nlilht-, I'll say that, but there wasn't
enoughl I'm famished! 1 don't think
I should have been strong enouvgh to
save Nugent, but for that bowl of stew |
I think 1t was mutton—=~

“Ha, hsa, hal”’

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at!"” DBunter ecrammed his mouth, and
was silent for & moment. “1 say, you
fellows, the Chinese can cook!  They
g‘wm us & bowl of grub each—luckily,

ugent didn’t want all his! I think 1t
was mutton—but I fancy there was pork
in it, tco. Has Nugent told you what
it tasted like?”

“Ha, ha!* gelled the juniors,
Thcéy could laugh now, and thoy langhed
loud and long.

Bunter looked puzzled.

“1 say, carve some more ham for me,
Wharton——"

“Certainly, old chap!”

“ Shove the tomatoes this way, Bob!™

*“Here you arel”

“Cut some more bread end butter]
That a3z Rawson only cut about a dozen
alices| Pub the butter on thick! Goodl
1 soy, you fellows, I've had an awful
time. But for that bowl of grub—"

“Make up for lost time now, fatiyl”
eaid Herry. .

“YWhat-ho " said Bunter.

He did not need urging. He was
making up for lost time at a great rate,
Frank Nugent, newly swept and gar-
nished, came in, and his chums hurried
to supply him with good things. Never
gince the Silver SBtar had steamed out
of Marseilles had there heen =20 merry
s party in the saloon. When Terrers
Locke arrived, he was greeted by the
sound of laughter and merry voices,
and there was a smile on the Baker
Hireet detective's face as he came below.

He was nover more pleased to seo
Nupgent and Bunter. The latter, he had
endeavoured to send back to Greyfriars
many times; but to sce him now, safe
nndkmund, was like a tonie to Ferrers

B

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Ah Feng!
dragon-sail, bright with paint,

l gét_aamed in the morping sun-

nine—the blazing sunshine of
Singapore. Aoross the shining
waters of the harbour the sampan glided
lazily. Mr. Ah Fengi'_; seated on & heap
of cushions, fanned himself with a fan

of ivory, painted with a spray of lilies.

1)
for Ferrers Locke's answer, evidently in
complete ignorance of the fect that the

risonera had escaped and were now on

oard the yacht. And for that reason,
Locks had told Nugent and Bunter to
remain below,

Tocke had wondered whether Ah
Feng would come, and he had helicved
that he would. And if he ceme, the
Baker Street detective did not intend to
enlighten him too soon. Had Mr. Ah

The lour Chinese came scrambling up the slde of the yacht, to the rescue of their
master., But four seamen with belaying-pins stood ready, and the Chinese were
knocked back without ceremony !

This time 'Mr. Ah came without his
birdcage, but his fan was in evidence,
and beside him lay his umbrella. Placid
and plump, Mr, Ah resposed at ease on
the cushions, emiling gently when faces
looked at him over the rail of the Silver
Star,

Ferrers Locke watched the sampan

rimly, Mr. Green, the mate, grinnad.

nd four members of the Famous Five,
who were on deck, smiled to one
anocther.

Mr. Ah Feng was coming on board

seen the escaped juniors on deck, un-
doubtedly the dregom-sail would have
been promptly shifted, and the sampan
would have piven the yacht a wide
berth. That was not what Ferrera
Locke wanted. He had somothing to
ey to Mr. Ah Feng—and something to
do—now that the juniors wero sale.
Locke glanced round at the mate, and
spoke & fow words in o low voice, Dy
Green nodded and grinned, and spole in
hia turn to a couple of seamen, The
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two men kept ngar at hand, and one of
them keps in his hand a sbort, knotied
Iopo.

Thoe Baker Street detective turned
towards the spmpan again, watching the
leisurely spproach of Mr. Ah Feng.

“By gum!” murmured Bob Cherry.
#That yellow merchant is going to bag
a surprise this morning ™

“The surpriscfulness is going to ba
terrific!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. _

Harry Wharton smiled ; but $here was
& glint in his eyes. His feelings were
not sinicablé towsrds the man wiro had
kidoapped his chum

“That blighter hasn't the faintest
idea that Franky and Bunter have got
away, and that his game i3 upl”
remarked Johany Bull. .

Mr. Ah was & cunning man, but in
this instance his cunning had rather
over-reached itself.

He knew, of course, that he would be
under police observation, and he had
been wvery careful mot to go pear the
place where the two prisoners had been

confined. He knew that thet hidden den
in the Singapors slums would never ke
diategardeg the polige; and as for
the escape of the prisoners, that he had

net thought of es & pusaiimility- Evi-
dently the two coclies who had been left
on guard had not brought word to the
Chinaman of the escape.

It was possible that they pad not yet
looked into -the prizoners’ room end
found that they were gone. It was
pobsible that they had strick orders not
to approach Ah Feng's residence unless
sent for. But it was more hikely that
they had discovered the escape, snd
dared not report it to their master. For
there was littla doubt that the tong
would inflict death on the wretches who
had failed in their trust, and so had

reidered all the plotting of Abh Feng
useloss,

Ferrers Locke had little doubt that
the coolies had discovered the escape of
Mugent and Bunter, and that, instead of
informing Ah Feng, they had fled in
terror from Singapore, knowing that
death would be their portion at
hands of the tong.

Obviously, Ah TFeng knew nothing
vet. IHe was coming back for Locke's

- answer to his demand. He was gomng

E‘.lq recelve an answer that would surprize
178,

Locke had no time to waste at Binge-
pore on Ah Feng., Neither waa there
proof, good enough for a court of law,
that Ah Feng was an active agent in the
kidnapping. His pretence that he was
ecting as a messenger, under fear of
threats, was plausible enough. It was
Locke’s intention to deal with him per-
sonally and drastically. When the
Silver Star steamed out of Singapores
harbour, Mr. Ah would be left with
asmple end painful reasom to remember
her wvisit.

The aamlpm drew alongside, and the
dragon-sail dropped. The accommoda-
tion ladder slid down for Mr. Ah. The
Chinsman came lightly on board.

Locke did not give him even the
ocurtest of nods in acknowledgment.

“This humble ons greets your honour-
able lordship!” said Ah Fﬂ_ngi; politaly.
“ His loathsome eyes are brightened by
locking upon your distinguished coun-
tenance.”’

“You bave come for my answer?"’

“J crawl at your houvourable feet, and
wait for your excellent word, O born-
before-me ! answered Feng.

“Tisten,” said Ferrors Locke. “I do
not think you believe that you have
deceived me, Ah Feng. You are the

. agent of the Mandarin Tang Wang.

—
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THE MAGNET

You are the head of the tung in Binga-
pore, and it was by your order that the
two boys were kidnapped and taken to
an unknowp place.”’

*Who am 1 to dispute the saying
of so great & one?” asked Ah Feng.
“¥Yet before o noble British judge, can
this bo made good 7"

“Probably not,” said Locke.

_ “In Singapore we live under the noble
justice of the British,”” said Ab Feng.
“Even 50 bumble a worm as the one
that crawls at your wvenerable feot is
ﬁiﬂﬂtﬂd b: t all-seeing justice.

t do know of this matter?
Nuﬁhll_]gl I bear & message from a man
who-hides his name and his face—a man
I know not. I fear to disobey one who
calls himself a tong man. That 13 all,
Born-before-me, urely, then, harm
canhnot come to poor .&E Feng from =
noble British justice courk!™

“Quite g0,” agreed Locke.

And Ah Feng smiled again.

“I wait with humble patience for the
answer of the honourable lord,” he said.
“This answer I will tif:ﬂ to the un-
known tong men when they come to ask.
Of thiz matter I know ne more. It does
not concérn me, a humble mershant in
jade and ivery.'’

I will give vyou my answer,” said
Locke. :

He¢ made a E:fﬂ to Mr, Green.

The mate and the two seamen stepped
forward, and in & moment
secured in their strong grasp.

With all his cool, cunning self-posscs-
sion, Ah Feng was taken by surprise,
and the plantdit-ﬁrnf his yellow face
broke up into & glare of distorted rage
as bands were laid on him. For jade
merohant sa bhe was, Ah Feng was &
“ ta jen “—a %euﬂemn of China—and
the grasp of hands—especially foreign
hands—was an unforgivable insult to
euch & man. The rage of a demon
fashed in his eyes and burned in his
face for otte moment; then he was celm

again,
“Hold the scoundrel fast!”
Locke. )
Ab Feng controlled his fury. But, in
spite of his self-control, the rage of a
nd glittered in his alant eyes. 8till,
his voice was calm as he o.
“What does the great one mean?’’ he
asked, “Why is poor Ah Feng seized
upon like & common coolie? nok
the noble and distinguished lord desire

me to take his answer back to those who
have foroed me to carry a messagel™

“I reposat that you have pot deceived
me, Ah Feng," said Ferrers Locke. "1
have no time to waste on you; but you
shall ot escape punishment for havin
dared to lay ]g:.nda on white cnes, an
dared to utter threats to me, You are

ing to be thrashed like & dog and
ﬁﬂng into the sea. Trice him up!™”

A rope secured the Chinaman’s wrista
to a stanchion. i

Then the self-control of the Chinaman
broke down. The Chinese are perhaps
the calmest race on earth, but they are
subject to sudden outbursts of fury, in
which all savago ferceness of
Oriental blood finds full play. Ah Fen
struggled, yelled, screamed, and cursed,

Thers was s ahout from the crew of
the sampan, of surprise and alarm.
Thera wers four of them, all Chipese.
At the maddened yelling of Ah Feng
they came serambling up the side of the
ya:,-it to the rescue of their master. But
all was ready for them. Four seamen,
with belaying-pins, stood ready, and the
Chiness were knocked back into the
sampan without ceremony.

There was no rescue for Ah Feng. "
“Give him three dozen, laid on hard!
said Ferrers Locke to the seaman with

the knotted rope.

Feng was

aaid
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A terrible yell broks from Ah Feng
as the first blow fell. It was not the

ain, but the humiliation, that made

1 writhe, Harry Wharton & Co.
almost shuddered at the expression on
his face as he glared at Ferrers Locke,

“ Foreign dn:-F!” howled Ah Feng. All
his suave politeness was gone now.
“English toad] Vile son of & scavenger
dog! For thia tho lives of the young
ones shall pay! They shall die by the
death of a thousand cuts] Even for the
son of Wun Chung Lung I will not spare
them! They shall die under the knife,
and twenty-four hours shall be the time
of their dying!”

Lasht The knotted rope descended
on the back of the writhing, yelling
Chinaman., Lash, lash, lash!

It was difficult to recognise Ah Feng
now as the smooth, suave Chinaman of &
few minutes ago, He writhed and
howled like & madman, shrieking ouf
curses and bloodeurdling threats, Even
yet he believed that the two kidnapped
juniors wers in his power, and he
screamed out the tortures he would
inflict on them. All pretence and die-
guise was abandoned now, all cunmng
and caution. Under the thrashing of
the rope's-end the suave Chinaman had
turned intc a howling savage. Ho
velled and raved and threatened, foam-
ing at the mouth.

fmh after lash descended—three
dozen in all. Then the writhing wretch
was cast loose. )

“Throw him into the sea !’ said Locke.

And in the grasp of the seamen, the
jre_t}ing Chinaman was tossed over the
rail. :

His crew dragged him into the
sampan. With his brocaded silk robes
drenched, and sagging round his limbs,
the Chinaman squatted in the sampan,
gasping with fury, his face livid. He
glared up at the yacht, trifmg to speak,
choking with passion. All that was left
him was the prospect of a fearful
revenge on the two prisoners whom he
gtill belioved to be at his merey in the
hidden house. But there was yet ome
mors blow to fall on the defeated agent
of the mandarin,

“Nugent! Bunter |” cnlled Locke.

Frank Hugenf and Billy Bunter came
up from the saloon. They came to the
rail, and looked over at the sampan.

Ah Feng looked at them. His slant-
ing cyes almost started from his livid
face, His jaw dropped.

* Scoundre! I sa.d Ferrers Locke.
“The boys are hore—and they are safe!
If they had been harmed, you should
not have escaped with a lashingl Go,
you d::i?! Get out of my sight 1™

Ah Feng sank back on the cushions:
Ha understoed now, and he scemed to
crumiple under his overwhelming defeat.
He turned his face saway, and the
sampan glided back to the shore.

It was the last that the Greyfriars
party saw of Ah Feng. An bhour later,
the Bilver Btar was steaming oub of
Bingapore, bound for the China Sea.

e e

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
In the China Sea !

e SAY,

I from I
“More than a thousand miles.
“0Oh crumbs 1"

“To be exact, cne thousand four hun-
dred and forty |" said Bob Cherry, ® and
probably & Iew exitra rods, poles, or
perches.”

“Oh dear[®

Billy Bunter leaned back in the canvas
declchair and prunted. It was a bril-
liant day in tha China Hea, That eea,
famed for its sudden storms, was oalm

u fellows, how far 15 it
ingapore to Hong Kong?”

¥

and mlilintirnnw; the Silver Btar cut
her way ough placid blue waters,
under a cloudless sky. In the distance
the smoke of a big passenger steamer
loomed against the blue; in another
direction a Chinese junk rolled lazily
before the wind. ut for these, the
Gr&ﬁri&rs voyagers had the China Sea
to themselves,

“This is a long trip," eaid Bunter.
“I'm not complaming, you know—I'm
repared to sacrifice myself for you
allows, a8 you know. But it's a jolly
long t-rif. ‘Il be jolly glad to put my
feot on dry land again, I'm getting fed-
up with seeing nobody but you fellows
every day.”
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kicking vou to let me get out, you
fat frngl;d‘:” ot youony 3

“Fatteo ole Duntee velly funnce!”
smiled Wun Lung.

“Well, if you land in trouble at Hong
Kong, don’t expect me to get you out of
it, that's all,” said Bunter. " You can
cackle—"*

“Thanks, we willl Ta, ha, ha(”

“Oh, shut up |” said Bunter peevishly.
“I say, it’s filthy hot in the China Sca.
Which of vou fellows i1s going to fetch
me a lemon-zquashi”

“The whichfulness 18 terrific.”

* Echo answers which |

“ After I've saved your life, Nugent,

GREYFRIARS
CORRESPONDENTS.

i

No. 12.

Here's another snappy
poem by the Greyfriars
rhymester. Be it master,
senior, or fag, he treats
‘em all alike., This
week be elects Mr.
Quelch, Form master of
the Remove.

EAR CORA—I fjfear you won't

D Bhless me

For lhaving neglected my
nicce;
But with manifold problems {o press
e

IPve not had ¢ moment of peace/
The life of a Lower Fourth master

Is crowded with duties and cares;
Making furrows come faster and faster,

Az well as a host of grey hairs!

My pupils aren’t peaceful and placid,
My cane's never long unemployed;
No wonder my mannér 13 acid,
No wonder Pm often annoyed.
Such  hardened young rascals
Skinner, |
Such slow-witted scholars as Stote,
Have made me decidedly thinner,
And agea me a terrible lot! -

a8

And then there is Bunter, remember,
He's been a sore tricl a! late

He tells me the Fifth of November
Commenoraies Alfred the Greall

Hiz tgnorance, dear, 18 abysmal,
He eats sticky sweels tn @ mads;

Na wonder I'm doleful eand dismal
Az having such boys in my class!

When lezsons are over, my Cora,
The fingers of Duty still beek,
I find mysclf seated before a
Big budget of papérs to check.
Exams are the bane of éxisience
To mastérs, as well as to boys;
I envy you, dear, ot o distance,
Surroundecd by wleasures and foysl

Dut when T have posted this letter
'l have o whole hour to myself:
And then, feeling brighter and Ueller,
' tnke down a book from the shelf.
And, decp in the stories of Dickens,
Forget I was fecling g0 glum;

Already I find my pulses gquickens
At prospect of plecasure to comel

Enclosed woi will find a remillance,
A ten-shilling Treasury Nole;

"Fis willingiy sparéd from my pittance,
I promviscd it when I last wrote.

I Enow you'll expend it discrectly
(Dear mef It iz time for the post);

And now I ascribe myself neatly,
“aphe Unele who loves you the mast /¥

“What a coincidence!” remarked
Nugent. “We fcel just tho zame. As
& matter of fact, Bunter, you're in Juek,™

“Eh? How's that?” ‘

“Well, you've only got to put up with
us, We've got to put up with you !
explained Frank.

'¥ou cheeky ass—"

“Well, just think how awiul it would
be if thero were another fellow like vou
here, and you had to put up with him 1"

“Ha, ha, ha 1™ :

“That's what vou call gratitude, I
suppase | sneered Bunter, ® You've for-

otten already how I got you out of the
ﬁandi of that Chink beast at Singa-

ore.

“I haven't forgotten hew I got you
out of his hands, and had to keep on

I think you might fetch me a lemon-
gguash [ :

“Qs I will—after you've saved my
life I"* agrecd Nugent.

“Peast | Talk about tho thankless
tooth of a serpent's child ¥ said Bunter
bitterly., ““Next time a Chink gets hold
of you, Nugent, den’t rely on me to
reseuo you”!

“I won't!” chuckled Nugent.

“I hope I shall get treated o bit moro
decontly when we get to Chunky Dung's
;:-Im:ﬁ at Hon ong,” said DBunter.
“‘Blessed if I like being the guest of o
yellow heathen, but I su%pnsc there's po
choica in the matter. What sort of &

lace has Chunky Bung got ot llong
{ong, Wun Lung 1*
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“"No savvy Chunky Busg.”

“I moan go-ur father, you ﬁmm ngs,”
L:Htma clong fathee, Wun %‘hung

n +*

"ﬁrﬁll, what's the differcnce?”
&mmd Bunter. #Chunky Bung and

Yun Chung Lung are m the same,
amm't they 1

“ No samee.” .
- “Rotl" esaid Buater. “Omng silly
idiotic pame is &8 good as another.
What do you Chinese have such fat-
headed names fori” .

Wun Lung did not answer that polite
question. ]gﬁb Cherry made a restless
movement with his right foot.

It was hot, very hot, in the Chine Sea,
and thore was no doubt that it was a

trip on shipboard. Bunter was

irritable. The least these fellows could
do, he considered, after all he had done
for them, was to make him as comfort-
able as possible. Yet not one of the
beasts would get out of his chair to fetch
Bunter a_lemun-mtuaah. They koew that
Bunter did not like heaving himself out
of his chair, when once he had settled
down in it, especially after s meal
There was no doubt that they knew that,
e had told them often. ¥Yet thers

they sat, indifferent, leaving him lemon- Bob

equashiess. Bunter was used to this sort
of eelfishnesssbut it did not, of course,
soothe his irritation.

“Are they cannibals in China, Wun
Lung ?* he resumed.,

Wun Lun%a slanting eyes flashed for
a-brimmnnt ut he answered imperturb-
ably :

“No cannibali Chines man no eatee
fat Buntce, unless tinkee Buntce one
hittle fat pliﬂ'ﬁ&"

" ¥Yes, rather 1” chuckled Bob Cherry.
“You won't be safe in China, Bunter.
I've read that the Chinese are very fond
of pork”

“I suppose you think that’s funny!”
smorted DBunter. “Lecok here, lend me
your fan, Wun Lung! It's beastly hot.”

The little Chinese hesitated 2 moment,
and then passed Bunter his ivory fan.

“No bleakee,” he zaid,

“If I break it, I'll give you a tanner
for it 1" stiecred Bunter, and he fanned
himself vigorously.

“That fan's worth a fiver at least, you
fat bounder,” snid Harry Wharton.
#Mind how you handle it I”

* Rats | said Bunter.

‘He fanoed himself vigorously, too
vigorously. There was a sudden erack
from ihe delicate fan.

“¥You bleakee my pieceo fan |” ejacn-
lated Wun Lung sorrowlully.

“The rotten thing snapped! Take it
away—it's no good |” Bunter tossed the
broken fan back to Wun Lung crossly.
“I say, you fellows, can't you find me o
fan somewhere "

“I'll find you a boot, jolly soon !” said
Johnny Bull, in a sulphurous voice.

Bunter grunted and wae silent for a
few* moments. But William Georgoe
Bunter was never silent for long.

“You haven't told me what sort of
a plance Chunky Bun%{—l mean Wunk
GI;Enk Lung—has at Hong Koog,” he
said.

“Father belong me, no livee alon
Hong Kong,” said Wun Lung. '_‘chr
live sometimes Shanghai, sometimes
Canton. Now ho stop along Canton, ™

. "Well, isn’t Canton at Hong Kong 7
demanded Bunter. Bunter's ideas of
Chincse geoprephy were very hazy,

Wun Lung grinned.

“You silly ass!" said Harry Wharton,
“Hong Kong is a - British scttlement at
the mouth of the Che-Kiang—tho
Canton River., Canton is a Chinese
city a Jong way up the river,”

“Plenty ‘gleat city !'"" said Wun Lung,
“Ms tinkee my fliends likee seo pleat
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eity Kanptung,

what wyou ocallse

O bt 1 X ho
“ My at! 3 ang-tung . +

Chinese name of Canton?™ asked

Bunter. “What a jaw-cracking

language! How the thump do you silly

idicts in China wunderstand one
ancther 1 .

Bob Cherry glanced round 2% his
chuma.

*1 suppose we mustn’t drop him over-
board,” he smid. *Let's trot about a

bit! I ean't stand any more Bunter."

The Famous Five loft their deck- b

chairs and walked about the deck for

a change—from Bunter, The Owl of
the Romove grunted, and having
nobody upon whom to inflict his con-

versation, he closed his eyes behind his
hl%&pﬂﬂi&ﬂ]&ﬂ and went to sleep.

un Lung watched him for a while
with a grin on his yollow face. Then
he glided quietly below.

e came back in a few minutes, and
squatted on the deck behind Bunter’s
chair. The juniors, strolling by, glanced
at him curionsly,. Wun Lung had a
needle and thread in his hand.

“What the ejaculated

thump——"

ob.
The little Chines glanced round anc
put hiz finger to his lips. Then he re-
sumed plying needls and thread.

Oh ¢rumbs!’ gosped Bob. *He's
sewing Bunter’s clobber to the chair 1"

The juniors chuckled and strolled on.

dnore |

Bunter's snore did not drown the
throbbing of the engines, but it was

uite & powerful rival. The Owl of
the Remove slept soundly, while the

acht glided on, on an even keel. Wun

ung, squatting on_ the deck, worked
with the Suhent industry of a Chince.
Yards and yards of atrong thread were
sewn in, while the unconscious Owl
snored.

Bunter was still snorin
Lung had finished. Not ti
sounded the gong to announce that tea
was ready in the saloon did Bunter
awaken. His eyes opened behind his
spectacles, and he gave & decp and
p:nlnnged yawn,

“Yaow-aw-aw-aw "

He removed his spectacles, rubbed his
eyes, replaced his spectacles, yawned
again, and grunted. Then he ross—or,
rather, essayed to rise. To his utter
amazement the deckchair rose with
him, as if 1t was glued to him, and

when WV un
the steward

Bunter sprawled back again, Then
there was a howl: ]

“Ow! I say, you fellows! Help!”

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Not an Easy-Chair I

HH A,‘éi?[u, ha I all .,
3 ou fellowse——

“Ha, ha ha "

The juniors welled. Even
the sailormen chuckled. Even the gruff
Mr. Green, casting a surprised eys on
Bunter, grinned,

Bunter was struggling to get ont of
the canvas chair, But the chair clung
to him like a limpet to a rock. When
Bunter rose the chair rose. His collar,
the slack of his jacket and trousers,
were all sewn securely to the canvas,
and Bunter could no more get away
from that chair than one Biamese twin

could get away from another,

What on_earth was holding him te
tho chair Bunter did not know. He
struggled to his feet, and the chair
lifted behind him. Ho sat down cgain
heavily, with thoe -result that the chair
folded up and fattened out on the deck,
with Bunter faticoed owt on top.

The roar that came from Bunter rang

THE MAGNET
far over the China B¢a and the Gulf of

Biam,

“Yaroooh] Help'?®

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What's the matter with this beastly
chair 1" shrieked Bunter. *“Iit's -tick-
ing to me.”

*The stickfulness is terrific.”

Bunter tried to get up. He xolled
over sideways, got on his h and
knees with the chair on his back, and
struggled to his fet, He stood totter-
ing, with the canvas chair clinging to

1m+

“1 say, you fellows, lend me & hand 1™
he yeHed. “This beastly chair is stick-
ing to me somehow,”

‘Ha, ha, hat”

Bunter grabbed at the chair Lchind
him and strove to drag it off. But the
canvas was too firmly sewn for that.
Tho inese &are industrious and
thorough workers, and Wun Lung had
done his work well. That chair was not
to ba wrenched off.

“Lend me a hend, you beastsl!
howled Bunter., “I say, what's
happencd to this chair? What's making
it stick "

““Ha, ha, hal™

“T can't get out of it~—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

h" L;m:-k rilﬁrﬂ* Fuﬁ beasts, T mn’g "]:utlﬁ
about with a chair on = ac
shrieked Bunter, i

“Looks to me as if you’ll have tol®
chortled Bob Cherry., “That chair's
sticking to you, Bunter, like a rhell to
a jolly old snail.”

Beast] 1 say—"
“Come down to tea, chair and 1%
sugﬁibad MNugent.
‘Ha, ha, ha "
| ntﬁ, vou fellows—r"
But the fellows did not heed. They

went below clhuckling. Wun Lung
stood ‘curled up with merriment, end
Bunter yelled to him.

_ “Come and help me, you . castly
hoathen! Do you hear me, you yellow
rotter! Lend me a hand, you heathon
sara;ge.”

_“Fattee ole Buntes velly mucheo top-
side polite!” chuckled Wun laung,
“&'potee me heathen savage, me no
helpee.”

*I—I mean, lend ma 4 hand, dear
old chap.” :

“Buntee goey eatee cokeo!™ ansered
Wun Lung, and hoe followed the chums
of the Remove below, unmoved even by
hizs sudden promotion from o leathen
savage to a dear old chap.

“Oh Jearl

“Beast |” roared Bunter,
What's the matter with this chair?
What ia the benstly thing sticking to
me for? Whers's that fool of a r ate?
wﬁﬁ?ﬁh“ silly idiot Greeni"

“0Oh, I—] didn't see you!"  suater
gpun round, and chair spun . ith
him. “I say, lend me a hand, Mr.
Grean—"

“¥ou don't want help from & . sl and
a Bi]ilfy idiot 1" said Mr. Green grimly.

“Yes, I do—I mean you ain't & fool
or a silly idiotl I say, lend me > hand
to pet out of this stly chair, it's
sticking to me somehow. I say, don't
walk away while I'm talking to you.”

But Mr, Green did walk away.

“lond ms & hand, you pgrinuing
dummy [" velled Bunter to a chuelling
scaman, But the man did not lend a
hand. Perhaps he did not like Loeing
addressed as & grinning dummy.

Bunter rolled desperately <o ihe
saloon stairs. The chair swung behind
him, part of it trailing on the deck as
he moved. He si:ppaﬁg his fat arms . a6
of his jacket in the hope of getting rid
of the weird encumbrance. But tha
canvea was firmly sewn to the :lack of
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hig trousers salso, and the chair still

adhered. Seldom did anybedy or any-
thing cling to Billy Bunter as if it
could not bear to part with him. But

that canvas chair did.

It clattered behind him as he rolled
furiously to the cabin stairs. He left
the men on deck in econvulelons. Ha
plunged down the steps, but was
suddenly stopped. The long-framed
chair being now only secured to the
slack of hiz trousers, it had naturally
fallen sideways, and ita length was too
wide for the width of the stairs. It
ﬂu:nmed across the doorway and held

unter back,

He clutched hold of the handrail and
dragged. But the canvas was stout, and
Wun Lung’s sewing was thorough. Ha
dragged in vain,

“*1 say, you fellow ! shrieked Bunter,

“Ha, im. ha 1" Poated up from the
saloon,

il I?m Htuukmlli

*Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh, you beasts! Ono of you heasts
fixed me to this chair. I know that!
Come and lemme loose 1™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Beasts [ roared Bunter.

Ho backed on deck—thera was no
other wa rasped the chair, and
turned it lengthwise, and started down
the stairs again, This time he got
through, and tramped down, the chair
clattering along with him.

Ferrers Locke came along [rom his
cabin as Bunter arrived in the salcon.
He stared blankly at the crimson, per-
spiring fat junior, as he staggered in
with & collapsible—and collapsed—chair

dnnﬁling behind him.
“Upon word 1” exclaimed Mr.
Locke, “What ever have you done this
for, Bunter? What a very exira-
ordinary prank!"

“Ha, ha, ha!*

¥ ¥You silly ags!” roared Bunter.

“What 1™

“I—1 meazn, it's fixed to me!
fixed t0 me somehow while I was asleep.
I cen't get it off 17
. Ferrers Locke stared, and then burst
into a laugh.

“You utterly absurd boy!” he ex-

It pot

claimed. “I suppose this is some sort
of & practical joke! Your clothes are
sewn to the chair !
“Oh crikey I
“You boys had better lend DBunter
our assistance, I think,” said Ferrers
ke, and bhe went uwp to the deck,

laughing.
%ﬁmda " chuckled Bob Cherry,

“ All
taking a grasp on the chair, * Lend

me & hand with the chair, Johnnyl

Franky, you and Wharton hold Bunter
by the ears.”

“Yarocoooh [

“Bomebody must hold you, [athead,
if we're to pull the chair off ! Cne of
you hold his ears and one his nose !

“Ha, ba, ha!"”

“"Leave my ears alone!™ shriekod
Bupter., “Leave my nose alone, you
beasts !

“Well, hang on te his hair——"

“Yooooop !

“We must hold you somewhere, fat-
head !”

“Beast! Leggo my hair!”

“There's no sahﬂ}'uﬁ some people,”
said Dob Cherry. *Hold him some-
where. Now then, go it! Pull dewvi],
pull baker !

Wharton and Nupgent held Bunter.
Bob and Johnny Bull and Hurree Singh
wrenched at the chair. Many hands
made light work. The stout canvasand
the stout sewing held; but something
had to go, andit was the trousers that
went., There was a rending sound, and
Bunter was free.

“Oh crikey! Oh dear! Owl”
“ Ha, ha, ha!®
“¥ou cackling rotters! I say, you

His brocaded silk robes drenched and sagging round his Hm
Ah Feng was dragged into the sampan. ' "
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fellows, there scems to be a beastly
draught here—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked Bob Cherrxy.
“"You'd better go and change your
trucks, Bunter.”

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“Oh!" gasped Bunter. He gave &
blink at the large patch adhenng te
the canvas of the chair, and rolled away
to his stateroom. He leflt the Grey-
friars juniors almost 1n hysterics.

THE FOURTEEKTH CHAPTER.
Very Hot Coflee ]

1 HIS,” said Bob Cherry, “k
T something like 1
The other fellows agrecd

that it was.

It was evening, and they were taking
theoir evening coffee on deck., A myriad
britlliant stars glittercd in the dark blue
vault overhead, mirrored 1n o gea that
scemed as calm as a lake. The throb
of the Bilver Star’s engines was the
only sound on the vast, ehadowed sea.

Northward the yacht throbbed an
through the soft tropical night, undez
the blazing stars—Singapore far behind,
Siam somewhere far away to  port,
Hong Keng still many & long hundred
miles ahead. Even Johnny Bull, the

ractical, hard-headed ome, was in-
Euem‘:&d by the soft loveliness of tho
night, and began to think of poetry and
music. Heo mentioned that he was sorry
he hadn't brought hia concertina, &t

which hizs comrades shuddered, and
thanked their Iucky stars that b«
hadn't.

Dunter sabt morose.

Bunter did not scem to have re
covered from his adveutures with the
chair that had clung to him so fondly.
Heo frowned, and brooded, and cast dark
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and morose glances at tho cheery, smil-
ing Wun Lung., Bunter had said

several times that he would make the
heathen Chinee sit up, for having scewn
iim down and speiit his trousers.

Ne doubt Dunter was thinking out
ways and means. e sat sileot and
LINOLOEE,

The steward arrived with coffec on a
tray. DBilly Dunter blinked at him, and
a gleam came into his eyecs behind his
speetacles,

‘The sight of the coffec-cups seemed to
have brought an idea into the [at
jumior's lubouring brain.

“* e, he, he " he ejacunlated suddenly.

“Ialle, hallo, hallo!”  Bob Cherry
looked round. *“Is that one of Wun
Lung's fire-erackers going off "

“0h, really, Cherry—"
My mistake, old bean!
lifo, whati"

“He, he, he!” It wos clear that
DBunter was entertained about some-
thing, though it certainly was not clear
what it was.

“Well, what's the jolly old joke®”
asked Bob. )

“Oh] Nothiog! I—=I wasn't think-
ing of anything, you koow. I'm not
going to play a trick on Wun Lung.”

90h, my hat !” said Bob blankly, and
the juniors chuckled. 1

Bunter rolled from his seat and dis-
appeared below, Harry Wharton & Co.
leoked at one another und grinned.

Buoter, evidently, was up to some-
thing. They wondered what,

He came back to the deck, when the
steward had handed round the coffee-
cups. Eopch of the [ellows hud a saucer
resting oo his koce, and Bunter's coflco
stood on a little bamboo table.

“Take sugar, Wun Lung, old chapi™
asked Bunter.

“No takee sugee, tankee”

“Well, take milk, then?”

““No takee milkee, tankee,”

“Oh I said Bunter. 5

The juniors tried fo suppress their
smiles,  Dunter, with great cunning,
was evidently frying to get ab Wun
Lung's eolfee, for some reason known
anly to hts powerful bran,

He was at a loss for @ moment or
two. Dut Dunter's potent intellect was
working at high pressurc now, spurred
on by the desire to make the heathen
Chinee sit up. *

He gave a sudden lurch, and collided
with 'g'un Lung, and knocked his cotfeo
over. 1The cup went to the deck with a
erash and a smash,

H0h, sorry!™ pasped Bunter. “I-—I
didn't do that on purpose, you know !”

“My only hat !” snid Harry, gazing at
the Owl of the Bemove. He gazed also
at '8 tin of mustard, which Dunter
fondly believed was concealed under o
fat arm.

" Buntes velley clumsee donkee !” said
Wun Lung.

“Look here! Don't bother to call the
steward. I'll fetch you another cupl”
gald Dunter.

“Greal pip ™

Had not the juniors been aware that
some great. thought was wurkin?min
Dunler's podgy brain, they would have
guessed it now—it was so extraordinary
for Bunter to offer to do anything for
any Wun Lung's ealmond cyes
glimmcered with suppressed merriment.

“Buntee velly rood [ he said.

“Not at all, old fellow,” said Dunter.

o took Wun Lung's saucer, and
rolled away with it. The juniors gazed
after him as he disappeared.

“What on earth i3 the benighted
chump up to ¥ breathed Bob Cherry.

“Something frightfully deep!”
grinned Nugent,
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“The doeplulness is terrific |”

“He's got o tin of roustard ! gasped
Wharton. “I suppose he's trying to
bung it into Wun Lung's coffee—under
Wun Lung's nose”

i 1_1'&’ hﬂq ha!” : :

“Buatee velly funnee,” said Wun
Lung. “Playee tlick on pool lill
Chince. Velly funnes ole fat Buntes”

Dunter came back to the deck, bear-
ing m fresh cup of coffen in the saucer,
He handed it to Wun Lung, who took
it amiably.

“Mo tankee Bunteo velly muchee,” 2ie E

said gravely.

“Not u bit, old chapl?
Bunter, “I say, that's nica coffes!
Really good!  Rather heot, perhaps!
He, he, he! Mop it up, old bean!”

“Duntee dloppes hulf-clown!” asked
Wun Lung suddenly., He fixed his
glance on tho deck just past Bunta.r.

“Eh? Yes. Kathor! ‘That's my
half-crown !’ exclaimed Bunter at once.
“In fact, I heard it drop !*

He spun round to pick up the half-
CroOwWL.

Thy moment his back was turned,
Wun Eung reuched out towards the
bamboo table, and changed his cofiee-
cup for Bunter's. ¢

Five paira of eyes were on him as he
did sg, and five tongues remained
silent. . )

But five f[aces wore ecstatic gprins.

| LOOK, LADS!
Another reader wins

LEATHER POCKET WALLET!I

Though Potter and Qreens
both confess
i That of * jaw ¥ Cokar has an
OXCOES,
Yet, when Horace stande tea,
Thess twa chums will agres
He's the right Kind of pal to
possess !

The above winning Greyfriars

Limerick was sent in by : F. Davis,
46, Vernon Road, Edgebaston,
Birmingham.

e ‘ |

o

Bunter's eyes were not on him, of
gourse, Bunter's eyes were on the deck,
searching for the mythical half-crown,

T =ay, wherse 12 it?" demanded
Bunter. "1 can't sea it. I know I
dropped o half-crown. It’s mine. You
fellows necdn’t make out it's yours, It's
jolly S:.:.;c:]l mine!  Yrhere is it, Wun

ung *?

“Me makee lilI' mistake,” said Wun
Lung. " MNo half-clown, only starshinee,
De velly solly.'”

“You silly chump 1" grunted Bunter.

He turned back to the table and sat
down. He took his eup of eoffec—or
rather, Wun Lung’s eup of coffce, which
glood 1n his saucer—dropped five lum
of sugar into it, and stirred. Ovwer the
coffee-cup he blinked at the Chince.

“I =say, you'ro not drinking your
coffee,” he urged.

“Ale dlinkee soonee,’

“You needo't think I've put anything
in that coffee,” said Buater, to make
assurance doubly sure, as it were. *1
wouldn't."

“No tinkee,"” said Wun Lung.

“As for mustard,” said Bunter, ]
shouldu't know where to look for it,
even if I wanted any.”

“Oh clumbs !

“Drink it up, old chap,” uwrged
Bunter. " Don't let it got cold. Not
thot T think it will get very cold! He,
he, he !

grinned ta

ter.
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“Ain't he a jeowel?” sped Bob
Cherry. *“Ain't he o prize pachet?
Ain't he. o Machiavelli? Ain't he the
deepest old card everi”

"Ha, hﬂ, h-ﬁ.!u

" Oh, really, you fellows—"

Wun Lung sipped his cofice. Bunter
watched him with eager interest. In
his keen interest in Wun Lung he was
letting his own coffee geot cold. o

‘m‘ii-!v.:lwaifl,iiri but surely the Chinese junior
drank the coffes. Bunter stared at him.
He had expected Wun Lunpg to gasp and
urgle, and almost explode, at swallow-
ing & cup of coffee charged with mus-

rd. . Wun Lung did not turn & hair,
Certainly, he would have turned a hair,
if not a whole pigtail, had he swallowed
the coffec Bunter had doctored for him.
But l;h+at doctored coffea was now in
Bunter's own hand, though the fat and
fatuous Owl was bappily unconscious of
it.

" Well, my hat "’ said Bunter, in utter
dizgust, “ T'hose blessed heathens must
have insides lined with hrass.”

“He, ha, ha!"

“ Did—did that coffee taste all right,
Wun Lmnpg 7" .

“Allee light!” answered Wun Lung
blandly, * Velly nicey coffes.”

“Weall, my hat "’ said Bunter.

He gave a snort of disgust. IHows
ever, ne remembered his own colfee,
which was getting cold by this time—
as cold as coffee could get with a large
dose of mustard mixed with it
Evidently, his little trick had failed;
how, Bunter could not guess, unless,
indeed, the heathen Chinee had an
inside lined with brass,

Ew::iy eye was fixed on Bunter, fas-
cinated, as he raised the cup of coffes
to his mouth. )

Bunter did not gip. It was Bunter's
way to take things aboard in bulk. He
sterted with his usual large mouthful,
Then :

“Yurrrrrgggggh !

Crash! “The coficc-cup went to the
deck. Smash! The saucer followed it
Thud! The chair went over as Bunter
lmped wildly to his fcef.

“Yurrrggh ! Gurrrgﬁhl
Ooooop ! Gug-gug-gug !

“Ha, ha, ha!" shrieked the

Bunter had got the mustard

Evidently, it was hot !

“¥Yarococh! I'm peisoned! I'm burn-
ing! Whoop! Help! Water! Firel
hiurﬂgrl Yoop! Yaroooogh! Gug-gug+

ug!

g“H&, ha, hal™

* Groororororororrrp MY gurgled DBun-
“Mmmmm ! Urrrergh 17

“Haot stulf " gasped Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, La!™

#J.-1 say, you fellows, I--I'm chook-
choock-choked ! Grocogh! How did the
mustard get in my coffeo? Yaroooogh !
Woooooooh 1! ‘

Spluttering frontically, Bunter etag-
gered away in search of o tap, to wo
out his smrchmg mouth,

“Ha, ha, hal”

A é"&“ fol lowu&' him as be went,

“Gug-gug-gug !’

“Ha, hs, %Lai”

When Dilly Bunter came back to the
deck smiling faces gr him, But
Bunter was not smiling. Indeed, for a
long time Billy Bunter seemed to he
un Eramd'{ing that ancient king who
never smiled again, as the Bilver Star
continued on its journey,

TEE END,

Grooogh !

%uﬂiﬂrrﬂ.

(Fext week's Magner well contain
another thrilling yarn tn $his novel new
geries, entitled,; “"THE SCOURGE OF
THE RED DRAGON!" Make sure of
your copy, chums, by ordering it in good
fime.)



THRILL FOLLOWS THRILL IN THIS GREAT WAR STORY.

Guy Tempest has one chones in o
thousand of obicining the necessary
evidence fo prove fhat fhe occusa-
tion made against kim iz folse . .
bul he's staking everything on thai
thousmdih chonce!

In Field-Grey [

ETURNING to the wrechod
R Fokker, Guy seated himself.

IHHow long he would have to
. walt until someone came he
did mnot know, but he knew that
the burning Sopwrythe would attract
attentipn, as tho flames and smoke must
be visible for many miles,

An hour had almost dragped its
weary lemgth when, with a sudden
?I'HIID:EHB in his eyes, the boy roso to his
ect. Hurrying towards him, some dis-
tence away as vet, was a-squad of
soldiers. They came up, led by a
sergeant, square-jawed and brutish, and
wearing the cap button of the Army of
Frince Buprecht of Eavaria.

“"¥You have crashed, Herr Leutnant 1™
said the sergeant gutiurally, coming
rigidly to the salute.

“Is that not obvious, fool?” retorted
the boy.

The sergeant glanced towords where
the dungaree-clad body of Zwolfe was
lying near the smouldering wreck of the
Sopwythe scout.

He was not to know, nor did he guess,
that Guy had carried the dead Zwolfa
there. And, naturally, he took the
Iﬁ.tt-etr to be the pilot of the bpurnt-out
goout.

“He 13 an Epglander, that one, Herr
Leutnant ! he said questioningly.

“Jawohl "’ assented Guy. “Wo
fought. He crippled my maei\inu. But
before I crashed Y sent him down in
fAames 1*

Thera came a rumble of admiration
from the half dozen soldiers standing

behind the sergeant. Like him, they
did not for one moment doubt the
identity of the stern-faced boy clad in

the field-grey uniform of the German
Air Iorce.

“Whera are yvou from?™ demanded
Guy harshly of the sergeant.

"'We are attached to a mobile anti-
sircraft battery, Herr Leutnant,” ex-
plained the sergeant. “Wo pulled up
on the road five kilometres distant when
we saw the smoke of the Englander’s
burning machine,”

"1 will return to the batlery with
you,” said Guy curtly. "“Leave a man
on guard here”

The serpeant did so, and Guy accom-
panied him and the remainder of the
squad across the five kilometves of moor-
land, which had to bo fraversed 1in
order to reach the read. )

The battery consisted of (wo ant)-
arrgraff guns mounted on lorries which
had been drawn up in front of a long,

réy hut, which was obviously a wayside

epot.

“By our orders, Herr Leutnant,” said
the sergeant, “we remain here till noon.,
If you wish it food will be prepared for
you.”

“I do wish it,” responded the boy.

GEO. E. ROCHESTER.

(INTRODUCTION ON PAGE 26.)

He entered the hut, which was
furnished with a long trestletable wnd
stiff-backed, wooden chairs.  Around
the walls were iron bunks arranged tier
on tier. A cﬂnkin? stove at one cnd of
the room and a largo stors cupboard
comploeted the furnishings, with the ex-
!:E}:itimn of a telephone attached to the
wall,

“Where do you go when you leave
here 1" Guy demanded of the sergeant,
as tho latter placed before him a cup of
acorn coffee, & chunk of black bread,
and a slab of anisecd checse.

“We trol  towards Saarbrucken,
Herr sutnang,™ responded tho
gargoant.

Guy nodded,

“That is fortunate,” he said, “for I
am from the military wmercdrome at
Saarbrucken. I will accompany you on
the lorry until we meet with some faster
conveyance along the road.,”

“"Yery pood, Herr Leutnant,” replicd
the sergeant.

With a snap salute he withdrew,
leaving Guy zlone with the indigestible
food and his thoughts.

The boy was feeling a
faction with the wawy things werc
turning out. It was in order to be
unaguestionably accepted as the pilot of

grim  satis-

“ Leuinant Felbe,” said Baron Karlmann, address-
ing Guy Tempest, * you bear a remarkable resemi-
blance to a certain

notorions traitor—Guido wvon

Sturm ™
the wrecked Fokker that he huld
deliberately  burned his  Sopwytie

scout.

In any case, it wounld bave been «
perilous business flying that zcout any
farther over German torritory. For iis
red, white, and blue markings, identify-
ing 1t as an Alhed machine, would have
made it the object of zavage aliack by
every CGerman machinoe sighting it

If ha could reach the muilitary acro-
drome at Saarbrucken without beinz
suspocted—or without being vocognized
ag the one-time Guide ven Siurm—le
miglt, under cover of darkness, be able
to obtain possession of a machine bear-
ing ot wings and fuselage the German
identification mark of the Tron Cross.

If he could possibly get lLeld of a
German maching hig journey fo DBerlin
woithtd be shorn of many of its perils
and diflicalties.

For to Berlin e was determined io
ra, Somewhere in the arclhitves of the
Cierman Intelligence  DBuoreae i e
Wilhelmstrasse must be evidence thac
Peadlar Zor huad been sent to France.
ot as an associale nor as & colleague of
Loy ‘Nempest—but Lo aszaseingte bim

And the boy was grimly determined
to obtain that evidence and return with

Tue Micxer Lipiary.—™e. 1,780.
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it to France in order to prove that the
nccusation made against him 1 - Fedlar
Zor had been vilely false. )

There was also the paper which he
had taken from the library of Dr. Zol-
hoff that fateful night when he had
forced the truth of his birth from the
man whoin, since infaney, he had looked
upon a3 his guardian and his friend.
That paper bore full and comprehen-
sive detaila of the Goerman espionage
service in Liritain.

Guy knew where it was, and he was
equally determined to return with it as
wdded proof that he was, heart and soul,
with the cause of England.

CGuy ‘realised to. the full that the
mission he had set himself was ono
fraught with tho deadliest of peril. Ho
had ons chance in a thousand of pene-
erating to Berlin and returning in safety
to tho line.

Dut it was on that thousandth chanece
that he was staking everything |

heo

Finishing the makeshift meal,
threw himsell down on one of the bunks
and snatched a brief two hours' sleep.

Awnkening refreshed in mind and
body. ho indulged in a cold pluice, then
emcrged from the hut and seated him-
seli on & bench outside,

It was a fine, clear morn:

white, fleecy clouds drifting lazily high
in the blun, The German anti-aircraft
gunners were lounging by their mounted
guns, the tarpaulins of which had been
pulled off ready for action. The long,
tnperving muzzles wera pointing upwards
ready to hurtle expl i::%‘ shrapnel at
sy Allied machine which, 8ying east-
wards inte Germany, might coma within
TANEES.
“% have reported your crash by tels-
phone to Strasbourg, Herr Leuinant,”
eaid the sergeant, saluting. “ A salvage
lorry is already on its way 1"

Cuy nodded idly. The news filled him
with no perturbetion, for it was ex-
tremely umnlikely that any aboard the
salvage lorry ifrom Strasbourg koew
the real dwolfe.

Suddenly he tensed., IFaint and far
away, high 1n the sky to westwards,
came the faint dronme of aero-engines.
The sergeant heard it, his trained ear
detccting at once & gcarce perceptible
note in that distant, mufiled drone.

* Englanders ! ke ejaculated.
“D.HOs Y

Wheeling on his men, he barked :

“Stand to your gunsl”

Tonstuntly the German gunners becamao
brizkly alert,

“You see, Herr Leutnant," explained
the sergeant eagerly, “we have our

. with

cuns  trained on that cloud.™ He
pointed upwards, “You observe it,
ves?  Well then, we will fire when the

Lnglish dogs pass beneath it, or pass
o it. We cannot misgs "

“Cannot youl” exclaimed Guy, with
a slow smile.

“MNeinl We cannot!™ re-
torted  the sergeant con-
fidently, “YWatch, Herr Mavi

coming machines intently for a few
moments wh:lst-_ the gunners, tense by
their guns, nwaited his ordera.

“Hold your ranga!™ he zapped,
glassas still pressed to his eyes.

On came the machines, heolding =
course which would take them under-
neath the white, slowly moving cloud
on w'&ich the anti-aircraft gumns were
ran .

“Here they come, Herr Leuinant,"
chuckled the scrgeant, “right into the
trap which I have laid for them—"

Then, harshly to his men:

" Preparse to fira ™

CGuy watched with interest, his eyeas
following the fight of the Pritish
formation. He saw the machines reach
the fringea of the oloud and becoma
starkly silhoustted against its white
background

“Firal"” screamed the sergeant.

The anti-sircraft guns roared into
action, and, as though by magic, pufis
of smoke, token of exploding shrapnal,
appeared round the formation of
D.H.9's, _

“Keep firing, vou scum ™ bellowed
the sergeant. ““Ah, loock—the En%ﬁsh
dopgs scek the cover of the clouds!’

“ Naturally |"” murmmured Guy, with
an amused smile as the Dritish
squadron leader lifted his formatbion in
a steep elimb into the cover alforded
Ly the cloud.

The manceuvre was such a simpls and
such an obvious one that the sergeant
might heve expected it. But apparently
he hadn't, for, thrusting his glasses
back into their case, he shook a
clenched fist towards where the
machines had disappeared.

“Curse youl"” he rosred. “I hopo
you mect some ©of our Fokkers up
there——"

“'HBergeant !” rapped Guy sternly,
_The sergcant relapsed into abashed
silence.

“Ceage fire|™ he ordered sullenly,
turning to the gunners. “They will
have altered their course to avoid our
shrapnel 1"

The firing died away; and so also
did the fant, pulsatifig drone of the
formation continuing its fhight east-
wards.

" 8o much for a br
curckly, rising to his
BWAY.

Ths reprimand t home, the ser-

ant flushing a dull erimson. Donnerl

ut there woroe times when he hated
these whelps of officers.

The remainder of the morning passed
uneventfully, and as noon approsched,
the gun tarpaulins were lashed into
place and preparations were made for
continuing the patrol towards Saar-
brucken.

FPrompt at noon the lorries moved for-

gart " said Guy
eet and turning

THE OPENING CHAPTERS,

ng forced the truth from Dr. Zolhoff, Als guardian, that ke iz
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ward, and with them, elad in the ficld-
Em:.r uniform of the Fatherland, went
uy Tempest.

At the Cale In the Ladensirasse !

VENING of that same day found
the Beron Karlmann feeling ex-
tremely pleased with himselt and
lile in general.

A tall, lithe, fair-haired individual,
this Baron Karlmann; a dandified
sconted Prussian. But one possessed of
courage. For had ho pot thirty-seven
Allied machines to his credit?

Since the passing of Guido von Bturm
there were those who hailed the Baron
Karlmann as the greatest German War
ace of the day.

He had landed late that afternoon at
the military aerodrome on the outskirts
of Baarbrucken, and now, in a cafe in
the Ladensirasse, he was seated at table,
the guest of honour at 2 cosy litkle
dinner.

His admiring hosts were four pilots
from the aerodrome—the Hauptmanp
von Arn, the Leutnant Larm, the Leut
nant Zobel, and the Unter-offizier Eern.

The dinner was turning out to be very
successiul indeed. Wine was fowing
almost as fast as talk. and the five
wore becoming more hilarious than was
compatible with either the rank they
held or the uniform they were wearing.

Heated watching them at a near-by
table was Guy Tempest, in the uniform
which he bad taken from the dead
Zwolfe that morning. Deliberately
Guy bad moved from the table he had
seclected on entering the oafs to one
nearer the jovial guintette.

And now, as he sat covertly scanning
their fushed and laughing faces, he
waa satisfied that, with the exception of
tha Baron Karlmann, he had met nove
of them before.

He had met the Baron Karlmann on
one occasion, two years beforehand at
m:rmh&im Aerﬁimﬁ. | hilher or oot

bagon would recognise him as the
notorious Guido von Sturm, Guy did
pnot know. But it was a risk the boy
wag prepared to take, for somehow or
other he intended to get into conver
sation with these pilots who were eo
obviously from the asrodrome.

After all, he had only spoken a fow
moments with the Baron® Karlmann at
Mannheim, and t{wo vears of war can
change a man and wipe cut recollection.

So, pushing back his chair, Guy rose
it;:h{m feet and crossed to the baron's

2.

“The Baron Karlmann, I beliove!®
he said, with o stiff bow.

The

A sudden silence fell on the five,
baron stared up at Guy with cold, ipn-
guiring gaze,

“Yes!™ he said cu:bl%

Guy smiled, although his every nerve
and muscle was taut,

“¥You do pot remember
ma?” he said,

‘““Nol” retorted the baron.

lfu!ri:nnt. amih ynumwil!haaa gmﬂriﬁm wt?’br?.'ﬂm mpest, MT;; Ay mh Em Sturm, “IHda :i}utt And }rgt,.......-—‘:ﬂ 4

that I am right. 1, there RS 0L and airman, regches the British lnes with a o broke off, & puzzle
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IFlving =0 high in the sky
that they seemed but slow-
moving specks, a squadron  and

tofin ix chisf of tha Ferman Secrel Service, orders Pediar Zor, a famouy
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qCes

Guy in & cruelly fa

The spy 17 caught in Quy's

. quartsrs
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Aerodrome. He had met many pilots at
Karlsrube. Possibly he had met this

roung, stern-foced lieutenant there.

That he had met him somewhore he
was now convinced., The boy's face
was so strangely familiar. But somchow
the baron didn’t think it was at Karls-
ruhe he had met him.

“We shall be honoured, Herr Leut-
nant,” he said abruptly but courteously,
“if you will join us.™ £

Guy needed no second asking. And
after being formally introduced to the
Hauptmann Von Arn, the Leutnants
Larm and Zobel, and the Unter-offizicr
Korn, he seated himself at the table.

“Yes, and as I was zaying,” remarked
Von Arn, résuming & conversation which
had been interrupted by the advent of
Guy, "that ammunition dump containsg

over four fons of high explosive.
Himmel! When it £0€5 Up it will blow
Ouchy off the map!”

Cuchy !

Guy pricked up hiz ears. Ouchy was a
British aerodromo south of MNancy.

“From what height do we bomhb %" in-
quired Leutnant Larm cagerly,

“From  fifteen thousand
responded Von Arn.

ern picked up his glass.

“ A toast!" he cried. * May our bombsg
fall true and teach the hated Englanders
that we are still masters of the air |*

. 'The toast was drunk with acclama.
tion, Guy joining in with the others.

But the boy was feeling none too
comfortable. Bearce for a moment had
the Baron Karlmann taken his eyes from
him since he had joined the party.
There was something disconcerting
about the man’s questioning stare.

Suddenly, during a Ilull in the con-
versation, the baron scraped back his
chair and rose slowly to his feet.

“Leutnant Felbe,” he said, and there
was that in his tono which instantly
riveted the aftention of his four com-
panions, “you bear a remarkabls re-
sgmblance do a certain notorious
traitor 2

Guy lespt to his feet.

“"¥You are pleased to meant?” he
blazed.

“¥ refer,” responded Baron Karlmann
harshly, “to Guido von Sturm. I have
been watching you. You are very like
him 1"

Guy resumed his seat.

“That,” he said, with a laugh, *is
my misfortune. You are not éua first
one, Herr Baron, to comment on my
resemblanca to Von Sturm.™

The. Leutnant Zobel laughed rau-
1By,

“You have my sympathy, Herr Leut-
nant,” he cried. " Donner! To be
taken for that black-hearted iraitor——"

Terminating the words with an cx-
pressive shrug of his shoulders, he
drained bis glass. The baron paid no
heed to him. 8till on hie feet and his
gazo on Guy, he continued:

“Yes, very like Von Bturm.
have 1 seen a greater resemblance.

“Then you knew Ven Sturm?™ in-
quired Guy easily, albeit he knew how
perilously thin was the ice on which he
wag treading at that moment.

“Vou knew Von Hturm " ha repeated,
aa the baron hesitated.

“Tt is two vears since I met him”
sadmitted tho latter slowly, "but I do
not easily forget faces™

. “No,” said Guy curtly, “but seem-
ingly you easily confuse them, Herr

feet,™

Never

Baron, Whilst Von Sturm waz bein
landed as_our greatest War ace,
naturally did not resent the resemblancs

which 1 bear to him.  But since a
miilifary eourt has proved him to be o
trartor I have found the resemblance a
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As ihe machine swept forward one of the planes caugnt the baron in the back
and sent him reeling !

source of great embarrassment. I mus
ask you not to refer to it again!™

Baron Karlmonn flushed. There was
a chilling reproof in the words, which
acted on him like a douche of cold
water.

Ho had consumed a considerable
amount of wine that cvening. So much
g0 indeed, that ho had comle perilously
near to making a complete fool of him:
self. e ﬁc}ulg see¢ now how wild wsnd
idiotioc had beén his vague suspicions
that this young lieutenant was the
notorious Guide won Sturm; suspictons
engendered su!cI}y by tha liguor which
had miounted to his head, .

It was absurd, preposterous, to have
imagined for one moment that thia
young fellow seated here could be the
Yon Sturm who, 1t was-common know-
ledge, had deseried to the British,

Clumsily Baron Karlmann hastened
to make amends, ‘ .

“Ilorr Leutnant,” he sald, with a
bow, *a thousand pardens if I have
offended. It waz the similarity imn
feature—"" .

“In feature alone, I am afraid,” ocut
.0 the boy, with a laugh., “Often have
I fervently wicshed that the similarit
extended to that akill in the air whie
wog Von Sturm’s. But there, zay no
more about it, Herr Baron. ¥ou have
made a mistake which many have made

before you and many will make again.
It is unfortunate *—with a shrug of his
shoulders—™ but it cannot be helped.”

Hiz ecase of speech and gestore, his
whole attitude, had carried him through
successfully. He knew full well that
he had nothing at all to fear now frem
the .apolagetia baron who, rezuming hisz
seat, lf:eg:m to ply Guy with his atten-
tions in an obvipus effort to make up
for his former boorishness.

He chattered away, talking volubly
about the War and his own cxploits,
punctuating his observations with
copious draughts from the glass at hia
elbow.

“ A new machine has been given me,
Herr Leutnasnt,” he said. " A Silber-
kugel seput. It 13 faster than any
maching the oursed Englanders have on
the Western Front.™

“Faster than the Sopwythe scout?™
oxclaimed Guy incredulously.

“"Yes,” asserted the baron loudly.
“ Faster even than that, my friend.”

“You are lucky to have been given
such & craft, Herr Baron,” said the boy
enviously. *If it were permitted I
should very much like to see it.™

“Then vou shall,” promiged the barcn
handsomely. *You shall see it. Ur-
fortunately 1 leave Saarbrucken with

Tag Magxer Lismuny,—No. 1,180,
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ihe dawn, Lot
me to the serodroine—

“1 shall be delighted,” cut in Guy
gratefully. *'To Le shown your inachine
Ly you in person will be an honour
witeh I will not lizhtly forget.”

The baren beamed. ool that he was
evel to have thought that thia maost
excellent voung follow could be the
infamous Guido von Sturm. Pah! The
stupidest of blockheads would neves:
Iinve made such a ridiculous mistake,

“Yon are using the machine in this
raid ‘on Quchy, I suppose?” said Loy
Ivaszantly.

“No, no,” tha bharon hastened to
nzsitre hitm, " The raid is being carricr
out by the Ft}l.l..fu. operating from Sane-
Lrucken, Me, I have a roving  cou
miszion: I do not take part In such
raids. I .engago sclely on offenzive
patrol.”

“The raid,” =zaid Guy casually, draw-
ing & bow at venture, *takes place.to-
morrow, does it ool #7

Tt was the hali-dronken Larm whe
answered fin.

“Yes,” " he said  thickly,. “Ten
machines leave for Ouchy onc hour afiee
dawn, " It will be a great raid.  Their
ohjective iz the ammunition Jump.”

U Do vou gol!” inquired Guy,

Larm Lrugmd 11n1+:rﬂ.n1:ru5T1.r

“No,” ho responded, “nor any of us
iero—clse we would net ba:here.  The
pilots detailed for that raid will be
already abed. You du- not know our
commandante, it seoms,”™

" A disciplinarian,” mmmmted Guy.

A ¥es" interposed Zobel. A periect
pizg. if I may so express myself. It is
a pleasnre indeod to be away from him

hke this for a few howes™

E mec up, and, remembering his
promtse to shml. Cuy tho bllhc-r-

kugel scout, the Baron Karlmann in-

~isted upon the boy accompanying him

otit to the acrodrome.

if you care to agompany

F

A Shock for Baron Karlmann !

T was the carly hours of the morn-
ing  when that hilarious party

THE MAGNET

¥ For with the dawn 1 shall be gone,’
he explained. * Not to the ling, mmd
you, for I do not feel like E‘;.rhun
day. 1 shall make for Mannheim w mrn
there is better hospitality and more
comfortable quarters than there ake ot
this acradrome of Saarbrocken.”

So Guy accompanied the party out to
the aerodrome. HReaching there, Von
Arn and his three brother officers went
to their quarters, whilst Baron Karlmann
made somewhat undteadily towards the
hangars, followed by Guy.

. Passing tho sentry patrelling the
tarmae, the baron marched into the
dimly-illuminated hangar where his
Silberkugel scout was housed.

*4 ¥ hool her out!™.he commanded the
half dozen German mechanies who wero
on ducy in the hongar,

The mechanics stared at him wondor-
ingly.

“"You mcan at once, Herr Baren?”
}nwﬂrcd a ecrgeant mechanic respect-
uliy.

“0Of epurse!” exploded the baron.

']ummg, the serizeant rapped out an

order. Fhe wood-braced canvas door of
the hnngar was swung open, and-the
little black E:lhérl-:ugr:i scout  wos

wheeled on to the tarmae which fronted
the long line of. haugars.

A faint !Lg}ltenlng of the sky to east-
wards gave token that the dawn was
at hand.

Bwinging himself up to the cockpit,
the baron pressed a switch which flooded

tha dashbeayd with illumination from
shaded bulbs.

“8eo,"” bhe said proundly to Guy, “is
she not a beauty?  And she is as fast
at seventeen thousand feet as she is at
seven hundred.”

"Yos," snid Gov dubiously, “hut she
hasg an Krenst cugine:”

“Well, what of that?” demanded the
baron - testily.  “The Ernst cngine i3
gne _n?f the fnest acvoe cugines of the

ay.

(uv shook his ]mad

“T don't agree,” he

sl hr m]=. T he

EVERY SATURBA Y.

I:nst engine is most difficult to start
u L?‘f

PTha baron laughed with gusty con-
tempt.

“Pooh " he exclaimed. " That is all
you know, my friend, This engine,
permit to tell you, will start up with
the Brst swung of the propeller, The

iznition cannot be bettered I

[-m. smiled incredulonsly, and it waz
& smite which served thoroughly te irri-
tale DBuron Karlmann.

“Here, you!™ he bawled, dropping fo
the ground and turning towards the
11mcham-j “One of you swing that
propeller.”

He had switched om, and as one of
the dungarce.clad mr-r-lmm:m cF””Ed -on
the propeller the engino, picked up with
» sudden, shattering roar.

“There!™ ';bellp'ured the baron
triumphantly, swinging towards Guy.
“What have you got Lo say. . now—

Guy did not answer.. The indtant the
engine had burst into lifgsho had swung
himielf agilely into the! E:}thl*ﬁ und
shppiped into the  pilot’ss  seat
Simultancously his fingers hed ﬂll:u“eﬁ:l
enthe throttle, yanking it open to4nll,
“"What are you doing 1n that mr:hptt"‘“

With an enraged bellow, Baron-Kakl-
mann leapt forward as the scour surged
against the chocks in front of the tyred
wheels of the uindercarringe.

The leading ¢dge of the lower plane
caught him 1 the back, sending himn
rveeling, as tho machine lurched over the
chocks and awept forward.

““Stop him!" soreamed thc baran,
“Stop him, you stupid fools 1™ :

But he was too late. For already thq
Silberkugel scout was fearing  away
{rom the hangars with tail up, . And, ns
the startled , mechanies watched, the
nteching sﬂaled mto the air.in a stoep,
upward climb,

Ay Tempest haz got us full mmp{
meit of pluck, .but will he ‘suceced 1
reacking his ebjective—Derlin? ﬂn’!r‘r
next week's MAGRET now, and thus maka
supe of !‘ﬂﬂ.!i.i'i!tf?a_{p H:I'.s Ihr!'!'h':rrg Wer
zeral.)
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“A MILLION WAYS OF
COOKING AN EGG”

By WILLIAM GEORCGE BUNTER
(FPatte & Flabbey.

A good hook for anybody who has an ego.
The author bogina by saying that ™ To abiain
the egg you should raid the next-door sfudy.
But he careful you don't hide It under your

15

NEW ISSUE

103, mot,) |

in case the owner of the €gg hita
you thera."

WHAT'S A JABBERWOCK:?

SCHOOLBOY SLANG
“MIDGES” MEANS MARBLES.

“"BEAK."—0Ono who is set in aothority; & master or
prefect, A person wa avoid when breaking bounds or play-
g midnight pranks.

“BEANO."—A beanfeast: & dormitory celebration; o
banquet; a plorious spread. Sometimes the beaks happen
to find out that we Intend to hold a beano, and then Harry
Wharton issues thr mournivl proclamation: “There will be
no beono to-night !

“CAT'S LK”—An apology for & wash., Billy
Dunter performa a cat’s lick every morning. It consists
of moistening the face very slightly with a teaspoonful of
vold water, and then drying vigorously with a towel,

. _Muﬂdu.:u.a|h dolt; a munmh an imbecile; ano arrant
uffer.

“DOPE."=The name applied to the quinine and other
horvible concoctions given us by the school Matron when we
go to the sanny.

“FATHEAD."—A first-rate idiot. :

“TABBERWOCK."—A jay: & [oolish person; & prize
duffer.

“NUT.”"—0One who keeps abreast of the [ashions and
drosses extravagantly. One who swaggers and swanks, and
gives the impression that he has just stepped out of & band.

box.

“LICKING."—A defeat: a form of chastisement. The
result of an interview with an angry “beak.”

“AY HAT ."—An ejaculation denoting surprise, or some
similar cmotion. Harry Wharton has been known to use
this expression two hundred and 6fty-five timea in one day !
If comsiderad too blunt, the ejaculation may be varied s
foltows: “ My only sumincr chapean !™

“MIDGES."—A term meaning “ Marbles.” This expros-
sion i1s confined to the babes of the Third and Becond.

“MONEYBAGS."—A flellow who is rolling in money.
One who worships the golden calf. Lord Mauleverer is the
“Young Moneybags ¥ of CGreylriars.

“MUGWUMP."—Sco “Jabberwock.” il =

“OLD BEAN."—A term of endesrment or familiarity.
It iz varied in many ways, such as, “Dy perfectly priceless
ald prape-fruit!™ ete.

“PORPOISE."—A tub: a barrel; a fellow of unwieldy
dimensions. Billy Bunter is our choicest sample.

Hum._.mmqﬂ ITY."—Mad; “up the pole ¥; having bats in the
ry-

:mﬂu”_.____h.H..H.Mﬂtul.H_rﬂ nicknama given to a sour, ill-tcmpered
master, :

TREMOVITE. —A member ¢ the Remove Form—the
most honourable and esteomed Form at Greyfriarz!

“RIPPING."—Splendid; excellent; grand; delightful

“BOUP."— That which o fellow oftecn fnds himself
in after & misdemeanonr.

SETINKS,"—=The science of chemistry.

"BTUNNING."—Sco " Ripping.”

“SCRAP."—A fight; an affray; a display of fisticuffs.

C“SUICIDE DUFE."—Thn name given to & certain boiled
pudding which 13 served cvery Saturday. It is regarded as
suicidal to tackle more than ene portion.

YTRAPS."—Luggage; parcels.

“TORTURE-CHAMBER."—Tho Head's study.

“TOPPINCG."—Sco _:.ﬁmh_._...:._.%p:

“WHEEZRE."—A jape; 2 lark; = stunt;
wherehy we hope to put it across our rivals,

(Tho “author wishes clearly to peint out that the fore

oing are mercly extracts.  The completo aictionary of
slang may be seen in Stedy No. 1, Remove Passage.

& scheme

DOWN WITH

FAG'S OUTCRY
AGAINST SAVING

I have never beemn a very
thrifty sort of chap.

When munney has come my
way, I have promptly blued it.

The other day, howevver, I got
hold of a pamfet dealing with
CCOnomy.

The pamflet was entitled,
“How To Save Munney.” Among
other things, it pointed out that
& penny saved wais a pound
gained. Dashked if I can sea the
sense of that argewment. I
couldn't see it at the time, and 1
fail to sco it now,

“Put your spare cash 1n a
munnay-bocks,” said the pamflet
“and watch it grow! o1l Em—m
be surprized at the rezzult!®

That was the first time I had
heard that munney was like =&
sort of hothouse plant, which
grew when vyou put it under
cover. Still, I made up my wind
to try the eggsperiment.

I bought a munney-bocks in the
villidge when the shopkeeper
wasn't Jooking. I conveyed it to
Greyfriars — the munney-bocks,
not the shopkeeper—and put it on
the mantclpeace in the {age
Commen-room.

I put a penny in the boeks, and
fondly hoped that when 1 went
and had & peep at it at the end
of the weok it would have grown
into a tapner! That’'a what the
pamflot on Economy had led me
to beleeve, anyway !

YWhen Batterday came, I could
contain myscll no longer.

With & few hefty strokes of the
hammer, 1 bashed oper the bocks.

. Then my face fell, and I was
too agitated to stoop and pick it
up.

Had the penny grown?

Mo, dear readers.

At the bottom of the broken
munney-bocks was & sollilery
coln.

I don't pretend to know why it
dida't grow, but one thing is
sortain., If I resceve any moro

]

pamflets on Economy, ahall
konsign them to the Hamesl

MONEYBOXES

SUCK A
BRANDY-BALL

Tips to Runners

PUFF! PUFF!
(JAM) PUFF!

W. G. Bunter, of the RBemove,
gave the following tips to athletes
in a4 speech hoe made the other
day. Mr. Bunter has written tha
following for the benefit of
“"Herald * readers:

NEVER run on an
mack.

DON'T kompete in 3 race until
you have sattisfied yourself
that the rest of the kom.

etitors are krocked and
rippled.

ALWAYS start off a few seconds
in advance of the pistol. If
you are called back, pretend
not to hear.

IF amw cart, wapgon, car, or other
wehicle should overtake jou
on the road, don't be afraid

empty stum-

to ask for & lift. Dut make
sure noboddy’s looking first !

NEVER wear o red vest when

you are running, or rood

npeople will call you & “scarlet

Hﬂunm..u H, _5.. R .

u fes irsty, grip a cor

M_M each hand, and imagine
there's a bottle of jioger-pop
on the end of them|

HAYE a pgood meal before the
race starts, but not while you
are running, or you may be
had up for egpsceding tho
food Limit !

DON'T stop every now and then
to admire the secnery, or you
will bo among the "also
rans,*

IF you feel faint, suck a broandy-
bail.

IF there is a silver eup to ba won,
don't kompele. If the prize

IF

ig & tuck-hamper, go all outl

Original Story of St.
Ssm'’s as written by
INCKY NUGENT

| CAMERA REBELS

“Lénd me your bike this alter-
nocn; Lickham,” said the Head,
me-fing the master of the Fourth
in he quad, "1 want to go over
to Uranchester.”

“With plezzure, sir!" said Mr.
Lictham. “"(Going to see the
focter match

“Blow footer I said the Head,
with. scornful dignity, “I'm
wa:ﬁ to have a foto taken—a
oto of my fizz. Mpr. Snapper will
do the job. He's agrecd to give
mae a sitting at three o'clock.”

Mr. Lickham smiled.

“Mind you don't smash too
masy plates, sir!™ he said.
“"Having your ugly dial foto-
graghod will put a grate strane
on camera |

The Head frowned.

“Are you looking for a thick
ear, Lickham !

" ¥pnne, sir [

* Well, you'd get one if it
wasi't for the fact that you' ve
agri- 3 to lend me your bike.
I'm going to have a special life
size {oto done; and on SBpeech
Day, when the (Guvverners anre
here, I shall ba hung in Big
Hal."”

“liood grashus!™ gesped Mr.
Lickham. "I alwavas did =say
vou'd be H,Eﬁ.m one of these days ™

“(h, rats!

The Head hurrred away to the
bike-shed, and a few minnits
latar the old buffer was peddling
away . towards Grenchester. He
had put on his best bib and
tucker for the occasion, sad he
had ' mmed his beard.

M- Bnapper, the folographer,
greeted him cheérily.

“iquat down in that chair,

sic ' he said. "Have you
brovght your gown and morter-
boari. with W_E__m. It's going to
be a0 offishul foto, I take it?”

Tla Head nodded. Ho untied
a bown-paper parsel and took

put 1is gown: then he produced
a cr .Enmﬁ and battered morter-
boar” from his coat-pocket.

Having donned his robes of offis
he syuatied in the chair.
“2mile, pleasa!” said Mr,
Snapper, bertying his  head
under & eloth,
Click! went the camera, and
iho dead was done.

“ 7'l send the foto along to you
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when it's finished,” said Mr.
Snapper. “The fes is two
ginnies, payable in advance.™

* Borry—ean’t stop,” said the
Head “Got an important
appointment |

And he was hall-way down the
stares before Mr. Snapper could
say “Pay up!™

It was Speech Day at 8t
Sam's. A sollum function was
about to be performed in Bipg
Hall. Tho Head and the Guv-
verners stood on the platform,
and a large, flat newspape:
parsel, which had just arrived,
was in the hands of 8ir Frederick

Funguss, the Chairman of the
Board of Guvverners.

“ My boys,” began Sir Freddie,
“1 have hera a foto of your
esteemed and venerable head-
master, who has ruled the rooat
at Bt. Sam’s for the last seventy
years.” {(Cheers.)) “I have de-
sided to hang him"— lond
applawe — "in a conspickuous

position on the wall, for sll the
school to see, .____.HGTQ&H got a
penknife?®

The Head handed Sir Freddie
s knife, and the string of the
parsel was severcd and tha [oto
revealed.

With the aid of a map-pole SBir
Freddia hoisted the foto up the
wall and hitched it on to the
riail which had been placed there
in reddiness,

Suddenly a vell of larfter rang
through Dig Hall.

“Ha, ha, ha "

"What & piddy guy "

The Head glared at the foto
with eves that started from their
sockitts, Some pracktical joaker
had been at work, touching up

wrinkles on the face, making tho
Head look about fity years older
than he really was.

Sir Freddie, who was short-
sighted, failed to notiss these
detaila.

“"Behold your worthy and
venerable headmaster [ he snid
impressively.

“Ha, ha, ha 1" Y

The Head fairly denced with
TAgO.

“(Gimma that map-pole!” he
spluttered. “Lemme take down
that offensive fotograph! Some-
body has been S:an% me up,
and when I discover the young
rascal’s eycdentity I'll do some
touching-up myself — with o
cane [ .

But, fortunately for a certain
pracktical joaker in the Fourth—
Jack Jolly, to wit—the Head
never discovered who did it.

CHIN-WAG

From a
GREYFRIARSWAG
It iz said that every time

Heoracs Coker opena his mouth he
puts his foot 1n it. Well, there's

plenty of room, anyway,

"A rolling stone gathers no
moss.” Agreed! Bub a rolling
barrel can gather o lot of kicka.
Ask Bunter!

Harold Skinner wasz a little
prematura when he commenced
his speech the other day with—
“Tond me sour ears.™ Five
minutes afterwards it would have
been most appropriate, for a
certain Sizth Form prefest boxed
Skinner's auricular appendages
saundly.

Alonzo Todd always beging his
speaches with “My Unecle Ben-
jamin—" And he always con-
cludea them with “Ow! Yowl
Yaroooh [ Sirange!

Buanter iz expecting a postal
order. I'm expecting  haif-a-
crown far these pars, Wo're hoth
optimists without ecause.

the portrate. He had lengthened
the Head’s beard till it was en-
tangled in  his feet: ho had
lengthened the Head's nose o
that it locked like a Punch's

STOP PRESS

American (Scottish?}  jumnior
believed to belong to Greylriars,
was found in an exhausted and
genmi-conscions condition at foot
of Novelty Punch-Ball in Friar.
dalo FUN-FAIR.

Inscription on machine read:
“RING THE BELL AXD GET
YOUR RMONEY BACK.™ (Very

beak: and he had flled in lots of

Fishy.

GREAT STORM
HAVOC

OLD BOY LOOKS
BACK

Never shall I [orget the great
storm of 1895.

I was at Grayfriars at the time;
caplain of the Remove.

The storm broke out ono April
afternoon, and it was like & whole
crowd of furies let loose at tie
same instant.

'The annual boatrace betwecn
Greyiriars and Rookwood was in
progresa.  Both boats became
watcrlogged, and sank, and ihe
erews struggled to-the bank with
difficulty.

Jove, it was a terrible storm
that raged-—a veritable tornadal.
I remember we could hardly keop
our feet as wo battied our way
back to Greyfriars.

It was positively dangersus te
be out in such & storm, for more
than one tree was sent hurtling
down across the roadway.

So fierce was the gale that it
would have been sheer nwadness
to have atiempted to ride =
bicyele. Cyele and rider would
have been sent spinning.

On  reaching Grevirars, we
fonnd that considerable dawmage
had been done. And the havoo
was still in progress.

Tilea and fragments ol glasse
came clattering donn on i{o the
flagstonea of the quadrungle.

Nobody was safe. The air
s¢emed to be thick with :E:m
missiles. I recollect that I foun
my study window smashed to
fragments.

Not one of us slept 8 wink that
night. Very few of us undressed.
For hour after hour we remained
sitting on our beds, listening to
the wind which shrieked round
the roofs and turrets. And from
time to time we heard terrific
crashes, while tha bunilding wae
shaken to ita foundations.

It was not until dawn (hat the
tempest abated. And we wore
not surprized to read in the news
papers, gome  hours laler, of
terrible ealamitios on land and
zea—of  wrocked  houzes  and
swrecked vessels, of loss of life and
of terrible devastation canzed by
the starm,

Happily, however, there woere
no casualiies ot the scheool;
though some of us conld only

have escaped by a miracle.



