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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Chinese Pirates !

i I~rip.PIP—"
P Billy Dunter stuttered.
His Iat face, which had been

glowing red in the blazing sun-
shine ot the Chinag Sea, had suddenly
Imsconme pale.

* Pip-pip-pirates ! Dunter got 1t out.
“Ihaddid you say pip-pep-pp-pavates T

Bob Cherry chuckled.

1 suid pirates—not pip-pip-pirates !’
e  answered. “Jolly old Chineso
pirates, old fat bean?! Qet ready to
wulk thoe plank !V

i U.h_ ]'ﬂ'l" [u

A minute ago Billy Bunter's thoughts
had been concentrated on lunch, He
had been wondering whether all the
clocks, chroncometers, and watches on
board the yacht Silver Btar were not
slow. He felt an inward premonition
that it was lunch-time.

MNow he forgot lunch!

Harry Wharton & Co., standing ty
the rail, wore staring across the shining
waters. Ahecad of the ghding yache
were two Chinese junks—one to port and
one to starboard.

Clumisy-looking craft as they were to
Kuropean cyes, they sailed well. “fhey
were gliding down before the wind
towards the Silver Star.

Diztant ns they were as yet, it could
be scen that they were crowded with
men. _

They were two-masted junks, with
big, bellying sails painted with strange
devices in many colours. The men who
crowded thoem were armed; here ad
there the bright sumlight ghttered on
bare stecl.

“I—I say, you fellows!” gasped
Bunter. “D-d.d-do you reglly think

they're nip-pm-pzﬁw”

“They seem to have given Bunter the
pip ! remarked Frank Nugent.

“H-ﬂ.] E!ﬂ'h hﬂ 1

“ Pip-pip-pirates !" gasped Bunter.

“Ret you ten to one!” zaid Johnnw
Bull cheerfully. “There have always
been pirates in the China Sca; and move
than ever since China became a jolly
old republic. They’re pirates all right.”

“Plenty pilate!™ said Wun Lung
softly.  * 5'posec they comey along this
ship, killy evelybody.™

“©Oh crumbs ! gasped Dunter. “I1-—I
wish 1 was back at Greyfriavs! Oh
dear !

Harry Wharton & Co. watched the
two junks, net appcaring wunduly
alarmed. One look at the ecalm, un-
moved face of Ferrers Locke was enough
to reassure them. Boih the Baker
Strect detective and Mr. Green, the
mate, were gazing towards the Chinese
junks. For evervone on board realised
that the swift steam-vacht counld show
a clean pair of heels to the fastest junk
in the China Sea—everyone except
Eunter. _

As vet, however, the Silver Star was
keeping on  her course, northward
towards distant Honz Kong.

t/nless she changed hor course sho
would pass between the two junks, and
it was clear that they intended to close
in on her, 1

The chums of the Greyfriars Remove
felt a thrill. There could be no doubt
that the fierce-looking crews of the
junks, armed to the teeth, were pirates:
and no doubt that if they sueceeded in
getting alongside the Silver Star
swarms of yellow demons would over-
whelm the yacht. It was the juniers’
first éxperience of pirates; and it was,
perhaps, more thrtﬂ‘:ng than pleasant.

“1—Y say. vou fellows, we—wa shall
all be eut to pleces!” gasned Punter.
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“I—I wish T hadu't come to China!
Ol Quelch in the Form-room is better
than this! Oh dear! You beasts, what
did you bring me here for?"

“Couldn’t help it!” grinned Bob
Cherry. " You stuck on like glue, and
vou wouldn't comes unstuck !

“The stickfuloess waa terrific, my
esteemoed  fat  Bunter ™ remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Why, thero must bo a hundred of the
beasts I gasped Bunter, his little round
eyes, behind hia big, round spectacles,
gogeling at the junks.

“*Quite that!” said Bob. ™ Not much
chance for us, if it comes to a scrap!
Still, we've got vou, Bunter !

13 Eh Fl:'l-l

“You came ont to China with us to
protect us, you know. Well, now's the
time for you to get on with it.”

“Peast I

“ Bave us, Bunter ! chuckled Nugent.

“Oh erikey 1" groanad Bunter,

Rilly Bunter ﬁu] declared, many a
time and oft, that he had come with
the Greyfriars party to protect them,
But at the present moment he did not
soom keéen an protectin ansrbﬂdf.

His fat jaw dro . and hiz oyes
almost bulged through his spectacles as
he blinked at the approaching junks.

Bunter was thinking of his own fat
skin—the most precdous skin in the wide
universe, from the point of view of
William George Bunter.
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“1—I may, you fellows, ¢-c-can’t we run
awny " gasped Bunter.

“Run away!” repeated Bob, *' Fancy
a DBunter suggeshing running away!
Think of the record of the Bunters in
the War! Think of all those Vicioria
Emsf:s tz_muﬁ;e Eﬁ]d ;; ;.hum t!t::.t tilm;

nnier 0l ul-h.-E !
Run away! &i}r&gft g y

"Hﬂ;.. hﬂ, h-'l-!‘

“ Blessed if 1 see anything to cackle
at!"” groanad Bunter. “We may sll
be plawking the wank—I mean® walking
the plank—soon I"

“Chinese pirates don’t make you
walk the plank,” said Harry Wharton,
shaking his head. " That's a Western
custom, now obsolete.™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ What-a-at do they do, then 7 askea
Bunter.

“They slice vou with epormous
EwoTds——="

oF DW!“

“* And chuzk vou overboard—""

“Wow 1™

“In small

* Yaroooh |

“That makes 1t easier for the sBarks
to clear up the mess}” explained Bob

QITY. .

“0Oh crikey! I—I say, is there any
land near? Couldn’t we swim—-"

_ “Not a bad idea,” maid Bob. *“Blip
into the sea before they pet to ue and
swim for Hoag Xong.”

Hiece:—*"
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-~GRIPPING YARN BY FRANE RICHARDS !

“Jg—ia it far?”

&8 their prosence to our

Hong Kong, the gateway to the Mysterious East,

Tho juniors laughed, too.

“Moregver, I wish to have a close
view of them,”’ said Locke. “They are
Chinese pirates, and in the present dis-
turbed state of Chine piracy is on the
increase.  There are many pirates o
the China Sco, the Yellow Sco, and the
Canton River and the Yangtsekiang.
Dut I think that the rozues yonder are
not merely pirates. I think we owe
old friend the
Mondarin Tang Wang.”'

“Oh!" exclaimed Wharton. ]

“It is fairly clear that they know this
vacht, and that they Lhave been looking
for us, waiting for us here in the lonely
waters of the China Sca. I do not
think this iz a chance mcctmgt; Unlesa
I am mistaken, those junks belong to
the Canton River. And they are a very
unusually great distance [rom their
native haunts,”™

“Oh, I suppose there’s a difference
between one junk and another?” said
Bob, “To meo they're just junks.”

Locke smiled.

“Thero are many kinds of Chineso
junks,” he said: “and if these junks
Lelong te the Canton River, 1t 13 very
probable that they have been dispatched
by Tang Wang to look for us.”

“Na tinkes,'” maid Wun
“Fellers Locke speakee tluth!
belong Kwang-tung | Tou-shun.”

“Wun Lung iz right,"” said Locke.
“‘These junks are tou-shuns, well known
on the river of Canton. It is very un-
commoen for the tou-shun to be scen so
far out &t sca, This is tho last attempt
of the mandarin to get at Wun Lung on
his way home. Ko failed n
England, in France, on tho
Mediterrancan, in the Red

LLI.I'I:Ff
Junk

“About five hundred Sca, and ot Singapore. He
mﬂ%" ik looms strange and awe-inspiring before the eyes wmhmil in the f‘-hinnhﬁﬁaf':l

2ast 1 Jreni B 1

,Billy Bunter rolled away to  Of the Greyfriars Adventurers. But more awe- S {ad ot

. O = . t
round. B inspiring still, looms the black, menacing ;étﬁ;;:iutrlmwgﬁlflt 'I[?nng %ﬁn:
below ! " o went gou G5 Snadow of the terrible ““Red Dragon ™ Tong, the mandarin who was chicf
L4 L L ]
protect us Many times during a

Billy Bunter did not answer.

While the ehums of th
i 1 e chums of the Remove con-
tinucd to watch the pirate junks,
Willinm George Bunter was seeking &
hiding-placo, and he was seeking it in a
hurry. As a rule, Bunter liked the lime-
light, and had no objection to any sort
of publicity.

Just at present he preferred to make
himself as small as possible. His one
hope was that, when the Chinese piratea
swarmed over the yacht they would
overlook that most important person on
beard. It would be awful, no doubt, if
the Greyfriars party were sliced into
smuil pleces. But the really pressing
matter was that Bunter should not be
sliced.

Billy Bunter dived out of sight into
I.i'lm |:;.termr of the yacht—and he dived

eep !

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Lelt Behind I

ERRERS LOCKE glanced at the
group of juniors at the rail and
smiled.

The two junks, crammed with
yellow-skinned rufbans, to whom bload
shed and slaughter were trifling inci-
denta, drew closer and closer.  Cruel
faces could be discerned; and the
gleam of slanting eoyes, the glitter of
many wenpons. PBut there was no sign
of funk among the Greyiriers fellows.
They watched the _;}a.{:kmly Chinese in the
junks coolly, and if they felt an inward
tremor of uneasiness, ther did not show
it. What Locke's intentions wera the

juniors did not know; but they had
faith in lhus good judpment. And thes
were not afraid.

“Your first sight of Chincse pirates,
my boys!™ said the guiet voice of the
Baker Btrect detective.

Wharton glanced round at him,

“Then they are pirates, Mr. Locke "
he asked.

“ Assuredly,”

“ They look a savago lot!™ said Bob.

“Thev look whot they are' said
Ferrers Locke. "The Chinese are o
peaccable race and hate war; vet

Chincse pirates have always been famed
for their ferocity., 1 doubt whether a
man would be left alive, if those
scoundrels obtained & footing on the
yacht,”

“We'd jolly well give 'em a tussle!”
said Bob Cherry sturdily.

“ The tusslefulness would Le terrific,”
said Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.  “ But
the numberfulness of the estecmod
rascelz is too great.”

“It will not come to that,” said
Ferrers Locke. “The junks are fast,
but the Silver SBtar can steam at least
two knots to their one.”

“But they're ahead of us,'” said Dob.
“If wo keep on they will elose in on
ug, one on  cach side. It looks as if
that is their game”

“That 13 their game, But we shall
change our ecourse as soon as nceedfal,
At present,” adided Locke, with a laugh,
“I am tanialising them. It is rather
amusing to give them the impression
that u'!:'_l-"n'l.‘ st[mntijng: t‘iif:ht inlnﬁ their
jaws, only to sli wough toeir Ongers
when \the;Ir feel E-I.EI.]I'E of us.” ?

voyage of nearly ten thousand miles the
cmissaries of the mandarin had sougiit
the life of the Chincze junior. 8o far,
Ferrers Locke hod brought him safely
through, and the end of the long voyage
was approaching now,

This was the last blow of the inan-
darin—an attack by Chinese pirates in
tho wide waters of the China Sea.

Like o spider in his web, the man-
darin sat in his yamen in an inland
city of Kwang-tung, pulling the strings.
Blow after blow had been struck by
agents of the toeng, in Europe and in
Asia; but in Ferrers Locko the man-
darin seemed to have met his mantch.

Ferrers Locke turned away, after a
Jast long look at thoe Canton junks, and
rejoincd Mr, Greeen. In the clear, sharp
sunlight tho juniors could make out
many faces on the junka, and cven dis-
tinguish the grinning looks of antici-
peted  triumph. The junks glided
switly down befors the wind, the
painted sails bellying out to their full
extent, and showing the strango figures
painted on them .in red and blue.

The juniors felt their hearts beating
faster. If by illchance tho vellow
pirates succeeded in running alongside
the vacht, the crew of the %ilw‘:r Star
had but a poor chance apainst such a
swarm of foes at close quarters. And
they were drawing very near now.

With startling swiftness the Silver
Star changed her course. Her starboard
side was turned to the approachinz
junks. and she steamed away westward
towards the distant coast of Annan. far
out of sight undor the rim of the sea,

Tuz Bdlagxer Lismanv.—No. 1,181,
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Immediately the palnted sails shified,
the junks changing their course to cut
the yacht ofl fromn the west. ¥y came
down swiftly beforo the wind, side by
side mow, ]j.ﬁa dogs rushing down on to
s stag. _

Lut the Silver Star, going full steam
ahcad, dropped them fast behind., The
juniors had to look back now to watch
tho enemy. They caught the gleam of
her bludes in the sunshine, braodished
in rage, as the pirates saw their victims
escaping. In ten minutes the two junks
were dead astern, and the figures on
board them could ne longer be dis
Linguished.

Lower and lower the painted sails
sank as the yacht rushed on to the west,
lower and lower, till they were merely
spocks on the sea.

TGaing- going—"" said Beob Cherry.

“Gone ! said Wharton.

“The gonefulness 13 ternfie!™

_The painted sails had sunk out of
signt. Far astern, whether still pur-
sulng or not, the junks had disappeared
below the sca-line, and the yacht turned
o more to the northward, and
cherned on her way to Hong Kong.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Playful Pirates !

i HERE'S Bunter 1"
W " Goodpess knows !
“"What on sarth’s become
of the fat duffer?”
“Must be 11l,"" emid Jobnny Bull.
“ Nothing else would make him misa
lunch.”

“ Bunter! Banter!”

Lunch was on the table, and the
thuma of thoe Greyfriars Remove were
ready for it. It was rather late, as they
had remained on deck till the pirate
iunks dropped out of sight astern. They

d rather expected to find Billy Bunter
“going it ¥ alrcady, But Billy Bunter
was not o be scen, and they called him
in vain.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“The fat chump's hidden himsgell
somewhere,” hé said. " He scuttled
down to hide while we were wntc:hmg
the junks. Fat lot of good it woul
havoe done him if those begpars had got
on board '

“The hidefulness of the preposterous
Bunter is terrilic,’” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.  *“ Let the esteemed
and fatheaded Bunter get on with 1t; my
abeured chums, while we have lunch.”

“Good egg!” agreed Bob, " Serve
him right for being such & blessed
funk! I'm hungry. Let's!”

And the Famous Five and Wun Lung
mt down to lunch with Ferrers Luocke.
They had looked into the state-rooms,
but had secn nothing of Dunter there.
Where he was hiding was rather a
mystery. As there was no danger—and,
in fact, had not been any danger in
reality—it was rather ecntertaint to
think of Bunter buried in some hidden
retreak, missing hia lunch.  Evidently
Bunter was under the unpression that
the danger was very close and pressing,
or he would never have missed a meal,
If he was too funky to remember lunch,
his state of funk must have been, as
Hurreo Singh remarked, tarrific.

Lunch was over, and still Bunter had
not put in an appearance. Possibly he
imagined that by that timo the yacht
waz in possession of the pirates, and
darcd not show so much as a fat nose.

I'errers Locke went back to tho deck.
But tho juniors decided to lock for
Bunter.

“Wea'd hettor root  him out,”
remarked Bob., “ Ha can't stay hidden
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away without grub till we get to Hong
Kong, But where is he 1"

"“%wharz and O where can he ba P "
sang Nugen

“The wherelulnesa is—"

“Terrific and preposterous !’ chuckled
Bob, ‘“He must be in the cabine some-
where. Let's hunt him.”

The Famous Five went along the
stato-rooma. .

T loocked into Bunter's room.
They bad looked in before lunch, with-
out geeing Bunter. But pow they
looked more carefully, and they grinned
as they looked.

In & cornoer of the little cabin was a
heap of bedclothes and other clothes,
which looked as if it had been thrown
thera carelessly.

Possibly a Chinese pirate, searchin
the yacht for victims, might have faile
to take nny heed of that hcap, or to
suspect that there was nnyone hidden
underneath it. But if so, he would
ceriainly have been no great shakes ga
a pirato. For from under a corner of
the heap, a [oot i}mtruded._ evidantly
without the knowledge of its owner.
Bunter was completely hidden from
sight, but as Bunter's fooi was there,
it was only reasonable to infer that the
rest of Bunter was not {ar away.

“Oh, my hat!" murmured Bob.
“Ain't he a cough-drop? Ain't he a
jolly old fox when it comes to resl
cunning ! Don't make & row | Bunter's

expecting pirates, and it's a pity to
disappoint iim. Talk Chinese lglr him
to hear.”

“How the thump are we -to talk
Chinese, when we don't know any
Chwese, fathead?”

“* Bunter deesa't, eitherl
Chinese will be good
Bunter.”

The juniors chuckled, .

Bobh Cherry suddenly tramped into
tha state-room with a heavy tramp that
almost shook the floor.

“Ki kum kool” be sbouted.

There waa a sudden wn%glu in the
heap of bedclothes, The Owl of the
Remove had evidently heard that heavy
tramping, and that ferocious shout,
under his ample cover,

“Kum kay jay jook!"” roared Johnny
Bull, entering into the game,

“Rum tum 1" shouted NMugent.

“Chunky dunk!” yelled Wharton.

Thero was a terrified gasp from under
the heap of clothes.

If Billy Bunter bed had any doubt as
t0 whether the yacht had been captured
by pirates, that doubt would Lave been
banigshed now, when he heard the pirates
shouting in Chinese only a few feet
from him,

Certainly, & native of China would
not heve recognized those shouts as
being in Chinese] But Billy Bunter
knew no more of Chiness than he did
of Sanskrit or Hebrew, It was Chinese
encugh for him |

“EKwang tung bung bong!” roared
Bob Cherry, p:-:kin%ogp o chair and

Any old
encugh for

banging 1t on the r. Hang bang
chang chook |”

“Peokin Hankow Canton Cochin-
China 1" shouted Nugent. "Tong-king
Annam, Tibbet, Foo- , Shantung.”

Another wriggle from the heap of
bedclothes. Certainly a pirc's would
oot have bean left in any doubt thaé
somebody was there.

“Boo hoo moo wooch!" reiterated
Bob. *“ Shanky-hanky-packy-bang 1

“Ow ¥ came in & gasp, muftled by tho
bedclothes,

“Hai, ha, hael”

‘].‘hla juniora n:%:ﬂs? rutrairi.i their mirﬂl:
nd longar. coased to mpea
“Uhiﬂﬂgﬂ-" and burst into & roar of
laughter.

THE MAGNET

“Oh dearl Owl Mercy!” came &
guu.mru;ge bow)], a8 Bob stooped and
jerked heap of bedclothes away.
“Owl I'm not herel Helpl”

“Ha, ha, ha ™ -

“ Yarooch |*

Bunter rolled out into view. He did
not, for the moment, realise that the
Jjuniors were in the cabin. Their roars
of laughter was, to his terrified ears,
the boreid laughter of ferocious pirates
who had feund a victim. He aprawled
on his fat koees and yeiled.

‘I say! Yarogogh! Mercy! Halpl
Koeep off ] D.d-don’t alice me! Oh!
Yarooogh] Goavay! Oh dear! Help!™

"Hu., ba, bal” yelled the juniors,

GOl Mereyl Wowl”

You elly asa!”™ roared Bob Cherry.

*Ha, ba, hal*

Bunter blinked up at them. His eyes
almost jumped through his spoetacles.
He stared at them dumbfocunded,

You—you fellowsl" he gasped.

“Little us!"™ chuckled Dob. ™Al
serene, old fat beanl We're not going
to slice youl™

“Ha - ha ™

“ fml say, where's the pirates}”
gasped Bunter, “Are they—are they
on the yacht? I—I heard them shout-
mg in Chinsse—"

*“Ha, ba, ha *

“I eay, you fellows, shut that door!
Bolt it!” shrieked Bunter. "I eay,
they were here & moment ago, I heard
thﬂn""—’,

o You fat sssl” roared Bob Cherry.

There aren’t any pirates! We left
them behind long ago!l™

Billy

" Wha-a-at 1" Bunter scrambled
to his feet. “But—but I heard them
shouting in Chi

' Ha, bha, hal”

‘You—you beasts " gasped Buntor,
as the truth glimmered in om his fat
brain. * W.w-was it you?"

“I sort of think it must have been,”
chortled Bob. * Anyhow, we're the only
pirates here, and we're not ferocious.”

“Ha, ha, ha !

Buntes vally fat
chuckled Wun Lung.

“Oh dear ] You—you rotters ! gasped
Bunter. “I—1 thought—I—I mean, I
dido’t think anything of tha kind | I—-I
knew it waa you fellows all along.™

oIt ved oy gl [

—I was just pulling your leg, you
know! I—I dare say you thought I
was scared I'”

1 dare say we did!” chuckled Bob,

Beast! I aay, you fellows, what about
hinch 7" Bunter remembercd that he
was hungry now., Ha rolled to the door,
and paused. “I—X say, you fellows,
you're sura there sin't soy pirates on
board "

* Onl

IIYa I.I.I-

Billy Bunter rolled away in search
of a fata lunch, And Harry Wharton
& Co. went chuckling on deck, leaving
Billy Bunter packing away the food-
stuffs with bis usual disregard for the
Plimsoll line,

ole funkee!”

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Typheon !

L q: LIFE on the ocean wavel”
l‘ﬂwlli
“A home on the rolling
deep |"
“Wﬂw !H
“Where your dinpers won't behaye—"
“Groogh I
“ And the fishes get them cheap |
* Whooooh I*
Bob Cherry wes tingin aerbaps to
cheor Buntor, Bunter did not scem to
be cheered. He was past cheering.



EVERY SATURDAY

The China SEea had looked as smooth
az plass when Bunter had tucked into
dinnor. But the China Sea was decep-
tive. That sea, famed for its sudden
and treacherous storms, was not to be
trusted. Bunter had trusted it—and
now, stretehed in his berth, he repented
him of his trust :

It had been a blazing afterncon.
Towards evening it grew hotter instead
of cooler, or so 1t scemed to the breath
less  schoolboys om board the Silver
Btar.

Tho sca was calm; a shining lake
under the hlaze of the sun. Not a
breath of wind fanned the cheeks of the
juniors as they stood on deck. DBut
out of tho far north-east there came a
low moaning sound, and without bel
told, they knew that it portende
trouble.

Ferrers Locke's face was grave. Mr.
Green's jaws were clamped shut. They
saw Rawson, the steward, put his head
out, and vanish immpﬂy below again.
The men on deck had
a subdued quietness 1n
their manner, and all
eyez turned to the
north-east. i
kln that dlrﬂ;ﬂhuﬁ tl:;re
sky was growing black.
Fr::r:-m the midst of the
bank of black clouds
the moaning seemed  to
G,
~ Forrers Locke came

towards the juniors,
and they looked at him
mgmrmglm )
“8torm_ _ coming,
sir?’" asked Harry.
“Typhoon(” said
Locke briefly. -

The chums of Grey-
friars felt =« a e
They had heard of the
sud and terribla
typhoons of the East-
ern” seas—storms  that
leave wreck and ruin
strewn in their wake.
“It's coming down
on us from the north-
east,”” said Locke.
“You may have
moticed that. we have
changed course a few
inta to the eastward.
his iz to keep the
ship'a head to the
typhoon. We ghall run
straight into it—that 13
the safest way. VYou
boys had better go
uw.”

_UIE you- think best,

“T do!™ said Locke.

“viarf well I

The juniors gave a last look round
at the darkening horizon. The moan of
the appronching wind was changing to
a howl. The smoothness of the glasty
sop wae suddenly broken, and the water
chopped round the yacht. Harry
Wharton & Co. would have preferred to
romain on deck: but Locke's wish was
law to them, and they went quiotly
below. It was obvious that thers was
danger for zll on deck; indeed, it was
clear enough that there waa danger for
all on board, above or below. Theay
hﬁnrd the hatches battencd down after
thom.

“0, listen to the band!" said Beb
Cherry, as a wild yell of wind came sud-
denly like the voices of a thousand
unchained demona.

The Silver Star secmed to leap almost
from the water.

The typhoon had struck the yacht.
¥ Oh crumbs " ejaculated Johany Bull,

]

The yacht gave a sudden
ef the

as he went sliding along the saloon
against the sottce,

“My hat[”

Crashl Crash|l Bump! Thump!

Everything that wes loose was rolling
and tumbling.

The juniors caught hold of the nearest
fized objects, and lield on. It scemed
to them that the ship was rising under
their feet, like 8 horse rearing on ils
hind legs. They scemed to hear stout
timber crack, and steel plates ring,
under the crash as the typhoon struck
thern.  Through the roar of the wind
and the waves came the throbbing of
the engines, going at {full pressure.
They heard the wash of mighty scas
breaking over the deck above.

“0Oh erumbs!” Dob Cherry clung to
the table and gasped. *“Bo this 13 a
giddy typhoon! SHome wind!™

“Beats the hurricane we had in the
Mediterranean " pasped Wharton.

“Just a few ™ .

The Silver Btar rocked and pitched,

dancing almost like a cork. But she
held steadily on, head to the sform,
which would have rolled her aver like
a turtle had it struck her broadside.

“1 say, you fellowa! Yow-ow-owl
Helpt™

Bunter’s how] mingled with the howl
of the storm.

The fat junior had been toking his
casae on the settes after dinner. Now
he bad rolled off, and was skidding
about the floor of the salocn like a
barrel.

He olutched at the leg of a chair and
carried it aleng with him, with & crash.

Then he hurtled inte the juniors, and
clutched hold of two of them with frantic
clutches, :

“Owl Helpl Owl” )

“You silly owl!” gasped Nugent.
“Hold on to somecthing—"

“Owl Helpl”

Bunter held on—fo Nugent. He had
a good grip on Nugent's leg, and he did
not let go. His other band grasped Bob

iich and Billy Bunier slid forward. Crash!
¢r Star, and sent him sprawling on the dack !

5

Cherry’s hair, which he had fortunately
reached. Bob did mot seem to think it
fortunate. He roared.

“Owl Leggo, you villain!™

“Help me, you beasts!  Groooght
I'm g-g-going to bo sick! Wowl
Gmmng%: kg

“Dh dear! DBoll nm to his bevth I
gasped Wharton.

w Famous Five gathered round
DBunter, and, somechow, got him to lis
state-room and rolled him into his bunk.

Bunter collapsed there.

All the dinners he hod eaten, one
after another, were sorely troubled now.
They zcemed to be in violent disagree-
ment with one another, and with tho
typhoon.

'rorn Bunter's bunk came
sounds of woo.

It was then that Bob Cherry started
singing. Bob's cheery spirits did not
geem alfected by the uproar of the storm.
He held on to the doorway qu Bunier's
room. swaying with the motion of the

horrid

W\
X

%f\.&
\

He bumped into the mate

ship, and lifted up his powerful voice
in rivalry with the typhoon.

Bunter purgled and groaned and
guggiei

“Cheer up, old bean!” roored Dob.
“Think what a lot of room you'll have
for supper.”

Groooocoogh 1

“A life on the ocean wave—"

“0Oh, shut wup!” mooned Bunter.
“Owl Oh dear! What was I idiot
enough to come to sea for? Ow!l Wow |
I wish I was on shore! Wow! If it
wasn't for you beasts I should be safe
at Graeyfriars now ! 0Oh  crikey!
Oooooooch [V )

“ A home on the rolling deep——>-"

“Uurrrrrrgh [

“Poor old Bunter!
long,” said Bob.

“Owl I'm dying! Wow!”

“¥You'll come to life again presently.™

“Beast! Owl Wow!l 3

“These typhoons don't last long,” said
Bob. "H:Sl'f an hour or an hour——-"
THE Magxer Lispany.—No, 1,18L
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“Owi Groooogh! QOoooch! Ooo-erl”

Bunter mmnag and could not be com-
forted. The awiul state of bis unhappy
inside drove cven the thought of danger
from his mind. Indeed, in hia present
state, a sudden plunge to the bottom of
the sea might have come a3 a relief.

Bob clambered bask to the saloon.
The floor was at a dilfercnt apngle every
moment.

“Jally, ain’t it ?" gaaped Bob.

“Tha jollifuiness 1= truly terrific[”
panted Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“1t’s n jolly old experience,” said Bob.
"“We 5lmﬁi be able (o tell the fellows ab
Greyiriars that we'voe been through a
typloon,™

“We ain't
Johnny Bull. .

“{. we're coming through all right!
The Silver Stac's a jolly good h-n&t;, and
il there's nothing 1o the way A

Bob Cherry's voico was drowned by a
fearful crash that made the yacht quiver
wal gros- fien stem to sterm,

So terrific was the shock that the
juniors were torn from theic held, and
went  sprawiing  helplessly along  the
Hoor.

"(Oh crumba I ,

“What the thump—" )

Havry Wharton scrambled to his feet.
The juniers, bumped and broised,
sorted themsclves out.

“That was a collision!”™ breathed
Wharton. “We ran into something—"

They listened intently. The roar of
the storm flled their ears with deafen-
ing noisc. For long minutea they won-
dered whether the yacht was sinking
under their feet. To see what was goin
on was rmpossible. The ports were a
sccurely closed, and outside was only
the blacknezs of the storm and the froth-
ing of the tossing sea. They could only
wait with thumping hearta

throuzh yet!” grunted

Lut the Bilver Star was atill fighting
the typhoon. What had happened to the
vessel into which she had crashed the
juniora hardly cared to think. Some
hapless junk or sampan, caught in the
typhoon, had evidently crossed the
yacht's bows et a fatal moment. The
prow of the Silver Star had struck it
fzir and sguare, and the vessel, whatever
it was, must have gone to the bottom.

Whether the yacht had been damaged
by the collision they could not tell. If
she was damaged nothing could be done
till the typhoon had blown - itzelf out.
But it secined to them that the strug-
gling of the Bilver BStar was more
laboured, that her speed was diminished,
amd that the heavy scas struck her and
swept over her with more terrific [orce.
In the electric light that burned in the
saloon  the faces of the Greyfriars
schoolboys showed pale.

But the yacht still floated and still
fought the storm, and they held cn
and waited with beating hearts

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Aflter the Typhoon !

ERRERS LOCKE came down and

threw off his streaming oilskins,

The Baker Stroet detective's

face was pale and worn. Ha had

heen through a tremendous strain in

the last hour. But he gave the Grey-
friara juniors a smile.

“ All safe now, my boys,” he said

“Tha jolly old typhoon’s over?”
asked DBob.

“0Or I chould not ba here,” said Locks,
smiling. “VYee, it is over, though the
sea 18 still very wild. You may go on
deck if you like.” ) .

“Did—did we run imto something,
gir?” asked Wharton hesitating.
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' And—*

“I¢ was & Chinese junk,” said Locke.
* Fortunately, we gtruck it head on, and
wo must have cut it in two. If went
down like a stone. It was, of courss,
impossible to make any attempt to save
gnyone.” :

‘Tha juniors looked st him, Locke
spoke with perfect calmness, as if the
matter had not affected him in any
WaY. ]

“Phe—the men oo boeard the junki?”
said Mugont. _

“ Not one of them ¢en have survived,”
said Locke, ' But as it happened, ver
fortunately, I had a glimpse of the jun
as we struck her and recogniscd her.
You need have no regrets for the crew—
it was one of the pirate junks that inter-
cepted us to-day.” :

“Oh ¥ exelaimed the jumiors,

“No doubt they were still looking for
us, after we had shaken them off by
changing our course,” said Locke, “and
this one was thrown across our bows b
the typhoon. She went down with all
on board; but we need not regret that
the earth has been cleared of & crew of
savage ocut-throats. In our prescnt
state, I am only too glad to think that
we have been relieved of such an
enoemy.

“Then the yacht is damaged i asked
Harry. .

Locke nodded.

“1 bolieva that some plates have heen
started, forward; and we have sprung
a leak. Probably the demage is not
serious; but wo shell soon ascertasin ‘its
extent. [t will mean delay, but I hope
nothing worse than that.”

The juniors went on deck.

There were plenty of signs of the
typhoon above decks. The lifeboat had
been carried away; in places the rails
and bulwarks shattered and sphntered.
Heavy seas had swept the yecht fore
and aft, breaking over her from stem
to stern. The amount of the damage
was net surprising; what was surpris-
ing was that the yacht had lived
through the typhoon at all.

The sea was running high, and a
strong wind blew out ot the north-east.
The was grey; but there was a red
glimmer of sunset in the west. No =ail
was to be seen vn the sea. On all sides
nothing met the eye but the wild waste
of Erey tumbling waterd. )

Well,” said gi}.:;ﬂ:n Cherry, it was &
jolly old experience, but I don't wani
another like 1t.”

“No fear "

“We've been through a typhoon in the
China Seal” szaid Nugent. “DBut I
think I'd rather read about the next,
in the study at Greyfriars.”

“The ratherfulnesa is terrifie.”

“We're not making much way now,”
said Harry. “I fanoy there’'s e good
deal of water got in, They're rigging
the pump already. But I suppose we're
lucky to heve come thmugh 50 well,”

“Na doubt sbout that,” said Johnny
Bull. Ho scanned the tumbling =ea
with 8 keen sye. “Is that & saill”

“ Looks like a sea-baed 17

“It's a sail I” said Harry, after a few
moments. “I fancy it’s a_junk. They
must have had a worse time than we
had in the typhoon.” ]
They heard a sudden exclamation

from Mr. Green. He was standing
with the binoculars fxed on tho distant
gail.

({4 Br Eum IJI

Ferrers Locke came back to tho deck.
Mr., Green handed the binoculara to
him, with a muttered word.

The Baker Street detective locked
long and earnestly. —

‘Eghm he lowercd the glasses, his lips
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wu:d comproeped, and he gave the mate
a nod.

“"You are right, Green,” he said
guictly. )

“There’s no doubt, sir?”

“"Neone! It is the other junk."

“By gum!” said Mr. Green, with a
whistfm *1 reckon we're lucky that
one of them went down under our bow
sir; "but the other——" He whistle
again, “This afternoon we walked
away from’thoze swabs, but now—-=>"

“Keep the pumps working,” said
Forrors Locke calmly. “We cannot
make any speed wuntil the leak
has been found and stopped. At the
present moment sails have the ad-
vantage over steam. DBub we are very
iai Emm being at the end of our tether
'H =
g Tha Baker Strect detective want
ﬂ]iﬂkly to the engine-room hateh,

arry Wharton & Co. turned their eyes
again on the approaching junk. :

It was coming down before the wind,
growing larger and clearer every
moment.

All over the junk were signs of the
damege done by the typhoon, One of
the masts was gone, spars and rigging
torn and rent. Fore and aft, port and
starboard, the typhoon had wrought
havoo on the pirate junk, But it was
evidently etill sea-worthy; and one rent
sail waa set and drawing, and the
clumsy-looking vessel moved swiftly and
surely. the juniors realised that
the yacht, which had dropped the
pirates sstern so easily in the earlier
part of the day, was no longer capable
of swift flight,

In the whirl of the typhoon, the foes
had been thrown tc}g«&tﬁr again, OUne
of tho pirate junks had gone down, and
the juniors eculd starcely help fecling
glu& that they po leoger had the two to

eal with. Bot the surviving junlk was
bearing down upon them, and was not
to be eluded now.

*1f they

: hat"é"" murmircd Bob,
get alongside—>

“No "if' about it!” samid Johony

. “They will get alongside.”

“Then, my beloved 'carers, it locks
liko trouble for this little party 1" said
Bob Cherry.

“We can’t dodge them this time,”
said Harry quietly. “It's sheer ill-luck
that they've dropped on us again. The
Bilver Star is practically erppled till
thoy pet at the leak.”

“And that won't ke soon!”
Nugent,

“Hours at least, I should eay.”

“That junk will be buml}::ing into us
in a quarter of an hour,” sai
Cherry. ““8he's got the wind, and they
know how to haadle her. Look at the
brutes—you can sec their faces now.”

The juniors stared round over the sea
in search of anotber =ail, or the smoke
of a steamer. But the yacht was alone on
the sea with the approaching junk.
Mile after mile, the China S8ea tumbled
and sweollod after the typhoon, bare of
eail ‘or smoke. There was no help for
the racht's crew, unless they could holp
themsalves. On board the Rilver Star
were not more than twenty souls all
told; and the pirate junk was crammed
with men, The juniors’ faces were very
ETave, _

“Me no likee!” murmured Wun.
Lung. “Me tinkce Mandarin Tang
Wang he gottea this Chines thiz time.”

Bob Cherry shook his head,

“No fear!™ hes nnswered st{mthv.
“ Ferrers Locke will bent him yet, kid |
We're pulling through.”

But oven the cheery Bob wondered
how it was going to end now. It looked
as it the emissaries of Tang Wang, en
the last lap of that long journcy round

said

balf the globe, would succeed at last,
and that the China Bea would hide for
{ﬂwr_ dtha fate of Wun Lumg and his
riends,

—rc—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Aftack of the Pirates !

ILLY BUNTER, moaning die-
mally in his berth, was tho only
ona below now. Rifles had been
served out to the erew, and the

Famous Five helped themselves; they
knew how to handle firearms, and every
hand was likely to be wanted. Rawson
and the second steward had come up,
and were handling rifles. There was &
warm reception awaiting the Chinese
pirates if they attempted to board-—as
evidently they intended to do. Yet all
the crew of the Bilver Star knew that
shooting would never stop the rush of
that wild and swarming horde of yellow
demons.

Ferrers Locke's face seemed emotion-
less, and it -expressed nothing. In her
crippled condition, the Silver Star
could not have escaped by flight; but
tho was meking no ettempt to do so.
The yacht scarcely moved through the
water, and the Chinese pirates were

= —
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The crowd of wellow faces could
be clearly scen, grinning with gleo and

Bob anticipated triumph. Prominent among

the junk’'s crew was a tall, burly China-
man, with fierce moustaches twisted up
to his slanting eyes, his girdle loaded
with weapons, and a fan in hiz hand,
In a less thrilling moment, the juniors
might have been cntertained by the
ides of & pirate chief with a fan; but
they did not feel like smiling now. As
the junk ihdﬂd within hailing distance,
the tall Chinaman shouted to the yacht:
but as he spoke in Chinese, the juniors
understood nothing of what he said.

They locked round at Ferrvers Locke,

He was regarding the junk with a
steady eve, lus face calm and inserut-
able. From the engine-reom hatch, the
fire-hose was trailing, and Ferrers Locke
held the tube near the nozzle, gripped
in & lump of cotton-waste.

Mr. Green looked at it and grinned,

“What on carth's the game?” whis.
pered Bob Cherry to lis comrades.
“What's Locke up to, you men? He
cah’'t be going to turn the hoso on that
mob? That wouldn't stop them for a
sccond. ™

Wharton shook hiz head.

7

“Blessod if I can make it oul” he
gaid, ™It wouldn't stop them—that's 3
cort [ Dut—"

He shook his head again,
up. If Ferrers Locke fancied that a
crew of OChinese pirates could be
stopped by turning the ship's hoss on
them, it was clear that for once ihe
Baker Strect detective's judgment was
at fault. Yet, if that was not his inten-
tion, 1t was diffienlt to guess what his
intention was,

“"Locke's o giddy dark horse,” said
Johnny Bull. “I fancy he's got some-
thing up his slegve.™

“But what!” asked Nugent,

" Ask me another |”

The junk was not a ecable’s length
distant now. Tho voice of the pirate
captain came booming across the water.
Between the twad vessels the sen was
choppy and rouzh, though it was fast
going down. n the west the sunset
j;rlarqd red through drifting clouds,
i{ghﬂng ‘lei thln sC0Nne J&ka A& CrlHEOn

are. ¢ slanting red rays turned
the zea blood-red, y

~ “I've seen thet swab befora!” 'I'he
juniors heard Mr. Green's muttoring
voiee.  “That’'s Chang Ko, the pirate
of the Canton River! Now I sce him
close, I know the cut of his jib ™

Chang Ko was shouting, emphasising
his words with waves of his fan.

. “"What the dickens is the brute say
ing i grunted Johnny Bull.  “1 sav,
Wun Lung, I suppose you undcrstand

“Meo savvy]l Hosa
he killy hﬂj;ﬁﬂd_}’. I
killy evelybody.™
1 Oh, my hatl Does he expect us to
rize to a bait like that 7" cjaculated Dob

fi'ring it

if we no shootee
wi shootee, Lo

E_I'ucei;r:.-u “We'd be likely to trust
o i

“Tellers Locke no tlustee|” grinned
Wun Lung.

“We'll pot some of the brutes, any-

how,” said Bob, between his tceth, as
he gripped his rifle. “They won't get
aboard without shooting—and we'll
tumble & fow of them over.”

* What-ho |

Locke called back an answer in
Chineso, Chang Ko waved his fan again
and shouted. The juniors caught the
name of Wun Lung.

“What's that, ‘ﬁ_‘"un Lung?" asked
“"He's speaking about you.”

! ang Ko say, s'posee Mistel Locke
giver up Wun Lung, he sail away and
no killy nobody,”

2{‘-|‘H3ﬂ?!t3 rotter I" said Boh.

That's & proof that Tang Wang is
ab lﬁlﬂ bottom of this,” said Harry.
“It's _‘E’r"un Lung they'ro afler, of
" Took out—they’

% out—they're on us now.”

The junk glided down to the side
of the yacht. Her sewarming erew were
bunched together, ready to leap on
board the Silver Star.  Still, Forress
Locke did not give the word to firc;
and his order was waited for; though
every trigger frembled under an capger
finger.

ump |

The junk came down on a wave, and
bumped lightly against the side of the
yacht.

Instantly ropes and hooks were flung
from the side of the junk, grappling
the two vessels together.

“t’h

Locke's volce rang sharply, orderin
his croew back to the further side cﬁ
the deck. The junk had grapplod on

thoe starboard side, and the Silver Star's
crew retreated to the port side, leav-
g the way completely open to the
attack. )

it was amazing to the juniors, bLut
they obeved without guestion.  OQver
the rail of the junk swarmed ficree faces

Tue Masrer Lisrany.—No. 1,181



and gleaming meel. Not a shot was
fired; and tho savage swarm flung
themselves on the yacht like dogs on &

stag. _

;‘f sharp, 4urill whistle burst from
Ferrera' Locke. It was a signal; and
the juniors realised later that it was a
signal to tho engine-room, where the
engineer was waiting for it,

Locke lifted the hose, and directed the
nozzle on the swarming pirates leap
on the yacht, with yells and howls, a
brandishing weapons.

For ono second it scemed to the
echoolboya that the great detective had
taken leavo of his senscs,

Not a shot—mot a blow—only the
ship's hose, interposed between them
and slaughter. Weas Ferrers Locke
mad 7 t was too late now to stop
the boarding-party, if they could have
been stopped; they were swarming on

the yacht! And Locke was turming
the liose on them! Was ho out of his
sCses T

And then, to the utter amazement of
the juniors, the attack crumpled up,
the pirates reeling and staggering wit
foariul cries, dropping their weapons,
raving and yelling like maniacs.

It seemed like a miracle to the juniors.

They saw Chang Ko, with his fan in
hiz laft hand, a gigantio curm'd sword
in his right, leap on the yacht's deck:
in aspoct a figure from a comic opera,
in intention a ruthless, wild beast. They
gaw him drop fan and sword as the jet
from the hoso caught him, and clasp
koth hz;:-nds to his savago face, screams-
ing with agony. ]

Ho staggered back, and fell, squirm-
ing and screaming, and writhing like &
wounded snaka. ; 3

Right and left of him his men stag-
gered and recled snd screamed and
writhed,

And then they saw that steam was
rising from the jet of water that shot
from the firo-hose, and they under-
stoad. y

It was boiling water from the engine-
room that Ferrers Locke was playing on
the Chinese pirates. .

It was boiling water and scalding
steam that struck the ferocious hordo
and hurled them back.

"Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry,
and his faco was white.

Wharton clenched his teeth. ]

It was s terrible, a fearful sightl
It was the only chanco of life, for
the force of the enemy was overwhelm-
ing, and if they gained the upper hand,
not o soul would be left alive on board
tho yacht. But it was terrible. With
gavago ferocity on their faccs, murder
in Ligir hearts, the pirates swarmed
down on the Bilver Star—to be met,
blinded, burned, scalded, tortured, by
boiting water and hissing steam.

Sereaming men leaped into the sea,
Wretches maddened with pain ran to
end fro like scarced rabbits,  Some
gprang back to the junk—others rolled
on the deck’ of tho Bilver Star. Tho
attack crumpled up in a second or two.

Locke, standing like a statue facing
the enciny, with an iron faco, hardly
stirred—only his wrist moving, as he
sprayed the cnemy with beiling stcam
from tho fire-hose.

It waa like zomo terrible scene from

the Inferno.
A few moments before a savage horde
had been leaping to bloodshed and
murder! Now g!m_v wore a tangled,
gcrcamning moass of maddencd humanity,
secking only to escape.

The yells of the pirates filled the air
with deafening, hideous din. Madly
thoy scrambled back to the junk, more
than half their number falling into the
gen. In n few minutes tha yacht was
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froe of them. Then Ferrera Locke
fifted the nozzle higher and the scalding
stroam shot and sprayed over the junk.

At a word from the detective, the
gruppling ropes were cut away, and
tha two vessels Hoated apart.

E}!n the junk, what were left of tho
Chineso pirates were not thinking of
attack; not thinking of firing a shot.
They hunted cover from the boiling
steamn that fell on them like a burning

Frightful yells and howls rang
back from tﬁﬂ Junk.

The yacht glided on. '
Ferrers Locke shut off the hose. O
the junk, the pirates who were still
able to use their limbs were making
frantic efforts to get under way. As
tho yacht steamed on slowly to the
north, the junk fled southward before

the wind.

Harry Wharton & Co. had seen the
last of the Chinesoa pirates.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Saving Bunter !

' SAY, you fellows!”

H It was a squeak from Bunter'a

state-rocm.

Huﬂz _Wharton & Co, had
gono below, their faces white, and feel-
m% rather shaken.

'he yells and screams of the pirates
seemed to bo still ringing in their cars.

It had been unavoidable; the onl
way to save tho lives of those on board.
But it had been terrible.

Tho fieeing junk had vanished before
the wind, in the falling night.  Bright
stars glimmered down on the sea and
the gliding yacht. The juniors were
anxious to get the terrible episode out
of their minds; but it was not easy to
forget.

say, you fellows!” squeaked
Bunter,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo|” Bob Cherry's
voieo lacked its usual cheery ring. Bu$
the juniors went along to give Bunter
a look in. o :

Bunter waa sitting up in his bunk,

and locking better,
_ The sea was calmer now, and the fat
junior was recovering. Perhaps the
total loss of his last huge mecal had
helped to %ull him round.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo |
old fat bean?”

““ Beast, I'm ill 1"

“You said vou were dying said
Bob reproachfully. “Yeu don’t seem
to have got on with it."

“¥ah! I say, you fellows, what was
all that fearful rowi"”

“Only the pirates—-"

“The pip-pip-pip-pirates?” stuttered
Bunter, ]

“¥es; they got slongside——"

“Yaroooh !

“Fathead! They've bepn driven off,
and they've cleared—what ara left of
them."”

“Oh! Burc they're gonei"

“Yes, ass,

“Well, you might have called me,””
said Bunter morosely. * You know how
I hate to miss a serap.”

“Oh, yo goda!”

7 think 1t’s jolly sclfish of you fellows
to keep all the fun to yourselves,” said
Bunter warmly, “I'd have thoroughly
cnjoyed o brush with the pirates. In
foct, I had been leoking forward to it.
It's & bit sickening, to be left out of
it, like this.”

“ Fathead I .

“What's all that row going on now,
if they're gone?'’ asked Bunter. “That
beastly elanking '™

“‘That's the pumps."

Bunter jumped,

Enjoying life,

THE MAGNET

The pip-pip-pumps{’ ne stammered.
es; the pip-pip-pirates are gome,

-
LL

and now it's the pip-pip-pumps!” said
EBob. "“The pip-pip-peril ism't pip-pip-
W‘Eﬁ ye L5

Bob was evidently recovering his
spirits.

“But—but what are they pumping
for I"" gasped Bunter,

* Water,” explained Johnny Bull,

“You silly asa! D.d-@d-do you mean
we've sprung a l-l-leaki”

“Just that "’

“Oh crikey! And you leaving me
here to drown, when the ship’s going
down!” howled Bunter. Ha rolled buz-
riedly out of his bunk. "I say, is the
lifeboat lowered 1’

“The lifeboat was blown away in the
typhoon,'

“Oh crumbs! I msay, are we sink-

ing ™
“Not exactly sinking. Of course
we've ghipped a lot of water. But i

believe Mr. Locke hopes to save the
ghip,"”” said Bob gravely.

£l WI?’

Bunter bolted out of the state-room,
The juniors followed him into the
saloon. They were grioning now,
Bunter was having the effect of cheer-
ing them up; he was furnishing a little
mtﬁi-u}gﬂded comio re}i?!f. F

~—1 say, you fellows,'" paspe
Bunter, "“Do you think the sip will
be shaved?"

“Eh?

*“I—=I mean, do you think the ship
will be saved ¢

“There’s a sporting chance, at least,”
answered Bob. **Whila tizerq'; life
there's hope, you know. But, of course,
a fellow had better take precautions,
%1 fhﬂ suddenly disappears under cur
E’E __I

“Yarcooh "

“We'd better be ready. It doesn't
matter 50 much about you, as you're a
splendid swimmer—"

':Baaat-l” roared Bunter. “I'm Dot
going to be drowned to please you. I
say, you fellows—"

“Well, the safest thing is to tie
oneself o something that's sure to Hoat.
I've heard of a man who floated safely
away from a wreck tied between two
trunks. But if we take two ezch thers
won't be any for yvou, Bunter."

“You awful beast! I say, you
fellows, you lsnded me in this—bring-
ing me on this beastly voyage, you
know., Lock here, you look after me
firgt—-"*

“ Oh, anything for a quiet life " said
Bob. "Get a rope, one of you chaps,
and let's fix Bunter up safely. After
all, Bunter’s life ia the most valuable
hera, ian't it, Bunter?”

“¥Yes. Of course ! Help 1™

“ Rally round !” zaid Bob. “Don't bo
selfish, vou men, and thipk of your-
pelves, It doesn't matter much what
happens to us, so long as we sava
Bunter. Buck up with that rope. Il
get the trunks!™

“Oh dear ! I—I can feel her going I
gasped Bunter. “She—she's sinking
under my feet! Be guick! Buck up!
Don't dawdlo about like that, you =illy
assez! Buck up ™ yelled Bunter.

The Famous Five bucked up. _

Two cmpty trunks were trundled into
the saloon, and Bunter was placed
between them., They were stood on end,
and the handle of one roped to the
handle of the other over Bunter's fat
shouldars,

Then the handles at the lower ends
were tied to his fat ankles.

“Quick " gasped Bunter. “I can feel
her going | Fﬂ.}uiﬂk! Don't slack about—
qui 11!

“Buck up, you men!”

Lk
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EVERY SATURDAY

Bunter looked wnp and
grinned at the row of angry
faces at the yacht’s rall,

* Come back ! ** roared Whar-
ton. ** Yah | * replled Bunter.
“Go and eat coke] Yah1!*

“Go it!"

“Bave Bunier!”

Bunter breathed mors freely whon he
was fixed, hike a fat sandwich, between
the two trunks. There was no doubt
that if the vacht went down sudden!
under Bunter's. feet he would be left
floating. Billy Dunter realised that,
and he calmed down a little.

“Now get me on deck I” he gasped.

“0h, on deck ¥’ gjaculated Bab.

“Yes, vou idiot—"

“QOh, my hat!"

“You silly ass, I shall go down with
the ship if I'm still below when she
goes !” howled Bunter,

“Oh dear !”” gaspod Bob.

The chums of the Remove looked at

one apother. They were pulling Billy
Bunter's fat leg &8s 8 hormless and
nocessary entertainment.

Theﬁ had not
intended to send him inte the public
view on deck in that extraordinary
state of preparedness.

Still, if Bunter wanted to go on deck
fandwiched between two empty truoks,
they had no cobjection.

B”EHEMH ahead, my hearties!"” said
ob.

And Bunter was heaved to the saloon
Btairs.

Up he elambared, grabbing the rail,
and bunked from behind by the Famous
Five, with a clattering and thudding
of the trunks,

He emerged on decl.

The Famoug Five did not follow him
there. Billy Bunter emerged into the
bright starlight on his own.

A peaceful scene met his eyes,

But, even so, it did not occur to
Bunter's fat brain that his leg was
Emin? ‘Eyilei His own safety was the
chief thiro,

b
E;i i
.. {J'h'

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Not a Shipwreck [
BHLY BUNTER bknked round

him with alarmed eyes behind
his big spectacles.

Darkness Iag' on the sea,
broken by the glittor of a myriad stars.
The pumpe were clanking and chugging.
There was still a choppiness in the
China Sea, left by the typhoon, and the
deck slanted and tilted every minute
or so. Certainly there was nothing to
indicate that the yacht was going down
—+to & cool head, at least. But Bunter
was not blessed with a cool head. He
rotled out on deck, with a trunk clatter-
ing before end a trunk thudding
behind, gasping.

Forrers Locke glanced round et the
sound of the thudding trunks, and hia
eyes opened wide at the sight of Bunter,

It was eeldom that the Baker Street
dotective allowed himself to be sur-
prised. But William George Bunter
was m;rmﬂthmg new, even in Ferrors
Locke's experience., More than once,
since that voeyage to China had started,
Bunter had surprised the famous de-
tective: and now he surprised him
once more.

“Upon my word!” efnculated Locke,
staring in amazement at the Owl of the
Remove.

“Ha, ha, ha!"” came & yell from
several of the hands.

It was not in accordance with vacht-
ing etiquetts for the hands to yell with
laughter at the sight of a passenger,
But in this case they really could not
help it. DBunter, sandwiched between
two hanging trunks, was irresistible.

“J—1 say, is she goingi'' howled
Bunter.

!'i[‘l;:h(}remn strode tﬂw:;:is him.
“YWhat are you up you young
jackanapes?” he demanded.

“1s she going?"

“Eh! Iﬂhn going?"”

* The~—the ship."

“Can't you see she's going?" de-
manded Mr. Green, astonished by tho
guestion.

The Silver Star was steaming on her
way, though at & reduced speed. There
was no doubt that she was “gpoing.”’ It
did not even occur to the mate that
Bunter wanted to know whether she
was going down.

There was o yolp of terror from
Bunter.
“Oh erikey! Ok dear! I say, how

far are we from land¥'

“ About 8 hundred miles, But what
the—"'

“Oh dear! Are there many ships
about? IJo you think we shall be picked
up i’ 'wnilﬂi Bunter.

“Picked up!”™ snid the astonishod
mate. “ What do you want to be picked

up for?” .

"“You silly chump™

“Wh-a-at "

“Do you think I want to ba
drowned 7 hooted Bunter. “Oh dear!
Look hore, don’t held on to me! Keep

off ! These trunks are to keep me up—
not you! Hande off [*

“1Is the boy mad?’ pasped Mr. Green.

Ferrers Locke burst into a laugh.

“ Bunter, why have you come on deck
fixed up in that absurd manner?™ he
demanded. “Why are those trunks
tied on to youl” : F

“To keep me afloat, of courso. Don't
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be an a:s! T say, when 12 she poing
down 1" howled Bunter. “Keep clear of
me! I ain't going to let you hang on
to these trunks. Oh dear [

“You utterly ahsurd boy——-"»

" You silly swab ! roarcd Me. Green.

Ferrers Locke turped away with =
laugh. 1To had mors important matters
than William George Bunter to attend
to just then.

“Ha, ha, ha " came & yell from some-
wlere,
_ Bunter blinked round.  ITo could not
iniaging what anybody found to laugh
at, at such an awful moment.

“You =illy swab l’ﬁasped Mr. Green.

¥

“I supposc somebody's been pulling
your silly leg—the ship's not going

down——"

“Wha-a-ati”

“And if it was, you young ass, you'd
do better with a lifebelt, For good-
uess' sake get out of sight”

U I—I spy—"

Bunter was interrupied. The vacht
gave a sudden pitch on the swell of the
China Sca, and the fat junior slid for-
ward, Trunks and all, he skidded along
tha glanting deck.

“"Yaroooh! 1lclp!™

Crash !

Mr. Green was turning away from
him. DBut Bunter came on at a rush,
and the snate of the Bilver Star was
suddenly charged astern.

Ho gave o yell and stumbled for-
ward. Dunter and the trunks elatter-
g over him.

Mr. Green sprawled on the deck, and
Bunter and the trunks sprawled on MMr,

TooT.

Tho sprawling mate roared out two or
threo seafuring expressions of great
poteney.

He was serambling up when the Silver
Star gave another sudden roll, and bo-
fore Mr. Green could get on his feet
he was plunging along the deck to the
beo scupgicrs. After him planged Billy
Lunter and the clattering trounks.

*1a, ha, ha!?

"Ow!  Ilelpl
Help 1™

Mr. Green brought up apainst the lce
rmil, !‘slpluttermg.‘ Bunter and the trunks
Lronght up against Mr., Green.

“1la, ha, ha!"™

" You—you—you—="

Save me! Toscue!

gpurgled  Alr,

Groen.
"Ow! Helpt™
“I'll Lelp you! raved ihe male,

ecrambling up with o cluteh on the rail,
“I'll help you, you elumsy swab! Holy
siwoko ! 1'll help veou ™

Ho grabbed Bunter by the ecllar and
heaved bim wp. The fat junier sagged
in the male's sinewy grasp.

“Ow! Uiooooh! You're chook-chook-
chook-chook-chooking  ma! Leggo—
grooph—ow ! Wow ! Help!™”

“1la, ba, hal?

The angry mate swung Dunter back
to tho salcon stairs and sent him clat-
tering down.® There was a terrific up-

roar a3 the Owl of the Nemove
deseonded,

M Ow!  Ielp! I say, you [ellows!
Yarogogh! Help !

Y1y, ha, hai” yelled the Famous
Five

“You beasts!” hewled Dunter. “Tho
ship ain't going down!  You awful
Hrnslt?, got these beastly trunks off |

w !

“11a, ha, hat?

"1 say, vou fellows—yon awlal rotters
—yvou beastly practical jokine bLlighters
—[ say, geb me out of these Leastly
truatks ' shricked Bunter,

“Hot!” gasped DBob Cherry. wiping
his eyes. " You've all fixed up for o
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shipwreck now.  EBetter leave well
alone,™ ] )
“We ain’t being shipwrecked I

howled Bunter.

“¥You never know, in the China Seal
You stick to those trunks——"

" The stickiulness is the proper caper,
my  eatcemed fatheaded Bunter,”
chuckled Hurvee Janoset Ram Singh,

“Be prepared, you know |” chortled
Johnany Dull, “Nothing like being
prepared

"“Ha, ha, ha!™

Bunter glared at the Fambus Five
with a glare that almost oracked his
spectacles.

“Will you let me loose? he roared.

ol Cherry shook his head.

“No fear®

“Tha no-fcarfulness is terrifie !’

" ¥ou asked for i1t ! chuckled Nugent.
“ What the dickens are you grousing
about? You're safe now, in case the
ship goes down! Keep like that till
we get to Hong Kengl Only a few
more days—""

“Ha, ha, ha[*

“"You Tbeasts!” shricked Bunter.
“You jolly well know the ship wasn't
Eoing down—"

“{zo0 hon!*

“You were only pulling my leg, vou
beasts——

“He's guesszed it!" said Bob. " What
a brain

“The brainfulnesa ia preposterous,®

“I{a, ha, ha!® Pk

“You—you—yom beasts! Get theso
beastly trunks off I yvelled Bunter. ©1f
vou don't get these beastly trunks off,
I'N jelly well give you a licking all
round.”

"That does it!™ gasped Bob Cherry.
“He's getting ferocious! Nun for your
lives, you fallows!™

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Thoe Famous Five seampered on deck.

Bunter was left to struggla with the
trunks. But they were well tied; the
Famous Five had done their work well !
For o IﬂﬂB‘;_Iﬂﬂ{..' time the fat junior
struggled with the ropes. He velled
to the steward to come and help him,
but the steward seemed deaf. He yelled
to the juniors te come back, but il they
heard him, they heeded not.

Bunter was quite tired by the time
he got rid of the trunks. And it was
probable that the next time he had
an alarm of shipwreck, he would make
surga belore he allowed the Famous
Fiva to fix him up for lifesaving.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
China At Last!

i OXNG KONGI»
H “EBao that's Hong Kong?”
“Jolly old China at last!”
- Wun Lung's slanting cyes
were glowing, China—a strange land,
a land Athrillipg strangeness to the
Greyfviars juniors—was home to Wun
Lung, the son of Wun Chung Lung.

The Silver Btar steamed into the
wide mouth of the Canten River—the
Che-kiang. In the south of China, the
}unmrs had alreacy learned from Wun
wung, a river was called & kizng, while
in tha mnorth it was called & ho.
Which bhad led them to inguire how a
Chinaman from the north uvnderstood a
Chinaman from the south, when they
talked languages that differed so widely.
The answer was simple—nho didn't !

A magnificent harbour spread out
before the eager. eyes of the juniors.
Ships of all nations, junks and sampans
of all zarts and gizes met their view.

Tha long vovame was approeching
its end. Hong EKong lay before them,

end soon the anchor was €0 drop in
the great roadstead,

It was China, but that particular bit
of China belonged, not to ita owners, so
to speak, but to Great Britain, Hong
Iiv::m_%'+ being a British possession.

Which was to some extent a matter of
pride to the Greyfriars juniors, though
that feeling, of coursze, V&un Lung could
not be expected to share.

Polite and urbane as he was, and
decply and sincerely attached to his
English friends, the little Chinee had
the opinion common t¢ his countrymen
about the “foreign devils ™ who had
cut <orners off his native land and
bagged them. .

Still. there was no doubt that the
British had made Hong-Kong what it
was, turning o dreary and almost value-
less island into a great commercial mart,
and one of the finiest 2nd busiest poris
in the world.

Chine certainly was not likely to lose
on the bargain some day when she got
it back again—if ever she did!

“That's Victoria Peak!” said DBob
Cherry, pointing to the hill that rose
against the blue sky. ""The town's
colled Vietoria, too.”

“A4nd that's Kowloon, on the other
side,” sald Nugent. “That belonss to
uz, too,”

“Tha hills beyveond
China I’* said Harry.

“Js thiz the Canton River? asked
Johnny Bull,

“It's a branch of the river—the main
stream runs between Hong Kong and
Magao”

M Macao ™ Johnny tried to remember
his geography. “Macao’s a jollv oid
port, but whom does it belong to?”

“The DPortuguese!” said Bob.

“How the dickens did the Portuziese
get hold of 1t®"

*Just bagged it.”

“Oh I said Johnny.

Johnny Bull had a thoughtful ex.
pression on his face. He seemed to be
turning something over in his mind in
hia slow and methodical way.

“What's the jel old problem
ket Bl T P ’

“Well, T was just thinking,” s=aid
Johnny Bull slowly. .“It makes a fellow
feel bucked to see o big city like Hong
Kong under the British flag, and to
know that the British made it
But——"

“But what1"

. “Well, it'a rot to expect the natives
to like it said Jﬂhnnf. “Secing =
thing makes it come clearer to one's
mind. When I've read at home about
the Chinese hating the foreign devils, as
they call us, I've thought them a lot of
disgruntled asses.  But, dash it all, how
should we like the Chinese to bag tho
Islo of Wight and turn it into a Chineas

port?”

“ My hat! Never looked at it like
thuat !™ zaid Bob, laughing. *“TRut thoy
cotldn’'t have made Hong Kong them-
selves.”

“That'a so, of cour=e”

“And they pet a lot of bepefit from it
in trade_and 20 on.””

HThat'sso,too. ' But''—Johnny shook
his head—"it's no good blaming thoemn
for pelting their backs up--that's just
natural. I wore a Chinainat--—"

“Lucky you're not!” grinned Dob.
“Besides, I'va heard that erowds of
Chinesa live in Hong Kong undet the
Dritish flag, bocause lives and property
are safo thers, I auppose it's one in the
eye for their national digﬂit;f, but after
all a man's skin comes first."

“Your pater has n house i Iion
Kong, hasn't he, Wun Lungi" ashe
Harry Wharton.

{Continued on page 12.)
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FOOTER IS HERE AGAIN, CHUMS . . ..

AND SO IS “OLD REF.”

fgotball, but innovations are introd from time to

time, and it hes already boen shown this season that

. the officiala of the big clubs are thinking about the
partioular noeds of their supporters.

For instance, Nowcastle United have installed on their ground,
st comsiderable expense, & loud-speaker. By means of this,
iterns of interest associated with the club and with football
generally are broadcast to the waiting tators. When late
changes in the teams are made the fact is announced through
the loud.speaker, which is a much more satistactory way of
doing it than by sending round o notico-board, or even forgetting
to send round a bo at all.

Then, when the items of interest connected with the club or
the Eama have beon gone through, the spectators at St. James's
Park are entertained, with the loud-spesker as & medium, in
other ways. The band, which was never vory popular st many
football grounds, has disappeared in consequsnce. The only
regrot which I have about this is that

TEERE ore not many new ideas mnnamn‘ghg this game of
u

if prevents me working off o stock joke fo the effect
thal the best players on the ficld on ihis or that
occasion were the bandamen,

Arsenal nave also worked & new idea this season. Thoy have
put a clock on the stand, and it ign't an ordinary sort of clock,
either. It has a threo.quarters.of-an-hour face, and is set goi
at the start of a game, sto stoppad at half-time, annﬁ
raatarted when the ball is kicked off again.

EFORE prmaadingltu dizscugs the snage in this clock on
the ground idea I can't reaist the tomptation to work
off ancther joke. It is ons of the best * Aberdeen ™
gtories I know, and even if you have heard it before

it iz worth recalling.

The ztory %mu that for an International mateh between
England and Iveland, which was played on the Manchestor
United ground, a Scottish referee was. appointed. Now, on
the United ground they have nn ordinary clook—one which
tells the ﬁg&f time. The Soottish roforse, going on to the
flold, not that the clock was there and that it was going
all xight. So he stopped his watoh | * It's no use using up the
works,"” was his remark.

Joke over, we can now get baclk to serious disoussion of the
Arsenal clock. 2

This clock is fitted up like a stop-watch, and it was the

Arsrnal idea to have o man up “in the works * stopping it
wheén the plg{ waa atopped for injuries, and thus ing the
time acourately. It wasalso ho to sound & sort of " hooter

&t half-time, and also at the finiali of the matah,

It was brought home to the Arsenal officials, howover, that
to maks such use of the clock might lead to frouble befiocen
their spectalors and the roferce. Tho man who was workin
the olock might have said time was up befors the referec agrenadg_
becsuse the official might have knooked off & cortain amount
of time which the man behind the clock had not knooked off. 8o
to avoid trouble the clock merely functions now like an ordinary
olock, save that only three.quarters of an hour are marked on it.

This matter of knocking off timo for stoppages iz loft to the
dizcretion of the referee, and I must say t]!mlaaﬁfara is & lncl of
uniformity of action in this matter. Some referees only knock
lime off—that is, stop their watches—when a serious injury,

which necossitates a more or less prolonged stoppapge, ccocurs. |

Comes on, you footer

fans, our Wise Man of
the Whistle Is waiting to settle thoss Intrioate

Boccer problems for you! Fira In your queriet
right away 1

Other referees knock off time for the shortest injury stoppage,
and also for what they think are deliberate cases ﬂfr{inkil'l out
with a view to wasting time. There is an instruction to roes
in thia connection : they are exped to knoclk off time when
31:- ﬂii& resorts fo kicking-out tactica. But they don't always

In ony case, the referce is the final judge oz o
tohicther proper Hme has been played,

snd in this connection I may give a bit of advice to roforces.
This is the necessity for & comparison, before the start of o
gnmﬁ-, of tht watohes of the lineamen and that of the referee.

his provides a check, and a very mecessary ono, seeing that
there have been cases known of a referse’'s watch stopping
during the course of a game.

T can be m{&od, quite strongly and with conviction, that

I it wouldn't be n bad idea if all tha big football clubs

copied the Arsenal's idea and had a clock fixed in a

prominent position on the ground, etoppages recorded,

and so g% ?u as to relieve the referee of any necessity for keoping
time at all.

I have cerlainly Iniown instances in which a referes
has missed vital things in the concluding seconds
of a mafch because he has been, of the moment tho
incident happened, Fooking ol kis woalich tnatead of
fooking of the play.

But hers we run up egsinst o enag once mors. If clocks
were installed on every big ground with the ides of rolioving
the referee of the necessity for time-keeping, where in the
guarantes that the club clock would be w&rmmnsuiunljnuﬂj
and by an entirely neutral porsen ! The elock up in the atand
might be wanpgled ; hurtied on, say, during the last two or
thres minutes of an exciting ﬂ'ulp-ti& when the home team was
in danger of losing a lead properly gainad. Of course, I am very
sorry to have to suggoest such & ™ wangle,” but the temptation
would be very & rhaps, in sn isolated case or two, too
strong to be resisted. perhaps, after sll, the watch of the
neutral referes remains the best time-kesping method.

Arsonsl, always a progressive club, have brought other new
ideas into play this Emwn They heve & big board on which
is announced any alterations from the official programme,
and this board is also wsed for other things. For exomple, it is
used to give the atale of the gome. the score of The homo
tenm and the visitora helng duly chalked up from timo to
Hme. You may, of course, think this iz a little matter, and
g0 it is, but clearly it is of use, in case any gquick gosls ore
pcored, to inform late comers to the ground how the mateh
stands. And if the ecoring at the Higﬁhury ground s as brisk
as it has been at some grounds from time to time, then it ia
almost neceasary for somebody to keep the official score,

I have actually known matches in which the actusl score wns
in doubt—when the roferec has whistied either for hali-time or
for full-time as the ball has been on ite way from the foot of &
player towards the not . The people have not known whether or
not & goal has been allowed.

The whole of these notes are inspired by letters which have
reached mo concerning novelties in this seagon’s foothball. Sond
along some more lotters, please !

OLD REF.
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THE SCOURGE OF THE
RED DRAGON!

(Continued from page 10.)

“Y¥Yes, nicey housee,” assented Wun
Jang., “Plenty safee undeo Blitish fag.
Keenee plenty money along Hong Kong
Banlee, ™

“*3r. Wun Chung Lung knows some-
thing ! said Tob,

* Me hopes fathee along Hong Kong
now,"” said Wun Lung. “Me likce
nlenty see fathee, and sistee Wun San,
andt gprandiathee iH"ln'i.ll_:‘va Ko.”

And the Chinese junior's eyes dwelt
wistiuly on the city that rose from the
water up the slopes of the green hill.

Enzland, homo to Harry Wharton &
Co., was o land of cxile to Wun Lung.
His little ivory fave was glowing 28 he
lonked on his native land again, .

The sights that were 20 strange o tno
juniors were familiar to him, though
it was long since he had bcheld them.
The bright sun of China streamed down
on the great harbour, on the uncounted
siripping, oo the focks of sampans, many
of them with gaudily painted sails,
crowded with Chinese who called to one
arother in  the strange monosyllabio
lanzuage that was a myatery to the ears
of the English juniors, Some of the
sampans hailed the Silver Star as she
ﬁiillml in, but the yacht passed on un-

coding to her anchorage.

* MNicey ole China ! said Wun Lung,
with gleaming eyes. “Me likee see ole
China ! 'Me plenty glad comey home.”

Ferrers Locke joined the juniors, with
a smile on his face.

“Safely arrived, in spite of the
Marndarin Tang Wang,” he eaid. * How
do you like your first look at Chinal”

“Topping " said Dob Cherry. “'I'm
fecling rather bucked to think that the
Iiritish made that magnificent place.”

“Quite right 1" said Locke.

“And Johnny thinks we musin't

blame the Chinese for getting their
barks up about it.”
“(uite right, too!"” said Ferrera

Locke, with a lsugh. “One must make
allovance for & natural national fecl-
ing. Nevertheless, it is & fc unate
thing for very many Chincse that the
Tiritizh flag flies at Hong Xong., If one
of the warring war-lords got hold of the
place it would very soon be reduced to
riuin, and become of little value to China
or anyone. A country must learn to
povern 1tself decently befora it can
demand to be respected by foreigners,”

Locke peinted to the city, glowing in
the sunshine, the swarming i:m:buur, the
shores lined with sampans ¢rowded with
Clinese,

“All that erity grew up under
the British iﬁ he “Eld_ “All that
Lusy trade, all timt wenlth and security
would vanish if the place fell into the
hands of one of the Chinese factions that
ary tearing their country to pileces,
Thousands of Chinese, now safe under
Iritish guns, would be massacred. The
Drilish did not come hers as land-
prabbers, like the Portuguese at Macao,
the Germans at Kiau-Chao, and the
Japancse in Korer, Hong Kong would
never have existed had we been allowed
to irade peaceably at Canten, The be-
nighted AManchu Government stood in
the way of trade, and Hong Kong was
the result,”

“Iint the Mancha emperors are gono
now,” said Bob., *China's & jolly old
vepmblie ™

“It remains to Be scen whet the out-
somo will be,” answered Ferrers Locke,
“A very powerful faction in China is
led the .nosze by the DRussian
Bolsheviks, and if they gain the upper
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hand every decent Chinaman will be
thankful that the British flag is here.”
“Long may it wave I'* said Bob,
“ Hear, hear I*

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, that johnny
seems 'n::-li}r interested in us " excilaimed
Bob Cherry.

A sampan with a silkon sail peinted
with a red dragon was gliding by the
yacht as she moved on slowly to her
anchorage. A tall, powerfully-built
Chinamean stood locking towards the
Silver Btar. Ha was gorgeocusly clad in
the native costume, and wore a pigtail;
evidently a man of “old China,” who
had nothing to do with the reform
g;rt. .  His black, slanting eyes wers

ed on the yacht, end on the party
locking over the rail, with intent
interest,

Tho juniors glanced at him curiously.
“If we weren't strangers here
should think that sportsman knew us!"”
said DBob. '
“1 have scen him belore!™

Ferrers Locke.

“¥You know him, sir?"

“ Mot exactly; but I have scen him.*

The tall Chinaman on the sampan,
catching Locke's eyes, kow-towed to
him, a low and graceful kow-tow, but
with an air of mockery.

Locke gravely raised his ha$
acknowledgment of the salute,

The sampan glided away.

“Whoe was it, Mr. Lockef*
Wharton.

“The Mandarin Tang Wang |

"‘.FI}‘h, my hat i;:’

ang Wang "

(1] Phew III‘

With keen interest the juniors stared
at the Chinaman in the sampan, now
gliding away.

Tang Wang, chief of the Red Dragon
Tong, the man whose name waa well
known to them, but whom they had
never scon till now! The man whose
emissaries had dnﬁgnd the steps of Wun
Lung across half the world, and brought
hitn more than once within an ace of
death. They looked at the hard face,
which seemed moulded in iron, the
glittering, ruthless black oves, the lips
that zeemed seb like a vice.

“8B¢ that's Tang Wang!” said Harry
Wharton, with a deep breath.

Locke nodded.

"He knows we'ro here, then, and that
hig jolly old fnratna did not get away
with it!" said Bob Cherry. And with
a cheery grin Bob waved his hat to
the mandarin.

Tang Wang, locking back at the yacht
as-the sampan glided away, umi]eg. 1t
was a_slow, cruel smilo that checked
the l51‘1:1 on Bob's cheery face.

E“h o looks an vely customer ! said
o

gaid

in

asked

““He iz an wugly customer!®
Forrors Locke.

The sampan disappeared among
shipping, and Tang Wang was lost to
sight. But the juniors did not soon
forget the hard, vollow face, the gleam-
ing black eyes, the tigerish smile. And
it waz borne in upon all their minds
that, now that they had reached Hong
Kong, they wera not wyet done with
Tang Wang and the Red Dragon Tong.

said

tha

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Bunier Talks Chinesa !

SaAY, you fellows|”

1]
E Billy Bunter rolled on deck.
1t was morning, and Rilly
Bunter, after several breakfasts
rolled inte one, was feeling merry and
bright.
With the vacht at anchor in the road-
stead at Hong Kong, William George
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Bunter was able to pack away the food-
stuffs without fear of disaster. Bea-
sickness was over, and Bunter had been
making up for the meals he had lost
in the China Sea.

He blinked at the shipping, at the
shore, and then at the Famous Five,
and joined them at the rail.

“Nice morning, yvou fellows!" said
Bunter,

“Tho nicefulness
esteemed fat Bunter 1M

“What about a run ashore” asked
Bunter.

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“Wait till we get permission,” he
answered,

“I haven't come to China to be cooped
up in a ﬂhi}l off shore!” said Bunter
warmly. *1f we'ra going up the river
to Canton, we're going to have a lock
at Hong Kong first, I suppose.™

“When Mr. Locke gives leave," said
Harry.

“Ch, blow Mr. Locke 1

ff&ﬂ t!ll

“Look here, I came out to China to
protect Wun Lung and you fellows,”
sald Bunter. “Well, you've arrived
safely I" Im not asking you to thank

ia terrific, my

me——

““Oh, my hat |”

“I never expected gratitude. Butk
there it is. You've arrived szafely

owing to me. WNow we're here, I expect
you to do the decent thing. Owing to
coming away from home so suddenly,
I'm short of money.”

“Only owing to that?” asked Bob,

“¥es. I have a lot of shopping to do,
and Hong Kong is the place. Who's
gm:i_? to lend me ten pounds?”

% Echo answers—who 7

“*I've roughed it on the vovage,” said
Bunter. “I'm no grouser; I can rough
it. I've used your pryjamas, Wharton,
and Hugent's socks, and Bull’s shoes,
and Bob's collars, and s0 on. But a
fellow can't keep on like that. You
can't expect 1t.™

“We expect it when we've got you
along 1" grinned Bob.

“Well, if you think I'm going te put
up with second-hand things alF tﬁﬁ whila
wo're in Chine, you're jolly well mis-
taken,” seid Bunter. “I'm going to do

some shopping in- Hong Kong, Why
can't wo go ashore 7

“Mr. Locke——"

“{Oh, bother Mr. Locke! 1 suppose

wa're safe here under the British flag.
What's the good of the British flag if
we ain’t safe under 167 Might a3 well
be some tly foreign rag! What are
vou fellows afraid of 7"

“Asal The Mandarin Tang Wang is
in Hong Kong,"” said Harry. “He was
in a sampan, watching us come in
yesterday. ] ]

“Who's afraid of him " demanded
Bunter.

“Well, you are, for one "

“Yah " T —

Bunter, to do him justice, was not
afraid of the Mandarin Tong Wang and
the whole Red Dragon Tang;l just then,
They were not mn sight. When danger
was not present Bunter was as brave as
a lion, and his fat brain did not en-
visaga distant dangers. Bunter never
realised anything till it bappened. At
the present moment he was feeling
merry and bright, and utterly regard-
less of perils that he could not see.

“¥You fellows have cold feet,” he zaid;

. “that's what's thae matter with wou!

Lot I care for a dashed old mandarin i
Besides, mandarins can't do anything in
Hong Keng! Blow Tang Wang! I've
heard that Hong Eong is a splendid
place for shopping. course, you
nesd money. That's where 1 expect my
friends to stand by me.™
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“(Go and look for them, then, anda Let
them know 1" suggested Johnny Bull.

“ Beagt| I say, you fellows, wouldn't
you like a run ashore on a lovely morn-
ing like this?" demanded Bunter.

“Qf course wo should, ass! But we
can't go unless My, Locke gives us
leave.'

“Well, "if that’s all that's wurr_vinﬁ

ou, I'll go and ask him|" sneppe

unter. "But I shan’t teke 'No’ for
an answer, I'm not going to atand any
nonsense from a blinking detective, and
I shall jolly well tell him so1” 5

“Yes; I think I ean hear you telling
Mr. Locke that!1” chuckled FBﬂh

£ Ylh !H

Bunter blinked round the deck in
scarch of Ferrers Locke.

But the Baker Strest defective was
not to be seen, and the fat junior rolled
below to look for him. .

Harry Wharton & Co. smiled. As
Ferrers Locke bad gone ashore

several hours ag lunter was
not likely to find bim in his
cabin,

Locke had left strict injuno-
tions with the juniors to re-
main on the yac njunctiona
that they did not dream of dis-
obeying. Wun Lung was not
vot handed over to his father,
Wun Chung Lung, and it was
quite probsble that the enemy
would yet seek to strike mome
blow. The chums of the Re.
mova were thera te help, not
to hinder. And if Billy ‘Bun-
ter insisted on going achore
without leave, they were pre-

pared to take him by the ecruff
of his fat neck and enforce
discipline.

The Owl of the Remove came
back to the deck, grunting.

“I eay, you fellows, Locke's
not in his cabinl” ke snapped.

“Dear mel"” said Bob.

in;‘Pu you konow where he

“"Haven't the faintest idea,™
amswersd Bob, " Somewhere
in ong Kong: bu

H K f but Hong

Kong's a big place”

“Mean to say he's pgons
ashore?” roared Bunter.

:'J uat that 1"

*You—you  beast! Why

didn't you tell me before 1
went balow to look for him?t"
howled Bunter.

"'.'lﬁ‘dhnsght a Iiﬂiﬂ eﬁm}m
wou o you good, o at \f
O Bonst ! So he' -

) e's gone ashore
bhimself and left ua u
on  this beastly yacht!
said DBunter discontentedly.
“Well, if he thinks I'm goipg to stand
it, he's making a mistake! Beet Might
as well k in the Form-room at
Greyiriars, saying ' Yes, sir,’ and * No,
wir,' to old Quelch| I'm going ashore I

«Whesta Locko soming baok

(L] (] a mmiﬂ.g' r:r

“F Ask mb another ™

Bunter snorted.

“Doos he think we're going to hang
around this ahlp doing nothing
he demanded. "That'a not what I've
come to China for! Look here, what
about taking & sampan to the shore?”

oy HﬂthinF gbout taking & sampan

the shore.’
“1'1 ra ¥ said Bunter witheringly.
;:Y{_m t;] nwathneﬁﬂn't hql fﬁtﬁmd

aviog to pay the boatman aro
him1! Of course, one of you wil?qbuw
to lend me the money I

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Blessed if I seo anything to cackle
at | Look here, if Wun Lung’s father is

In 0oUE nONg, We can pay him a visit,
and he will etand us lunch.”

“Me no tinkes fathes along Hong
Kong,"” said Wun Lung. “Me tinkes
fathesa along Canton. P'l'aps he comey
down livel to meetes me.™

“Mry. Locke has gone to communicate
with Wun Lung's pater,” said Harry.
“We've got to wait till he comes back.
He may be soon, or he may not be back
before evening. In any case, we've got
to wait.” -

Snort |—from DBunter.

“Well, I'm not going to wait!” he
answered emphatically. “Let’'s go
ashoral If you fellows mre afraid of
old Ping Pong—1T mean, old Hang Bang
—I’ll protect you I*

Bunter waved & fat hand to a
g&-m;ﬁan that was lingering by the yacht
in hope of custom. The boatman
immediately brought the sampan skim-
ming towards the yacht.

“You fat chump 1* roared Bob Cherry.
*¥You're not going ashore "

"I_ jolly well am! Are you fellows
coming 1

'*No, you chump |

“Then I'll go on my own |¥ answered
Bunter disdainfully. “I'm not afraid
of mandarinzs| Precious lot of funks!
I'm taking that ssmpan, and I’'ll tell
you what Hong Kong’a like when ] come
baok. You won't see much of China if
you're going to skulk on board the yacht
gll the tima 1

“Oh, kill him, somebody 1 said Bob
Cherry.

The sampan ranged under the yacht's
rail, and the boatman locked up.

“Tall ma what to say to him
Chinese, Wun Lun,"” said Bunter,

“ Mo telles,” said Wun Lung blandly.
*You eayeo *Ni chu ba ™™

“*Ni chu bal'" repcated Bunter.
“My hat, what & language! Moean to
say that that means anything "

in

“If you don’t iake me to the fop,” sald
Bunter, ‘*1 won't pay you a cent ! " The
chair u'iante.d more and more, and there were
laboured ghsps from the coolies belween

i3

* Boalmen savvy plenty. B'poses you
eay ' Ni chu i:m'!z i

“Oh, all right |*

Billy Bunter leaned over the rail and
blinked at the smiling boatman.

“Ni chu bal" he called out.

Bunter sup d that that was an
order to take him ashore in the sampan.
He was surprised by the effect of his
remark on boatman.

The coolie stared uwp at him and
scow led,

“Ni chu ba!" hooted Bunter.

The boatman replied in a string of
Chinese that the juniors did not under-
stand, but which was obviously of an
abusive nature.

Then he pushed off from the Silver
Star, and the sampan glided away.

Bunter stared at him blankly.

“What the thump's the matter with
the man ™ he ouclaimed. *“Docsn't ho
know his own language? When we

the posts,

were in France I couldn't make the
natives understand French. It scems
Ej;t the same in China. Here, you silly
inese fathead, ni chu ba!" rocared
Bunter.
A '.r::IIe;]v of abuse answerod, and the
sampan glided out of hearing. Dunter

snorted with snnoyance.

He crossed over to the other mail, to
signal to another sampan. The jumors
srniled,

“What does “ nr chu ba ' really mean,
Wun Lung?" asked Bob.

Wun Lung chuckled.

“Meance ‘you goey away, he
answored, "'H3ame as you say in Eng-
lish, hook it !"

“Ha, ha, hal” roared the juniors,

Dunter had hailed another sainpan, It
buimnped u(_[:- to the wacht, and Dunter
talked in Chinese asain.

“Ni cha ba!" ho said.

(Continued on page 16.)
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THE SCOURGE OF THE
RED DRAGON!

(Continued from page 13.)

The man in the sampan no doubt
under the impression that t]m_ foreign
devil was making & fool of him, first
calling him to the ship, and then telling
him to go away, scowled ferociously.

He picked an orange out of the bottom
of the sampan. It was an ancient
orange, uncatable even by & Chinese.
But it came in useful for the sampan
coolie’s purposc.

Whiz!

" Yooooooop!"” rodred Bunter, as the
mouldy orange buret all over his fat
features. " Grocoghl Hooogh! Owl!l™

He =at down suddenly on the deck.

*Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Ow! Grooghl! Oh, my hatl T say,
vou fellows, is the man mad? Are they
all mad in Chioa?! Ow! QOoooocooh!™

“Ha, ha, ho!" yelled the juniors.

“On dearl Ij:m all sticky
sguashy.”

“Ha, ha, hal"

" Boasts ! :

Billy Bunter rolled away in search of
& wash: he necded one.

and

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Means Business !
ARRY WHARTON & CO. did
H not find tho time hang heavy on
their hands. Certainly, they
would have liked to run ashore,
to cxplors Hong Eong from the busycity
by the sea to the summit of tho Peak—
from ono end to the other of the almost
unending Connaught Boad, and the
regions that lay behind. But they found
lenty of entertainment in watching the
gusy life of the harbour—for the pre-
zcnt, at least—and t.hai waited with
paticnee for Ferrers Locke to return.

Mot for a moment . 'd the: think of
disrerarding his instructions and going
aszhore * on their own."” They rememn-
bered what had happened at Singapore,
when the agents of Tang Wang had kid-
napped  two  of theiy party, hoping
thereby to gat Wun Lung into their
hands. Any similar mischar co at Hong
Kong might moan serious trouble for the
Baker Street detective. So  they
watched Houg Kong from afar, end
were content.

Mot so William George Bunter.

Bunter had been one of the fellowa
kidnapped at Singspore and he had
had a narrow cscape. But lessons were
lost on W. G. DBunter. He was con-
vinced that he was quihtﬂ pafe a:;. Hong
Kong, chiefi uge he wanted to go
nshﬂﬁa. Bun{ur had & wonderiul faculty
for believing what he wanted to

licve. ]

It was one of his many gifta that ho
conld seo only what was just under his
fat noso.

So after he had washed the orange
from his fat features, Billy Bunter came
on deck again and hailed another
sampan. DBy this time he ausﬁgcted that
Wun Lung had been pulling his fat leg,

and he did not talk any more Chinese.

There were plenty of sampans plying
for hirs in tﬁﬁ harhour, and Bunter
had only to wave & fat hand. A boat
glided under the rail of the yacht at
onece.

*“ Now, you fellows, for the last time,
are you poing to lend me any money "

“The answer is in the esteemed ncza-
tive, my worthy Bunter.”

“T've only got thirty bob left of the
money von lent me at Folkestone.” sald
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-self into the waiting ssmpan.

Bunter. *“Thirty bob won't go far in
Hut‘:“g Kong."”

" That's all right,” said Bob, *You
won't go far, either.”

“I'm going ashore, you beaskt|”

“You'ro not, fathead!™
“1 jolly well em ! roared Bunter.
“ Mr, e's orders—"'

“Blow, Mr, Lockei"
Billy Bunter prepared to heave him-
Harry
Wharton & Co. prepared to heave him
down the saloon stairs.

But Mr. Green, the mate, saved them
the froubls. Ile took Bunter by the
collar and jerked him back from the

ratl.

“What the dickens are you doing?”
he demanded.

“1l'm going ashore!” hooted Bunter.

L %ga:mt ordars, Stay where you
are,

“I'm not under orders here!'” snapped
Bunter. *“I can do as I jolly well like
—gep

Mr. Green looked at him.

“Go below!” be said,

“Think you can give orders to o
passerger ?" snorted Buoter., * Who
are you, I'd like to know "

Mr. Green did not state who he was;
but he demonstratad that he could give
orders to a passanger.

He took Bunter by a fat shoulder,
twirled him away, apd kicked him.
Bunter went down inte the saloon with
a rusih.

_ " Yarocoop!” floated up from below,
in_ tones of anguish.

Mr. Green grunted and walked away.
All through the voyags, from far Maor-
seilles, Mr. Green had desired to kick
Bunter. Now he had done it. Ho
seomed satisfied; though, to judge by
the roar from below, Bi]ij Bunter was
far from satisfied.

Bunter did not venture back to the
deck. Ho disliked Mr. Greeti's boot
extremely.

A _wrathful end sulky Bunfer
remained below, brooding on  his
wrongs. It was about an hour later
that, from one of the saloon ports, he
saw Mr. (Green go ashors in ono of the
shore boats.

Then Bunter was up and doing again.
BMr. Green was gone, and his boots had

one with him, and Bunter was freg to
do as he liked. if the Famous Five did
not imtervans,

Bunter had a sfrong suspicion that
they would intervene, realized that
he bhad to use strategy to get off the
Silver Star. TlLe sks were quite
capabla of kicking him down the com-
panion, as the other beast had done.

He rolled out on deck again:

Harry Wharton & Co. were seated in
a row of deckchairs, at the reil facing
the city across the harbgar waters.

“1 saw, vou fellows!™ called out
Bunter.

“Hallo, hallo, hallal® ;

“I'm going to have a nap till Locke
comes back—""

(1} Gmd !!I‘

*“Wake me up when Le comes back,
you beasts!"™

“Right-hol” -

Bunter tramped noisily down the
stairs. Then he crept up again on fip-

LS

He blinked caotiously towards thoe
chums ot tho Remove. Their backs
were towards him, and they did not
turn their hoads. ]

Buntoer tiptood to the rail on the other
side.

‘fhere he waved his fat hand to yet
one more sampan bostman. The sam-
pan glided up. . .

Bunter gave a last cautious blink
round at the deckchairs. The juniors
wore chatting cheerily, while they
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watochod the harbour and the ecity and
the green-clothed Peak; and they were
not thinking of Punter. In the beliof
that he was taking one of his many
lengthy naps, they supposed that he was
safe below.

Bunter gripned. )

With unusual activity—it was a time
to be active—he swung over into the
waiting sampan, and pointed to the
shore, i

The sampan glided away.

Buntar chuckled.

Several of the yacht's crew had seen
him go, but they gave him no attention;
Bunter's procecdings were no business
of theirs. . y

“Luick " raid Bunter, with & blink
at the yacht.

*Yes, sar!” said the sampan man,

“0Oh, you speak Enghshi” said
Buntar.

The Chinaman grinned and showed
a fine set of teeth.

“Yes, sar! Speakee Englishl Fine
sampan,  sar! Takee  honourabla
whito lord along Hong Kong, ten dollce,
gar.”

Bunler made no reply to that.

He *had no intenfion of paying ten
dollars to be taken ashore. But it waa
safer to leave that point to be argued
later.

“Buck up! he said.
guick! I'm in a hurry.”
“Plenty quick, sar”
As the sampan drew farther and
farther away from the yacht and
headed for the distant pier, it came
within tho line of vision of the juniors
sented in the deckchairs om the Silver

Star.

Bob Cherry gave n sudden shout, and
jummped up.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! DBuanter!™

“My hat!” Harry Wharton leaped
from his chair. “ Dunter!” Heo stared
after the sampan. * The fat idiot—"

“ Bunter " roared Bob Cherry. “You
fat villain! Come back! I'll come
after you and burst you! Come back,
yaou chesky, fat slug™

Eob's powerful voice carried across
the watar and reached Bunter's ears.
The fat junior looked round and
grinned al the row of angry and in-
dignant faces at the yacht's rail.

Wharton waved to him.

“Como back!"” he roared.

“¥ah!" Bunter's reply floated back.
"?E%:-E fgn E.nﬁ'l cat coke! Yah!™

‘You fat chump—>=>"

“ He, he, hal" *

Tha captain of the Greyfriars Re-
move get his lips. Bunter was poing—
he was nearly gone!

"We—we can’t go after him!" ax.
claimed Harry. “Wa could take a sam-
pan and fellow him—"

“"He would beat us to the pier,” eaid
Nugent. “He's got a long start. Be-
sides, Mr. Locke told ua nob to leave
tha ship.”

“That fat fool will
trouble—"

“Can’'t be helped.”

1 mean ba

get inte some

* Bunter I roared Bob Charry. " Yon
eilly ass! Come back! Do you hear,
you frabjous cuckoo? Come back!™

Bunter grinned.

He put a fat thumb to his nose and ox-
tenided the fingpers of his right hand.
Then he put the thumb of his left to
the little finper of his right, and ex-
tondod the fingers of that hand also.

That was Dunter's parting salute.

The juniors breathed hard.

“If T could reach the [et villain, I—I
—1'd buret him all over Hong Kong !
gasped DLob Cherry. !

“The burstfulness would be terrific!®
said Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh,
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“The fat idiot—"

*The benighted dummy——"

*The—the—the—oh, thers ian’t a
word for him!” ‘growled Johnny DBull

In intense exasperaticm, the juniors
watched Bunter’s sampan disappear.
There was no help for it; he was out of
reach, and they could de nothing.

Billy Bunter sat down again, and
grinned cheerfully,. He knew how ex-
asperated the Famous Five were feel-
ing and that added to his satisfaction,
He was in quite a happy mood as the
pampan ran him ashors to DBlake's Pier.
There he landed.

“Ten dollee, sar!"” said the sampan’s
owner. _

Bunter smffed.

What the fare wes for a sampan
ashore, Bunter did not know; but he
was the last fellow in the world to be
swindled in such matters. He was aware
that a sampan man would extract from
a passenger just as much as he could
and consider himself rather clever for
having cheated a foreign devil. DBunter
handed him an English shilling.

The coolie stared at it.

“You pives me ten dollee, sar!” he
exclaimed. " You pagea sampan| Yes,
gar] You gives me fivee dolles,”

“Ratal” said Bunter.

“'This Chines velly pool man, sar!”
gaid the coolie. “No got plenty rice!
You payee this Chines four dollee.”

“Bosh!” said Bunter.

“Thlea dollee, sar!”

The cost of transib was evidently
coming down fast

*(3o and eat coke!™ said Bunter,

“No savvy coke, sar; Chinee eateo
rice,” said the sampan man. “ You
gives thia pocl Chinee two dolles.”

“Think again!" said Bunter,

“One dollee, sarl”

“ Rubbish !

But at one dollar the sampan man
had apparasntly approximeated to some-
thing like tho right figure, for he
became extremely excited and inter-
posed as Dunter essayed to walk away.

“You payee dollea! ho roared.

“Look here, get out of the way!”
hooted Bunter. "“Don't you be checky
to a white man, you yellow.coloured
heathen.”

“¥ou payee one dollee™

“No!" roared Bunter. "Here! I
say, keep off ! Oh, my hat!™ TFor the
coolic was brandishing his push-pole
now in & vory threatening manner.

“You payee ono dollee ™

“ Beast 1™

DBunter handed over the required
dollar. Ho did not like the look of the
rolling eyes and the: brandished push-
pole, Then he walked hurriedly away
and started to see Honz Kong.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Ashore In Hong Kong !

ILLY BUNTER rolled along the
Gunrm.u‘iht Road, which was
more like an esplanade than a
roand, blinking round him as he
rolled, and presently turned away from
the sea into the town. He was fesling
quito cheery and bright: highly satis-
fied with himself for having got ashore
without permission, and quite regard-
less of any posgsible consequences—till
they came to hand.
‘He was quite entertained by the
sizhts and sounds of the busy streets
of Hong Eong; the mingled crowds of
all races—Inglish, American, Chinese,
Japanese, Hindoo, Bikh, Parsee, Jew,
Armopian, and many others that Buan-
ter had hardly heard of Thera were

soops~plenty of shops—whnere Bunter
would have been very plensed to do a
lot of shopping; if those beasts on
board the Silver Star had only supplied
him with the necessary cash. But they
hadn't; sod with only a small handful
of silver dollars, Bunter’s shopping bad
to be limited. :

But he dropped into one establish.
ment and brought a crimson cummer-
bund which caught his eye, and forth-
with donned it. It had caught Bunter's
eyes in the shop; and after if was on
Bunter, it caught many eyes. Flenty
of people wore cummerbunds, but of
all the cummerbunds i Hong EKong,
Bunter's was certainly the maost brilli-
ant and striking.

Heads turned to glance at him; and
Bunter lifted his fat chin a little higher.
He had no doubt that the natives of
Hong Kong took him for a very dis-
tinguished foreigner; probably for a
nohleman. Bunter had always had o
secret conviction that he looked like a
nobleman; at least, like a nobleman
ought to look, if genuinely noble, It
pleased him to see that innumerable
glances were turned in his direction;
and the smiles of several Chinese girls
pleased him still more. Ha smirked.

Having réad a good deal about the
gaclusion of Chinese women, Bunter was
rather surprised to ses Chiness girls
walking sbout in zhort shkirts, some of
them smoking  cigarettes.
evidently, were the “new women?® of
Ehma.—-—-pientiful]y represented in Hong

ong.

Most of the Chinamen he passed
wore European clothes, and very few
of them sported pigtails. 8o far as
the “modern” Chine was concerned,
the queuea had gome out with the
emperors.

The pigtail, indeed, was a Manchu
custom, introduced into China by the
conquerors; and it was natural that,
having got rid <f the Manchu the
:'_”.‘Ihim:se should get rid of the pigiail
also.

But Hong Kong, after all, was hardly
China, ‘There were vast inland regions
very lightly touched by the “reform
eraze.

Rickshaw men bhailed Punter: but
remembering his  adventure in Singa-
pore in a rickshaw, he deeclined to
taka one of these handy carriages
Neither could a rickshaw have pulled
Bunter to the to

These,
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there to pay it, Bunter puaid it himscl
and boarded the cable car.

It was & steep ascent up the Peak;
and Bunter's {at heart was in hig mnouth
more than once. In the steepest places
the gradient was one foot in two; and
at such spots Bunter wished that he
hado't started, He could not help
wonderning what would happen if the
cablo broke !

But 1t did not break, even under the
strain of Bunter's weight. Ile landed,
and blinked round him.

‘He was lcoking for the magnificent
view. .

Scenery, however, did not really
appeal to DBilly Bunter. All he could
sce from his prezent high clevation was
the eity sproad below, the vast harbouy
crowded with shipping, Kowloon across
the water, and the great mountains
of China bayond.

Certainly it was a wonderful sizht,
but it was lost on Bunter. Lle blinked
at 1t and smifed.

“Blessed 1f that's worth comuing up
hero. for ' he =aid. And he started to
walk round, to sce what was to bo scen.

The terraced sides of the hill were
laid out in roads and gardens, with
white-walled houses peering from the
greenery. Roads leading from one level
to another were lined with huge free-
forns. Even Bunter thought it looked
rather nice.

But he found it beastly hilly.

Bunter was not a pood walker;
exertion of ony sort did not appeal o
him. And he had already walked a
good deal.

Ho would have been glad of a rick-
shaw now, in spite of his memeory of
tha adventure of Sinpapore. But there
were no rickshaws to be had.

The alternative was a “chair."

edan-chairs, ecarried by coolies,
Bunter found to be 8 commen mode of
converance in Hong Kong. And he
decided at last on a chair.

Near one of the cable car stopping-
places ho found coclies and chairs in
abundanco; and threo or fonr coolies
greeted him at once as he rolled up, all
of them shrieking ouat the particular
merits of themselves and their chairs

Bunter rolled into the nearest, and
gat down. The two coolics to whom
that “chiac-tzn " belonped looked ot
him. They had secured Bunier as a
customer; but, having secured him, they
seemed rather in doubt whether they
could earry on. Certninly no " chino-

[Continued on next page.)

of the Peak, whie
was his destination.
Ferrers Locke had
told the juniors of
t h ¢ magnificent
view to be obtained
from the top of the
Peak: and Bu:::tszﬁ
wWis mg to te
the g?her fellowa
about 1t when he
went back to the
Silver Btar — rub-
bing it in, as it
were, and makiog
them wish that they
had come _along
with him. Bunter
did not particularly
want their eom-
any; but he would
ana been glad of
foot

somebody 1o
the little bills.

However, a first-
class return ticket
by cable tramway
up the hill was onl
hali-a-dollar, anc
nobedy else being
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tzu " in Horg Kong had ever ecarried
such a weiphs belore.

Buntec blinked out at them.

“Well, why don't you start?” he
asked,

“Where you goey, sar?" S

“All over the top of the Peak!” amid
Bunter cheorfully, *“TFake me right up,
you know,”

The coolie looked at him apain, and
spoke to his companion In his own
tongue. Othor coolies guthered round,
grinning and eackhing. "They did not
gecm to be sorry, after all, that they
had lost this customer.

*Twe dollee, sar!"” said the chair-
man.

“QOh, all right!"” eaid Bunter.

And the coolies took the handles of
tha chair, and essayed to lift.

There was-an ominous creak, but that
waa the only result, Bunter was too
much far them. .

“For goodness’ sake get going!”
snapped Bunter. He was getting tired
of the prinning and r:n-ulfling of the
crowd of coolies, :

“Wanchee mole coolie, sar!" gasped
the man. “Two coolie no can do!”

*All right; I don't mind."” ]

Two more coolies joined up., With
two men fors and two men aft, so to
speak, the sedan.chair wes lifted from
the ground, with Bunter in it

It croaked and groaned. Obvicusly
that chair never had becn designed fo
carry 8 member of the tribo of Bunter.

Fortunately, it did not give way—
though the coolies pemrly did. They
staggered along with Dunter.

pautiful as the terraced psides of
Victoria Poak undoublediy are, it is
equally undoubted that they are very
steep. In former 8ays, before the cable
cars ran, four coolies were needed to
carry & man up the steep roads to the
simmit of the Peak, the roads being
too steep for wheeled wvehicles, even
rickshaws.

And of all the passengers that ever
had been earried along tho 5&&&{: patha
on the DPeak, it was probable that
William George DBunter was the
weightiost,

b four coolies were certainly
earntng their money.

Bunter did net mind.

Ha found that & chair was a quite
comforlable means of conveyance—for
the pnssenger, of course. It could not
possibly bo comfortable for the bearers,
with Bunter in the chair.

Bunter lolled back at his  ease,
dovouring somo sticky Chinese swect-
meats ho had bought 1n the town below,
The four coclies sweated and laboured
and panted.

They kept on the level as much as
they could, avoiding ascents. DBut Bun-
ter was not-going to be Ydone.”  He was
going wp higher, and bhe could see ne
rcason why ﬁe shouldn't go higher, so
long a5 ho was not called upon to exert
hiz own fat limbs, i

He put his head out through the side
of the sedan-chair window,

“ Here, you lazy blighters. that's the
way!" spid DBunter, pombing to a
narrow, steep path that ran between

arden \mlls.ﬂ Right to
thao to e ?

ﬂﬁh!}::r !ll

“Don't slack, you blighted heathen '™
said Buntcr, in disdain.

“No savvy slack, sar!
said the unhappy coolie.

Tho chair turned inte thoe steep path,
and the four Chinamen laboured uop.
Bunter prinned. He was making the
beppars work!

There was no doubt at all that he was
making them work! FProbably they
had never worked so hard befors in all
t.h'l,:" hard-warkineg life of a coolie.
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Up you go!

Me gocy!”

Perapiration streamed down their
scantily-clad bodies, and they panted
and puffed and blew. Half-way up the
steep path they stopped, and the
English-speaking coolie addressed
Bunter.

* Honoulable lord, you likee goey
down ™

Dunter shook his head.

“NMe likee vy up!” ho grinned.

“Can do!" groaned the coolia,

And up they went again. L'he steep
path rosa steeper, and tho poles on
which the chair was bung slanted at a
very sharp angle. Bunter leaned for-
ward, fearful of falling backwards,
chair and all. That would have becn
rather disastrous for the two coolies
behind, though Punter was not thinking

of them.

Thers was spother pause. The
English-speaking coolie turned an
almost anguished fmce on the honour-

able lord in the chair.

* Ploase, sar, plenty high up!” he
said. )

“et on with it!" answered Bunter.

“You wanchea go down, sar "

“Me wanchee go up!” grinned
Bunter. “Up you go! If you don's
take me right to the top, I won't pay
you a cent.”

“Can do!" gasped the Chinaman,

But though hs said “can do,” it
began to look doubiful whether heo
could. The chair slanted more and
more, and there were lzboured gasps
from the two coolies between the poles
behind. And then the spirit moved
Bunter to loak back!

That did it!

There was a wild howl from the
coolies behind, They were already at
the limit of endurance, and when
Bunter’s terrific weight was flung back

in the chair, ¥ erumpled up.

Crash ! .

Two coolics went sprawling. 'The
chair ecrashed down. Two oles

snapped off like sticks, and the chair,
with Bunter in it, rolled down the steep
path.

“Yarocoogh 1"

The vall that Billy Bunter uttered as
hoe felt himself rolling must have
awakened all the echtes of Hong Kong
and Kowloon, if not sll those of the
whole province of Kwang-Tung,

DBump, bump, bump!

(iasps and shouts came from the
coolies, clustered on the path, staring
down in horror and dismay after the
ralling chair,

Frightful howls proceeded
William George Bunter.

Bump! Bang! Crash!

“Yarooch! Help! Fire!
Whaooooooop 1"

Crash ! ;

It was tho final crash; and Billy
Bunter, restored to liberty, sat in the
midst of wreckage, and roared.

from

Murder !

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Over the Garden Wall !

it HOODOP 1*
Bunter roared.
He hardly knew what had
happened. It seemed to him
that several typhoons and earthgquakes
had happened all at once.
But it was not quite so bad as that.
The chair had smashed, and la
wrecked round Bunter as he sat ar
roared. Bunter’s first impression was
that he was killed; his second, that he
was fearfully injured. Later; he dis-
covered that he was not much hurt,
though he was very much shaken, and
had a few bumps.
He staggered to his feet.

THE MAGNET

Down tha steep path came the four
coolies. Porkaps they were anxious
about Bunter, Certainly they were
anxious shout the ohair.

They gathered round the Owl of the
Remove. .

“Owl ¥You rilly brutes!” roared
Bunter, glaring at them through his
big spectacles. “You silly fatheads!
What did vou drop me for?

“Plenty solly, sar! You payeo along
that chair.”

“What?” hooted Bunter.

“You payee twentee dollee, sar.”

“You checky beast!” roared Bunfer
in great indignation. Not only had the
coolies let him roll downhill, but they
expected him to pay for the chair that
had been smashed! This scemed to
Bunter hke adding insult to injury.
“You checky hestheni I've a joliy
good mind to kick -youl! Think I'm
going to pay you for nearly breaking
my neck "

“You Pam twentee dolles, sar, along
that chair!” persisted the owner of the
wrecked property.

“{Zo and eat cokel” roared Bunter,

As Bunter did not possess twenty
dollara, or anything like that sum, he
could hardly have met the demand had
he been so inchned. But he was not
a0 inchned.

“You payea, sar[”

“"Ratﬂ IM‘

Bunter turned to walk away.

Immediately the four coolies sur-
rounded him. Up to now they had been
civil and obliging, and certainly they
had worked hard. Now they began to
look very ugly indeed.

*You pavee along that chair, sar”
shouted the English-speaking ococlie;
and the others shouted in Chinese.

“(Oh grumba|” gasped Bunter.

He blinked round him anxiously.
Thera was no one in sight. The path
ran between garden walls, over the tops
of which branches hung. It was evi-
dontly not & much-frequented path, and
at the present moment Billy Bunter
and his bearers had it to themselvas:

Ho realised that he was in a lonely
place, with {four angry and exasperated
natives,” and he was alarmed.

“You payeo, sar|* shonted the coolie.
“¥ou tinkee blezk nicey chair, sar,
nicoy handsome chair belong me, and
no payee, sar? Oh, no, sarl "E'?u
payee twentes dolles along that chair,
sar.

And a chorus in Chinese followed.

“Laook hers, I'll pay you two dollare I®
gasped Buntor.

“You payes twentee dollee.”

“1—¥ can"tl I jolly well won’t]l 1
didn't break your beastly chaic 1"
howled Bunter. “You've jolly nearls
killed me! I'll have you run inl Gec
away! I'm done with you !

“You payes, s=arl” 'The coolie
approached closer to Dunter, wilh a
very ugly look on his face. " Yes, sarl
Honoulable lord Sgayea along that chair!
Paveo plenty cash! Yes, sar.”

Bunter jumped back.

“Look here, you cheoky beast—-"

The ecoolie followed him up and
stretched out a claw-like hand to E_l'-ﬂﬁF
him. The man was angry snd excited,
and it was plain that there was going
to be gerious trouble if Bunter did not
foob the bill.  All the money Bunter had
would not have settlad it: and he had
no desire whatever to part with all tho
money he had. Dut he blinked at the
four threatening faces, and his fat heart
sank. It occurred to him just then that
he would have preferred to be safe on
board the Silver Star in Hong Kong
harbour.
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Tha Chinese servants
drew near Forrers
Locke, bowing meekly,
then suddenly they
leapt on the detective

like so many tigers !

The claw clutched

“You payee, sar I”
Bunter's shoulder.

Bunter realised, with a thrill of
horror, that he was going to be roughly
handled,

* I-—1I =ay, held on—I—I mean, leggo!
I—I=I'll pay!” he gasped. *I—I
meant to pay, of course.”

“You payeo, enr, allee light.*

And the coolie released DBunfer's
shoulder and stepped bacl:.

., Tho next instant Bunter had taken
to hia heels.

There was a yoll behind him,

With a speed that was remackable,
considering tho weipht he had to carry,
Bunter tore down the steep path
towards the lower road.

His sudden flight secmed to take the
coolies by surprise for a moment. Dut
only for a moment. Then they came
yelling after him.

“0h erikey | gasped DBunter.

He fairly flow.

He spun round a cornier of the path
where it turned abruptly and velled as
he ran into an overhansing branch over
a garden wall.

"Ow! Yow! Wow!" )

i iichind him ecame pattering naked
e
What would happen to him if the
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coolics overtook him, Bunter did not
know, But he knew, beyond the shadow
of a doubt, that it would be something
distinctly unpleasant. And he knew,
too, that be hatd no more chance in a
race with a conlie than a tortoise in &
race with a hare. MNecessity i3> the
parcnt of invention: dirve danger quick-
encid Bunter's faenltiea, Even as he
howled, colliding with the thick over-
hanging branch, he acted—without stop-
ping to think! He grabbed the branch
and, with an activity ho had never dis-
played before, swung himself up.

How he did it, Donter never knowl
Any of the Famous Tive could have
swung himself to the top of the garden
wall by the hanging branch with ease.
But acrobatic stunts like that weve nok
;y}th:ter’s line. EHe had too much to
ift.

But he did 1t! The patter of feos
Lehingd inspired him with an activity
and strength that amazed himself.

Almost belore ho knew what he had
dona ha was on the tiled top of the

'g:tnittn wall; in anoiher second he hod

roppod oo the inner slide.

He dropped into & mass of flowering
shrubz, and lay gosping and listening.
Fatter, patier, pattor come the bare fect

e,

of the coolies round the corner. They
pattered on.

The Owl of Greviriars panted with
relief. They did not even know that
lic had swung himself over the wall,
and they were running on in search of
him farther on.

“UOh erikey '™ panted Bunter,

The runnine feet died into silence,

Buntoer sat np and blinked rotnd Lim.

Ho-bad had no time to ccasider any-
thing but cseape, with the exasporated
coclies after him. Now he Legan to
consider. ialo whose parden ho had
go unceremoniously plunged ho had not
the faintest idea. e knew that he was
m a wealthy residential district of
Victoria City; ile parden belonged, in
atl probability. to the house of some rich
merchant of Mone Kong, On the other
hand, it might belong to somo rich
Chinaman: and little az DBonter knew
of Chira an.d Chinese customs, he knew
that it was a perilous business 1o butt
into & Chinaman’s privale preseryves.
And ho very earefully kept in tho cover
of the shrulz while he blinked round
him.

Tha garden was laren and rich with
flawers. There was a pond and a Lridzo
and a fountain, and near the water was

Tug Migxer Linesey.—No, 1,181
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% building that was strange fo Bunter's
eyes, with many roofs rising one above
annther, which ke knew, from pictures
he had scen, to be a pagoda. At a much
greater distance bo had a glimpse of a
large building through the trees.

*Jh dear ™ aned Bunter.

The papoda 1a the garden zeemed to

hint that the place belonged to &
Chinese. There was no ono to bo seen
in the garden; it seemed deserted.
_ Bunter rose to bis feet at last. There
was not much wisdo: + in Bunter’s com-
position, but ho realise! that if it was
a Chinaman’s garden ints which he had
dropped, the sooner he got out of it
the hetter it wonld be for him. And be
was about to clkab the tree by the wall
when there came s sound of pattoring
fcet on the other side.

The coolics were coming back! He
could hear their panting voices along
wilh the pattering of naked feet.

Bunter promptly dropped back into
tho shrubs again, )

So long ns those bansls were hunting
for him he could not get out of the
garden. It was not safe to stay where
he was, but i1t was no vac falling out of
the frying-pan into the fire. He squatted
in the shrubs, with & palpitating fat
heart, end listened.

The panting voices, the pattering foot-
gteps, passed om. But a few minutes
later Bunter heard the. . again. Agamn
they died away. Apparently the coolies
were puzzled his disappearance and
were hunting him up and down and
round about,

Billy Bunter groaned.

He darcd not climb out over the wall.
On the other hand, he dared not remain
where he was.

Again he blinked over the sunny
garden. Mo one was to be seen. He
crept out of the shruba, and trod along
a path that led by the pagoda. He
blinked to the right, and he blinked to
tho left, as he trod. There must ba a
gate somowhers, and if he could only
find the gate, before he was found in
the parden—

lFé;h trih“]’!u

Over a flowering buzh, a large Chinese
hat loomed into view, DBunter gazed at

it in terror. The bush hid the wearer
from his sight: but the hat waes moving
in his direction,

It was too late to dodge back to the
chrubbery, He blinked round wildly;
the open doorway of the pagoda was at
hand, Bunter darted into the pagoda,
and vanished.

A few moments more and fnut&tapa
passed the deorway. To Bunter's in-
tense relief, they passed on. He had not
been seen.

DBut :::Ih?t hntt:.nﬂili E&a seen, if he
emerge romm agoda, was pretty
cﬁrta?n. Bunter skufk in the shadowy
interior of the little building,
groaned.

and

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Caunght in the Snare !

E hallcaste clerk fanned him- d
gelf as he came out of Mr, Wun

Lung's office in Hon

Ko with Ferrers Locke. t
was hot in Hong Kong; and Mr. Pong
affected to feel the heat very greatly as
a gort of concession to the Buropsan half
of him. Ferrers Locke looked as cool as
ica. In the street a chair was waiting,
with [our brawny coolies. They bowed
respectfully to the white man; but their
eyes hxed on the hall-caste.

Mr. Pong, dressed in striped trousers,
a tailcoat, and a bowler hat, looked
guite European, except for his face and
his fan. e changed his fan from his
right hand to his left, and raised his
bowler hat politely and deprecatingly to
the Englizhman as he addresscd him.

“Mr. Wun 13 a thousand times deso-
lated,” he said. “But a small accident
ta his Monourable ankle confines him to
his houso, '

Locke nodded.

Mr. Pong had already explained this
to him geveral times in the office: but
Locke bad been in Asia before, and he
was used to the endless repetitions of
Asiatics, He expected Mr. Pong to go
on talking s0 long as a listencr was in
the offing.

“Mr. Wun is eager to see the honour-
able English lord-one!” went on Mr.

Chung
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THE MARGNET
Pong. " He E:re his esteemed instruo-
tions to this humble person. The chair

waits to take you to his house on the
g{a& Yot once more I would say that

r. Wun expecta to see his son with
your lordship.”

“Wun Lung remains on the yacht,”
answarad Locke briefiy.

“If it is the will of the honourable
one,” eaid Mr. Pong, “a sampan could
be dispatched to the yach K

Locke shook his head.

*“It is not for this poor person to
advise,” said Mr, Pong. * Yet I would
hint that Br. Wun will be disappointed
not to see his son, after so long & separa-
timll

“1 ghall not bring Wun Lung sshore
until I have seen his father,"” answered
Ferrers Locke., “Tell the bearers to
make haste,"

He stepped into the chair and sat

own,

Mr. Pong addresed the coolies. Ho
spoke in Chinese, every word of which
was and comprehended by Locke,
He was directing them to carry the
English lord to Mr, Wun Chung Lung's
house on the péak, and to exercise the
groatest care with their honourable and
priceless burden.

The bearers grasped the poles and
swung up the chair, and started off. Tho
business quarter of the city was soon left
behind, and the coolies threaded a gtecp
path leading up the slopes of Victoria
FPeak.
_ Ferrsts Locke eat in the chair, glane-
ing out occasionally at the wiew on
either side; the bamboo roof shelterin
him from the blaze of the sun, in which
the coolies panted and aweated.

Locke would have preferred to take
the cable cars up the hill; but as Mr.
Wun Chung Lung had a ntly made
uue arrangements for him, he fell in with
them without question,

He was anxious to see Wun Lung's
father as soon as possible. Whether the,
Chiness merchant was etill up at Can-
ton, or whether he had come down the
river to Hong Eong to meet the Silver
Star, Locke had pot kmown when he
landed from the yacht. He had pro-
ceeded as spon az possible to Mr. Wun
Chung Lung’s office, where Mr. Pﬂngﬁ
the merchant’s confidential clerk
appeered to be expecting hum.

Mr. Pong had explained that the mer-
chant was in Hong Kong, but remaining
in his private residence in the Peak dis-
trict, owing io a slight aocecident, And
Mr. Pong iad rather insisted that Mr,
Wun cxpected to see his son at the
earliest possible moment, and suggested
several times over that Wun Lung
should be sent for from the wvacht, to
accompany the detective to Mr, Wun's
house. ) .

On that point, however, Locke's mind
was made up; Wun Lung was not leav-
ing the Silver Star, except in the
presence of his father, and i his
father's care. Not till he had scen Mr,
Wun, and made every possible arrange-
ment for the boy's safety, would Locke
allow him to leave the security af the
¥acht,

The chair swung on and upward,
borne on the shoulders of the four
brawny coolies,

Ferrora Locke had been in Hong
Eong before; but he looked from either
side of lum with keen appreciation
of the scenez of beauty that burst on
his view from every turn of the road,

Glimpses of the great harbour, of the
Chinese city on Kowloon across the
water, the city of Hong Kong at his fect
—+tropical verdure on all sides—roads
laid out like well-appointed private
grounds; it was & scene of which the
eye did potf socn tire.
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Migher and higher swung the chair,
S it Etﬂﬁﬂd at last at a great gate.
#ay in a high wall, o )

The gate stood open, giving a view of
s large garden bright with flowers, with
B lake, crossed by a strangely-shaped
bridge, and a pagods standing near the
bridge. Beyond, on a higher terrace,
stood a large house. Several Chinese
servants, in rich attire, kow-towed to
the ground.as the bearers walked in
with the chair., The gate closed behind
with a heavy clang. y ]

Arrived at the mansion, the coolies
stopped and lowered the poles, and the
cheir rested on the ground. Locke
stepped out.

A Chinaman in gorgeous garb, glow-
ing like a hu hntte:gy in petticoats of
variegated silks, met him, and kow-
towed, almost touching the earth with
his forehead, _

Locke did not smile; Chinese ctiquetto

uired the utmost gravity. Having
kow-towed thrice, with billowing skirta,
the Chinaman—apparently a sort of
butler or major-domo—addressed him in
English. i

“Will the honourable one deign to
walk into the humble, hovel-like dwell-
ing of his wretched slave?” he asked.

“Mr. Wun Chung Lung is at home 7"
asked Locke,

“My lord expects the English lord in
the ko-tang,” said the Chinaman. "'If
the great and glorious one will conde-
gcend to enter this miserable hovel—"

Heo led the way round the devil-screen
that guarded the entrance, and Locke
entered the house,

The Chinaman, with a sweocession of
bows, ushered him through two or three
gorgeously-decorated halls, and finally
into the guest-hall, the ko-tang.

The ko-tang was empty.

“Will the respected lord-one deign to
seat himself on this loathsome chair
while I inform my master that he has
shed the light of his glorious counten-
ance on this miserable house ¥"

Locke sat down,

The Chinaman glided away with a
rustle of silken skirts.

The Baker Btreet detective waited,
lancing round the ko-tang. It was a
arga apartment, the floor a2 mosaic of
curious stones, the ceiling high, the
walls decarated with painted sprays of
lilies. Twe or three priceless Ming jars
stood about the room, and from their
interiors, c¢rammed with rose-leaves,
came a pleasant scent.

There were several doorways, covered

with aiﬂ.tted‘ curtains. From one of these |

several Chinese servants entered the
room with noiseless steps. They bere
lacquer trays contalning refreshments in
tiny lacquer howls, Their heads were
bent humbly as they approached the
white mon,

Soldom, or never, had Ferrers Locke
been taken by surprise in the course of
a carcer of adventure and danger. But
this time tho Baker Stroct dotective had
to admit that he was taken entirely and
hopelessly off his guard.

Tor, as the half-dozen Chinese drew
near him, bowing meekly, all of a
glulden they dropped the ﬂlr:quer traya
and leaped on the detective like so many
tigers,

Before even the quick-witted Baker
Strect detective knew what was happen-
ing, their hands closed on him, grasp-
ing him on all sides, and he was a
Prisoner.

Locke leaped to his feel—in the grasp
of snﬂweﬁ-l.r{l hands! He stood in the
mnidet of his assailants—helpless! Both
his arms were firmly grasped, and he

had no chance of getting ot hiz auto-
matio.

His eyes blazed.

Even yet he. did not grasp the
treachery to which he had been a victim.
But as a tall man in gorgeous robes
entered the ko-tang by another door he
understood,

For the man who entered was the
Mandarin Tang Wang!

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Detective’s Doom I

T NG WANG 1#
Ferrers Locke uttered the

name involuntarily.
The mandarin smiled; the
EIEH, eruel smile that e knew so
well,
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the servants glided from the Lo-tang
and disappeared.

The mandarin seated himself on a
silken-brocaded couch, facing his priss
oner.  Locke stood silent,

Hiz face was calm. Not the flicker
of an eyelid betrayed his feclings.

"1 regret,” said Tang Wang, ““this
discourteons reception of so  distin-
guished a guest, who hgnours my humbla
abode with his glorious presence.”

“Clome to the point!” sald Ferrers
Locke crisply. "I understand, now,
that this house does not belong to Wun
Lung's father.”

“Thiz wretched house, such as it i3,
ig mine " assented Tang Wang., “ The
honourable dwelling of the Canton mer-
chant is far from here”

GREYFRIARS
CORRESPONDENTS.

No. 13.

Our long-haired poet is
still going great guns.
This week his facile
pen treats of Frank
Nugent, perhaps the
best-looking chap at
Greyfriars.
D A  hRope
rouiid ;
By Harry and Hurree and Johnny,
And Cherry, my comrades renowined,
They're helping me pen this effusion,
Four. tongues ore all waggeng af once;

So if there aré stgns of confusion
It wsn't becavse I'm a duncel

EFEAR MATER,—I kope wyou are
bonny—
that i3 échoed ail

Says Wharton: " Your mater's a ripper
For tending e hamper so primel
We were down to our very last Eipper—

It saved us from starving in timel”
Sans Cherry: " The cake was delicious—
A poem—a dream—a delight [
TFhat fat pirate Bunter was viciovs
To find himself balked of a bitel”

Jahknny Bull, with e passion for pallies,
Ate ziz—T believe it was ninel—
Then he loosened Mis bell and said:
" Tkat iz
A feast of the gods—it’s divine ™
And Inky, our dusky-skinned brother,
Whose speech 18 the sulject of sport,
Sapsx: " Please tell your ludicrous motheér
That she i3 a brickful good soré /"

' Leeping an eye on young Dicky,
He rathcr rezents tf, T think,;
His features are jemmy and sticky,
His collar’s bespattered with ink.
And often he causes convulsion,
And drives Mr. Twign to despair]
But zo long as he dodger cxpulsion
The reckless young rascal won't carel

We're going great guns at the Soccer,
Sex treumplis successively, mind!

But Skinner, whe's ratlher g mocker,
Declures our opponculs were blind !

However, we conguercd al Courtficld,
And at Highcliffe our prowess did

prove ;

And very few teams on the sport fichi

Can vanguish the Qreyfricrs Remorve ]

I''t seadd wou the ather newa lutér
{Frovided I've any fo tell);

Please give my regards to the poter,
And Dicky's good wishes as well,

My ehums are all eagerly wailting
For se to take part in a prank;

I fope it won't cend in a galing
For your most afectionate FRANE !

. "You know me, Mr. Locke ?” he said,
in perfect English.

“I da!” szaid Loeke.

Ho knew it all now. He knew how
he had been tricked and trapped. The
house into which he had been brought
wag not the house of Wun Chung Lung.
It was the houwsze of the mandarin.

Tang Wang spoko shortly and sharply
to his servants in Chinese.  Cords wero
drawn round ihwe detoctive, binding his
armsa down Lo his sides.

He madoe no attempt at resistance. It
was useicss. In thoe grasp of the half
dozen Chiinese, he could scarcely move
a finger. Kound and round the detee-
tive, the eords were drawn and knotied,
till he stood hLelpless.

Then at a mgn from Tang Wang,

“And Mr. Wun's confidential clerk,
Pﬂnf, is m your pay?” said Ferrcrs
0.
The mandarin smiled.

“Bay, rather, that Pong 13 a2 memboy
of the Red Dragon tong,” he answored.
“He is a useful servant of the tong, and
never more usefol than to-day., My
Wun is still nt Canton, my honourablo
friend ; and I doubt whether he knows
that your yacht has zrrived at Iong
Kong. Certainly no word has been
sent to him from hizs hong liere. It i3
I. Tang Wang, who give orders to hia
chief clerk.”

Locke’s lips zet hard.

He could hardly blame himself for
having fallen inte such a trap. Greod

BEe Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,181,



22

nt hr knew the power of the tenr to
be, he had not suspected teat o member
of the tong was in Mr. Wun's service.
Ho could not have guessed that the
man in charge of Mr. Wun's hong in
the city waus o “Red Dragon™ tong-man.
Ha had walked unsuspectingly into the
?JTB that treachiery had spread for his
cet.

Ile knew now, why Mr. Pong had
been so aoxious that Wun Lung should
nccumpang him, IHad Locke given
way on that point, the merchant’s son
would now be 1o the power of his enemy.

And it was a consolation to the Baker
Street detective to know that, whatever
happened to him, Wup Lung was still
safe with the Greyiriars party on board
the Silver Star.

The mandarin selocted a cigarette, and
lighted 1it, and pufled out smoke with
an alr of quict enjoyment.

“Mav I offer vou a cigarotte, Mr
Locke 7™ he asked politely.

“Thank you, no.”

"You do not care to smoke n last
cigarctte before vou say farewell for
ever fo the pleasurca of this world

“I would point out to you, Mr. Tang
Wang, that you are not in your own
city of Pan-shan now!"™ said Ferrers
Locke quictly. “Here, in Victoria
Citv, Hong Ilong, you are under the
British lag—and tho British police. If
harin comes to me in your house, you
will be hanged like a dog 1"

“But who will koowi" asked the
mandarin gently.

l.ocke did not answer.

e knew that he was at the yellow
villain's merey. No one would know,
no one could suspeet, that he had ever
entered the walls of Tang Wang's house
on the Penk. )

Me. Pong and the coolies knew, but
they were the faithful servants ﬂf the
tong. No onoe else knew, or could
know.

Tang Wang laughed lightly.
_“Comas, Mr. Locke, let us talk sen-
sibly,"” bo said. = “ At the lifting of my
finger, you die; and your body disap-
peara under the lake In my garden.
the English know, they would hang me
lika o coolie—me, a mandarin, and de-
scandant of the Mings! But will- they
know, my honourable friend 7+

Locke stood silent.

Many times had Ferrers Locke looked
on death; and now he knew that it waa
very near. But not a muscls in the
calm foce quivered. _

Something like reluctsnt admiration
cape 1n- the gleaming, ruthless, black
eyes of the Chinaman.

“You are a brave man, Mr. Locke,"”
he said. *1I have bheard much of you,
and I esteem you. I would willingly
spare o brave & man, Apd you will

uess on what torms I will spare you.
E‘hﬂ merchant, Wun Ehungodung, has

defied the power of the Dragon,
For that, his son must die! qu.nr
attompts have been made, and you have

defeated- them all. Now wou are in

my power. Across half the world, my

agents have dogged you, ahd struck and

struck again; and each time ygu have

WL, t waa reserved

with you—and I have not failed |™
“Well 1#

“The tong demanded three thousand
taels of Mr. Wun, as the price of his
son's life!"” said Tang Wang., *“ With
every day that has passed, the price
has risen. Mr. Wun is now called upon
to pay twenty thousand silver ghoes.’

“He will refuse.”

“Not when his son is in my hands."

“His son is not in your hands.”

“1 think vou will send for him," gaid
the mandarin softly. I think wyou
will send a written letter to the yocoht,
bidding Wun Lung come ashore with

for me to deal’

THE MAGNET
Would ke not obey

TOUL IMOSSenEor.
such a letter 1"
“Heo would.”
“And you will write it."
Locke's liPa curled contempiuvously.
“¥ou will not write it to-day,"” smiled
the mandarin, “but perhaps you will
write tp-murmw.”
“MNetther to-day, to-morrow, oo any

day.”

gﬂnly the gods know the future,” said
Tang Wang, “Yet I think that to-
morrow you will write the letter. For
after you have passed a dav and a night
in my lake, up to your neck in water, I
think wvou will be in a mood to take
orders.”

Hia cold, eruel eyos watched tho detee-
tive's face keenly us ho spoke. But
there wasg no sign of amotion in Ferrers
Locke's face, which might have been
carved in stone.

“Bpeak |” said Tang Wang.

Locke shrugged his ahuulguru.

“I huvo littlo to sar,” ho answered.
“ Reloass me, ana I wili pardon you for
this outrage. That is alll Bui only
on condition that you swear by Kwan,
to lua:a Mr. Wun and his family in

peace,

The mandsarin’s eyes blazed for s
moment, Then he laughed.

“They say that the English npever
know when they are beaten,” he smd.
“That ie their great strength--and, per-
hg]pal, their weakness, tool You ara
helplesa, at my mercy: and you talk
like a-lord of the earth! I am notin
haste—this affair is but & small matter
to mel Tomorrow I will talk again
with you.™

Ho nlairped his hands.

Two Chinamen entered the ko-tang.
At a sign from the mendarin, they
grasped the bound detective by the arms
and led him away.

(Continued on néxt page.)
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Bunter’s frightened eyes caught aight of a
faee ithat rose from the lavel of the
lake’s waters—the Iace of & while man.

It was the face of Ferrers Locke !

Tang Wang followed.

Ferrers Livcke walked between the
two Chinese through several rooms and
passapges, till they reached a door on
the garden.

He was led inte the garden under
tho bright sun that streamed down on
flowers and grass and trees, and on the

leaming lake. His conduoctors fol-
owed a path towards the leke, ond
l:tt:&pﬂd at the bridge.

Close by the bridge waas g little wooden
E}l_ﬁl.' projecting into the water. Teuog
Yanr gpoke a few words in Chipese,
and Locke was taken along the pier.

_ Thers he was lLited over the edge,
into the water. )

His face was while now, but still

Erfl:t-tl_'L calm, and he spoke no word.

o sank in the water to his neck.
Then, as his fcet settled on the bottom,
tho water roso over his chin, and coverad
his lips. Only by throwing his head
bael, and etretehing his chin, could he
breathe.

A rope was passed round himn, bind-
ing him with his back to the end of the
pier.

Then the tweo Chinese glided away
and disappeared,

Tang Wang steod on the pier, look-
ing down at the detective. For somo
moments he was sileut, smiling., Then
he spoke.

“1 think vou will write that lefter
to-morrgw, Mr. Locke,”™ he said softhy.

Locke heard his footsteps recede.

Ho was left alone i the spacious
garden.

Silence and stillness ley round him,
save for the faint lap of the water.
No living thing appeaved in his sight.
The mandarin, probably, had given
orders that no ons should enter the

-

At all events, the detective

garden, 3
was left in complete solitude.

The water lapped over his chin. The
muscles of his neck were strained, as he
held his head back and his chin up.
For the present it was only discomfort.

In an hour it would be torture. And
after many hours—

Liocke shivered.

After n hours the torture would
bz unendurable,. He would welcome
death as a release from it. YWould he
weslken? Would he ery out for release,
as he knew that his merciless encomy
expected? Never that! But the alter-
nativa was death—to drown like o dog
when he could bear the torture no
longer! And it was borne in upon the
mind of Ferrers Locke that this was the
cnd of his career—that he had come to
the mysterious land of China {o die
unseen, unknown, unavenged — the
victim of & mandarin whom he bad de-
feated so often, but who had, at long
Inst, defonted him and doomed him.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Monse and the Lion !

i H oritkey!” pgreaned Billy
@ Bunter, =
Fhe fat junior's heart stood

still.

Crouching in the shadowy interior ol
the pagodu, he trembled from head to
rook,

The Owl of the Eemove had won-
dered, apprenensively, to what China-
man the garden might belong, and
what sort of a Chinaman he might be,
and what would happen if the China-
man f[ound him thers. And now he
naw !

There had been footsteps in  the

A il

-

garden, They died away, and Dunter
peered out of the pagoda, hoping to
find the coast clear, to steal away in
scarch of a gate, and escape. And then
he saw what <aused the blood to rum
¢old in his veins.

There was 2 man in sight—a tall,
well-built Chinaman, walking slowly in
flowing robes. Ile  fanned himself
gently as ho walked, and smiled. But
it was such a smile o3 might have
wrinkled the visage of a tiger in the
jungle. Bunter gave the [ace one
startled, terribed blink, and then backed
hurriedly into the despest shadows of
the pagoda. [For he had recognised the
mnan who was coming up the path from
the lake—recognised him as the China-
man who had watched the Silver Star,
from his sampan, the previous doy,
when the yacht had ghded into tho
harbour of Hong Kong, It wos the
Mandarin Tong Wang.

Bunter's {at heart died within lam.

It was Tang Wang! That was whera
his reckless venturs had landed him—in
the garden of Tang Wang, the cnemy
of tho Greyfriara party, the chief of the
Red Dregon tong !

And Tang Wang was coming vp the
path from the lake to the pagoda! His
footsteps came ncarer and nearer.

Terror sevmed to chain Bunter and
keep him motionless, Had the man-
darin seen him?  Did Tang Wang know
that ho was there?! Bunter suppressed

# groan of sheer horror. He stared
round wildly. There was a stairease,
ut he daved not mount it, The man-

darin would see him as bhe camg in.
Near et hand was a tall, lacquered
seveen, before which stood some strango
ligures, and Bunter dodged behind
the screcen. He stood there with palpi-
tating heart.

The doorway was darkencd by a tall
figure; the mandarin entered.

Bunter hardly breathed.

The serecn was not solid, part of it
was of open filigree work, and through
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the inlterstices, DBanter could ses the
burly mandarin againat the lizht. lle
crouched low.

Obviously, Tang Wang did not know
ihat anyvone was there. He came dircetly
towards the sereen, ecach footfall a
death knell to Bunior's ears. - But he
stopped before the sereen, and thero was
silenes.

Throuzh one of the slits in the screen
Gunter could partly zce him. He was
bowing to the ground, and the be-
wildered fat junior wondered why.
Then he realised that the ivory figures
on the other side of the screen must be
some sort of Chinese peds, and that the
mandarin was paying them his respects.
Thrice the mandarin kow-fowed to the
ground befors his gods, and then he
began to speak in Chinese. A pungent
odour came to Bunter's fab nose, Tan
VWeang had lighted incense-sticks, an
they wero burning in honour of his
gods.

Then thers were [ootfalls again.
Dlinking through a slit in the lacquered
sereen, Bunter saw  the _mandarin
depart., )

He goasped with relief.

Silence followed.

Dilly Bunter wiped the streaming per-
spiration from his face, [To was still
undiscovered, though it was cortain that
Tang Wang would have cut him t€o
piccea had he been aware that »
“ foreign dovil "' had watched him ot his
devetions, Tang Wang had been re-
turning thaoks to his heathen gods for
delivering an encmy into his power—the
enemy whomy he had doomed to cruel
torture. And he departed, never dream-

ing that tho pagoda had been temonted -

by any but his gods.
Bunter moved at last.

At any risk, he had to get out of
this! The sight of Tang Wang had
fairly curdled his blood.

e crept to the doorway and peered

out. The gardens lay silent and de-
sevted in the sunshine, The trees cut
off the houss from sight. Tang Wang
was not to bo scen; he had returned to
the house. Bunter stood in the door-
way, watching, straining his ayes behind
his big spectacles, before he wentured
out. To get back to the wall where he
had entercd, climb it, and escape—that

was hia only thought. Probably the
coolies had long gone; but, in any case,
he had to risk the coolies. Ten

thousand angry coolies would not have
scarcd him as the Mandarin Tang Weng
scared him.

And then, s Bunter watched, he be-
came ewwarg that he waas not alone
in the garden. [His frightensd eyes,
roving to and {ro, caught sight of a
face—a face that rose from the level of
the lake's waters, at the end of the little
pier—the face of & white man,

Bunter stared at it, transfxed.

It was the face of Ferrers Locke!

The fat junior’s cyes distended behind
his spectacles in utter amazement.

Ferrers Locke—within a scors feet
of him! Ferrers Locke, bound to the
pter, his chin barely above the water!

Bunter wondered whether he was
dreaming.

“0Oh crumhbs!” he gasped.

For long minutes Bunter stood there
within the pagoda, staring. A gust of
wind from the distant mountains of
China stirred and rippled the lake, and
the water washed oved the lips of the
bound detective. Bunter saw him gasp-
ing for breath when the water sank
level again.

That, doubtless, would be Bunter's
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fate if he was caught! Every nerve inswarm of the mandarin's followers dis-

the fat junior's body wurged him to
flight. The garden was deserted, the
way was clear; but any moment might
reveal an epemy.  Bunter's [at legs
almost walked away with him.

But ke made an effort. Screwing up
hia eourage to the sticking-point, Bunter
hurried out of the pagoda, und ran to
the pier in the lake.

Ferrers Locke had fallen into the
hands of the mandarin! He was a help-
less prisoner, doomed to death! Bunter
eould not fles and leave him to i—
even Bunfer!

He rcached the

gasped ;
"%ﬁ[n Locke 1 .
Ferrera Locks gave a violent sturt.
Ha bad given up hope.
He wondered whetlier his senscs were

detective, and

leaving him when he heard the voice
of Billy Bunter.

“Mr. Locke! I—I say, it—it's me—
Bunter1"” gasped the Owl of the
Remove.

*“ Bunter !*

. ANOTHER READER WINS
| DANDY PENKNIFE!
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;&i
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air i
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m b
2, Tunnel );Iili. Astwood Road,

Worcester. l

“Yes! I say—

Only for a sgscond was Ferrers Locke
gshaken, The next he was the cool and
composed detective of Baker BStreet.
His voice was calm, as if he was chat-
ting in the saloon of the SBilver Star, as
he spoke again.

®Have you a knife, Bunteri”

“Oh!{ Yeal”

“Cut me loose—quieck |

Bunter proped in his pockets [or his
pocket-knife, He did not remember
which pocket it was in, and he tried all
the wrong pockets first. But he found
it at Inst, and opened it. :

s I* whispered the detective.

Bunter did not need telling to hasten,
He Llinked over his shoulder, and set to
work in & great hurry. ‘The blade
sawed through the eord that fastened
Ferrers Locke to the gmr.

Locke said no word.

Hs was emazed, astounded, by
Bunter’s g;mnca in the g{larden of Tang
Wang. bt how Buntor had come there
mattered nothing for the moment.
What mattered was to escape before a

covered and cut off escape.

In a muplu of minutes Locke was free
from tho pter. ;

“Hold me!” He spoke quistly. “ My
arms are bound,”

Bunter held to his collar and pulled.
Locke sprawled half-over the edgze of

tho pier. Dunter sawed at the cords
wound and bound round him, and they
fell apart.

Ferrers Locke dragged himself Lightly
from the water.

He rose to his feet, cast one swifk
glm round him, and grasped Dunter
¥ the arm.

“ Come 1" o

Bunter panted along by his side. In
a few seconds they were hidden from
gight in a grove of small trees.

“Now,"” said Locke, “how did you

enter? We may get out the same way.
I have mo doubt all the gates are
guarded.”

Bunter breathlessly explained.

*“Come [

A couple of minutes, and they had
reached the wall where Bunter had
clambered over to escape the coolies.
Ferrers Locke swung the fat junior up
the tree, and Bunter grasped the tiled
top of the wall,

He rolled over, hui’ng on, and dropped
into the path outside. Ferrers Locke
¢lambered up in his turn.

There was a shout from the garden.

Thres or four Chinamen came running
through the Howering bushes, shouting
a3 they ran. Locke looked back. He
had been seen

Bang !

A bullet whiatled over the detective's
hend n3 he swung himself over the wall,
and draopped in the rond beside Bunter.

“Run ! he said quietly.

“Oh crikey ! _

With Locke's grasp on his arm help-
ing him, the fat junior ran as he had
seldom run befors., Behind them
sounded shouts and yells of alarm, end
another and another shot rang out,
Thera wae cause for alarm, for now
that Ferrers Locke was free, there was
little safety for the Mandarin ‘I_'npg
Wang within the limits of the Britis
territory of Hong Kong.

But if there was pursuit, Locke and
Bunter saw nothing of it. Looke knew
the m:iy well, and in ten minutes they
reached a stopping-place of the cable
cars in time to & car_going down-
hill. Bunter sank back into his seat
with a gasp of relief, and wiped stream-
ing gampiratiun from his fat face.

h lor' I" he gasped.

Locke in his drenched clothes, Bunicr
in his crimson cummerbund, attracted
quits a lot of attention from the othor

engers. The car rattied down the

illy road, bearing them into the safety

of tia crowded city. And already, from

hiz luxurious house on the Feak, the

Mandarin Tang Wang wes feping—flee-

itg from Hong Kong before the grasp
of justice could be laid on him,

. & - M

Harry Wharton & Co., cn board the
Silver BStar, wondered what delayed
Feorrers Locke, and what had become of
Billy Bunter. DBut among their many
surmises, they did not surmise that the
fatuous fat jumior had saved Ferrers
Locke from & death-trap in Hong Kong.

THE END.

(Whoe soys another thrilling parn like
the one you'va just read? AN of youl
Well, then, Iook out Jor: “GIREY.
FRIARS CHUMS IN CHINA/ (ke
next yarn ih this fovel new serier. Ii'a
simply stunaningf)
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ADVICE TO AMATEUR EDITORS . . . . SEE BELOW!

Heve your Editor is pleased to answer guestions and discuss fopics of gemeral
inferest. Write to him: Editor of the " Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press,

Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, E.C.d.

woill ensure o reply.

HERE'S quite a large nile of letters
on my desk this morning, so
I think the best thing I can do
is to start apswering them with-
out delay. The fimt one comes from a chum
who has forgoiten to put his nems and
addreas on his letter., However, the en-
vﬂ!:ipa was tmarked * Worthing,"
8o 1 ssgurge t my chum livea there.
{f course, he might be on holiday. He
saks me to give him the address of a boxing
elul which be can join, but, as I am not
pure where he lives, I can't very well
answeér his letter. It would be uselesa for
me to give him the address of a London
¢club, wouldn’t it ¥ Will this reader write
to me again, and give me bis noame and
address, when I will write to him direct.
By the way, it is impossible for me to
answer queries the same week as I receive
therm, because the Magwer goes to press
eome time before it eventually finds ils
way into your handa. So when an urgent
reply ia required, a , asddressed
envelope should be enclosed, and I will
iry to send an snswer by return of post.
The fact that we go to press eo early
accounts for some of my answera to queries
being out of dats ocomsionally. PFor in-
stance, in o recent reply I mentioned Vie
Huxley, the sfeadwag rider, doing four
laps at Wemb :g in 79 seconds. By the
time it app in print
ANOCTHER SPEEDWAY DEMON

had broken Vio's record and set up another,
Ons of Yorkshire chums—J. Barron,
of Halifax—tella me that Squib Burtoen
holda the track record in his loeality,
having done four laps in 1 minute 20
£6000 But it is impossible to compare
different riders, becausa the length of
the track wvariez at different f’_ﬁp&eiways‘
Jack Ormston has put up the f[astest
time for the quartsr mile in this country.
He did it at a speed of 47.33 miles per
hour !

HE npaxt lotter this weok comes
I from F. 0. Duop, of Romford,
who asks for

A FEW TIPS ON EDITING.
He has just been made editor of his school
e, and he thinks I might be abls
to help him, Of course, a lot depends on
:ﬂiﬂl sort of a maﬁzz.ma it is. But my
um should get hold of a number of
contributors with a keen sense of humour,
for the more humour,there is in & school
ine, the better it will be received.
He should avoid anything “stodgy " and
ghould prevail on as many people as
osgible to send in articles and stories.
thece is & boy at school who can write
light versea, on the style of our “ Grey-
friars Co: ndents,” this is sure ta

be a popular feature.

In faot, my chum can't do better than
model his paper on the lines of ™ The
Groyfriare Herald,” HKeep it bright and
eparkliog, end be bang up-to-date with
such thiogs es sport [eatvres, Articles

Do it
Nowl

{eathey

on hobbies are always interesting, and
it's a good iden to offer a little prize for the
best comtribution, If therp are any boya
st hie seshoal who have travalled a lot, the
should be ssked to write up their adj:
veotures. The best advice T can give to
an amateur editor is to keep his paper as
different as possible from other papers.
Do not try to imitate professional papers,
but seek to give your magazine an in-
dividuality which will be all ita own.

Haviog got that off my chest let's have
o wagh st the following joke which haa
won for F, C. Taylor, of 32, Seal Gireet,
Daglaton, E.8, a topping Bheffleld steel
ponknife. Hore it is:

Tha Police Commissionsr was
interviewing an applieant for a
y position in the police foree.

“H you were ordersd o

H;pim aid maob
whati won Yoo
do 7" ho asked. A@
A chum of mine who lives in Glasgow,
and who signa himeelf " Inquirez,’! writea

to me to aay that

HE WANTS TO JOIN THE NAVY,

and would like to Enow what the rig of a
blusjacket is. The ordinary cniform is
the familiar blus sffair, with a jumper
jacket, and wide, ball-bottomed trousera.

he collar is of light blue jean with three
rows of white tape, and the neck is open,
ghowing o white flannel, This is the umi-
forrn of the seaman branch, but there are
other branchea, such as cooks, stowards,
clerks, sicl-bay attendants, and so on.
These wear single-breagted coats with black
buttons. The double-breasted coats with
brass buttons are only worn by cilicers
and chief petty officera,

A boy can enter the Navy at the of
fourteon and o half, and so long as is
phygically fit, and bas an ordinary educa-
tion, he hsa no examinations to pass o
order to becoms a ship’s boy. But he must
pass examinations to become sn ablo soa-
man, & leading ssaman, & petty officer,
or a ahiaf gettjr officer, whils, if he is really
a po-ahead youngster, there iz nothing to
prevent him from eventually becoming an
offigor,

Boys in the Navy have to attend school
whero they are irained not only technically,
but in ordioary eduecational subjects.
My chum should apply at the noarest
MNaval reoruiting office for full particulars,
He can obtain the address from his
uu‘i%hhnuring post-offico.

he same reader wants to know of
A OURE FOR BLUSHING.
There iz only cno cure, and that is to got
rid of self-consciousness. Blushing and

being shy comes from o sense of inferiority,
which i o great drawback te any boy.

il

“Pass the hbat round,
sir | ** replied the applicant
promptiy.

Send olong youwr Joke ar powr Greyfricrs Limerick—or
pochket wallels and Sheffield sileel penknives.
i Magnet,” 5, Oormelite Street, London, E.C.d (Comp.),

A stamped and oddressed envelope

siy You are as good as
snyone else—and you'll soon
ﬁ.nd!thht- shyneas will desert
you

YVERY  interesting

latter oomea from

K, (., of Scotland,

who wanta to hoar

mora about Ogilvy of the

BEemove in our storjes, 1

have mentioned this to Fra¥h

Richards, and doubtless my

chum will get his desive

granted in the near futurs,

“ Me X " has doalt with the

next query, which comes from

J. T. Harvey, of Brighton
and concerns

THE INDIAN BASKET
TRICK,

placed in & basket the lid is
elesed apd padlocked, and then several
swords are plunged through it. DBut the
boy eomes out in less. Tn this
case the side of the basket which is farthest
away from the audience is a trick side,
and this falls back on a hinge, allowing the
boy to roll out of the basket on the far
side while the swords are being plungod
into it. Then, when the swords sre with-
drawn, the boy rolls back into the basket—

and bobs up smiling when it is opened !

A boy is

Here are two rapid-fire replies :(—

A STAMP QUERY ]

(** Philatelist,” of Cobh): The Afiret
stamp issued bearing the likensss of a
Pope waos a 1920 Charity stamp, issued in
Spain in aid of funds for the exploration
of the eatacomba at Rome. In tho some
year the stamps of the Vatican Stavs were

tssued,

FREE LANTERN LECTURES.
(John Murphy, of Liverpool): Various
firma lepd lantern slides [or the purpose of
lactures. You should write to the Preaa
Buareaz, 0§85 Broadway, 35.W.1l, lor
particulara.

I'm just about at the end of my epace
now, 8o I'll pass on this Groyfriara limerick
which has been sent in by M. Murray, of
£8, Marine Creapemt, Clontarf, Dublin,
who gets & MagNET pocket wallet for it;

Two beunders amed Skinner and Snoop,
With Stoit form a **scandalous ** group.
They pot only iry

§ To smoke and to }e;

Baot to gambling these slackers will stoop !

And now to mext week's programms.
You'll find Frank Richards well at the
top of his form in :

“ GREYFRIARS OHUMS IN CHINA 1"

which is the title of the long completa yarn
of Harry Wharton & Co, There’s fun in this
gt a8 wall ag thrille, and when you'va
read it you'll vote it one of the best that
this prolific writer has sver given you.
S0 don't miss it, whatever, you do !

Are you still m'ﬂﬁg our g‘mn.b War
serial : **THE FL SPY "t Thero
will be ancther gripping instalment of it
next week, and the author has put his very
beat intoit. And let me mention while
wea're oo the subject of serials that Johin
Brearley, whoso kling eerial yan,
* The Test Match Hope,” proved so popu-
lar is busily engaged writing another
gporting story for you chaps. This is a
treat that will follow on the heels of the
present serial,

You'llchucklaat the * Greyvirars Herald?
gupplemont next week, and also at our
apecial rhymester's contribution, and there
will snlasg be another interesting f[ooter
talk by * Old Ref,” jokes and limericks,
and my usual woekly chat,

YOUR EDITOR.

both -ond win pur wuseful prives of
Al efforts to be seni fo: c/u
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CONTINUING DUIE EPIC WAR
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As Von Arn olimbed, & 8fih Albatross went plunging earthwards, engulfed in
blood-red flame and black, eddying Suicko

The Return of the Silberkugel !

OMMANDANTE OQZWARTE,
officer in charpe of Saarbrucken
C Acrodrome %m.d but newly
arisen, and was in the act of
shaving .when the deor of his room was
thrown viclently open and the Daron
Earlmann dashed in.
“Herr Commandante—* gasped the
baron, :
Commandante Ozwarte faced him
furiously, blood wellihg from & cut
caused by the sudden startling cntry.
“Denner und blitzen !* he exploded.
“What the devil do you mean by ruszh.
ing in hero in that manner?”

“ Rut., Herr Commandante—"

“I will not have it!” thundercd the
commandante, wha was bleseed with an
almost exaggerated sense of lns own
maportance, and swho, into the bargain,

'l 1=

¥rioied and pabllsbed
Adverilscinent officens =

cordiaily detested the baron. “ Do you
hear? I will not have it! As Com-
mandante of S8aarbrucken Acrodrome, I
demand the right to be permitted to
shave in peace and privacy !"

“But my machine hns been stolen!”
shouted the baron nn&;‘ilm

“YWell, what has that got to do with
me !"” demanded the commandante, ges-
ticulating excitedly with his razor, 1
haven't stolen it!” 2

He was warming rapidly to his theme,
his wrathful, lathered visage presenting
a unigue colour scheme in mottled crim.
son and white.

“I take this as a deliberate insulg!™
he thundered. " Here 15 dawn almost
ot hand—I am shaving—I have tho
bombers to get off to Ouchy—and you
have the colossal impertinence to come
bouncing in here, accusing me of steal-
ing your wretched acroplane!”

Hunied by Allied airmen—

Hunted by German airmen—

Guy Tempest, Brifish to the

backbone, fights a lone battle

with the odds heavily agalnst
him 1

“1 am not accusing you of stealin
my acroplane!” shouted the barom, *
have come here to tell you that it's
gone, and I believe the dog who has
taken it is none other than that accursed
traitor, Guido von Sturm !*

“What?” gasped the commandante.

He stood 8z though petrified, eyes
gogeling, mouth agape.

“I am certonin I am right 1™ went on
the baron excitedly. * When I first met
him I thought he was Guido wvon
Sturm ¥

For & long moment Commandante
Ozwarte stared at him. Then deliber-
ately he placed his razor on the wash-
stand, and as deliberately wiped his
face with a towel.

" Now,” ha said heavily, dabbing with
the towel &t the cut on his face, “1 will
hear the details of this. You zay you
met the fellow. Where did you meot
him, and how did you allow him to
steal your machine 1%

“1 met him in a cafe in the Laden-
sirasse,” began the baron. “* He intro-
dueed himsesalf as the Leutnant
Felbe—"

“In other words,™ cut in the com-
mandante unpleasantly, “you allowed
thig fellow—a total stranger to yourself,
I take it 7—to get into conversation with

vou in a filthy, third-rate cafe, Very
nico — very nice indeed! Pray
continue !

“YVon Arn, Larm, end Zobel were
there,” said the baron, Hushing. “ They
will corroborate what I =say. This
fellow claimed to have met me at Karls-
ruhe. His face was vaguely familiar,
and, as he was alone, we allowed him
to join our party.” )

“Oh, g0 you allowed him to join your
party, eh? [Beiter and better!
Proceed I"

“1 resent your tone, Herr Comman-
dante ! said the baron sharply.

“It appears to me,” retorted Com-
mandante Ozwarte, “that you are not in
a position to resont anything! Will you
kifidly continue 7%

“Qur conversation,” proceeded Baron
Karlmann, “eventually turned on the
speed and power of my S8tlberkugel
scout. This Leoutnant Felbe expressed o
wich to sec the machine.” o

“So you agreed to show him it”
sneaered the commandante. " Yes,
begin to understand now.”

“1 am endeavouring,” said the baron,
his voice quivering with surprc's-!aed pas-
sion, "to r in mind tho rank you
hold. But I warn you I will
tolerate your tone mueh longer.”

“Vou will tolerate it.” rapped the
commandante, “just as long as T Like.

(L]

Giet on with what vou have to say!

not

srery Elt-ﬂ‘!'-ﬁi' by the Proprietors, The Amalgamated Press, Lid., The 'Fbu-em'nf
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With an obvicus ellovt the baron kept
himself under control,

“The fellow accompanied me to the
serodrome,” he zaid. " He expressed a
doubt as to the efficiency of tho
machme’s engine igoition. I had a
mechanic swing the propeller, and, be-
fore I reabised what was happening,
Felbe had swung himsell into tho cock-
pit. Before any of us could stop him
he gave the machine open throttle and
took off 17

"“"Well, and what do you want me to
do ¥ demanded Cominandante Ozwarte.

“*All  aerodromes and anti-airerait
batteries must be warned to keep a
look-out for the machine,” said the
baron. “I tell you I suspect the thief of
being that infamous traitor, Guido von
Bturm i*

“But that is impossible 1 exclaimed
the commandante. ‘" Von Sturm, the
mffﬁd rat, has joined the Englanders,
an a

A tudden roar of powerful aerc
cngines out on the aerodrome cut in on
his words. Simultancously the lanky,
leather-clad form of Bgquadron-Leader
Nurren appeared in the open doorway.

“The squadron is ready to take off for
Ouchy, Herr Commandante!” he said,
rigid at the salute.

““Yes, yes,” responded Commandente
Ozwarte, reaching for his tunic. “ Very

!' I will see the machines off,
ﬂ:’u tmann Nurren !”

“But what about my stolen scout?”
interjected Buron Karlmann angrily.
“This is a matter which brooks of no
Jdelay ] ]

“And do you think, you stupid fool,”
snarled the commandante, “that the
dispatching of the bombers to Ouchy
brooks of delay? T will deal with your
affair later!”

Baren Karlmann stepped back.

“Very " he said stifly.

Strugghng into his tunic, and button-
ing it with clumsy fingers, Comman-
dante Qzwarte strode from the room,
followed by Squadron-Leader Nurren.

Qut on the aerodrome, in the grey
light of early morning, stood ten
.&llthatmﬂu hombers, engines ticking over.
Pilots and obscrvers wers already in
their cockpita

“You have your orders, Herr Haupt-
mana 1 said the commandante, turning
to Nurren.

“Ves, Herr Commandante.”

“You will bomb from a height of
twelve thousand feet,” went en Com-
mandante Ozwarte; “if visibility permita.
1f visibility is bad, you will bomb from
the highest altitude conducive to
accuracy. Should you be attacked on
your way to the line, you will—bearing
in mind the high explosive you carry—
use your own discretion ss to whether
you fight or seek safety in the clouds.™

“ Yory good, Herr Commandante !”

Commandante Orwarte held out his
hand. X

“ Good-bye, then, Nurren,” he said,
“and luck 1™

Squadron-Leader Nurren took the out-
stretched hand in a brief, firm grasp.
Then, stepping back, he saluted
amartly, turned on his heel,

1F
-

squadron’s epgines as each pilot opened
up hiz throttle.

Suddenly Nurren's hand whipped up.
In response to the signal the waiting
mechanies pulled away the chocks from
in froet of the tyred wheels of the undez-

AT TS,
Crathering impetus, the sguadron
swept forward ancross the acrodrome.

The ground swirled past f[aster and
faster until it became but a grevish blur.
Then, as tails came up and control-sticks
wore eqsed back, the squadron soared
into the air in & long, vpward climb.

At two hundred fect they wheeoled, to
ctrele onea over the hangars before
swinging westwards towards the line.

And as they did so there came huort-
ling down upon them from out of the
mista of morning the black Silberkugel
scout of Baron Karlmann,

With engine thundering at full revolu-
tions, and wind shrieking madly through
Aying wires and struts, it tore down on
the Albatross squadron, its synchrontsed
gun ablaze.

Over Saarbrucken !

TRAIGHT through the formation
S hurled the black scout, holding 1ts

screaming dive until it was less

than fifty feet above the ground.
Then back came its comtrol-stick, and 1t
soared up and up in a wild zoom, to roll
and dive agdin with snarling gun
aflame.

So sudd&nI{; and with such savage
ruthlessness, had come the attack, that
the Albatrosses wers thrown into
momentary confusion.

But the German pilats were no fledg-
lings. They were men who had won
their spurs in many a desperate bLght
above the battle smoke of the Western
Frout. And now, with the instinct of
the fighting pilot, they broke formation.

Control-sticks were whipped forward,
and the Albatrosses tore earthwards,
gathering in a few moments the
requisite speed to take them searing up
into the grey of early morning in & zoom
which would bring them fattening out
above this matiman, who was flying the
Baron Karlmann's stolen scout.

Two of the  Albatrosses, however,
failed to pull out of that dive.

The pilot of one, hia spine shattered
by a burst of bullats, slum forward
over his controls... His machine dropped
ita nose, and, thundering earthwards
with propeller whirling at full revolu-
tions, cras on the asrodrome below
in a welter of splintering wood and
riven fabric.

The ether Albatross 1e1. away out of
the fight, with rudder and tsil plane
shot to ribbons, and with its gnma?a‘ce
pilot striving desperatel
what, in his heart, he
death spin.

But, as though to make certain of its
prey, the black Silberkugel scout swung
wildly on_its dive end tore in at him
again, bullata fl:ﬂm its blazing gun rip-
ping through wm%'u and fuselsge.

German & ot turned Mhis head,
his face grey with the knowledge of the

to pull out of
new to be the

EVERY SATURDAY

the sir atoncal” he roared.
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death which was so close. He had a
viston of a bare-headed boy crouched
over the controls of the ancoming scout ;
then eame sudden eternal bluckness as u
burst of bullets tore through him.

Bat, to avenge their two comrades, to
wipe out this madman who, single-
handed, had dared te attack their forma-
tion, the Albatrcsses were now thunder-
ing down on the scout, the gloved fingers
of the pilots eurled round the triggers
of their synchronised guns.

It was Nurren who led the formation
of the attack, his thin, firm lips drawn
mto a tight, ernel line; his eyes blazing
Lehind their goggles.

But, dartm%' and twisting like a
hawk, the switt little scout pulled clear
of that solid wedge of blazing guns
tearing down upon it, and went boring
up into the grey sky of morning.

With a sharp wing turn, it wheeled
and roared down again on the Alhatross
formation,

Ah, the suicidal madness of that dive
when the way of escape lay open!

But, crouched over the controls in the
cockpit of the Silberkugel scout, Guy
Tempest was grimly determined to fight
to the last cartridge.

Qutcast thongh he was, he would
strike at least one shirewd blow for Eng-
land. And if he went under—well, who
would care—who would mourn?

Breaking formation, the Albatrosses
wheeled, and, with noses up, turned to
meet the Silberkugel scout. Above the
tumultuous, dealening roar of aero
cougines sounded the spitting snarl of
blazing guns as they converged on the
black machine hurtling down towards
them.

On the nerodrome below, Com-
mandante Ozwarte was stemping and
rawnE like 2 man possessed.

“Thers 1a your stolen scout, curse
vou '™ he screamed, gripping the Baren
Karlmann 'bﬁ the arm and pointing
upwards with shaking hand. *“ Donuer
und blut! But there will be a reckon-
ing for this! Someone will be broken
by the High Command—"

“ Yes, you for ignoring my warning!"
snarled Eﬂlmmn, wrenching his arm
from the other's ﬁaag. “I told you,
guu stupid fool, that it was Guido won

turm who had stolen my machine,””

“You did not?’ swore Ozwarts, with
an oath, “You merely said that you
suspected the thief might be that cursed
traitor, You don’t know even now if it
i3 Von Sturm in the cockpit of your
mut_il

Paron Karlmann laughed harshly.

“Who elge but he?'’ he joered. * Who
else can fight like that, you blockhead?

Look, rot you—lookl There goes
gnother of our Albatrossos down 1n
Bames !

Bellowing and shouting like & maniae,
Qzwarte turned and ran for the hangars,.
in front of which mechanice and pilots
wera watching the bght,

“Every available machine will take
] “Htir your-
selves, curse you! Donner und hlitzen!
What are you standing gaping there for,
you pigs?"

“ Hauptmann Nurren will not require

assistance, Herr an-

and. owalked om0 THE OPENING OHAPTERS. dente. " end Vos fn, who,

R : Having forced the truth from Dr. Zolhoff, his quardian, that ke is  gop=C O o8, B8 O
Reaching it, he swung him- Brilish birth, Guy Tempest, hitherlo known as Von Sturm, O60% Was standing on

pelf up into the cockpit. crmany's most brilliant airman, reaches Wha British lines with ¢  torrace clad only in greatcoas

Drawing on his Aying gloves, paper conixining faformation of Lhe mosd vilzl importiance o England. over his pyvijamas,

he snapped down his goggles, S ; T{fﬁr ﬁ’“‘}ﬁhﬂ“;g qitent ¢ m%rﬂm{f? “Hilence I’ raved Ozwarte.

.]::d hi;s fingers closed on the iy frekacd of (he Cerane Secret Gom orders Pediar Zor, d famous  How dare you argue with

throtiie. : German spyf, to gel qm&:lg. The spy iz caught in Guy’'s guarters, Mo, you dog? Take the air
The drone of the .quietly- and places Guy in a cruelly false position bﬁ'dmmm him as & at once, or I shall Pui you

running engine deepened to a  Jriend and umidcmh Determined fo cear A nams Guy makes  under instant arrest |

thunderous, pulsating roar, a @ breek for frécdom and fies over Ihe (fermanilines, where he hood- Flushing dully, Von Arn

rosr which merged with and mumm’mﬁ MRMT;M m turned to the nesarest

wig lost in the deafening, ,L Trom Cross, * mechanics.

reverberating thunder of the (Now read on.) “Whee! my machine out
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immediately " ho rapped. Then, to the
Leutnant Larm why was standing by :
" Norren-will be most-flattered b ;':e
Heorr Commandante's opinion u? the
coitrage and eapabilities of his squadron
in the air™

“Insolenice !” raved Ozwarte. * Inso-
lence most foul!” When you land, you
will consider vourself under arrést !

Von Arn laughed. and, buttoning his
greateoat close about him, swung him-
self up into tho cockpit of his Fokker
scout, which tho eagcr mechanies had
W heeled from the liangar,

' He' switched on, and, as a mechanic
sWung- on the pmpella‘br, the engine
roared into life, and the machine swept
fnrward to toke the air in o etecp,
upiwartd climb,

Trouchéd over his controls, and minus

oggles and helmet, Von Arn took stock
of the battlé being fc-ught out overhead.

Already four of the Albatroeses had
been shot- down by the pilot of the
Silberkugel scout, who appeared to be
us yet unscathed. "And as Von Arn
climbed he saw & fifth Albatross eome

p‘.lun in mﬂhwards out of tho fight,
cigulfed in blood-red #@me and blaok,
cddying smoke.

The whole fight from its commence-
ment_had not lasted six minates, and
already the madman in the cockpit of
the; Silberkugel had shot down five
&.lbatmsms Hiz machme, darting,
swerving, and diving, with, the swiftness
of a hawk, presented @ small and elusive
Larget to the double-seater Albatrosses

which, by their very numbers, had pre-
sented an easy prey for his b!azmg gumn.

But to get him—no matier what the
cost—Nurzen was determined.

His haggard fcatures grimed with mi
and powder, his thin lips drawn back in
vicigus snarl, he ‘wheeled his machine
and drove in towards the black :soout,
:Euch 1.;1[:]1 hurid gumuﬂgfn-e 1&3%“1‘5

mng down again ¢n the regling an
scattered rempants of iharg.& lIbatross
formation.

Suddenly the Silberkugal
out~%Its pun censed to fire nmd pulling
a swilt wing turn, it thun dered BwWAY
towards the ecast.

THE MAGNET

flattened b

So unexpected nnd unlooked for was
this amazing withdrawal from the fight
that the German pdots were moment-
arily bewildered, Then wheeling thoir
machines, and led by MNurren and Von
Arn, they roated castwards in' purswit., .

But pursuit was hopeless, for ns Baron
Karlmann had said, the Ei]b@fkugaff wag
faster than either’ A'Ibut.mas or Fokker.

Seme fltecn: minutes- Jater the pur-
suihg. machines gave up the chuse, and
tueping, winged. their way wearily bdek
to:Searbrucker Acrodrome.

“Ah, the coward!” stormed .Com-
mandante Qzwarte to Nurren, as tho

ANOTHER POCKET WALLET
goes to:

ohia Tingey, 8Z; Faorest Rgad,
dmonton, %‘l 9, “who .submitted -
the :following cléver Greyfriars
1ime=iék:
Doctor Locks fs & clever old |
_BHeak ;

Duite a marval at Latin and
Orbak.

He's kind; bHut he's stern
To those who won't lsarn @

As a master, he's simply
unigue !

Have you sent in a fimerick yvet ? -
If not, why not ? 1

el |

lattar vatated his cockpit after landing.
“To have run ill-m that! ¥You -would
have got lnm in the end—he koow it
‘—s0 he ran!”

“Yoi Bre - wrong |” retorted Nurren
harshly. “He was no coward, He ram

oyt of ~that was .
pullad out of the Ny

t‘:lul
Brusquely he pushed past the com-
méandante aond

strode towards the
angara.

oro—walt[* Commandante Ciz-
warte ran after him and graspéd him
by a leatherclad arm, “That fool

EVERY SATURDAY

Enrlmann swears the pilot .of that

seeut is Guido von Sturm. What do

jﬂu think? Woero you ever close encugh
to identify Kim P

Nurfen  halted.

“I never .had a clear [ view of Hi¥
face,” he’ amd gratingly, “but thére is
only one” gﬁtmg pilot like that on the
Western - Front. . You can inform tha
,]l;l' igh  Command. that. Guido von Sturm
as refirnod to Germsny !

-
& - L * L

Forty kiloinotres.cast of Saarbrucken

was tho'German ‘No, § School of Aerial

Fighting, afrd it wae here thit Guy
Tempest: lipded less than: half. an -Bout
aftér pulling vut of the Bght with the
Albatrossés,

It was petrol he wanted.

In lending ot No. 4 Behool of Acrial
Fighting, howevér, he vonsidered himi-
self reasonably eafs provided that it
was possible for him to_take off agaih
within a !ew minates.. The A.Ihﬂtmsm
could scarcel é.' ‘yot have arrived at-Spag-
brueken an uptil they did, -
mandsnte (zivarte would nnturﬁ?lq nok

send out word te other aerﬂdmﬁﬂs and

anti-aircraft ‘bftteries to - kﬂﬂl‘.ﬁ & 'look-
ont for ths ‘Bilbérkugel scout- whi
might, for all'he knew-to-the contra
have heen shot down by the Albatresscs.

And when eventual ﬂummnnﬂn‘ntz
Qiwarte did sénd odt"warhing it would
first have to be transmitted to the High
Command “and General Heddquarters
and frem thera re-transmitted to the
various aerodromes, anti-eircraft bat-
tevies, and. military units.

Al that ‘would take time. So, whilse
réuhsmg that danger ‘might exist, bt
rigking™ ﬂmt it “eduld-'do =0 dt tho
momdent! Guy laddéd and taxied in to-
wards . the .hangars of the “School wof
Acrial Fighting. Would he be détained?

{Fuy Fempest looks like having a very
wifm time -6f it before he reaches
Rertin, docsn’t he?  But you'll find him
jﬂ-!i';.r j':-rﬁpared- for all emergencies,
Don't ‘misy nekt week's concluding in-

stalmént of ‘thizs gréat TWar serial,
chumi’l)
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PRINTING MACHINE
FOR SALE!

I guaks this pesky machine is the higgest
borgaln ever affered. You iavs want Lo
iuvmp in on it At ongda The small a'a
o all gone, but ¥ caloulate o galoot

oan wsa ARothaer leiter In 1tz place.
Bny x—there are plenty of x'a. You can
Print ko thiz:--' Thx mAachinx ia h=zrx
at Study No. 14, Exniovx PoEsags,
Griylriars, Kxnt." YWhat's wrong with
that? Price £2. DIct chaenp.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

ALY

(Dreuft

FISHER T.

FISH, Study 14, Hﬁﬁu_ 13

LAUGH ANID GROW FAT.

Jevald

Edited by
HARRY
WHARTON,
F.G.R.
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LATEST
- EXTR A

DEAD RATS WANTED!

Mas wantee plenty dead lat.
to make laveled lat ple for handsoma
Bob Ohelly. —TWUON LUNG,

Me golng

Btudy 13.

GOQD
EDITION

who

October 4th, 1830.

WILL THE THIEF

stolo about B deozen of Claude |
Hosking' gramophone records yesterday
evenily kindly ¢call at this study at once,
s thare ars 8 marse walting for him.—
JAMES HOEHON, Btudy B, Bhell Fassaga, _

STATE VISIT OF PRINCE TO GREYFRIARS

AMAZING SCENES

“OFF COMES YO’ NAPPE
MR. QUELCH

Last Tueaday there waes an amazing sensation at the School.
Shortly before tea o large motor-car drew up in the Quad. and a
:oloured cheauffour sprang out, opened the door, and knocked his
napper on tho pavement with reverence.,

¥rom out of the car atepped & gorgeous nigger in Aowing robes of
zlittering gilt and silver, and a jewelled Esmn_u on his head. With
nim was another black man, who turned out to be the secratary.

* Mako way dere,” said the secretary importantly, * for His Royal
Highness de Prince Regent ob Ballywangle what am como to visit
dis wunnerful college.™

In n moment there was a erowd of fellows surrounding the prince,

“ Phew | Prince ol Ballywangle,'" murmured Coker in awa.

The Greyiriers fellows set up & hearty cheer for the royal visitor
and the Princo, walking amiably on the body of the prostrate chauffeur,
advanccd to George Wingata.

“ Are you de headmnster of dis yere college ! " he asked.

“Nunno ! I'm head prefect, your royal highness.”

“ Never mind dot. I'se poin’ to send my son to dis yera school
He is fiftecn years old. What closs will he go in 177

“0Oh erombs] I—I mean,
hoe'll go inte thoe Remowve, vour
Royel Highness,”

" e Remove | Dat's do best
Form in de schaol, ain't it 1 *

"“Hear, heart!* shricked tho
Remove as one man.

Mr. Quelch, who had heard
tho cheering, bore down upon us
with & cane in his hand. He
nearly foll down when he saw
H.It.H.

* Who—who i this t ed
the Remove Form-master. B

“ What yo' mean,
thundered the secretary, gnash-
ing his testh. * Yo' speakum
respectiully to de Princo Regent
ob Ballywangle, or off comea yo'
right away immedi-

¥ _-I_._-.MAO

atoly."

Quelehy 'z eves almost ﬂﬂwu ad out of Hw.mu head.

Then suddenly his Roysl Highness aneezed, and took out o hand-
kerchicf to wipo his noge,

Yo Goda! He wiped all the black off his face, and o great shriek
mrose.  We recognised him,

“SRIKNER 1™

* Bkinner ! " thundered Quelchy.
you out of your sensea, hoy 1™ °
_ *Oh lor'"1" groaned the unhappy prince. *“It was Bmithy's
._",Hw“___:z_.. He hired the car and got the costumes from old Lazarus,
Ty

“ Bneak ! ™ hissed the secrefary savagoly.

" Bkinner ! Vernon-Bmith ! .w.&..p that other boy—--"'

“ Snoop, eir! " mumbled the prostrate choauffeur.

“ Follow me to my study at once, you three, I will endeavonr to
show you that even such exalied persons as princes and their secretaries
are not immune from the cane."

“0Oh crumbg ! ™

The threo deleful nipgers tottercd after Mr, Quelch, leaving the
erowd yelling with mirth. It was Smithy's idea to take & riso out of
the whelo school by pretending to be o foreign poteutate on o Btate
visit, But when ha entered H__M.- Quelch's study he rather suspected
Wint the joke was against hirosalf.

Vrhen he came out, he was absolutely certain,

“ YWhat does this mean 7 Are

fellah 7' |

STARTLING SEQUEL TO JUDGE'S
SENTENCE

Anonymous
Criminal Unveiled

Bofore Mr. Justice Wharton
at the Rag Assizes, George Win-
gate (Preiect) brought a suit
ageinst an wunlmown criminal.

The Judge: " Who's the pris-
oner 7"

Mr. Wingate ; ¥ The prisoner
8 anonymous, your lordship.”

The Judge : " Never heard of
him. YWhere ia Anonymous T Put
..__.uaﬁ.ﬂﬂﬂn._.ﬁ into tha dock at
Onoe.

Mr. Wingate : " Nunno ! L mean
the prisoncr's name is not to be
known, your lordship. I don't
want his identity known until
after the trinl."

The Ju : “Why not "

g H_nﬂw.._mmw. snswered Wingate,
“I have an ides that I moy get
better treatment if I conceal the

Mr. Wingate's command to come

back and wEE&w thraghed.
Tha Judge: * You -F...mﬁi.
me." (Laughter).

Mr. Wingate now asked for

?.%ﬂuhﬂn and heavy damages.

e Judge: “¥ should have
thought he has had encugh
damages already. But if he wuats

more he can have them, The Court
Usher is hereby instructed to
damage Wingate's foeatures with a
ﬂ.aﬁ%a—n. prigoner is sem-
tand to a Formo-regging, a

refects” thrashing, & sound
W..Euﬁmun. and a day's imprison.

nama of the accused.”’ :

HH__._....  Farbat qﬂmgan. Smoith, H__Ewﬁzﬁ. the coal-hoele. Will thad
L., was counsel for the proseou-{ My, Wingato: * :

tion. He said that the tnknown | fne B ~Hau; Wil g

prisoner waa & youth in the Re-| The Judpe: *“ NMow tell me

move. He was returning to Grey-
iriars on his bicycle some time
#@a. when he cannoned into Mr,

ingate, knocking him head over
hecls.

The Jodge: * ¥ou are sura he
was knocked bead over heels 1

Coungel : ** Abeolutely positive,
your lordship.”

The Judge : * You should never
be absolutely positive of anything,
my learned friend, Only fools
say they are sbaclutely positive."

Counsel : ** Are you sure of
that, my lord ? "

the prisoner's nama?t"

Mr. Wingate (grimly): “ 1t ia
yvourself, you young scoundrsl!
You bargad me over on that hike."

The Judge: “Oh erikey! I
had forgotten all about it. I gay—
yaroooh | Hands off | Look hers,
I rescind the sentence. I recom-
mend the prisgner {0 eyl
H_,mu_m.m.a_ Whooooop ! ™

& Judge was carried out in a
state of collapso, snd the specta-
tors departed, laughing heartily
at the enjoyable incident,

LIBEL
| “HERALD”

A SOLICITOR'S
. LETTER

. ._.-.__M:M@Em?ﬂm. the following _a.w_ﬂn
3 M___ I L ._;...ﬂ...n_..mu_... &8
 latter  was ﬂ.wu__m.m___nmﬁ on  oxercise
paper, with the words, ** Qrabbit
& Bunk, Berlicitors,” printed ag
# " heading.
This is the letter :
“ Grablit & Bunk, Serlicitors.
“Deer Mr. Edditor.—Acktin
on bed of our klient, Mr. Richar
Nugent, wo are riting to you to
point owi that you are jolly well
Emr.nﬁ for trubble. Ackording
ta our klient, Mr. Richard Nugent,
you have beon printing all sorts of
rott abowt the 2nd form in your
magey-Zeen.  Qur  klient, Mr,
Richard Nugent, says that he
will be dashed if he duzzont jolly
well bring an ackshun apainst yvou
for libel. Every word you have
rinted, says our klient, Mr.
ichard Nupont, is 6 whopper, and
if you don’t stop riting whoppers
obowt the Znd form, our #ﬂoﬂu.
Mr. Richard Nugent, is going to
horl you upp to the Lor Korte, and
dake you for hevvy dammidges.
* Unless you publickly appollar-
jise in the neckat ishoo, our klient,
r. Richard Nuogent, will bring
the ackshun as prommissed, o
vou can jolly d_._d___u_ shake in your
shoeses, yon rotters, We wash
gurselves more in the 2nd form
than you do in the Remowve,
i nnyway, and our kliont, Mr.,
Yachard Nugont, has a gkin wob
is witer than eno.
“Youra in sollam contemp,
“{Uraserr & PBoneg,
* Barlicitors.”

The Judge : “ Absolutel 8-
tive of it." (Checral} L&
Mr. Wingute: " Look here, 1

can testify thet I was lkmocked
head over 8, if that's what you
woant. " N e T

The Judgsa : “ Wall, then, what
are you gruombling about ¥ You
are always head over heels, aren’t
you ? If you were knocked heols
aver head, you might have some
resson o grouse.”

Counsel :  “ My client was
knocked toes over top-knot, vour
lordship.”

The wnmm.w : “Ha,ha! I mean,
diegraceful | Ha, ha, ha | Excuse
mo ! My cough is worse than ever
this morning.”

Mr. Vernon-Smith added that
the wuknown prisoner then rode
on, utterly refusing to obey

WANTED |

A DESPERATE TUCK-
BURGLAR, known as “ NEMO,"”
the MASTER CRIMINAL, who
has been instrumental in stealing
TARTS, PIES, AND DOUGH-
NUTS from wvarious BONE, ins
cluding The Right Honoursble
The Iiarl Mauleverer, Mr. H,
Wharton, and Madam Mimble of
the Tuckshop,

Degenrerion &
The wanted man js deseribed
ag being an immmenzely ot person,

A 1
- POLICE

Ho wenrs
spoctacles, talks with & sgueaky
voice, and 18 & good ventriloquist.
When he raided * Slack la,™
Lord Mauleverer's magnificent
study, he was heard to murmur
¢ uething about a postal-order.

THE REMOVE POLICE OFFER
A REWAERD OF
A TERM'S FPOCKET-MONEY

tapw about 16 years,

T_ any Greyiriars person who enn
identifly the eriminal from the
description given above. All in-
_Eu_unﬂcu ghould Dbo sent  to
L Detective-inspuetor  Tenfold, or
mapeetor Morgen, at

JOTLAND YARD,
No. 8 Study, Remove FPassage.

ACTION AGAINST

GREYFRIARS
SANATORIUM

LATEST
BULLETIN

This is o list of the patients
admitted for treatment to the
Greyfriars ‘Sanatorium thia week,
together with the causes of their
ailmenta :

NvueenT, RIcEARD (Second Form),

Burning Loder's toast.

Swoop, Bip¥EY JAMES {Hemove),

Cheeking Bolgover Major.
Garry, GEORGE (Second Form).

Burning Loder's toast.
Bo@TeEnr, Wintiam Georez (Re-

move). Guzzling.

Fisu, FismEr TarpeTo¥ (Re-
mave). Lost 13d.

GreEnr, WorraMm (Fifth Form)
Slight argument with Coker.
Myera, Eowin (Second Form).

Burning Loder's toast.

Ogmmvy, Roserr Dowarp (Re.

move). Had a beat with Morgon
who could lean farthest out of
the window. Ogilvy won.

Buxter, Saimuer ToCRLESS

(Becond Form), Burning Loder's

toast.

Loper, Gerarp Assmeroy (Sizth

Farm}, Tried to fag the

Remove,

e

“PECOOLIAR
REKWESTS”

Correspondence

Dere Edditer,

I have & pecocliar rehwest to
malke. Stranjely enufi, I'm stony.
I lant my last kwid to Toddy in
ray thortless, jemerus way. I'm
mmn@_wﬁﬁzm a check from my
welthy Unele Moges, who owns o
vast country house near White.
chapel. Can you eend me & bob
until to-nite ?

Yours affexionitly,

W. G. Busicr.

{Dear Qld Barcel, Your Jetter
moved me 86 much that I am
sending the bob right away. The
Bob I am sending 18 Bab Cherry,
who is fghting editor on this
paper. Look ocut for & warm time.
—Tue EpiTon.)

Dear Edditor,

You cheeky young rotter. I've
told you skores of times that yore
no good as a edditor. What you
want is & Vth form man to eddit
the Creyiriars Herald. It's like
th cheek of you fages to take
matters inte yore own hands.
You take my tip, and leeve it
to a man with brains.

Horaoe Cosron.

{Thanks for the tip, Coker.
You make us feel glad thoat o
Fifith Form man isn't editor. Tt
would bo no uze looking lor brains
in the Fifth, would it ¥ They don’t
know what the word means.—Tue
Epiron.)

CHILDREN’S
CORNER

Conducted by
Uncle Skinner

Doar Little Playmates,

Thank wyou for your sweet
letters. I will anawer as many of
vouas ]l can ; but space iz limited,

Jounny DBorr (Study 13).—
Yes, Johnny, I can tell you how
to play the cornet. First of all
Tou ﬂw.wnn the instrument firmly
on the flgor, and then you bang it
out fint with -a namm.wnﬁn.m_..
After that, you drop it in the river.

Micey Desdoxp (Study 8)
winta to know the funnicst sight
in the world. Thoe Remove mVnH
trving to play football, Micky.

Corpy-Coxey (Filth Form) hog
beon deeply smitten by 4 certain
charmer, named—7 gather f[rarm
his letter—Miaa Fillis Howl., Hew
cen he make an impreseion on her ?

Have you ever tried tapping her
on the head with an axo, Cokey !
That would make an impression
on anybody,

GeonrcE WingaTE {(Sixth Form)
wants Lo know what hag made hia
clock stop. Either it has caught
sight of your face, (ieorgie, or
gomobody has told it that it ias
a Sixth Form clock, and it hag
mﬂnﬁmﬁmﬁ— in sheer disgoat. Ii
gither of thess rcasons does not
answer, I can only sugpgest that it
may be because I put some treacle
in the works yesterday merming,

Briiry Boy (Study 7) wants to

changs his middle name. He
thinks Williomm Geo s too
epremon. I ngree. Why not
alter it to William Gorge ?

G. Tvpp (Third Form) The

.HE_u_EE. wny to the New Court-
field Haospital, old bean, iz to take
a scat en the back of Coker's
brike.

Borzover MaJon wantz fo
know when it will be convenient
for himm to thrash me. A nix
a’clock on the Jlst of September.

had aaid

QUELCHY
PROVED WRONG

BUNTER'S WIN

An astoniching thing happened
in clasa yesterday. M. _w.b._..&n?
the Form.master, was ectually
roved to be in the wrong by
illy Bunter. It waoa
over & question of
rammar, and
unter knows rather
lesa aboud grammar
than a Hottentot.
Yot he proved

Quelchy to be
wrong |
It was an acci-

dent, of course. It
happened like this,
Ir. Quelch was explaining to

us the meanings of various words,
and making us composa tentences
to introduce the words in question.

“ Now, boys," said he, * the
words huge and vest each mean
exactly the same thing. Spuacious,
Inrgo, of great arca, Bunter, give
me & scntence using the words
huge and vast.”

his was easy. XNo ellow—not

even Dunter—could hava mado a
mistake with such n simple task.
The words mesnt exactly the
same thing, and &l that way
ne¢essdry was to wangle them into
a sentence.

But wo didn't know our Bunter,

“ Er—eor ! " he gtomomered. "A
man went into a huge forest ond
saw B veet animal."”

Wo shricked! And the ex.
pression that come over Quelehy’s
face was ,m__..n_“__.ﬂ__;_._.q torrifie. 1§ Duntor

YA man went into &
vast foreat and saw o huge anirual,"
all would have heen well. Butb
a8 Quelchy had seid that the words
meant exactly tho same thing,
the Owl considered it wouldn't
mattor & hoot in whiclh order he
used them,

When the laughter dicd Jown,
Quelchy esid that there wos a
difference 1n the meaninga of tha
the two worde, and proceeded to

cxplain it. He had been proved
wrong by Bi Bunter of alf
people ! Brave, Bunter !

OBITUARY.

Horace Jarmes Coker, [aie of B
the Fifth Form, will die cm
Wednagday next at about §
3 o'clock in the alternoon.

Ha s going out on his motor- §
kEike to break the specd record
to Courtfield. '
REST IN PEACE !
From higsofrowing and da voted
chums; Poller and Groens.




