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DON’T _KNOCK !—

Editor iz
Write o him : Editor of the ** Magwet,” The Amalgomated Press, Lid.,

Hevre
tnterest.

Fleetivay Hosse, Farrvimgdon Siveetf, E.C .4,

fo answer questions end disouss fopics of gemeraf

will ensure a reply.

VERY interesting letter this
A woek oomes from J. H., a

Huddersfield reader, who has

taken the MacNeT for the last
two years, and tells me he hes not missed
o Copy does not intend fo miss one !
I have made a note of the kind of stories
he likes beat, and can assure him that I
will bear them in mind.

He asks me to give him a few hinta on
home photography. The best hint I
can give him in this direction is to go to
hie local photographic dealer and ask him
for a handbook on the subject. It would
take up a great deal of my space to explain
everything that he ought to know if he
sapires to do really pood work at home,
and moet of the big photographic firms
publish handbooks which explain every-
thing for the amateur. Some of these
handbooks are free, and the dealers who
sell the necespary articles are only teo
pleased to help their customers by giving
themn & booklet. Other books of hints are
obtainsble for a few pence, and these also
give a complete list of the required
chemicals together with tho prices of them.

Photography i

A REALLY INTERESTING HOBBY,

but my chum should not forget that the
actual taking of the photograph 8 oven
more important than the developing.
Mever let the sun shine on the lems, and
don't try to take snapahots in shady
woods, or in the houss, Iate in the
evening. " Time" exposures should be
set for such photographs, and a tripod
or a stand should be uzed. When preasing
the shutter lever, <o it smoothly and
slowly, to aveid shaking the camera—
eapacially with a box.form camera. Ion’t
get too cloge to your subject unless your
camera is litted with a portrait attach-
ment. When taking snupshots, i your
ghutier lwms various specds marked on it,
yvou should generally use 1725, At the
seagide, in punny weather, use 1,50 or
1100,

By the way, if you are any good at
photography, you can

MAKE MONEY WITH YOUR CAMERA

in peveral ways. The majority of news.

pers are always ready to buy really
good photographe of any out-of.the.
ordinary scene which you might “ snap,”
and, in addition to the money-prize
competitions which are held by some
journals, many of the ordinary photo-
graphic firms will purchase good photo-
graphs which have been taken by their
coamerns, or developed by means of their
chemieals. Particulars van be obtuined

from any dealer.
Hill, who asks for information on

how to become o boteher,

Like a1l other trades, there iz a great
deal to be learned in butchering, and this

Now's Send wlong
the Time!

HE mncext letier this weelk comes
fromn Arthur Ward, of Haverton

chum should ecall on the beat butchers
in hig neighbourhood and ask if they would
be willing to take him a8 a * learner ™ or
apprentice. Thers am two kinds. of
butchera : those who buy their animals,
kill them, cut them up, and m]i,ply the
smallor butchers ; and tha small butehors

who buy the meat and gimply retail it.
Therefore’ my chum ahould de which
branch he wishes to enter. If it ia the

first, hs must write to the big wholesale
firms ; but if he merely wighes to become a
retailer, he should call upon & local
butcher and see if he can get a situation.
As he lives near Stockton and Middles-
br he has & better chance of getting
a sitvation in one of these towns.

While I have a * breather ™ read this
amusing joke, for which Frank Todd, of
38, Merlin Croevent, Town Hill, Swansea,
Glam, has been swarded one of our dandy
pocket knives :

Professor :
aquickest way
= sawdust ? **

Student :

“Why, er—
N
Prolessor =
“*Come, coms
man, 0se your head—uss
your head [ ™

** What Is the
to  produee

#

Having got that over, I'd just like to

Eive you

A WORD OF WARNING

here, chume. Never put off until to-
mornow what you can do to-day. Make
& point right now of ordering your Annual
fer Christmas. Here are two real good
bargain books wyou can chooss from:
first ** The Holiday Annual,” containiog
tip-top stories of Harry Wharton & Co.,
of Greyfriars; Tom Merry & Co., of St.
Jim's ; Jimmy Silver & €o., of Rookwood ;
magnificent photogravure and colour
Ei&t-es, tricka, puzzles and many other
ne featurcs, published at 6a. And
segond : “ The Popular Book of Boys’
Stories,”* a vﬁritnhﬂ: budget of healthy
adventure yarns on land and sea—pub-
lished at the bargain price of 25 6d.
Urder one or both of these record.-breaking
Annuals now and I can-assure you that
you'll be more than satisfied with your
purchase.
ahout.

WHISTLING TREES !

My chum will have to go to the Sudan i
he wante to listen to these| A certain
insect deposits its larve inside the treee,
and cauges them fo swell out with Little
bladders. Ewventuelly the insect crawls
owt of this, leaving a thorn-like shoot, and

SCOTTISH reader writes to me
to ask for some information

gour Joke or pour Gregfrices Limerick —or both—and win our weeful
leather pockel wallefsa ond Sheffleid  steel

“ Magnet,” 5, Carmelite Streel, London, EXLC A (Cotrp ..

prenlknioes.

A starmmped awd cddiressed emvelopo

the wind, as it Ylows, plays
upon these and produces a
whistling sound, which is
very much like & futa !
Trees are teally wvery
uliar things. For in-
stance, would you believe
that there i & tree in South
Ameriea which actually pro-
duces milk 7 It's a fact!
This peculiar tree grows upon
rocks, and for several months
of the year not & single
ghower falls on it It ri:s?i‘
pears to be dead and dried,
snd wet, when the fronk i3
t & sweet and nourkh-
ing milk flows from it, which
iz pathered by the natives for
themselvesand their children?
While we are on about
curicus phenomens, here 1§
& “wvarn " that takes some
believing—but it is vouched for by an
American scientific institote :

HAILSTONES AS BIG AS ELEPHAKRTS

fell at Seringupatam, India, in the year
1870 ! Takes some swallowing, doesn't it
—but listen a minute :

Reod, white and blue hailstones fell 1n
Russia in the year 1880, and:

Black rain fell in Ireland im the year
18481

And scientiste who mvestigated these
Athings eay they are tros—so thers you
ars ]

By the way, sny reader whe would like
an early reply to his guery shonld mend o
stampeod, sddremsed envelope with i
letter, and I will do my beat to ot him
have the information he requires by
return of post.

. Now we come to a clever Greyfriars
limerick which has been submitted by
K. W. Jonos, of 83, Burman E
Bhirley, near Birmingham, who, in-
eidentally, carsies off one of our useful
pocket wallots for it :
QOur €oker is good for a fAght,
With his flets he hits out with mignt,
Bul when ha's In class,
He’s nanght but an ass,

And {urns his Form master’s hair whits |
OW we'll have a look at the Plack
N Book. The Greviriars yarn, whieh
I have in store for you next week,
ig & real corker, and Frank Richards
hax let himself go in
““THE MANDARIR'S VERGEANCE ! ™

which has more laughs and thrills to the
square inch than any yam I've read for a
lnng time. _ank Richards iw IEB]]F an
expert “mixer,’”” and the way he has
mixed his ingredienta for this sto

will

Lwin him even mrore laurels than he ¥
BRSBCH.

I've already made wmention of the

topping football serial John Brearlsy is
writing for us: " UP, THE ROVERS 1"
Thiz new yarn is caleulated aven to beat
this great suthor’s previcus masterpiece :
“Tho Teat Match Hope!™ the
opening inatalment which will appeam in
next- week's MAGKET is teo - tc
hold your interest from the wvery fimet
ter.

Added to theao fine featurew, there is
the usual two-page “ Greyfriars Herald
supplement, which is bound to make wou
laugh until your gides ache, and our
shorter féatures—by the Greyiriarg rhyme-
ster and ** Old Raf,"” the human ** footer
encyclopedis.

Do you remember the old saying:
* 1f you know of a beiter hole go to it 1™
Well, if you know of a better map than
the Macxer—po to it. But I know you

don't |
YOUR EDITOR.

prizes

Al cfforie to be wsenl to: cfo
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Bumps For Bunter !
L ERE he comes|"
H™ 4
“ Bag him as soon as he
gets on board,” said Cherry,
“and jolly well bump him1*
“ Yes, rather!”
sun wes setting m'er the Er
barbour of Hong Eong. Already
were beginping to twinkle emong ttm
dardkk greenery of the Peak.
Harry Whartion & Co., leaning on the
mtl of the vacht Silver Star, at enchor
rua::ﬂtan.d, watched a sampan
ghdu:ﬁ out moross the glimmering water.
e sampan sat Billy Bunter,

Tha fat vountenance of William
tukFE Eunl‘:ar wara a grin of cheery
B the Famous

Five of thn Gre}'fnaﬂ
Remove did mot grin; they
frownad.

Billy Bunter had had an
afternoon  ashore wﬂ.hnut
lesve! Ferrers Locke h
left the yacht, with _mmt )
injunctionas to the juniors to remain
aboard until he returpned. Billy Bunter
had cheerfully disregarded those instruc-
tions. Locke had not yet returned; but
hare was Bunter coming back in a state
of fat and happy satisfaction. And the
Famouz Five waited for bim to arrive,
to tell him what they thought of hi
and to signify the same in the usu

‘FThE fat villain!' said Harry

Wharton.
“Thﬂ frabjous ass!” said Frank

“ﬁn glad he's back safe!’” said the

captain of the Remove. “But we'll
jolly well give him a lesson about going
ashore without leave.™

“The lessonfulpess will be truly ter-
rifiol" ‘remarked Hurree Jamset Fam

Bingh.

It was a spot of glaring red that had
first attracted the e afg the juniors to
the sampan. They d wondered what
it wons. Ag the boat drew nearer they
recognised Billy Bunter, with a gorgeous
crimson cummerbund circling his exten-
sive equator. Bunter had evidently been
doing some shopping in Hong Kong.
Bunter's taste in colour ran to the gor-
geoua and gaudy. But in that cummer-
bund the Owl] of the Remove had reall
excelled himself. It rivalled the 1
glow of tho sun sinking behind the hills
of Chins.

The sampan drew nearer, Bunter's h:%

les flashing back the last reys o

a mthng Buhn,

He waved a fat hand to the row of
juniors at the rail,

They frowned, but they could hardly

China-—the land of mystery, Intrigues, up-
risings, pirates, bandits, peace and industry—
China, the [ascinating, eternal enigma !

help gprinning. Bunter in that cummer-
bund, on a closer inspection, was elmost
too much for them.

“The howling
Bull.

“ Fatteo ole Buntee welly funnee!®
murmured Wun Lung, with bhis soft
chuckle. “ Fattes ole Buntoo too muchee
funnee.™

“I say, you fellows.” Billy Bunter
stood up 1n the sampan as it glided
under t o rail., “Hera we are apainl
You been roosting on the yacht all the
while I've been ashore? He, he, hal

aga!® said Johnny

“You're rather fatheads, aren’t :mu?

The fat junior heaved his wmghhmg
the accommodation ladder. He grun
a3 ha landed on deck.
“I say, Wharton! Pay the boatmen,
w;ﬂ ou ™
u_'rj

- Annther
% | FRANK
RICHARDS

Thriller.

"L!;mms CHUMS
I55IN CHINA!

“ Beast ! those beastls Chi
Bnh c-l-:l!llpan? £ g

“It's only a dollar,”” said Bunter.
“Chuck those beggars a dollar,
Franky."

* Bow-wow ["?

“Lend me a dollar, Johnny.”

“I'll lend you a boot!” grunted
Jc:hinny Bu}l e
‘1 say, are you goiog to len

me a duﬂnrakr
i “Tha answer is in the estecmed nega-
ive,”

“Yah! I say, Wun Lyng—"'

“No lendee dollee,” said the Chinese
junior. “Why fattee old Duntes no
pa Eﬁ?"

unter frunted.

“Wall, I don't want to waste monecy
on these beastly heathens,” he said.
“But if you fellows are going to bae
e n——>"

“Wo are!” grinned Bob Cherry.

-HB%S*I

Bunter extracted one of his own
dollars and tessed it into the sampan.
He watched it re retfully as it went,
Bunter's E}]ESI cash was running
short. not been renewed -since
the anuus Five had lent him quite a
handsome - sum at Folkestone, in the
belief that they were parting with
Bunter for & long time. They had not

arted with Bunter, however.

unter was not sc casily
parted with.

There were two Chinese
boatmen in the sampan. One
of them . collected the milver
dollar. Both of them lnoked
expressively up at Bunter.
Perhapa they had expected something
in the way of a tip. But expectations
of that sort were quite futile where
William George Bunter was concerned.

Had Bunter tipped them an extra
dollar or twu they would have kow-
towed with great respeot, and wished
him a long life and hnpmnﬁ.u a dozen
wives and %‘L-E hundmﬂ sons. As it waa,
they made remarks in Chinese wh;ch
Bunter did not-understand, but which
did not seem expressive of gratitude or
goodwill.

“What are they saying, Wun Lung **
asked Bunter. “I supnose you can un-
derstand that idiotic jabber, as it's your
own silly langusge. Are they thanking
me "

Wun Luog grinned.

“No tankeo Buntee,” he answered.
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4

" Dnotec man say you vely vwgly foleign

devil. Wishee big shark eatee you all
up, and tinkee you makee ehark
sicken, ™

" Ha, ha, hal"

“Cheeky rotters!” eaid Bunter indig- 1

nantly, “I with ] hadn’t paid them
now! I dom't believe in pampering
these heathens. Elessed 1f I can see any-
thing to cackle at, you fellows. Lell
them to clear off,” .

Tho sampan men did oot scom in &
hurry to clear off. They seemed to
havo more to say to Bunter. But one
of the yacht's crew tossed chunks of coal
at them, and they pushed and
departed. .

T'henr the Famous Five surrounded
Bunter. iz :

“MNow, you fat villain!™ said Harry
Wharton.

“I say, you fellows, no larks!
come¢ back hungryl I—"'

“Vou dodged us, and went ashore
without leave,” snoid Wharton. " ¥You
might have caused & lot of trouble, as
you did at Singapore. If Mr, Locke had
coms back and found you pone——""

Bunter sniffed,

_“Lodke never would come back at all
if I hadn’t gone ashore,’ ho sand.

-I'lEl.t?]J‘ ) .

“You see, I've zaved his life—"

“Wha-a-at " _

“ Rescued him, you know, at the risk
of my life,” 3aid Bunter. “ That yellow
villain, Tang Wang, had bim, and I
rushed to the rescus and saved kim.
Lucky for him I went ashore, wasn't it ?
You fellows couldn’t have done it I
was the right map in tho right place,
as usual.”’

The chums of Greyiriars stared at

Bunter. i
He had almost taken their breath

I've

Away.
2 i'::ru fat, frabjous foozler!™ gasped
Bob Cherry., “Do you think we are
going to swallow that 1" o

“] suppose you can take my word!
said Bunter, with dignity,

“ Oh crumbs ” .

“ Locke will tell you all about it when
he comes back,” said Bunter. ‘*“Ive
had & terrific time, you men. Fighting
scores of gavage Chin =

B {}h Himfﬂl !"ll‘ . :

“Knocking them right and left " said
Bunter. ‘* You should have seen me—a
man down at every blow! Wou fellows
would have been scared! Mot mel
Lucky for Locke I wasn't! I felled them
right and left. Some of them I left for
dead! They had swords and gers
and guna—I1 had my fista! But a pair of

British fsts did the trick! Of
courss, it needed pluck. But that's
where 1 came cut atron

“Yo gods]” gasped

* Y ou—you--you _
roaved Wharton. "Do you think we're
believing a word of it1”

“You see, it's true——"

**Collar him 1*

“Bag him "

“¥Yaroocogh! I

EN-

say, you fellows,

leggo! 1 tell you—groogh I=I keep on
tﬁ?ﬁng ou=—=ow l=I shaved hiz wite—I
mean, 1 saved his life—ow |

Bump |

Billy Bunter sat down on the deck of
the Bilver Btar with a concussion that
almost shook the wvacht. His roar

floated over the waters of Hong Kong
herbour as far as Kowloon.
+ Whoop I”
“Give him another I*
"1 zay, you fellows—"
Bump |
“¥ovop! I say~yarocooghl I say—

ha}]]p ™ i

A2 Ma
Tag Maoxsr Lisranr,—No. 1,182

bf -
fat frabjous fibber 1™

“Thera!” gasped Bob, “That will
do—thoe deck won't stand aoy more ™

“Ha, ha, hal"

“* Yarooooh I

“But if you go ashore agsain without
eave—""

" Yow—ow—ow—ow |

“We'll- burst you——==1_

“Yow-ow! Beasts! 1 tell you I
shaved—saved Ferrers Locke! Saved
his life—ow—-"

o 'I.".i:mlhlm another for his whoppers I
P
* Y ooooooooooocoop 1

Billy Bunter sat snd roared. And
the chums of the Remove, Baving ad-
minigtered stern justice, lelt him to

TOAaL,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Amazing I

UNDREDS of sampans, moored
H along the shore, glimmered
with hghted lanterns. Lanterns
swung on the sampans that
glided across the harbour under the
stars, There wersa myriade of lanterns,
of all shapes and sizes and colours. In
the dusky night, China secmed to the
(Gireyfriars juniors a land eof lanterns.
It was a fairy-like scene.
But Harry Wharton & Co., as they

lounged by the rail, were gettin
worried by Ferrers Locke's prolong
sbsence. inner had been served in the

seloon at the usual time, and Billy
Bunter was still ot it, long after the
other fellows had finished. His adven-
tures in Hong Kong, and his bumpin
on the Silver SBtar, had not affec
Bunter's appetite. Several dinpers bad
been packed away ioto his capacious in-
terior, and he wes still going strong.
On the colm waters of Hong Kong
harbour, there was no danger of sea-
sickness; and so Bunter saw no reacon
why be should not load to capacity.
And he proceeded a0 to do. )

The chums of the Remove, gazing at
the fairy-like scene across the starry
waters, were thinking of Ferrers Locke.

He had gone ashore that momning, to
communicate with Mr. Won Chung
Lung, the father of Wun Lung of the
Remove, to tell the Chinese merchant
that his son had arrived safely at Hong
Kong. No word had come from him;
and though the juniors did not think of
disobeying his instructions, they were
getting a little tired of being cooped up
on the yacht iz the harbour. ‘They
conld not take fremch leave az Bunter
had done; but they would have enjoyed
& ramble in Hong Hong and up the
steep sides of the Pesk.

But what worried thom chiefly was
the doubt’ that Ferrers Locke might
have met with some mischance, The
Mandarin Tang Wang was in Hong
Kong; they had scen him watching tho
yacht from o sampan, when they came

in from the China Bea; and it was
likely enmough that there were many
members in Hong Keng of the " tong,™

-::} which Tang Wang was the chiel
Had something bhappened to Ferrers
Locke ¥

Bunter could have given them news—
indeed, was eager to do so. DBut they
did mot think of listening to Bunter.
The fat Erﬂr's claim to have saved
Ferrers ke's life in Hong Kong
gseemed to them an even ptecper yarn
than most of Bunter’s yarns; and they
declined to hear details, Be they
watched the shore and weited anxiously.

Mr. Green, the mate, had returned

.on board; but he had nothing to tell

them of Ferrers Locke, They wondered
and began to worry a little.

THE MAGNET

“That rotter Tang Wang was very
likely looking for a chance at him,” said
Bob Cherry. "I wonder—-"

" My. Locke knows how to take care of
himself I* said Nugent, *“And Hong

Kong is & British city."”
2 ty -ef Chinese in it, though,”
eaidd Bob. I know that he never ox-

pected to be away all day.”

“M‘.u.:,rn't bhave got in touch with Wun
Lung's pater yet,” remarked Johnny
Bulil. Do you think your pater’s in
Hﬂiﬂpﬂﬂ, id #*

“No tinkea! Mes tinkee fathee along
Canton.”

3 " Hﬂwl;&ti:lu t-]i that uphﬁha Eh-er—hwhut

o you I Che—chu—cho—what 7
asked Bob.

Wun Lung grinned.

“Che-kiang I” he said. “What you
call Canton river. Canton ninety mules
up flom Hong Kong.”

“I say, you fellows—"

Bunter had finished easting. He ralled
on deok with gome little difficulty, He
had packed away the foodstulfs not
wisoly but too w

Ok, dry up, Buoter I*

“1 can t.umlll1 ]rnu—t” oy

" More whoppers!” grunt ohnny
Bull, “"Do you want to be bumped
sgain 1
H"BHE” I tell you I saw Locke in

(1] fnh i-nw- h

“Tang Wang bad hi pp—"

“1 rescued bim—>"

“ Fathead 1"

“Alter that—" continued Bunter.

T After that you woke up?” asked

“Besst| After that, he took me to
the pier to take a sampan back to the
irmht. and ho went after Tang Wang.

bet he’s hunting for him now. You
tee, being in Hong Kong, the mandarin
can be eollared for bagging Locke,
under the British flag—he would have
been killed if I hedn’t rescued him—*"

“Doemn’t he roll it out as if it was
true 1" ejaculated Bob Cherry. * Doesn’t
he beat Ananias and George Washing-
ton at their own game "

“Oh, really, Cherry! It's all true! I
tell you—"

“You elly mss!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton. *"'What's the good of spin-
ning & silly yarn like that, when Mr.
Locke will be back Er&mﬂy, to prove
that you've been fibbing 7"

“But I ain't fibbing 1" howled Bunter,
slmost desperately, “I'm telling the
truth, you beast.

“You couldn't if you tried.”

“Not that bhe's ever tried|”
Johnny Bull.

“1 tell you—="" roared Bunter.

“Ob, dry up |*

Billy Bunter morted with indigna-
tion. It was hard lines not to be be-
lieved on the rare cccasions when he
told the truth. Bunter was rather in
the position of the boy in the stary who
eried " Wolf |¥ eo often when there was
no wolf, that nobody believed him when
the wolf really came, For once, mat-
vellous to relate, Bunter was telling the
truth! And he found no believers.

“You'll believe mo when Locke comos
back and tells you it's true, you beasts I
ha growled.

“When 1" grinned Bab Cherry.

“Tha whenfulnesa will be terrifie,”

“Buntee telloe plenty big whoppeo i”
remarked Wun Lung. “Buntee no can
telloe tluth,”

“You cheeky heathen! I tell you I

ot into Tang Wang's garden on the
enk, and there was e, and I saved
him EE ]

“TFathead 12

said




EVERY SATURDAY

* My hat | ** said Johnny Bull, surveylng Bunier’s cummerhund,
goodness’ sake givo a lellowarest | * nnh;%ped the fat Removite. “*

“They’d sunk hira in the iake up to
his neck, and left him to drown,” zaid
Bunter. "1 saved his life——"

" Pile it on I”

"It's trual” shrieked Bunter.

“ How many Chiness did you kill with
Earhgf_ﬁn right-handersi” asked Bob

ry.

“Well, I don’t know that I actually
killed any,” said Buater cautiously.
“But I knocked themn right and lelt—
pgmhﬂ ruffians—"

Ha, ha, ha*

“You oan cackle!” yelled Bunter,

“But 15 ruu"ii_ I:aenthm Chinese bandits
own like ninepins—'
£ bs, -ha!” howled tho juniora

The p:mntnf picture of gigantic Chinese
bandits, go! down under Billy
Bunter's fat hsts, was too much for

them. They shrieked.
“Beasts | I toll you——"
*Ha, ha, ha "
“0Oh, fan me, somebody ¥ gasped Bob

herry, wiping his eyes. * Bunter will
be the desth of me some dayl I koow
he will 1"

“1 eay, you fellows——"

“Ha, .ha, ha ™

In the deep dusk o sampan glided
alozgside the wacht. A lean, native

ficure stepped lightly on board, while
the yacht was ringinlg_ with the merry
laugfter of the Groyfriars juniors.

*¥You seem to be highly emused about
somothing, my bhoys!” said a quiet
voica.

Huarry Wharton & Co. spun round. It
was Ferrera Locke ! The Baker Street
febmhwe logked at them with & smiling

ace.

“Oh, you've come back, sirl” said
Harry. “I'm jolly glad to see you
again. Wo were beginning to think
that“snmat]:ing must have happened to
o,

“Bomothing very necarly did,” said

good-looking !

Lucl;ﬂ quietly. *“But has not Bunter told
you

“ Buntor?™ repeated the Famous Five

“Tha beasts won't believe me!™
wailed Bunter. “I've told them all
about it, and they make out that I'm
Epinming a yarn."

“Bunter's been telling us ono of his
tall storiis, Mr, Locke,” said Bab.
“He makes ont that he saved your life
in Hong Kong. Of course, we didn’t
believe & word of it."

“I can hardly blame you,” ssid Locke,
with & laugh. *“Nevertheléss, it hap-
pens to be true®

“True!” yelled the juniors.

*Quite [ .

“Bunter Lknocked down Chinese
bandits right and leit " gasped Bob.

“What? Cortainly not. II DBunter
has been telling you any such nonsense,
no wonder you did not believe him.*

“0h, really, you know—2*

“But—but what happened, then?”
asked Wharton in amszement. “Of
course, we didn't believe a single word
Buntor said—-"

" Beast [V

“ Naturally,” assented Locke. " But
thera was & grain of truth in the chafl.
I went to r. Wun Chung Lung's
*hong," and his chief clerk, Pong, led
me into & trap. He was a iecret mem-
ber of the Roed Dragon fong, as I
learned later. 1 was made a prisoner
by the Mandarin Tang Wang.”

“0Oh, my hatt*”

“I was eunk in the lake in his garden,
and left with the water up to my chin,”
gaid Ferrers Locke quictly, “That was
a form of torture to force me to send a
message on board for Wun Lung to
come ashore, to place him in the power
of his enemy. Needless to say,
should naver have sent the message, but
I should kava2 perished in the lake when

“ Are you golng to wear that awlul thing? ™ “ For
"iljfbﬂlh" woutld think it"s my Isult 1'm so uncammoniy

I could ne longer hold my head above
water, but for—"

“ Bunter " gasped tho juniors

ef ?’m Il.l

“Great pip! said DBob  Cherry
dazedly. *"VWhat ass was it sxid the age
of miracles was pagt?”

“Oh, really, you beast—="

“Bunter, it seccms, bad landed 1n some
foolish trouble with a set of coolics,
and running away from them he
dodged into a Chinese garden, and hid
there in & pagoda,” said Locke. ““By a
fortunate chance it was Tang Wang's
garden, and Bunter saw me in the lake
after the seoundrol had left me there
tl:n"-:’i:[ili:i]. He released mo—" E

ero wasn't any scrappiog?

“IWot at nll* g kRS

" No gign;'li:-ii} bandits knocked right

and left—

‘errers Locke laughed.

“Nothing of the kind! We returned
to Hong Kong togeiher on & cable car,

snd I sent Bunter shoard while I went
to the police. Tang Wang's house is
now in possession of the Hong IKong
police; but as I rather anticipated, the
mandarin had fed in time, and he has
cgcaped.  The raseal, Pong, however,
has bean takon—the first momber of the
Red Diragon tong to fall inte the hands
of justice. That 13 why I have been de-
layed so long in returning. T supposod
Bunter had told you—"

“Weoll, ha did!” admitted }1"!1armn,
“BRut, of course, we thought it was all
gammon,”

“Oh, really, Wharton——"

“I am under some difficulty in deal-
ing with Buanter,” said Ferrers Locke.
L Igin might have caused great trouble by
disobeying orders ‘and geing ashore;
but as it turned oub 1t was very forlu-
nate for me. That, however, does not
excuse DBunter.™

Tnoe Magxer Lisnany.—No. 1,182,
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“0Oh, really, Mr. Locke!” ejaculated
tha 'Ig’wl of the Remove. He blinked

at the Baker Street detective in sur-

rise and indignation. Bunters view
E.ra.s that he had covered himself with
glo

ry.
" énnaidering how the matter ended, 1
can say nothing more on that subject,
aaid ke. “Bunter certainly ran
some risk in rel::-z:sm% me—he dpi;{::l
his own flight for a full fve minutes,
and overy minute might have cost him
his life.” _

“Great pip!” said Bob.

The juniovs stared at Bunter.

Bunter smirked. :

Heo. was petting justice at last! He
folt like the king coming into hiz own
again.

Johony Bull, however, gave a grunt.,

“I suppose even Bunter couldn’t
scoot off and leave you to it, sir!” he
romarked. “No fellow would have”

“Oh, really, Bull—"

“Quite so!” agreed Ferrers Locke.
" Navertholess, every minute that Bunter
remained in Tang Wang's garden was
fraught with terrible danger, for he
certainly would have been killed had he
been eaught while releasing me. Dun-
ter showed a courage that I hardly
ox Emlﬂd of him——"

Ok, really, Mr. Locke |" ;

1 cannot, therefore, say anything
further about your foolish and thought-
less disobedience, Bunter, in the cir-
cumstances. Bubt you must not let it
occur again.” o

With a nod to the juniors Ferrcrs
Locke went below.

Bunter blinked wauntingly at the
Famous Five.

“Well, what have you got to =ay
now 7 he demanded.

say. They could only stare at the fat
junior.

“Locke doesn’t peem very grateful!”
said Bunter. “3till, I'm acoustomed to
ingratitude. You fellows have never
thaniﬁullnai for all i'h“:!{,'m done for

ott. suppose you'll own up now
fhn.t I saved Lg-l:im’l?ﬁfﬂ'-lﬂd mpt you
fellows an example of pluck and won-
derful presence of mind-—="

AF ﬂhf h&t IH‘ *

"TI'm not the fellow to brag,” went
crn"Eunt:Fr.

“But I think you will admit now that
when it comes to,sheer pluck, I'm the
man ¥ ﬂaid Bunter. -

[ B

“Which of u fellows would have
done what I

id " demanded Bunter.
“1 ask you!"

“Any one of ue” grunted Jnhnn_y
Bull, *and without gassing about it
afterwards™

Bunter gave a fat sneer.

“That's the sort of thing I expect
from you fellows” he said. *“You
loll about the ship like a lot of dummies,
while I rush into fearful perils and save
lives| Well, when you've got ss much
pluck smong the lot of you as I've got
i my hittle finger, you'll do.”

“Oh crumbs [

“I don't want any more of your rot-
ten, -::n.rpmi jealousy,” said Bunter
severcly. “Now that I’ve proved that
I'm the only fellow here with real
pluck, the best thing you fellows can do,
18 to take me as an example. Keep
your eye on me, and do as I do. Try
te live up to me! Try to bu worthy of
my i:riﬂndﬂhipl That's my advice to
vou”

And Bunter rolled away, leaving the
chums of the Remove gasping.

The Famous Five had nothing to

N
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter In All His Glory ]

HE pext morning Billy Bunter
WAy going stroong.
I Bunter bad, ior once in his
st eareor, done a thing that was
oot disoreditable, that was, in [fact,
quite creditable.
Btripped of sll Bunter's fatuous ex-
ml ons, the story really was to his
i

. There gas no doubt that while he waa
in the mandarin’s garden on the Peak,
the fat Owl had been in & state of pal-

itating fear; yet in spite of his terrors
@ had delayed his flight to rclease
Ferrers Locke from the lake, from

Y e

O other leliows, certainly
would bave done it, and withent od
sidering that they bad dons anything
:ut of tht.hﬂ iﬂgammnn. ufh“ it really

B8 B0mM6 Very m out of the
common for Burter, '

Johnny Bull prophesied that Bunter
would epread him now, and that
there would be no holding him.

Johnny Bull was right!

The other fellows thought that
Bunter had acted decently for once:
but Bunter's own view was far moro
magnificent than that

Bunter was blessed with & powerful
and vivid imagination; and he had tha
happy gift of believing, more or less,
in_his own fertile fancies.

He forgot his Jilpit-l-tinﬂ funk in the
mandarin’s garden. He forgot that
there had been po enemy in sight when
ho cmerged from his hiding-p and
released Ferrers Locke. Heo forgot, in
fact, everything that wea not happy and
glerious. On the other hand, he remem-
bered many thrilling circumstances
that had never occurred,

Like the little peach in the orchard,
Bunter’s exploit grew and grew and
grew,

At breakfast he told the juniors about
it all over again. By that time it had
grown almest out of recognition, like
Jack's celebrated beanstalk,

It appeared, now, that when Bunter
had gone ashore without leave the
pravioun .‘!.“]3'! he had gone eapecially
and explicitly to rescue Ferrers Locke.
He had suspected how matters stood,
and gone mngle-handed to the rescue,
He had not dodged into the mandarin’s
garden to escape from a gang of angry
cooliea. He had gone there, with iron
nerve, to face fearful perils for Mr.
Locke’'s sake. Whether Bunter wea
really able to perform the mentsl gym-
nastics necessary for believing this, was
not clear; but he evidently expected the
ather fellows to believe it. Any doubt
on the subject he a8 another
instance of carping jealousy and envy.

The bravery of Bunter, his amezin
pluck and wonderful presence of mind,
formed a topic of which Bunter seemed
unlikely to tire; though the rest of the
Greyfriars party were soon fed-up with

(18

According to Bunter, he had com-
pletely outshone and outclassed any-
thing 1n previous recorded history.
Horatins at the bridge, Leconidas in the
pass of Thermopyle, the Old Guard at
Waterloo, the crew of the Birkenhead,
the defonders of Lucknow-—even the
men who fought on the Somme—were,
compared wigh Bunter, as moonlight
unto sunlight, as water unto wino!
Being convinced of this, Bunter natu-
rally did not hesitate to eay so. Hoe
was not one of those fellows who hide
their !i%fr'it under o bushel,

But William George Bunter did not
confine his attention wholly to romanca.



EVERY SATURDAY

Bunter had a practical vein in him,
He coxpected gratitude from Mr,
Locke; and he expected that gratitude
to take a practical and substantial
form.

And as Bunter waa seen counting
over & double handful of silver dollars
that moroing, the juniors guessed that
Mr. ILogeke's gratitude had taken the
practicel form desired by Bunter.

After which they longed to kick him
the length of the Silver Star and back
again. But they fclt that Bunter ought
not to be kicked just at present—mnot
till his glory had faded a little.

In the meactime, they bore with him
a3 patiently as they could, trying to re-
member the ancient 1njunction that onc
should suffer fools gladly.

Ferrers Locke had business ashore
that morning ; and when he came up to
take the boat Bunter blinked round at
him. He was telling the Famous Five,
for the umpteenth time, what & heroic
hero ha was; but ha broke off.

“Locke going ashoral” he asked.

*“Looks like 1t!" said Bob.

“Then 1 shall have to leave wou
fellows. I'd better go with him.”

“What?"'

“He won't be safe without me," said
Bunter,

“Oh crumbal™

“¥You fat idiot—"

Bunter rolled over to the Baker
Street detective, Ferrers Locke was
speaking to Mr. Green, the mate; but
Bunter  butted in witimut. CEremony.
Billy Bunter was now—or thought he
was—a privileged perszon.

“(Going ashore, Mr. Locke?"” he asked

breezily.
Locke gave him a glance.
“Yeos," he said 'brie!gy.

“I'd better come, I suppcae?™

“Whatt’ g

“I'm quite prepared to give up my
time,” said Bunter. “ After what
happened vesterday, I suppose you'd
prefer me to keep along with you.
Don’t think I mind! I don’t!™

Mr. Green gave him a look; opened
his mouth and shut it =gain. Mr.

Locke zlso gave him a look; and then
turned his back on him and continued
to speak to the mate. Billy DBunter

blinked et the detective's back, and
waited impaticntly fo get his attention.
But he did not get it. Having finished
speaking to the mate of the Silver
Star, Ferrars Locke walked acreoss to
the group of juniors, apparently {for-
gotful of the fat and important exist-
ence of William George Bunter. :

“I am going ashore, Wharton,” daid
Ferrers Locke., "1 ex AN ANSWET
from Mr. Wun Chung Lung to-day, at
his tong. Probably Mr. Wun will
coma down the river to take his son
home personally. In the meantime,
Wun Lung must remain here in safety ;
ha cannot leave the ship till he is
handed over to his father.”

; ;Allm light *** said Wun Luog cheer-
ullv.

“But vop boys may have a walk
ashore,”* continued the detective, “Tang
Wang has fled from Hong Kong—prob-
ably back to his own city of Pan-shan,
where he iz bevond our reach. DBut
it iz very probable that he has left
spios in Hong Kong—in fact, fairly
certain. Btill, I do oot desire to keep
vou boye cooped up on the yacht all
day; and Y understand, of course, that
vou would hke to see the city., We
shall ba going up te Canton when Wun
Lung goes homo. Of course, you must
ba wvery careful ashore, and toke every
precaution.”

“Of ecourse. sir,” said Harrr.

“] have arranged with Mr. Green to

take you for a walk througn the cily
and show youw the sights,” said Ferrers
Locke. He smiled. *"No doubt yom
would prefer o ramble on your own;
but I am sure you understand that that
13 not permissible—you remember what
heppened at Singapore,”

“That's all right, sir,” said Dob.
“We'll be jolly glad te trot round
under Mr. Green's wing.”

“T trust vyou,’" said Locke, "to re-
main with Me. Green while you are
ashore, in which ecase no harm can
come to you. If any member of the
party should show a disposition to
wander "—he did not mention DBunter's
name, but the juniors understood—*"I
rely on the rest to keep him in hand.
No member of the porty must be
allowed to wander away from the
rest.” '

“Rely on uve, sic!” said Harry.

“Very well. then. As socon as Alr.
Green iz ready he will take vou ashore

A POCKET KNIFE
is always useful. Well, why not

set to work and win one, like
W. Blain, of 16, Bridge Street,
Ellesmere Port, Wirral, who has

sent in the following amusing joke:

The slowly=-moving bus
camea to another standstill
end a disgusted passangsr
turned 1o the conductor.

Fljg this thing never going to
get & mowve on 7 '* he aaked,

i 1! you don’t like It," rea-
plled the conductor, ‘' got out
and welk 1"

‘* Oh,"” retorted the pas-
sanger, ** I'm not In such a
hurry as all that1 *

It's never too late to starl,
y know |
in & sampan. Good-bye {or tha
present '

Locke stepped into the beat, and was
rowed away to the pier.

Billy Dunter stood gaping with
indignation.

Ferrers T.otke had gone without a
word fo him, just as if he did not
matter! Obviously, he did not want
Bunter's protection ashore!

Harcy Wharton & Co. looked very
bright and cheecful. They realised tho
necd for caution, and were prépared to
carry out Locke's iustructions to the
very letter. There was no doubt that
they would have preferred a run oshore
“on their own ™3 but they were content
to see the sights of Hong Kong under
the care of the mate. Only Bunter
looked indignant and moroso.

“Y like that!" he said. “1 must
say, I like that! Locke seems to have
fiurgﬂtteu that I saved his life yester-
ﬂj"."

“Oh, give us 2 rest!” zaid Bob.

“1f Locke thinks 1I'm going to walk
up and down Hong hong with a
Suoday-schosl treat!™

“Fathead I"

“With & blinking
watching—"

“It'a vory kind of Alr. Green to
give up his time to us, fathead!”

“Who wants him to¥' demanded
Bunter. *“1 can tell you, I'm jolly
well not standing it. If Locke had
asked me to take charge of the party
it would have been all right! My hat!
Might 83 well be back at Greviviars
takine & blessed walk with old Quelch,”

Mr. Green called across the deck.

steamer’s mate

“Ready in half an hour, -young
gentlemen 1"
“Av, av, eir!" called back Bob

Cherry cheerily ; and the mate grinned
and went fto his cabin.

“1 sny, you fellowg=——

“Shut up, Bunter!™

“Shan't! Loock hero,
mate's gone to his cabin!
sampan and cleart™

* Ass!"

“Well. I'm jolly well going to call a
sampan !

“Do!" said Bob, “and if you try to
get into it we'll pitch you down inio
the saloon and sit on you.”™

“I'he sitfulness on the esteemed fat-
headed Bunter will be terribc,” snid
Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh with a nod.

“After what 've done—*"

“TFor goodness’ sake, shut up!”

“Saving Locke's life—"

“Lill him, somebody.”

“Beast! Walking round Lke a
{Cock’s tour with a fatheaded mate in
charge ! said BDuncer indignantly, *'As
if I hadn't proved that I'm the fellow
to take charoge——"

“Lheese it!"

“Thore isn't any danger so yon
fellows needn’t be in a funk. And if
thera's any danser, I shall be there to
protoct you, ™

“Ring off 1"

“Considering
{ifg—""

“You'll need somebody to save vour
own  life 1f wvou don't shut up!l”
bawled Bob Cherry.

“Beast! I'tn going ashore.”

Duntor went to the zide and Leckoned
to one of the many sampans plving for
hire in Hong Kong harbour. The sam-
pan come up to the anchored yachs
at onece.

As it bumped on the side the Famous
Five collared DBilly DBunter. Thew
flattened him ont on the deck amd
Johony Bull zat on him. There was
a roar from the Owl of the Remove.

“Ow! Leggo! Gerrup!™

Johony DBull settled himself com.
fortably on a podgy chest.

“I'm sitting here till Mr. Green'a
ready to start,” he remarked.

“Ha, ha, ha

“Ow! Deast!
go!"” pasped Bunter
my old pals!
You'ro
Wow 1"

Wharton tossed a small coin to tho
sampan man and he sheered off again,
Bunter was allowed to rise.

He glared at the Famous Five with

that cheeky
Let's call a

that I saved Locke's

Gerrup! I—=I won't
“I—I'll stick to
Gerroooogh!  Gerrup!
squish-squish-squashing  ne!

a glare that =almest cracked  loa
spectacles.

“You — you—you  beasts—" he
pasped. “I've a jolly good mind not

to come with vyou now. I've a jolly
good mind te wash my hands of the
whole thing. I've a jolly good mind to
chuck ¥ou and wash my hands—"
Tue Macxer Liseary.—No. 1,182
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“Wali, they could do with o wash!™
remarked Bob.

“"Ha, ha, ha!”

“Beast! I mean—*

“Might as well wash your face while
you're about it,” sugpested Nugent. “I
don't believe you've washed it since
wo broke up at Greylriars last term."

“Yoh "

Bunter rolled away to prepare for the
trip ashore. He did not, perhaps, give
much attention to ablutions; a waste of
goap and water had never been one of
Dunter's weaknpesses. DBut he came up
in a Panama hat that belonged to
Wharton, a clean collar that belonged
to Mugent, a necktie that belonged to
Hurreo Jamsct HRam Singh, and =&
crimson cummerbund that belonged to
himself—and really could not possibly
have belonged lo anybody else. ]
Bob Cherry shaded his eyes with s
hand as Bunter dawned on him in the
cummerbund. DBunter's exicnsive cir-
cumferenco often attracted a sccond

glance. With that gorgeous sash round
it, it was likely to attract o third and
fourth. ,

“My hatl Are you going to wear
that awful thing, DBunteri” asked
Johnny Bull

Bunter's fat lip eurled.

"I wore thiz yesterday in Hong

Eong,” he said, “and 1 can tell you
the girls noticed it! Lotz of them
looked round at mc and smiled.™

“No wonder!” gasped Dob.

"Ha, ha, hal”

"For gooduess’ soke, give o {ellow a
rest from this paltry jealousy.” snapped
Bunter. “ Anybody would think it was
a fellows own fault that ho's un-
commonly good-looking, the way you
fellows po on.™

" Oh erikey 1M

“Well, wo shall be able to find Bun-
ter if he pets lost,” grinned Nugent
“We could see that jolly old cummer-
bund a mile off.”

“1 shouldn't advise you [ellowz to
wear them,” said Dunter. "It isn't
vvervhody who ean wear s cummerbund.
You noed a good figure.”

“ A—a—s whatter!” gasped Bob.

“A good fgure—like mine! Grace-
ful, :,lr]cm know."

“0Oh, Christopher Columbus ™

“Hkinny fellows like you would look
guys in a cummerbund,” said Bunter,
*1 den't like to sce a follow looking
a guy.'-

“Kocp awny from the locking-glass,
then. "

"?ﬂhr"

When Mr. Green was ready a sampan
garried the party ashore, cummerbund
snd all. And the juniora scon had
procf that one of DBunter's statements
ot least, was well-founded. People un-
doubtedly looked round at Bunter and
undoubtedly they emiled.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Booked for Macao !

u HAT about DMacao? ashked

W DBunter,

"Mocao?" repeated Harry.

“¥es, I'va scen Hong
Kong already—I did it pretty
thoroughly yesterday, you know-—"

“Wo hovea't done it yet!” remarked
Bob Cherry.

“I hope you're not going to be scllish.
Wo ought to have a2 look at Macao
while we've got the chance,” said Bun-
fer.
in o paper. It's s Spanish settlemens
an

Toe Maicxer Liprary,—No. 1,182

“I've been reading about Macao-

“"Portuguese, fathead,”

“YWaell, I knew it was something of
the sort.” said Bunter. *“It'a on the
other side of the river—the something.-
ar-other river—="

“Tha Canton river, mss."

“Yes, and it's a jolly place, from all
accounts,” eaid Bunter. “They call it
the Monte Carlo of the East., Gamb-
ling goes on there the same as at Monte
Carlo, you know. That's vather rip-

ping.™

“1s it, mssi”

*Yes, rather! 'There's a Chinese
pame called something or-other they

play thore—-=>"

“I've never heard of o Chinese game
called something-or-other,” said b,
shaking hiz head. “Are you sure it's
nat ealled what-d’ye-call-it 27

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“QUr thingumbob?”® suggesied Nugent.

The juniors had stopped for a rest
after a walk about Hong Kon T
rather, they had stopped because gunv
ter wanted a rest. Bunter could do
with & good many rests when he went
walking, On a seat in the Connaught
Road facing the shining harbour, the
Greyfriars fellows watched the ever-
shifting seene before their eyes, and
especially a steamer lying at a pier,
which was apparently about to put to
sea. It was not a sea-going steamer,
however, and Mr. Green told them that
it was the daily bont thet ran from
flong Kong to Macao.

The juniors would have been glad to
run across the Che-kiang and have a
look at Macro, o settlement where the
Portuguese have becn ever since 1557.
But as the rcturn trip would have
taken cight hours it was not to be
thought of. Besides, they wanted to
see Hong Kong., So far, they had not
seen & lot of that great city, with Billy
Bunter seiting the pace at that of an
old and tired snail.

Bunter was full of Blacao. Evidently
he had. been looking the matter up;
though his memory was rather like a
sieve on that subject as on most others.

“It's no end of & game, what ever it's
called,” said Bunter. “Fum-fum, I
think it is—"

“Think again!™ suggested Boh,

“Or fing fong,” said Bunter,

“Whot about fan-ten?” asked Whar-
ton, laughing,

“Yes, that's it, fan-tan,” said Bunter.
“Well, they don't allow it in Hong
Kong, you hnow—-"

“1 should jolly well think not.”

“8o sporting fellows run noross the
river to Macao for a game,” said Bun-
ter. “The Portuguese ain't so jolly pax-
ticular. In fact I've read that Macao is
a dying pluco, and would peter ocut al-
togother if they didn’t raise money by
licensing gambling saloons.”

“Pity it doesn't peter out altogether,
then,” said Johuny Bull, *“Precious ex-
ample for white men to set tho
Chinese [

“That's all very well,” said Bunter,
“But I'd like to have & hit of a
flutter, now I'm in funds. What about
breaking the bank osnd coming back
with & sackiul of deollars?

“l can see you doing itl" grinned
Baob. # g .

“The fact is, I think I'm the cha
te do it," explained Bunter. “It necds
a cool head, a quick eye, a steady brain,
a keon intelleet, and an iron nerve.
Well, that's mo all over.”

i Phﬂw ]1‘! ]

“There's nothing much to see in
Hong Kong,"” eaid Bunter. ‘' Besides,
I've secn it yesterday. Lat's cut mcross
to bhiacao. We con dodge Green.”

THE MAGNET

“Can_youf'' asked Mr, Green, who
wes walking up and down behind the
seat where juniors sat, amoking his

pipe.

Bunter iumped up and blinked round.

“Oh! JI—1 dida't see you there, Mr.
Green! I—1 mean, I—1 was just say-
ing that we wouldn't think of dedging
you, you know.'’

Mr. Green grunted and walked on,

Bunter sniffed.

“I'm fed-up with that fellow!” bhe
spid. “He's not respectful, Did you
notice the way he grunted? Just sg if
he didn't believe what I said to biml
Low, I call it."

“Well, what about getting oni™
asked Bob Cherry, rising ‘from the seat.
“We dido't come here to take root.”

“No hurry,” said Bunter. “We've
smple time to cut down to the pier and
got on the Macao steamer,™

“We're not going on the Macoo
steamer, fathead,” said Harry. “We
shouldn’t be back by sunset.”

“Whot does that matter? Let's stay
tho omight at Bacao: I'll stand the exes
~—out of what I win at fan-tan.”™

“Oh crumbs I'

“You silly aes!’" said Nugent. " Mr.
Locke gave us leave to see ﬁﬂng Kong
with Mr. Green. We can’t go aoross
tha river."”

“That’s all rot, of course. You'll be
safe with me.”

“8it on hiz head, somchody "

“Think of playing fum-fong—J1 mean
ﬁng-iang—thnlzjiz f:;.‘namn, an?:lh:vinning
pocketiuls of money " said Bunler.
“Of coures, you follows couldn’t; yom
haven't the hrainﬂg or the nerve. ut
you can watch me.”

“We're to disohey Mr. Locke's orders,
go over to Macno, and sit around
watching you gamble in a casine!”
ejnculated Bob Cherry.

“That’s it, old chapl
like the idea 7"

“It's no good talkin
Bob. *“Take hold of his ears and lug
him along I"

“Deast ] Macao's o jolly interesting
place,’” said Bunter, * All sorts of his
torical  thingummies, There's o
thingumbob dating from some century
or other; and a what-do-you-call-it
wherea What's-his-name wrote a cole-
brated poem ecalled what-the-dickens-
was-1t—"

“Ha, ha, hal"”

"In fact, 8z I know all about the

lace, 1 ean guide you round,'” said

unter. “That beast Green has gob has
back turned now, so let's eut down te
the sfeamer. They’re just going to
stark.""

“¥You takes hin other ear, Johnony,"
said Bob.

“Yarocogh " ]

With a grasp on cither fat car, Billy
Dunter rose from the seat, and the
Greyiriars party marched on, Mr,
Greenegut his pipe in his pocket and
followed. Dunter rubbed his ears when
they were released and scowled.

His little round eyes gieamed behind
his big round spectacles. Billy Bunter’s
fat mind was made up on & trip to
Maceo. His fat imagination was Alled
with visions of heaps of wealth won on
the fan-ten tables. Bunter did not sce
why he should lose the chanec of mak-
ing an immense fortuoe just to please
these hensts,

Dut it was clear that the beasts were
not going to let him take the steamer
to Macao, 50 strategy was indicated.

Bunter could be strategic.

“Ow " he ejaculated suddenly and
halted. :

"Tired again!" asked Jolinny Bull
sarcastically, “We've been walking at
least two minutes since the last rest.™

How do you

te him,"” gaid
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Almost before they knew what was happening, the Famous Five were mixed 1

ol w Mr. Cunha and Bunter walked away.

“There's a stone in my shoe!” said
Bunter indignaptly, “I shall bave to
tako it off. I'll catch you up.”

“Buck up, then, fathead "

The jumiora strolled on as Bunter
stooped to his shos. "But he did not
untie tho shoe-string. Mr. Green, less
than & dozen yards shead, halted for
Bunter to come up. He was not going
to lose sight of him. The juniors
falted, too, and they waited impationtly
for Bunter.

They waited in vain. As they halted,
and as Bunter saw that they would go
no farther, the fat junior rose and cut
off with a sudden rush. A number of
ﬁnpia were going down to the Maecao

at, and .1n a twinkling DBunter
vanished into the crowd.
thurry Wharton & Co. stared after

1L,

“What iz that fat idiot up to?” ex-
claimed Bob.

“Bunter " roared Mr. Green.

“He's bolted I

“ After him ™

Mr., Green uttered an expressive sea-
faring expression

““Get him back I”-he exclaimed. “I
fancy he's making for that steamer.
Cict hold of the fat fool and yank him

back I

“Yes, rather 1"

Ferrers Locke had given instructions
that if any member of the party wan-
dered he was to be fetched back. And
the juniors rushed after Bunter to fetch
him back without losing a moment, Mr.
Greon  following them at & more
moderate pace. Mr. Green was an
active sailorman, but he had peased the
Fﬁerlf.?d of life when & foot race appealed
o him.

The steamer was about to cast off

I_J" m,rr
|

from the pier, and there was a crowd
round the gangway—passengers, friends
seeing them off,. and the usual noisy
Ewarm Chinese coolies. It was not
easy to run down a fellow in such a
crowd, who did not want to be caught,
and Bunter had been lost sight of,

But a glare of red, like unto a
tropical setting sun, on the deck of the
steamer caught Wharton’s eyes for a
moment. It was Billy Bunter's brilliant
cummerbund.

“There he isl” shouted Wharton.
“On the stecamer! Quick (™

He ran neross the gangway, his chums
at his heels, Thers was time to collar
Bunter and yapk him off before tho
moorings were cast loose.

“Ticket | Ticket 1" shouted somebody,

Byt the juniors, in hot hasts to catch
Bunter, did not heed. They barged
through the crowd on deck towards the
spot whero Wharton had caught sight
of the erimson cummerbund gleaming
from afar, like the plume of Navarre in
the m.

But Bunter was gone.

Evidently the fat junior had his fat
wits about him. He had disappeared
into some recess of the steamer, and
the jumiora hunted him over the
crowded deck in vain.

There was a screech of a siren.

Wharton and Mugent plunged back to
the: gangway. But Bob and Jeohnny
Bull and Hurres Singh were still mixed
up with the crowd; and they waited
aniously. The gangway was drawn off,
and, to their horror, they found the
steamer oving.

Whathoer they should have gone beck
without Bunter they hardly knew, but
they could not baok without the rest
of the Co. ﬁe spaco between the

p in & skindy with the luala;s, in the midst

steamer and the pier widened; and on
the pier they sighted the atﬂ-:ﬁ::,- figure
of Mr. Green, standing hke & statuc of
wrath, his tanned face purple with, rage.
There was no help for 1t; the steamer
glided out-as Bob and Johnny and
Hurree Singh breathlessly rejoined
their chums at the gide. But they came
without Bunter. Bunter was lying very
low.

L1 ] Dh
Lob. )

“The off-fulncss i1z terrifie,”

"That fat villain—"

“That frabjous frenk—"

“{Ereen looks as if he's going to burst
& boiler I

“Oao ay hatl We're booked for
Macao now | I—1—F1 burst Bunter all
over the steamer I goasped Wharton,

Mr. Green, still purple with fury,
faded out of the picture, with the per
and the crowd on it.  The steamor
threaded her way among many islands,
en route for the Portuguese port forty
miles away across the Canton River.
There was no help for it; the chums
of the Remove wero booked for Macno
And they could only make up their
minds to slay Bunter when they laid
hands on him. In the meantime, there
was nothing to be done but to pay for
their tickets and make the best of it.

THE FIFTH CHAFPTER.
Bunter Finds a Friend |
BILL"E‘ BUNTER grinned a [at

crumba!  We're off |" gasped

rIn.
¥ He was wedged in a corner
of tho settea 1n the szloon of
tha river steamer: and as the saloon
Tae Magser Lisrary.—No. 1,182
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was fairly well crowded, even his
beautiful cummerbund was fairly well
indden from view.

Genérally Bunter quaked when on s
steamer and the vessel got into motion;
pow he rejoiced. As soon &s the
stepmer was away from the pier, he
fancied that he would be away Irom
those ipterfering beasts Harry Wharton
& Co., and free to follow the devices
end desires of his own fat heart,

Bunter did not yearn for their com-
pany, now that he had a pocket full of
silver dollars of his own., All he
wanted was to be left to do exactly as
he liked. And if the brasts did not
like it, they could lump it. If Ferrers
Locke did not like it, he could lump
it, too. Having escaped from custody,
Bunter gave up his fat mind to con-
termplation of what he was poing to do
at Maocao,

Passengers in the ealoon, he found,
were, in many cascs, as interest n
fan-tan ez he was himself. Many
warthy citizens of Hong Kong bad
taken that bout for a “change of air.”
Judging by their conversation they
woere attracted more by the game of
fan-tan than by any change of air that
the Portuguese settlement could offer

them,

Bunter grinned screnely as the
steamer churned her way among the
islands, and made a wide sw a0TO5S
the estuary of the Canton River for
Macao. He was not aware that Harry
Wharton & Co. were on the boat, And
he would not have cared much had he
heen awnre of it. Jt was too late to
drag him back to Heng Kong now.

As for the trouble he might give hy
this escapade, Dunter did not think of
that at all. That Ferrers Locke's plans
might be disarranged was a matter of
very small moment to William George
Bunter. Consideration for others had
never been his shrong pomt,

Fortnnately, for Dunter, the day was
ealm, the sca smooth and glassy, and
the steamer steady. He 'was  not
troubled by anv inward qualms, even
after the river steamer got out into the
immense estwary of the Che-kiang.
e sat in his corner and took out the
harr in which he carried his dollars,
and began to count them. THe had
spent some money already on sticky
sweekmeats, and sticks of sugar-cane.
Tt he had a whole hundred dollars
left. And, with thet sum as capital,
and his own marvelloun intellect to
back it up, Bunter had little doubt that
he would sweop the fan-tan tables. As
far the morality of the matter, Bunter
did not think of that nt all. A fellow
couldn’t think of everything,

ITe clesed the bag rather hastily, and
shoved it ioto & nocket under his eum-
merbund, as a little, dark gentleman
dropped on the seat beside him.

The dark gentleman, Bunter puessed,
belonged to Macas, and waz probably
going hwme on the steamer. o looked
o Portuguese., Perhaps with a dash of
something darker, his swarthy face had
n shiny, oily look. His eyes and hair
wera black as the raven’s wing, end a
slight slant to the eyes hinted that all
his nancestors had not coma from
inrope.  1f he ever washed, he did
not show any coffects of it. DBut his
manner was politeness itself as  he
raised hia hat to Bunter heloroe sitting
down, nz if to apologise for intruding
on o important a personage.

Bunter wondered for an uneasy
moment whother he had noticed the
bag of dollars, The Portuguese did not
seem to have dono so.  He selected &
cigarette from a caze, and, with
another how, offered tho case to 'Buﬂter,
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“You smoke perhaps, scnhor!?” he
aaid, in a rich, oily voice.

“Thenka!” gaid Bunter; and bhe
kelped himself to a cigarette, which he
was very careful not to light, however.

He did not want to begin his trip
with internal convulsions,

“You are Englizh, senhor 1™

“Yes,” aaid Dunter,

“My neme is Cunha—Vasco Cunha,”
said th&adpnhte little gentleman. "I
have traded much with the English,
and 1 know always an Enghsh lord
when I see ono.”

Bunter sat s little more u;!;righh

Vasco Cunha locked as if he would
be all the better for a wash; but he was
mrtnmli'r{a man of considerable judg-
ment. ¢ had taken Buntor for a lord
at o glanﬂﬂ, which nobody at Greyfriars
would ever have dreamed of doing.

“I have friends emong the Br}ﬁ:h
nobility, who have travelled in Chins,”
went on Mr. Cunha, " A great friend
of mine iz 8ir Baronet de Duke Vis-
count. Poerhaps a relation of yours™

“ Nunno ! gasped Bunter.

Mr, Cunbha scemed rather n:!i:_ted
about the titles of the British nobility,
among whom he had friends.

“¥You go to Macao?” asked Mr.
Cunla. *“As s gentleman whe bhas
many En{glmh fricnds, may 1 take the
liberty of warning you to keep awa
from the fan-tan tables? Many Englis
go to them and lost their money. Ib
i5 very foolish.” .

This was excellent advice—if Mr.
Cunha was in earnest. Dut Bill
DBunter was not looking for goo
advice,

“The fact i3 that's what I'm golng
for,” he said.

“Ah, you are one sportsman]” said
Me. Cunha.

Dunter smirked.

“You are so rich you will not miss
the money, if you lose at the game of
fan-tan? I understand. 1 am & man of
some experience, and I could see that
you belong to the rich nobility. That
12 why I taked the liberty to warn yon
to avoid fan-tan. Yet," continued Mr.
Cunha thoughtfully, "if one is =&
genuine sportsman, as I sce you are,
my young friend, it is undoubted that
a fortene ia to be maked at fan-tan.”

“You think so?” esked Bunter
eagerly.

“1 have seen many men ruined,” said
hr. Cunha. “But they were reckless,
thoughtless, They did lose them the
head. With & cool head, senhor, it is
ell the same as picking up money.”

“T've a cool hoad,” said Bunter.

“You know the game, senhor 1

“Well, I've never played it," ad-
mitted Bunter. “] kovow thers's a
Chinaman with & roke, that's all.”

Mr: Cunha smiled genially,

“As it happens, I am acquainted
witii the bost—tho only really honest
and  respectable—f{an-tan  house in
Aacao,” ha said. “1t is the place
where o few woeks ngo I won thirty
thouzand dollars.”

Bunter's eyes bulged behind his big

spectacles.

Pﬁl‘hirtj thousand  dollars!” he
gasped.

“That is not so much perhaps as it
sounds,” emiled Mr. Cunha, “The

Mexican dollar, which is much used in
Muocao, is worth two shillings of Eng-
lish money. S0 it was only about thres
thousand of your English pounds that

I wonned.” : ;

“My hat! I'd like to win three
thousand pounds!” gasped Bunter.
“How long did it takei”

“ Ah, one must be patient! I% taked

three hours.™
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. Bunter had no objection to exercis-
ing paticoce to the extent of moking a
thousand pounds an hour.

“But again I watn you,™ said Mr.
Copha. “Unless you koep cool, up-
less you have nerve, do not play.”

“Ob, I've lots of nerve ! said ﬁuntar.
“Only yesterday I saved & man’s life
from a horde of Chinese bandite

“E possivel ?” ejaculated Mr. Cunha,
greatly impressed. *I do not doubt :t,
senhor, Aa soon as ] see you, I sey
to myself, this English nobleman has
the courage of one lion. If you care,
senbor, I will show you the fan-tam
house that I mention. Myself, 1 do
not play eny more, since I have wonned
s fortuno. But it amuse me to sce the
play. It will be an inestimsble
pleasure, senhor, to show you how the
game is played. You will grasp it in a
very few minutes ™
. “I say, it's awfully good of wou
Mr. Cunhe,” said Bunter. e

He wondered whether Mr, Cupha
would want to be tipped for this in.
estimable service, Eti? » 6 man who had
recently won & fortune at fan-tan could
hardly be in want of a tip. Though
even Bunter eould mot help noticing
that the Portugucse gentleman had not
spent any of his immonse gains on =oep.

“Not at all,” said Mr. Cunbn. “In
fact, if you cars to walk on the deck
with mo, I will explain something of
the game, so that you will ba well ac-
g{uamttd with 1t before wou roach

acao, ™

“Good egg!” exclaimed Bunter.

They proceeded on deck, Billy Bup-
ter feeling that fortune was fairly
mu!mﬁ on him in sending him this in-
veluable friend who m:aulg initiate him
into the mysteries of fan-tan, so that he
would be rcady to sweep the board
when he arrved at the only really re-
spectable fan-tan house in Macao.

Mr. Cunha was also feeling that for-
tune had favoured him.

Il¢. haunted the Hong Eong Macao
boat regularly, looking El;nz:nr gulls to In-
veigle into the gambling houses in the
Portuguese city, And never had Mr,
Cunha come upon a gull with his
mouth so wide open.

Mr. Cunha wished from the bottom
of his oily heart that there were o lot
moro sﬁﬁrhmen like Buxter knocking
about Hong Kong. It would have
muade him feal more surer whore his
to-morrow's dinner was coming from.

As they walked oxr the rather crowded
deck, both of them in a highly satisfied
frame of mind, though for different
reasons, there was a sudden shout as
five cxasperated schoolboys sighted the
crimson cummerbund,

“Hallo! Halla! Hallo 1™

“Here he isl”

“Dag him!”

“"Bump him " 5

“Bunter, you fat villain—2"

Billy Bunter was surrcunded. Mr.
Vasco Cunha stared at the juniors in
surprise, Bunter blioked at them in
angry astonishment.

“1 say, vou fcllows, I didn™t know
vou were on the boat!™ he ejaculated.
“1 eay, what bhave you come for? I
den’t want youl”

“You fat, pifling porpoise—""
“Oh, sheer off ! zaid Bunter dJis-
dainfully.

“What " roared Bob Cherry.
“Sheer off ! r ted Dunter. " I've
no use for a mob of silly schoolboya
E?‘e% h:;uur distance.” hed
¥, you—you—you—-—"" gas
Wharton. “Collar him! We can't get
him back to tha picr pow, but we can
jolly well bump him 1" ]
“The bumpinlness will be terrific, my
esteemed Bunter.”
(Continued on pape 12.)
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Y way of & start this week I shall deal with a queation
B sonit t0 me by & MAGHET render from Coventry, because
I think may remarks thercon may be of general interest,

ially in these sarly days of the soason.

“ I can't afford to spend a lot of money on my footbsall boots,"
writea this dent, * and I want to get the utmost
value out of those which I do wse. How can I do it 17

The firat essentinl concerning footbsll boots is to get & pair
which fit nice and tightly, without being uncomiorisble in
any aensa or in any . ;;.'hﬂ best: boota are generally cheapest
in the loog run—if you look afier them—and that meana I
am advising my readers io buy the best they can afford.

And now look after them a little more carefully—though
not in quite the same way-—as you look aiter those shoea you
wear on Sund As soon oy possible after & matoh et the
mud off them; don't give it time to work into the leather and
hm}tlfiam 4 thern ol dd ly a little hich

Vi ot clean and dry, apply a litt whic
Las thaﬂgeﬁgmt of keeping them soft. See that gtuds are
all right ; renew them when they begin to wear down, Taking
thess precautiona you will be surprised at the length of time
& pair of football boots will laat. Indeed, they will imb-
ably lest 80 Iﬂngmﬁtinduamumynuwiuha le to hand
them over to your brother Tommy (when your own feet have
grown too big for them), and that will save a birthday present.

I iz even rwworith while keeping them én shape
tﬂiﬁﬁﬂ-“h"ﬂ"’

BOBABLY my readers, whon watching » professional
match between famous players have noti nd this
touchesa, in & way, upon boot guestion—that ths
laces of the boots are worked underneath the sole and

thoen crossed and tied round the imstep, This isn't just a fad
or an indioation of ™ swank." The lace worked round in this
wey lends stability to the boot at the part whero it needs it
most-—aronnd the instep. I used to think that it also gave me
groater confidence in my boots, a feeling of greater security, a3
if the boot waa really all in one with the foot.

There ias plenty of evidence that readers of the Maawer who
love football, sither as & game to play or a game to watch,
don't go about with their eves shut. *' I have noticed,” writes
8 lad from Bradford,

i that refercex ond lnearmen seem fo Be working

differently together this season, Huave they worked
out some new system 7 M

I have also noticed the samo thing at some of the raatehas
I have witnessad thizs ecason, and the new system is really
the outooms of experiments madas last season by Mr. Tom Crew,
the referee who, a8 you may remember, had tho honour of talking
the Cup Final between Arsenal and Huddersfield Town.

TURING the close season, Mr. Crew called meetings of
D the leading referses and linesraon in various parts

of the couniry, and these fellows agrecd to copy,
roughly, the methods which Mr. Crew adopted in tlira

Cup Final,

will to lain, sa simply as possible, what theae mothoda
arg, Tﬁmmﬂdan’in thﬂPth& lineamen should be of more
sasistance to referees than they have beon in the pnat. By an
arrangement made beforehand,

each linesman is alloited ome holf of the field—he
doesn’t dash up ond doun ond right along the line
a# n former times.

Ouns linesman patrols, in the broad senso, one half of his
Jine, and the other linesman patrols the other balf of his line.
Obviously this means that often in the courss of a game thero
is & cornor of the field which ia*not under the direct eye of the
imeamnan. i

- awarded & free kick to one of

i i

Ip/

What “ Old Ref " dosan’t know about
footar isn't worth knowing. GShoot your
gueries in now—thsa more Intricate they are
the better he llkes "em !

e

In the ordinary course of events happenings in or near that
cotner would be missed, but this risk ia reduced to & minirawn
by & differont line of action iaken by the refersn. He

doeen’'t go up and down the middlo of the field, but works
di nnnlEvh, from the left-hand corner-llag at ono ond of the
field to the right band cornor-flag at the othor end,

Thus the veferce is alivaygs on that parficular side
of the field from which the lincsmnan is absent,

Tha whole object of this co-ordinated method of control,
for which I have nothing but unqgualified support, ia that
working in this way there i3 always one lineaman in o proper
position for sesing what happons when the venue of the play
18 changed too rapidly for the reforee to be right up with it.

really important matches are concerned, goal-judgos

to decide vital points. It is claimed by Mr. Crow,

and thogse who are in agreement with him, that if this
new systam is properly worked, therb is no neceasity for goal-
ju::l%e-a, becauss there 1 always one official or amother right up
with the play, no matter how guickly the ball may travel
from end to end.

Thie system is not merely useful as saving the roferce from
making mistakes when it is a matter of inches as to whothor
a goal has or has not been scored ; the lineaman can also bo
of renl nssistance concerning offside decisiona, lmagino o

sition which often arises. Ome side is defending stubbornly.

uddenly a full-back or o hali-back gets the ball and bangs
it right up the field with & huge kick.

The centre-forward of his side has been waiting for such
a chanegsa, but it ia possible that ho may be in an offside posilion.

The rcferee is nof in a pesilion lo tell, because, of
necessity, he is o long way belidnd $he boll.

When this new system is working, however, there is a linesman
in that half of the field to which the ball is suddenly trans.
forred, and this linesman can give the referee the ™ tip ™ if the
contre-forward ie off-side. . .
Personally, I am all in favour of the linesmen being waod in
this way, aod of their Lakin% their share of responsibility in
the control of & gams, provided, of course, they aro ncutral.
It i from the lineamon of to.day that we have to recruit the
reforecs of to.merrow. Consequently the giving of decisions
by linesmen on certain peints trains thom to Lo observant.

FE‘JR years thers has bean talk of appointing, so far as the

linparmen ia apk to bo abused, aud the one thing which
we don’t want to see is the linesmen refereoing Lhe
ame : that is, trying to over-rule the good fcllow
with the whistle. There is always a risk of this happoning
when the linesman is given o certain amount of power.
The point to be boroo in mind is that there is no reason for
the linesman to wave hia flag about to draw atlontion to things
which the referee is in o good position to see, I have slroady
seen one rmatch this geason, the result of which was aficcted b
s linceman's flag. The referoe and the linnsman wore Lot
comparatively near to the play. The linesman thought he
eaw something ; the refores “ﬂIiﬁﬂd the game, and eventuslly
2 tgamsd.

From this free kick a goul was scored, and by that
goal the molch woas won,
If the lincsmman had not insisted, the reforce, who was right on

the spot, would bave gone oun with the game, and tho rosull
would have been differont,

It seems to be that the ideal arrangoment is for the lineemen
to keop thoir eyes on the referee and when he looks to fhem
for a decision thoy give it.

OF eourse, lile all good things, this idea of using ihe

LD REL,
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GREYFRIARS CHUMS IN CHINA!

(Continued from page 10.)

“Bheer off ! roared Bunter angnly.
“XNone of your fag larks herel! Mind
vaur own businesa! Can't you see I'm
with a friend?™

Bunter backed hehind Mr. Vasco

Cunha to cscape as{;lin hands. The
juniors looked at Mr. Cunha, whom they
noticed for the first time. They had not
ux§1mted ta find DBunter in company.
. Harry Wharton & Co. were not ex-
perienced in the ways of the world,
cspecially in the shady side thereof, but
they could *place ™ Mr. Vaseo Cunha
castly cnough, Obviously he waa a
dubious character, the kind of man whe,
e their own  country, would bave
loafed on ractcourses and dabbled in
racing swindles. His oily smoothness,
his flashing tie-pin, his rings, and his
luck of wazhing, did not impress them
favouralbly. That he was some sord
of a “tout ” they knew et s glance.
atill, whatever lLe was, they were
Lound to be civil to a stranger.

Ay, Cunha, perhaps guessing that
Dunter was a fatuons ags Who was being
looked after, and unwilling to let his
wull escape, interposcd between him and
the Famous Fivo. . ]

“ Eston envergonhadoe do ei!” he said
severely. “1 ashamed of you! Yes!
You keep off from my young friend!
Why you make a rowi”

“We're ]mki::}g after that fat
chump!” explained Wharton., “Please
leave him to us!”

“(0h, really, Wharton—"

“Nao, senhor! I leave him not!”
gaid Mr. Cunha. “I walk on this deck
with this gentleman, and you make one
vow. Bo quict, you! Go away!l”

“ Look here—" i

“ Giet out, you rotters! exclaimed Bun-
ter. “Haven't you apny decent
manners? Mind your own business!
Just sheer off '’

“You fat idiot—""

“Yah!"

Harry Wharton breathed hard. Cer-
tainly he did not went to enter into
a stundy with o low-class Portuguese
on the crowded steamer. After all,
Bunter could wait.

“You're coming back by the next
boat, Bunter!” he said. " If you try
1o dodge us, we'll bag you by your silly
ears and vank you on board. And if
you've got any scnso you'll keep with
s while you're on this boat, and have
nothing 1o do with strangers.

“Hats!"'

“You fut freak—="

“Oh, shut up!” said Bunter. “ Come
{his way, Mr. Cunha. The fact is, I
don't really know these feilows; they
persist in foreing their compeny on
mer, but I don't really know them. A
low lot of teippers, you know.” .

And Bunter walked away with his
new friend, and the Famous Five looked
at onn another.

“Well " said Bob Cherry, with a
deep breath.

“The fat, frowsy fathead—"

“The benighted chump’s got 1n with
some swindling tout,” said Harry., "I
cuppose that greasy bounder knows that
Iiunter’s got money. Wa shall have to
keep an eye on him,™

“Let him rip, and be blowed to
him " prowled Johnny Bull.

“Can't, fatheadl Goodness knows
what :mgir]mt happen te the born fool in
a place like Macao, with a man like
that. Might get his silly neck twisted
for his dollars. We've got to take care
of him.”

Johuny Buwll grunted, but he
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acquiesced., Bunter was an exasperating
ass, but certainly he could not be left
to his fate in the hands of hiz new
friend. It was up to the Famous Five
to see that the fat and fatuous Owl
caime to no harm; but that, as they dis-
covered later, was going to be e fask
of some difficulty.

ey e -

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
In Macao !

ARRY WHARTON & Co.,

H booked for the trip to Macao

whether' they liked it or not,

‘sensibly made up their minds

to make the best of it. 8o far as the

trtf) itself waus concerned, it was enjoy-
able enough, and they hiked it.

The sun shone down from a cloudless
sky on blua waters; there was a merry
buzz of talk from the passengers an the
steamer, most of them hnli‘ga -makers
going over to Macao for a uﬁzmgu of
gir," or some lesa respectable reason;
and the scemery through which the
steamer glided was interesting encugh
to fellows new to China. Channels were
threaded among many islands, beforo
the steamer swept out into tho great
estuary of the Canton River, and made
o wide sweep round the promontory on
which the city of Macao is built on &
hillside. The trip occupied nearly four
hours, but they passed swiftly encugh to
the Grgyfrmra fellows.

Of Billy Bunter they saw little more
before Macac came is sight. Several
times they glimpsed a glaring cummer-
bund about the deck and that was all.
But as there was nothing to be done to
Bunter before the steamer reached the
wharf,* thoy let him keep his distance,
In fact, it was o pleasure to be re-
licved of his company.

Bunter was deep in the mysteries of
fan-tan with his new friend.

Mr. Cunhe ecertainly knew all about
that fascinating Chinese game, and he
placed his store of knowledge freely at
the disposal of William George Bunter.

Bunter drank it all in—in fa he
lapped it upl! He was feverishly
eager to reach Macae and the really
respectable  fan-tan house that Mr.
Cunha recommended. If Mr. Cunha
had won three thousand pounds at that
game, Bunter did not see why he should
not do the same. In point of fact, he
was a3 likely to so as Mr. Cunha or
anybody—which is to say, that he was
not likely to do eo at all.

Macao cama in sight at last—a city
built up the side of a hill three hun-
dred feet high—almost the whols city
visible to the eyes from thoe approaching
steamor, It was a picturesque-locking
place, and Harry Wharton & Co.
watched it with keen interest as the
steamer drew in to the wharf.

They were not vefy well informed
about that remote part of the earth;
poography lessons at Gueyiriars had
rather left out Macao. TDut Ferrers
Locke had told them o good deal about
China in talks an the Silver BStar.
They knew that the place had been
settfed by the Portnguesa in the eix-
teenth ecentury; that 16 had once been s
great and busy pert, but had been
knocked out by the rise of Hong Kong,
and had degenerated into a mere ghost
of its former self.

Macao, indecd, could hardly have
continued to exist, but for the remark-
abla shifts by which its administration
contrived to prolong its rather dingy
existence,

With its trade dying, and itz harhour
silting up, its enterprise siumbarm%.
Macao was rather like a disreputable
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adventurer taking to very bad ways in
his doddering old &ge, F.&t obe It%mﬂ
1ts most flourishing industry had been
the kidnapping of Chinese coolies, to
be sold as slaves oversea—a practice
that could not possibly have endeared
the *foreign devils” to the Chincse.
Lhat industry had been abolished, and
in later days, Macao derived mogt of
its revenue from the licensing of
gambling places.

bacao swarmed with fan-tan honses.
The place was called the Monte Carla
of the East, but there waa, at least,
no humbug about Macao, no pretenco
t]:mt- & gambling-saloon was a “eclub.”
Fan-tan dens stood as wide open to the
publia as the barbers” shops and the
pawn shops. Fantan houses were
thicker in Macao than roulette *eclubs
in Amsterdam, but there waa no solemn
hyaﬂnnn?}-y about the election and gelec-
tion of “members,” No humbug at alll
The gambling was carried on in the
light of day, open and unashamed.

acao had, at least, the virtus of
fr?,rl}hneda. ;

iho Greyiriara fellows could not hel
thinking that a city which depended ﬂg
such resources for its existence, might
well cease to exist, with benefit to all
concerned.,

But they looked with pleasure on the
picturesque old city, rising on its h;ll-
side from the lapping waters. As the
steamer glided in, Billy Bunter came
up end joined them,

“1 say, you follows”

“Well, you fat freak?i”
Johnny Bull, .

a0

growled

‘Don't be cheeky, Buli! 1 say, I
going ashore with my friendy : MI:‘:
Cunha,” said Bunter. “If you like,

I'll take you round the town with me,
and show you s little life, You don't
deserve it, but I will. Of course, 1
ghall expect you to behave yourselves.”

“¥ou podgy piffer,” said Bob
Cherry. “¥You're not going round the
town with that greasy swindler. You're
E;ng back to Hong Kong on the noxt

t‘:'j

“0h, really, Cherry—-"

“Mr. Locke will be anxious about us,
you fat chump,” said Nugent.

“Blow Mr. Locka! Besides, Green
will tell him where wo are, and he
knows you're under my protection. So
that's all right.”

“You benighted bandersmatch——"

“Don’t jew so much,” said DBunter,
"“I've said that I'll take you for &
flutter at fan-tan, if you like, and I
mean 16, Yes or nei”

“Can’'t you sco that that fellow
Cunha is only a tout after your dollare,
you fathead!”

Bunter sniffed.

“I don't mind telling you that Mr.
Cunha has won thirty thousand dollara
at fan-tan, and he's going to take ma
to the ssine place,” he soad.

“Thirty thousand rats, you fathead "

“More likely he's tipped about five
bob for every mug he takes thera to
lose his money ! grunted Johnny Bull.

“T fancy I can take care of myself,”
eatd DBunter disdainfully. "“And I'm
not going ta listen to you fellows run.
ning down my friend. Keep your dis-
tance, and be blowed to youl”

And Bunter rolled away again, and
rejoined Mr. Vaseo Cunha.

“ Jovver hear of such a born idiot 1"
ejaculnted Bob. “Keep an eyoe on him
when we get off the boat.”

" Yes, rather!” ] _

The steamer glided in to the wharf.
Harry Wharton & Co. posted them-
selves close to the gangway to watch
for Bunter going ashore. Billy Bunter
came rolling along with Mr. Cunha 10
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the midst of an eager crowd of trippera
from Hm Kong, and ell that the
TUnRiors d do was to follow him.
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With all the sirengih of his arms Wharton
brought the heavy stick down with a terrifie
swipe on the piglailed head. Crash ] Bump [
.f The Chinaman fell headlong into the room,
knocking the door wide open as he fell.
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It was some minutes before the Grey-
frinra follows could force a way through

the

rinning loafera of the whari, and

ut on the wharf, where the crowd by that time Bunter was slmost out of
thinned, they ceme up with him and m%‘[lht.
his ous new friend. hey followed, him, breathless and

“Now, Bunter——* Harry Wharton
dropped his hand on a fat shoulder. |
Bunter gave him s glare through his
inE spectacles,
Get out |” he snapped.
“You're Lo como with us, you fat
chump [*
*'Bhan't IV
“Then we'll jolly well make you!”
Mr. Vasco Cunha interposed, with a
very ugly look on hia sallow face. His
hlﬁik eyes plittered at the Groyiriars
e

“The hands off " he exclaimed.
“¥You mind your own business! My
young friend, he come along with me.
Yeal

“Go and eat coke [ retorted Johnny
Bull. “VYou're not taking Lhat fat
chump into a gambling den, Mr,
Cunha I*

" Mind Jour own business 1 bawled
Bunter. “Do you think you can give
:&q['?ﬂaﬂ. you cheeky rofters? Sheer

“Collar bim ! said Bob.

“1 say, you fellows—leggo—"

Mr. a made a beckoning sign,
and fve or six rough-looking men,

evidently acquaintances of this friend
of the British nobility, gathered round
the group.

A swarthy and very dirty band shoved
Wharton back, and another dragged
Bob Cherry from Bunter. Almost be-

fore they knew what was happening, the K

Famous Five were mixed up in &
Ihlndi*mﬂ': the loafers, in the midst
of which Mr. Cucha and his young

friend walked away.

intensely exzasperated. The half-caste
loafers on the wharf szent a cackle of
laughter after them, and the Famous
Five wore tempted to turn back and
wipe up the wharf with the dingy crew.
But they remembered that they were
in a foreign city now, under Portu-
gucse administration—such ns it was—
snd t]m‘y had no desire to be hauled off
to tho “repartican da policis.”

It dawned upon them that drastio
methods in dealing ‘with the fatuous
Owl were out of the question now.
They were in Mr. Cunha'as native city,
where all the mdvantage: were on Mr,
Cunha's side. So long as Bunter was
of any use to Mr. Cunha, Mr. Cunha
was able to k ngeession of him, and
scrapping with Mr. Cunha was only too
likely to lead to arrest as disturbers of
the poace. That was & very spbering
reflection.

“Let the fat idiot ripl" growled
Johnny Bull, wiping his cheek where a
dirty fist had left & mark.

rry Wharton shook his head.

“We can’t do that,” he said. “The
fat fool might be murdered for his
monoy. Cunha looks none too good
for it.”

“Well, what can we do? If we collar

him, we shall get mixed up with a gan
of these snuff-coloured hooligans, an
very likely run in™
“Wea'd better keep him in sight.”
“Wii"lﬂrt about the boat back to Ilong
ong !
“Wa can’t go back without Bunter !”
said Wharton decidedly. *“Mr, Locke
wouldn't want us to desert him . in this
place. We couldr't do it.”

“Won't I éuﬂy woll kick him whea
we get him back on the Silver Star!"
said Johnny Bull, breathing hard.

“The kickfulpess will be terrific!”
gsaid Hurree Jamset Rem Singh,
“But &t presontfully, my estecined
chums, we can only keep an absurd eye
on him !*

And the Famous Five followed in the
wake of William George Bunter and
his oily friend.

They were in little humour for seeing

the sights of Macao, The Prays
Grande did not appeal to them, nor
even the pgarden in which Camoens

wrote hia famous poem the * Lusiad.”
The fat and exasperating Owl of the
Remove occupied t| oir thoughts. They
iﬂarrmd to kick him from one end of

to the other; but it was evident
thnt they oould not desert him in his
present company. Onoe of the sights of
Macao, howaver, they had to sce—and
that was the most famous of all—the
fan-tan |

Whether Bunter was mware that they
were on his trail, they did not know.
The fat junior did not look back once.
He wealked on cheerily, deep in con
veraation with his valuable friend. Tho
Famous Five walked behind; not see
ing, perhaps, much of DMacao, but
smelling 8 good deal of it. They found
that one of the prominent features of
the Portuguesse city was its mixiure of
vile odours.

“There thoy 1" said Bob,

Bunter and his friend turned into &
doorway. :

Apparently they bhad roached their
destination.

If this really was the “most respect-
able ” of the fan-tan dives in Macao, as
Cunha had said, its surroundings did
not say much for it. The sirect was

(Continued on page 6.
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narrow and dirty and evil-smelling, the

faces of the pessengers—~Chinese and
Portuguese and half-caste—far from
pleasant or clean. Poasibly Mr. Cunha
had exesggerated the respectability of
that delectable rasort.

Harry Wharton & Co. arrived at the
doorway into which Mr, Cunhe and
Bunter had disappeared.

A burly, black-browed
lounged within, apparentl
Loeper, and no doubt & *chucker-out™
also, en one was required. JHe
bowed very civilly to the juniors, how-
cver, and they passed in without ques.
tion. They walked into the gaming-den
as freely as into = shop.

A dusky pessage led them into a
largo room, with bara walls that had
once been white, but were now dingy
and grimy, The room was crowded—
tho game was going strong. Portu-
guese and Chineso, half-castes of all
kinds of races, two or three Americans,
and a fow Engliaa from Hong Kong,
were gathored round the long table. A
dozen languages were spoken. In e few
minutes they sighted a crimson cum-
nierbund.  Bunter was at the table,
with his ocily friend at his side,

He blinked round as the juniors came
up, and grinned.

“Ohl You fellows here!™ he said
cheerily.

*Yes, you fat idiot ™

“Cheese it,"” said Bunter, “You're
not in the Hemove passage at Grey-
friars now! If you want me to know
you here, you've got to be civil.”

“¥ou burbling chump [*

“I vou're hara for a flutter, watch
mo, and do as I do,™” said Bunter.
“Follow my game, and win along with
me. Seal™

“We're not here for s Hutter, you
chump "

*“Then what the dickens are you here
for?" demanded Bunter.

“For & fat idiot "

“0Ohb, shut up!*

FIHuntﬂr turned his back on the Famous

Evi.

They considered for & moment the
advisability of collaring him, and
yanking him out into the strest by
main Forca, But evidently it was im-
practicable, and could only have led to
a shindy with Vasco Cunha end his
fricnds. It was uscless to got “chucked
out,” leaving Bunter to carry on. So
they nupﬁramd theic fealings, and
veatched DBunter, while the Owl of the
Kemovo, oblivious of their existence,
devoted himself to the joys—or other-
wise—of fan-tan,

e

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Fluiter at Fan-Tan !

it HLEE "
I Tho Chinese who handlad
tho rake at the fan-tan table

spoke in pidgin-English, the
only tongue known to all the polyglot
crowd who swarmed round the table.
Tre Micker Lisrary.—No. 1,182,

hali-caste
a door-

Three was the winning number, and
the Chinaman, a fat man, with & stolid,
yvellow faca and aleepy, slanting eyes,
drawled out “Thlees," changing the *r *
into an *1,’" in the menner of the
Chineso,

Round the table the players talked in
English and French and Portuguese,
Chinesa, Manchu und Mongolian, and
other tongues, But all of them under-
stood the * pldgm " English. .

Billy Bunter’as eyea gleamed behind
his spoctacles.

He had dropped a dollar on the square
marked number three, and as three was
the winning number, Bunter had won,

Vasco Cunha gave him an oily smile.

“You are one of the lucky ones, n
friend,” he said. * Yes, you begin wit
a win, and I think you will brea¥ the
bank| Sim! VYeal”

" What-ho!" grinned Bunter in great

elation.
.. He did not observe a faint, impercept-
ible amile that had passed between
Cunha and the stolid Chinaman with the
rake, when they came to the table. That
smile might have told Bunter, had he
observed it, that the Portuguese was an
old acquaintance of the fan-tan banker,
and that the Chinaman was amused to
sce the fat and greedy gull that Cunha
had conveyed into his establishment.

Bunter staked five dollars on number
four. Ho watched Tor the result with
his heart in his mouth.

Harry Wharton & Co., wedged among
the bot and excited players, watched the

me with some interest, It was their

rat experience of & Chinese gambling
game.

It seemed simple enough to their eyes.
Four squares were numbered on the
table, ono to four, and thess numbers
could be backed singly or two at a time.

The numbers were determined by a
very simple method. A heap of amall
copper coins was placed on the table,
and from thess the man with the rake
drew away four at & time, till only four,
or less than four, remaipned of the heap.

I four remained, four was the win-
ning number; if only thres, thon three
was the winner; if only one, then one
was the wioner. Nothing could have
been more simple.

Any player st the talle was sllowed
to take & handful of the copper coins
froma a stack, fto form the heap from
whioh the rake drew; so it looked as if
it really was a game of chanoe.

Tho game was, indeed, so simple that
even Bunter waa able to master it in &
few minutes, though winning mooey at
it was another matter.

Bunter's five dollara on numboer four
vanished when the announcement came

egain of *thlee'" a3 the winoing
number.
Bunter grunted.

“I was rather an ass nob to stick to
three [ he murmured.

And pext time he stuck to three; but,
unfortunately, number two materia-
lised, and Bunter was done again.

“Courage, my friend,” murmured
Cunha, as Bunter blinked at the table in
a hesitating way, uncertain whether to
continus. “ A sportsman like you is not
frightened by one loss, or two losses—
yes? Neo! Itis a player with mumfa
::m‘tL as you, my friend, who breaka the

ank.” :

Bunter nodded, and resumed play.

Five dollars a timo went the way of
most dollars at fan-tan, and Bunter sud-
denly woke to the fact that he had lost
seventy dollars out of his hundred.

Ie felt an inward qualm.

A flutter at fan-tan was all very well;
but he could not help thinking of the
immense gquantity of foodstuffs he could
have purchased for seventy dollars,

“In for one penny, in for cne pound,
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as you English say!" murmured Vasco
~unha encouragingly.

Bunter began to play with single
dollars, This, et least, had the
advantage of making his supply of cash
last longer.

A few small wins came his way and
encouraged him. He began to foel
doubtiul about breaking the bank, He
was extremely dubious about walking off
with thres thousand pounds. He began
to confine his hopes to winning back
what he had lost—that will-o’-t B-Wisp
which leads so many gamblers to ruin.

Winning back what iﬂ had lost geemed
as arduous e task as bresking the bank.
tthIla.r ?ther dellar was whisked away

s numbers comin ' :
tug&teiy f?r Bunter, & up most unfor

ome of the plavers along the tabl

wore winmng. Mors wfm Im:‘:?;
Indeed, it was a foregone conclusion
that the majority must lose, or the place
could not have existed. A gambling den
could not be run on losses. That self-
evident proposition had not eccurred to
Bu;!’.eFr 3 I:ll'lghtf braig.

: rench ssaman whe was winning,
ejaculated “Bon, bon!" every time ffa
received a wad of greasy notes. Hia
cjaculations irritated Bunter, who
blinked at him scverely several times.
A sportive broker from Hong Eong, who
was losing dollara by the fistful, cursed
under his breath ot every loss, and his
fr:nlmgg were more in  tune with
Bunter's. Dollar after dollar went, till
of Dunter’s hundred he found that he
had only two left.

The brightness had faded from
Bli_?tﬂr'ﬂt fa.j:t ﬁﬂ‘-‘}ﬂ nlmv. :

¢ sat with a solitary dollar in either
Et?:i If;and. blinking with dismayed eyes at

Mr. Cunhs smiled.

“One more chance, my friend,” he
murmured. *“I have one feeling that
now your fortune he is on one turn,”

With the feeling that he might as well
be hung for & sheep as & lamb, Bunter
made up his mind.

Horry Wharton touched him on the
shoulder. The dismay in Bunter's fat
face disarmed his r and ennoyance.
Bunter was an irrating ass; but he had
certainly paid for his g:&'

:: [{}}?:, nhn}?va f.;u." said c ArrY,

shutup !'* grunted Bunter.

“ Look l:ma:rlair—"":r

“Bhut up, blow you "

Bunter tossed the two dollars on
nh:ml;er fﬁﬁ:, E::d wngate&, with thumping

art, whila the rake drew
“cash " from the heap, AR Ao P

By that time Bunter had been playing
more than an hour, end the chums of the
Remove were thoroughly tired of the
place, of its heated and stuffy air, its
atmosphere of unheslthy excitement, and
tha cumnﬁ in & dozen languages from
unlucky players. Aas the evening came
on, too, more than one man who dgmpped
in had evidently been drinking too
freely. They recognised several of the

ssengers on the river steamboat from

ong Kong; no doubi quite.respectable
merchants in the British eity, but
decidedly “rorty ” while taking their
“change of air ™ at Macao.

The Famous Five were fed-up to the
chin; yet they felt that they could not

o without Bunter. To leave the fat

uffer in this den was impossible, and
to drag him away was equally im-
ossible, so long as he had eny money
eft. They could only hope that it would
not last much 8r,

Bunter pgave quito a chirrup of
triumnph as four, the number on which
hie had tossed his last two dollars, came
up the winner,

“What have I tell you?l” amiled

Cunha.
“What-ho!” grinned Bunter.
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He played sgein, and won agsain, and
yet again. A dozen of his lost dollars
cams home.

“ Now come away, fathead,” said Bob
Cherry.

* Likely 1” grinned Bunter.

It cnly needed a small win or two to
restora %untar‘s bounding confidence.
He p!a}t'led on cheerily.

“My hat!" said Bob.
this much longer, you men!

*7T pan't stand
I'm get-

ting almost suffocated in this dingy
hﬂ'lﬂh"

“Wor't I kick him!" murmured
Johnny Bull. “Won't I kick him when
wo get back on the yacht.™

It seemed to the chums of the

Remove just then that kicking Bunter
would be the supreme joy of existence,
But for the present he bad to be left
uttkicked, and they had to wait and
watch, and suppress their feelings.

Bunter lost agein and won again. It
wasg obvious that sooner or later he
would go *“stony,” but the process

scemed endless to the tired and im-
patient juniors, Darkness had fallen
now on the streets of Macao, and they
werg mors and more anxious to be
gone, But Bunter was a fxture at the
table so long as he had a dollar left.
Mot that he entertained any longer even
the faintest hope of breaking the bank.
But he was poing to win back his losses
somehow, if ho could. The event, at
last, proved that he couldn’t.

“Hallo, hallo, halle!"” murmured
Baob Cherry who had been looking about
tha place, over the varied crowd. to
wila away the weary minutes. *That
johnny seems interested in us.’”

He nodded towards a Chinesa who
had come into the room, and was stand-
ing by the wall, not approaching the
gaming-table.

He was a short, squat men, dressed
in blue, like nine in ten of the Chinese
whom the juniors had seen. His slant-
ing eyes werd fixed on the Greyiriars
party, over the ever-shifting crowd.

_ ¥“That Chinee?” asked Harry, glane-
mg et the man.

“¥Yes; he’s been watching us for a
long time. I wonder——*

Boly Cherry broke off.
Wharton compressed his lips.

The Mandarin Tang Wang had fled
from Hong Kong to escape arrest; but
he had assuredly left agents behind—
members of the Red Dragon tong., It
was more likely than not that the party
from the Bilver Star had been watched.
2o long as they had remained with Mr.
Green, in the public streets of Hong
Kong, it mattered little; but it was a
very  different proposition  if  the
mandarin’s emizsaries had traced thom
out in the Portuguese city forty miles
from the British port. The prospect of
trouble in Macao was dismaying.

“We szhall have to be carefunl 1" said
Harry. “If that fat idiot doesn't como
away soon, I shall collar him, and
chance a row.”

Fortunately, Bunter was now down to
hiz last dollar, Heo =at and held that
golitary coin in his fat fingers, with a
dismayed and dismzl face. He tossed
it on the board at last, and it followed
the rest.

“*Oh crikey ™ groaned Bunter.

“You have Hnished?!" asked Mr.
Cunha, with & emile.  Probably Ar.
Eunha was getting tired himself by that

me.

“J—I sav I™ whispered Bunter,

“Yes, what, senhor 1"

"Lend mo a few dollars.”

Mr. Cunha laughed—he could mnot
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help if. He had brought Bunter there
to lose his dollars, not to lond him
any.

“ ¥ou have no more?” he asked.

" Not a brown |” groaned Bunter,

" Perhaps your friends will lend—"

“(Catch them, the beasts!™

“It is onc great pity! saad Mr.
Cunha. “But ancther time you will
hava betler luck—yes.™

“There won't be another time—thoso
rotters will take care of that!” groaned
Bunter. **DBesides, I haven't any more
monay.”

This picce of information scemed to
ﬂeFrwa Mr., Cunha of any interest he
still retained in his young Eriend.

“Ils veras?” he cjaculated. "I it
g0t Now I remember I have to sco a
friend, and I mast not keep him to
wait ¥

Mr.
erowd.

“1 say!" gasped Bunter,

But his new {riend was gone. AMMr.
Cunha had ne use for a squeezed
orange. Bunter was never destined to
look again on the oily countenance of
that friend of the British nobility.

“Oh crumbs!™ greaned Bunter. He
blinked round at the Famous Five, who
staod in & group at a litile distance,
elbowed away from the table by cager
plavers, "1 say, you fellows(™

Wharton locked round at him.

“"Coming, fathead?” ha asked.

“T sav, lend me a hundred dollars.®

“ Asg I

“Tend me ten dollars™

 Fathead |™

¥ Lend me just ong dollaz] I'm con-
vinced that my leck's just on the turn I
pleaded Bunter.

(Continued on néxt page.)

Cunha disappeared into the
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*Idiot 1"

Billy Bunter dragged himself away
from the table. His flutter at fan-tan
was at an end; &0 was his hundred
dollars. With a wocbegone face he
jetned the Famous Five.

1 say, you follows, wo may as well
gol” he mumbled. * I hope you follows
hava got some money. We shall have
to stay tho night in Macao; there's no
boat back till to-morrow: aod I can't
stand treat—I've got nothing left. I
say, theso beastly places ought to be
shut up, you know, I—I say, I believo
that l'ortugucee beast was just a tout
;;h{f brought moe here to lose my money.
—I sa

“Oh, shut up, and come out |" growled
Bob.

And the QGreyiriars fellows left the
fan-tan dive; and as they walked up
the dusky, evil-smelling street, the squat
Chinaman also emerged, and followed
in their wake.

—— ——

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

The Hotel In Macao [

ARRY WHARTON glanced back

H at the corner of the street.

Night had fallen on DMacao;

and the sgtreet lighting left

much to be desired. Dut ho could eco

& sgquat figure in blue sinking along

the side of tho strect, in the shadow of
the houses,

“We're followed I ho said quictly.

“That Chincal':

HEM.I‘J

“1 say, you fellows—'

““Shut up, Bunter I hissed Bob.

“8han'tl I'm hungry! I say, if I'd
won at [andan, I was going to stand
vou fellows a tremendous sproad at the
best hotel in Macao. Now l've gone
stony, 1 suppose you're not going to lot
mo starve?”

"Kick bhim, somebody 1%

“Yow-ow-ow [V

“Got on!” saud Harey., “That brute
who iz following ue may have friends
hanging about. We've got to put up
hers for tho night; and the sooner wo
fnd an hotel the better.”

“Aslk somebody the way, then, yon
age,” gaid Bunter, rolling after the
juniors. “Does anvbody koow the
Portugueae for hotel ¥

“It's tho samo word, fathcnd!l But
we shall have to be jolly careful whom

wo azk. We're in Quecr Street here.”
“Well, any place will do 8o leng as

the grub's good.™ -
“Bhut up1*

Bunter snorfod and shut up. He was
not only hungry. but he was feeling
angry and indignaot. ‘The loss of a
visionary fortuno, apd a real hundred
dollars, had made Bunter feel very
dismal, and he expected sympathy. The
least these fellows could do, in Bunter's
opinion, was to sympathise, )

But there was no sympathy
Dunter. . Instead of that, the fellows
locked at him. as if thoy could havo
ecaten him, and barely restrained them-
selves from kicking him along the dusky
eirock.

They passed through another strect
and another, and camo inte a more
brightly-hghted thoroughfzre near tho
P'raya Grande. Hero thero were & good
many people about, and thoy felt more
at ease. They did not doubt that the
squat Chinaman was still shadowing
them; neithor did they donbt that he
was an cmissary of Tang Wang. But
in a lighted and erowded street ho could
hardly do any mischief, so long as they
kept together.
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Bunter came to a sudden halt, outaide
a building which bore the vord
“Hotel ” in large letters. ;

“*Here you are, you fcllows! This is
all right.™

“How do you know it's all right,
ass?"

“Well, I can smell cooking 1”

A plump Portuguese was standing in
the porch of the hotel. He stepped to-
wards the party of juniors, as they
stlaﬁped and eyed the J]ighted entrance,
with a graceful bow,

“ Entre, senhores!™ he said politely,
“You search a hotel? E o melbor hotel
in Macao! Sim!| Enptre!”

The juniors were sublimely ignorant
of the Portuguese languege, but they
understood {gm mat, Timr knew
French, and the word melhor, in its
pronunciation, resembled the French
word "“meilleure,” so they guessed that
he was telling them that this was the
best hotel in Macao, As he was evi-
dently the proprietor, he ought to have
known, Probahly he was exaggerating
the merits of his hotel; but the placa
looked respectoble, and they wers tired
and bungry, and they followed the bow-
ing, plump man in.

They were shoewn into the sala de
jantar, or dining-room, where they
found a hot and stuffy atmosphere, and
flics innumerable. But that was only to
bo oxpected; and they sat down to a
meal, which was very grateful and com-
forting, and made them feel better,

The juniors were a little worried about
what Ferrers Locke might be thinking
of their absence. No doubt Mr. Green
had explained to him; but the Baker
Street  detective was  certain o be
anxious. It could not be helped; but it
troubled them. It did not, however,
trouble Bunter. Billy Bunter devoted
himself to dinner, with an assiducus
dovolion; and after the meal, feeling
considerably bucked, his spirits rose
again,

“1 say, iﬂu fellows, it’s rathor early
for bed,” he remarked. “What about
going round Macao and seeing the
sights?™

“ After dark?” grunted Johnny Bull

[ Well, I'll bet there's m jolly excitin
night-life in & place like thia,™ sal
Bunter, with & fat wink,

“You silly owl 1"

We're oo our own,” argued Bunter.
“That beast, Locke, hasn't got his eye
on us now. No necd to act as if we were
at Greyfriars with old E}Iuelchy wateh-
ing us. Look here, I'll tell you what! I
came jolly pear winning o big sum at
fan-tan. Of coursn, I was rather new to
the game, and a fellow needs experi-
ence. DBut—"

“Ring off [

“My suggestion is this,™ said Bunter,
blmkmg at them with owlish serious-
ness. “You fellows pool your money,
and hand it to me in a lump sum——*"

“Wha-a-at i" ;

“And T'll try my luck at fan-tan
‘again, seat You take halt the .win-
?ipg:s. sharcd out emong vou. That's
air.” ;

“ And whe's to take the losses *

“0Oh, really, Cherry——"

“If that fet chump doesn’t shut up
gﬁh going to Lick him,” said Johnny

.

“0Oh, realiy, Bulll I'm offering you
chaps a chance of making a fortune.
You hand your money over to me—
yaroooooogh ! If you kick me apgsin,
you beast—"

“I'd like & walk round Macao,” said
Harry. “But I think we'd better stick
indoors. That Chioee i3 sure to be
watﬂhmg“ua. We don't want to dig up
trouble here.”

THE MAGNET

“I'm not ut.iakipf: indoors I” hooted
Bunter. “You ml{efrumpa, lat’'s go
round the town and be jolly. I'm going
to—yow-ow-ow-ow | Stop kicking muo,
you beast |

The smiling and bowing landlord
showed the juniors to their rooms
Billy Bunter followed them up the staira
grunting and grurobling. Fortified by
an _an:g&la dinner, Bunter was ifeeling
inclined to paint the town red, and to
break s bank at fan-tan and keep it up
till morning. But as he had not a sin.
gle copper ‘cash’ left in his pockets
there was no painting Macao rod for
Bunter.

The only thing left for him wan

aleap,.-iFor‘l:una.te v, that was ome of
Bunter’s chief pleasures.
. There was plenty of sccommodation
in the Portuguese hotel; the place did
not seem to be doing much business—
in which it was like most establishments
in the decrepit old city. Tallow candics
provided light, and the juniors selectod
thres double-bedded rooms—none of
which looked clean. The plump land-
lord left them to their own devices,

“It's safer to go two to & room,” said
Harry. “That Portugee seems a decont
sort of chap, except that he wants wash-
ing; but anvbody could come into the

lace, and we know we've been watched

¥ one of Tong Wang's men. Fasten
your doors, you fellows.™

“You bet!”
“Who'a going to have Bunter?”
grunted Johuny PBull, “Blessed if [

want his beastly snore keeping me
awake.”

“¥ah|"

_ "Toss up for it,” eaid Harry, laugh-
ing. “If we put the fat ass in a room
by himself he may get into somae
trouble. Bomehody's got to keep an
aye on him.*

1 say, you fellows—"

“Dry up.”

A dollar spun_in the air decided who
was to enjoy DBunter's snore for the
night. The disaster fell to Harry

arton, Then the juniors paired off
into their rooms, lecking their doors
after they were inside.

The beds were neither clean nor well-
aired, and the juniors feared that thoy
wars already inhabited by small inhahu.
tants; trifles about which Macao was
not so particular as Hong Kong. But
they had to take their chpnce, and they
were tired, and gladly turned in.

Four of the Co. wero soon fast aglesp;
but slecp did not come so easily to
Harry Wharton. A fellow with Bunter
within a couple of yards of him was not
likely to snjoy belmy slumber. Firat of
all, Bunter persis in talking. Ho
suggested that the other beasts should
ba left to sncoze, while ho and Wharton
went “ round tke town” together, and =
whizzing boot wam the apswer to that
suggestion. Buat even the boot did not
silence Bunter, and he went on_talking
till the other boot followed. This ono
landbd on Bunter’s nose, and there was
a fearful howl, ,

After which, Bunter composed himself
to sleep. ;

Then thore was a sound like the surf
breaking on a rocky shore, mingled with
the rumbie of distant thunder. It was
William George BDunter snoring.

Bunter’s snora was always powerful.
It wae wont to fill the spacious Remove
dormitory 2t Greyfriars with murmurc-
ing sound. Perhaps the exoiterment of
the day and the enormous meal of the
evening disturbed Bunter's slumbers a
little. At all events, his snore was more
terrific than Wharton had ever heard
befora.

Whizsing boots had stopped Bunter
from talking. But there was no method
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of stopping his snore. 8everal times,
sfter getting to sleep, Wharton awoke
with an impression that a typhoon had
struck Maocao, or that an  earthquake
was rocking China to its foundations
and found that it was only the masal
eolo performed by Bunter.

About three o'clock in the morning
that gargantusn snore awoke the hap-
less ¢aptain of the Remove for the forth
or fifth time. He turned over and
tried to sleep again, but sleep would not
come. Thers wna some small things in
bed, trifies light as air to the Portu-
guese, but horribly uncomfortable to one
accustomed G0 English  cleanliness
Wharton shuddered and Iey sleeplesa

Long, leaden minutes passed while he
stirred and shifted with dizcomfort, and
listened to Bunter snoring. The whole

building was buried in slumber. Long,
wooed slumber in wain. And then,
softly, came s sound from the door.
BAT WAS EQO @addus-
tomed to Punter's
that it did not im-
pede the hearing of
Wharton, sitting up
in bed, and listening
heard a hand grop-
ing over the outside
the faint creaking of
a lock.
THE NINTH CHAP-
TER.
A RRY
H WHARTON
thiumping.
Ho gat silent, with
denze blackness,
listening, and he felg
Hr% dow=n his back,
he sound- from
takable.
It was a faint
the lock was being
manipulated from
Obviously it was
not some late roys-
turned in the small
hours and mistaken
would have been turned, and finding
tha door locked, the late-comer would
knew that it was not that.
HSomeone, outside tha door, was slowly
silently as he oould.
Wharton remembered =2t once the
Groyfriars party in the fan-tan dive.
e had not doubted that the spy had
hotel, and he could not doubt now that
it was some agent of the Mandarin
it was the enemy |
ilad his comrades in the twe adjoining
moro likely that Wharton's room had
been sclected for the first attempt, for
‘drind, that thore was a sound sleeper
there.

long minutes, while the hapless junior
arton started and listened. His
snoring by this time
gther sounds. And
with straining ears,
of the door, and then
The Foe In the Night 1
fel$ hig heart
straining eara, in the
the perspiration trick-
the door was unmis-
creaking; it told that
outsido.
terer who bhad re-
his room. In that case the handle
have found out his mistake. Wharton
and carefully working at the lock as
pquut Chinaman who had watched the
shadowed the party to the Portuguese
Tang Wang who was outside his door.
rooms already beon attacked? Tt was
Bunter's snore told anyone who was at
Wharton threw back the bedclothes

and stepped out quiﬁﬂgi on the floor.
¥ in

He dressed himself quic the dark-
mess,

1t was useless to awaken Bunter. The
Owl of the Rethove was more likely to
be a hindrance than & help.

Wharion's nerves were calm again
now, There was a glint in his eyes. Ho
drew back silently, the slatted curtain
at the window letting in a gleam of
staclight.

His eyes fixed on the deor,

It was still sliat; the lock had not yet
been forced. Faint cresking showed
that the man outside was steadily at
work.,

The jumior thought rapidly.

To shout and awaken the whole hotel
was bis frst thought. But it was more
than likely that the landlord and his
servants slept at too great a distance to
hear him. As for the other guests,
Wharton was pretty sure that there
were no others—unless the squat China-
man and his associates had taken rooms
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Ho stilled his breathing.

His arm was raised now, tho stick
ready to descend. “The door opened un
inch, softly; then another inch. Inch
by inch it opened, without a sound:
and he waited.

Into the dimness of the room a head

Wi _Emjecfed from the dark prssage
outsida,

In the pale glimmer of starlight from
the window Wharton saw the shaven
head and pigtail of a Chinaman,

The man wasz listening.

Probably RBilly Bunter’s deep and
resonant snore reassurcd him; for the
head was pushed farther into the room
and slanting eyes glittered round in the

dimmness,

That was Wharton's moment.
With all the strength of his arm he
brought the Emav&l
terrific crash, on
Crash
Bump |

stick down, with a
e pigtailed head.

———
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Mr. Green sat down and tossed Bunter across his brawny knee, face down. Thén his heavy hand
rose and fell. Spank 1 “* Ha, ha, ha ! ** There was a howl of laughter as the faf junior wrigzled

and writhed and roared.

in the hotel after the juniors had gone to
bed, which was probable. A shout
would only warn the encmy that he was
on his guard.

MNeither could an alarm have averted
the attack: for the door was of flimsy
bamboo, and a hefty shove from with-
out would have burst it open, had tho
enemy given up caution and taken to
violence.

Wharton had mno weapon, except a
Malacen stick that he had bought in
Hong Kong that morning. But it was
a thick and heavy stick; and he picked
1t up, grasping it in o firm hand.

Stick in hand, he placed himself just
within the door and waited,

He was guito cool now, and grimly
determined. Before lonpg the door
would ba open; and ho was ready for
a head when it was put in.

Creak, creak! Glici:!

It was a flimsy lock, as Oimsy as the
door wihich 1t secured. It gave way at
last, and Wharton felt the door move,

The Chinaman fell headlong into the
room, knocking the deor wide open as
he foll,

IIn lay in a huddled
within the room.

Wharton caught hiz breath, whirling
up tho stick for a sccond blow. Dut it
was nob needed.

Che territic ¢rash on the head had

heap just

stunned  the Chinaman, and he lay
merk at the junior’s feet.

Wharton lhstened,  with  beating
heart, If the man was not alone! But

it seomed that he was nlone, for thero
came no sound from the dark passapo
oulside,

Foar o long, long minute Wharlion
stood with beating heart and stragning
gars. Dut thera was no sound; an
still the fallen Chinaman lsy without
motion,

If the mao had associates in the
bmldmg_;R they were ovidently not  ag
hand. elicved on that secore, a chill

Tue Magxer Liszary.—No. 1,152,
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f&e[ing came over the junior as he
looked down at the silent figure at his
feet. He had struck hard—as hard as
he could—with all the strength of a
young and vigorous arm, and the
wrotch had gone down like a felled ox.
But thoe thought that the blow might
hﬂ;’ﬁ killed him was wvery uncomfort-
abla,

Wharton groped in his pocket for o
matchbox, and struck o match, In Lho
glimmer of the light ho recopnised the
vollaw faca, Tt was the faee of the
squat Chinaman of the fan-tan dive.

Ho pressed his hand to the man's
chest, and was relieved to find that his
heart was beating. The Chinaman was
only stunned.

Tho match went out. But before it
went out Wharton discerned a  thin
coiled rope, and a pear-shaped object
that was m-i-.lenug a gag. which the
fallen man had dropped a2z he fell
Obviously, 1t was kidnapping that had
been  intended; and  had  Wharton
been fast asleep through the night
thore wos no doubt that he would have
fallen helplessly into the hands of the
cmissary of Tang Wang.

He listened again at the open door
in the darkness. There was no sound,
and i1t sccmed certain that the China-
man had been alone in tho place. Yet
1t waa certain that he could not have
hoped to spirit away even one of the
party without aid. So Wharton had no
doubt that his friends were not far
sway. Either they were waiting for
him downstaira or outsido the building.

Closa at hand, however, the coast waas
clear; and Wharton, leaving the China-
man where he lay, stepped out into
the passago.

Ho tapped softly at the door of the
next room, which was occupied by Bob
Cherry and the nabob.

“Tob!" he whispored through the
koyhole, “Wake up!™

Ho tapped again and called a littla
loudar.

“Hallo, hallo, halle!" came a drowsy
voice, * That you, Wharton 1™

“¥ea, Got out and como to my room
—quick 1"

i nghthﬁ 11:

Bob Cherry did not ask questions;
it was no time for them. Wharton
assed on to the room ocecupled b
wvugent and Johnny Bull,  Fran
E’u%?nt. awakened at the first light tap.

[T 1'11111[]" I:Il

“That you, Harry 1"

“"Yea, Turn ous Iguiﬂi:, and come
aleng to my room! Not a sound [V

“Won't be a tick.”

Wharton returncd gquietly to hia
room. The Chinaman still lay like a
log where he had been left; but
Wharton could hear jerky breathing
from him now, and guessed that he was
beginnin to recover. There was
plenty of time to deal with him, how-
eVer. ) )

The junior uncoiled the rope and
bound it tightly round its owner's
wrists, knofting 1t firsf, and then
round his legs, with many knots. In
a few minutes the squat Chinaman was
a helpless prisoner. Then the jurior
forced his mouth open and jammed hig
own gap into it securing it by the
attached string round hiz head. Then
he exerted his strength and dragged the
man lfurt]‘mr into tho room, depositing
him.tn a corner out of the way.

There were tl?hh footfalls in the

assege, and Hob Cherry and Hurree
Singh, Nugent end Johnny Bell, fully
dressed, arrived in the doorway. Thay
came quietly in, and Wharton olosed
tho door.

In & few words he told them what
had happened. From tho bound and
gagged Chinaman in the corner camo
a famnt, mumbling sound. He had come
to his senses; and his slanting eyes
oponed and gleamed with almost blood-
curdling ferocity at the juniors in the
dim room. But he was powerlesa now,
and they gave him little heed.

“If there's any more of them-—'
whisperad Bob.

“The morefulness is a deadly cort!™
murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

Wharton nodded.

“There must bo othera! For all we
know, the landlord may be in league
with them: I don't think so—but 1t'a

oesibla. (ot the beds to the door and
gurricndu 1.
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“ What-ho I”

Wharton's bed was dragged to the
door and jammed against it inside.
Then Bunter's was jammed
against that. i

l%"?' Bunter did not awaken: and
the Famous Five were only too glad
to leave him asleep. Having barricaded
the door, they waited and listened. But
there came no sound from the silent
building ; only, through the silence of
that night, rumbled tga desp snore of
Billy Buntar.

Snorrrcrrerrer |

—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
An Anxious Nighi !

HE cilence grew oppressive, as
minuta followed miinute. Harry
Wharton went to the window,
which logked down on the

streat. Outside, the starlight fell
clearly, and it revealed a shadowy
g'lmug—ttvﬂ Chinamen standing by =
rickshaw, Evidently they were waiting
—and at that hour of the night it was
obvious that they were not ordinary
rickshaw <oolies waiting for farea
Wharton had no doubt that the rick-
shaw was there, to convey a kidoapped
member of the Greyfriars party.
Probably the squat Chinaman had zot
hoped to get away with more than one
risoner; ooe, no doubt, was sufhcient
or the purpose of the Mandarin Tang
Wang. The juniors were aware that
for thﬂm,ﬁferaﬂrnallr, the Mandarin
cared pothing; it was only to exert
Egpaure on Ferrers Locke that he
ired to get apy of the Greyfriars
fellows into his hands.

Baob Cherry joined the captain of the
Remove at the window, snd peered
down at the rickshaw. _

“That'a for one of us!” he mur-
mured. " Lucky vou woke up, Hazryl
He would havo had you.”

Wharton smiled faintly.

“I can thank Bunter's snore for that
—and the Portuguese fAeas!™ he said.
“I wbnder how long those rottars will
wait! It's clear that they're waiting
for this yvellow brute we've got tied wp
hora "

_*Let 'em come im a3 soon as they
like=——wa can handle them."” said Dob.
“I suppose this brute “"—he glanced st
the bound, glaring Chinaman in the
corner. “1 uuggoe.e he took a room at
tho hotal for the night, and arraonged
for the rickshaw to be on hand. 1f

ou hadn't woke wup, either you «r

unter would be trevelling in that
rickshaw now.”

The two men in the street were abhow-
ing signs of impatience, no doubt
puzzled that the squat man did nod
join them.

They stapped away from the building,
and stared up at tho windows; and mut.
tered together. : .

Then one of them vanished into the
shadow of the porch, leaving the other
stahding by the rickshaw,

“Ha's coming in!” breathed Bob,
“This bruote must have oponed some
door ready! He's coming.’

The Famous Five waited tensely.
Cheery and undisturbed, the =t
snore of Billy Bunter rumbled on.

Faintly, from tho passage without,
came the soft, almost innudible tread
of naked feet. ;

The juniors felt their hearis besting
faster. The eves of the bound China-
man in the corner gleamed like fire.
They saw him making efforts to get rid
of the gag; but it was fastened too
socurely for that. Evidently bhe also
heard that soft patter in the ém.m: _

The pattering steps passed the dou..

Tﬂ:m thin partitions, the junicrs
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beard a faint sound in the adjoining
rooms. The man was there—locking

oither for his comradse, or {for the:

juniors—probably getting wery much
puzzled and perplexed.

The Esint footfalls came back to Whar-
ton's door. In tense silence the juniors
waited.

Bunte¢r’s snore rumbled om.

There was a creak, as the door was
tried. The lock no longer held it; snd
it came open about an inch. Then the
bedsteads Etcépped‘ it.

They heard a deep-drawn breath.
_An extremely puzzled Chinaman was
ligtening outside the door.  All that
he could hear was Bunter snoring,

‘That snoring probably convinced him
that the occupants of the room were
asleep. A faint whisper came through
the aperture,

~ The words were Chinese, and the
!B“mu“ did not understand one of them.

ut they heard the interrogative tone.

The whisper was repeated. It
reached the bound man, and he
wriggled almost convulsively in  his
bonda.

There came a hard and steady pres-
sure on the door. The juniors stood
against the bedsteads, holding them in

ace; and the door came open no
arther. )
Again came the perplexed, whisper-
ing voice. :

“Kang! Kang!” came the agitated
whisper.

No doubt the name of the bound
man was Kang. He was making
almost frantic efforts to eject the gag.

Hilence again.

Faint footfalls receded. As Kang
had not answered, and Bunter's snore
went on without interruption, the China-
man had doubtless concluded that his
associate was not there. Ha must
bave been an extremely puzzled China-
man as he crept away.

Looking from the window again,
Wharton saw him rejoin hiz comrade
in tho street. Their heads were hent
together in a puzzled consultation,

Wharton could not, of course, hear

a word that they were saying, but
they looked hopelessly mystified.
He could not suppress a grin. The

two Chinamen with the rickshaw must

have been under the impression that |-

Kang had vanished into thin air. Quite
possibly they supposed that evil spirits,
at the orders of the foreign devils, had
whisked him away.

! At all events they were at a hopeless

054,

They waited, sometimes staring up
at the windowa, sometimes multering
together—impatient, troubled, and un-
easy. The Famous Five wailted, too;
and Bunter snored. A pale glimmer
of silver from the cast announced that
dawn was creeping 1 over the China
Sea.

One of the rickshaw men crept into
the building again. The NFamous
Five exchanging & grin, listened to his
bare fect in the paszsage, and to the
anxious, whispering voice. They were
ready for the Chinaman if he attempted
t¢ break inte the room; but that was
not in the man’s thoughts. The strange
disappearance of Kang had knocked
the bottom out of the scheme, and as
thers came no answer to his anxious
whispering, the Chinaman went back
to his comrade once more. Early
coolies were appearing in the street
now; there were sounds and signs of
an awakening city.

“Thoy're going '’ breathed Bob, peet-
ing down from the window.

The two yellow men were etarting
to wheel the rickshaw away. Now

that daylight was at hand, they could
wait no longer for Kang.

The juniors, from the
watched them disappear
chrner, .

“Going—going—gone "’ grinned Bob.

Wharton threw aside the slatted cur-
tain, and the light of dawn glimmered
in. He turned to the bound Chinese,
who was writhing with rage like a
tiﬁm in a hunter’s net.

Your friends are gone, Mr. Eang,”
said Harry.

The slanting eyes rolled. Never had

ellows seen such rage

the Greyfriars
human face. Kang

windaw,
round a

cﬁnenntrqted in a
looked, indeed, scarcely human, with
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the hotel, and the juniors removed

the barricade from the deor. Bob
Cherry shook Bunter by the shoulder.
“Iallo, hallo, hallol” ho roared,
“Time to turn out, Bunter."
Bnore !
“Wake up, fathead !””
“Ow! Alooch! Beast! "Tain's

rising-bell! Lemme alone.'

“Roll him out,” said Harry., “We
can’t leave him here when we go down.
Wake up, Bunter.”’

Buoter declined to wake wp.  But
when he was rolled out of hed on the
foor, he woke up quite suddenly, and
roared,

“ Beasts !

I'm not getfing up! It's

GREYFRIARS
CORRESPONDENTS.

No. 14.

Into our gallery of
celebrities steps William
George ably
porirayed in verse by the
Greyfriars Rhymester.

Gosling,

Y Dear DBrother Joe
Eenlucky—
I aught to have wrik
before;
But porteys is werry unlucky,
They've doolies and worries palore.
No time for the writing of leiters
To folks in a farawap clome;

I feels ke a felon in felters,
A-serving a sentence of "time !
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you

I rises al six in the morning,
At zeven I'me ringing the bell;

The young vips awake at s warning,
It falls on their ears like a knell
They turns out of bed in submission,
And while they are rubbing their eycs,
They banish me prompt to perdilion
For spoiling their bootiful * byes."

I then geize o broom by the handle,
And sweep up the Cloisters and
Close,;
The litler 15 really e scundal,

No wonder 'm glum and moroge.
Wot with scﬁuai‘baga A-seailering papirs,
And Nature a-shedding her leaves,
And the wanfoen West Wind at

EAPers,
I groans, and I grunts, and I gricves.

s

dwld then in Dg Hall they assemble,
A fogging s due to take pluce;
Phe victim 45 all of a-tremble,
And whiter than chalk 13 his faee.
My dooty 1t is to upraize him
Upon these JYgr-ﬂuﬁai- showlders of mine;
Phe fierce-looking bireh fairly flays him,
He fancics he'll necd a new spined

I works Mke a Lorse wp 1l dinner,
I works lite a m'q er il ftew;
I'm gctting much {rn’f?ﬁ'?‘ aied {hinner—
For hard work amd wme don’t agree!
I'd like to rclire on @ peusion,
Aind five in zome snug Lifttle nest,
Far away fram the sapers’ aliention,
And suugoefe 1o comjort and resef

Dut kark! The pate-bell i a-clunging,
A neisy crofd weils to come i}
i"ief:.!..r'rﬂ :-':'uga'ug- er il .s.ﬁn:.iu!.:'u.g
bakiging—
“Old Gossy's asleep a'er his ginl”?
The raseals wtll pive me no guarier,
S0 new I wmust lay dewn wmy quill ;
Do’ never bevame ¢ selaol poricr—
Your harassed, leng-suffering DILT.

and

his rolling eyes, hizs twisted features,
his mouth foaming over the pag. But
his fury did not worry the Greyfriars
fellows,

“You can stick here,”” went an Whar-
ton. “When we let you go, you can
g0 back to the Mandarin Tang Wang
and tell him to try agamin.”

“And tell him we don’t care two-
pence for him or his tong, or for a jolly
old pair of tongs!” said Bob Cherry.

A mumbling, hissing sound came {rom
the pagged Chinese. His face was
not pleasant to look upon, and the
juniors turned their backs on hin.

A little later, there were sounds of
the native servants moving below in

hardip light!  Call me apain at ten
o'clock ! ~ Rotters! Lemme alone.”

“1f vou want to stay here alone with
ithat Chinpe—-"

*Wha-o-at 1" )

Bob pointed to Kang.  Billy Bunter
blinked, and then grabbed his spee-
tacles, jemmed them on his fat nose,
and blinked again. Tho glare in
Kang's slanting eyes made him jump.

“I—I eay, you fellows! How did
that beast get heie? I3 he safc? 1
zny, don't go down without me! 1 say,
I'lIl be ready in a tick! Stay heue,
vou beasts—wait for me, you rotters!
Oh crikey ™

Toe Masxer Lisnary.—No. 1,182
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Billy Bunter dressed in record time.
Tha Fanwus Five went downstairs, my:i
Bunter rolled after them; and the emis-
sary of the mandarin was left alone.

THE ELEVENTH CHAFPTER.
Beasily For Bunter !

E{ ONS dias!™ 'The DPortuguese
B landlord preeted the Greytriars
feliows, when they came down.

*¥You sleep well—sim?"’

The juniors smiled. They could net
say that they had slept well, in answer
1o the polite 1nguiry, )

They had deubted a lilile whether
Scnhor da Costa, the landlord, might
not have been 1in league with Kang and
his associates. But it was clear now
that the "ortugucso knew nothing of the
crents of the night. .

Harry Wharton proceeded to explain,
He did not mention the Mandarin Tang
Wang; but merely cxplained that a
Chinese had entered his room during
the night, and that tho intruder was
now gafely tied® up, upstairs. Senhor
da Costa rolled his black eyces, and ges-
ticulated with his dusky hends in indig-
nant astonishment.

“ Nu verdade! Que vergonha | . Esta
certo?  Isso nao pode serl Sinto o
muio " He broke into an incomprehen-
sive torrent of Portuguese. “Isso e im-
possivel ! E lustimoso [

“You can hand him over to the
police,” said Harry. “Only we don't
want to Lo detained in Macao to charge
himi! Wea've got to get back to Hong
Kong by the first bont.”’

Mr. Da Costa gesticulated again,

“A policta! Noae! Naol It ia
too trouble, too cost, to deal with the

olice!  Nao, nao! But we will beat
im with bamboo, and throw him out,
and it him wiz the foot! Sim, senhor !
That 15 bester.”

“Leave him where he is till we are
gonc, then,” sald Harry. “ We don't
want any more trouble with him.'"

And it was scttled that Mr, Kang
should remuin where ho was till the
juniors were on board the boat for

ong I{ung. Alter which, he was to
be thrashed and kicked out; and to
judge by the expression on Mr. da
Losti's clucky face, the thrashing would
not be a light one.  The juniors were
more than content to lemve it at that:
for once the Macao police wers mixed
up in the affair, thoy might be detained
for days in the Portuguese city.

They breakfasted amidst a cloud of
buzzing Ries; and as there were still
somo hours to wait for the boat back
to Hong Kong, they walked down to
the wharf to wait at the steamoer office.
Mr, da Costa bowed thein out very
politely, and expressed o hopo of secing
them again in Macao; a Lope that was
not likely to be realised. As ho had
charged them double for everything, no
donbt he was quite sorry to see them
depart.

The juniors were not sorcy to get
away, howover; and even Billy Bunter,
when e learned what had bhappened in
the night while he was snoring, was
anzious to get away from Macao. His
fat thoughts lingered on fan-tan and
the fortune ho had not made: but even
fan-tan lost its altractions now that
Bunter had not even a copper “cash ™
to (it on the table

Az thevy walked down to the wharf,
with their cyes well about them, the
Juniors did not fail to see that a couple
of Chinamen lonfed in their wake.
Thoy wore the rickshnw men of the
night before. doubtless still itn & stato of
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great puzzlement to know what had
become of their leader. They were
still hanging about when the jumiors
reached the steamer office; dnd during
the long wait for the Hong Keong beat
the juniors saw them again several
times. But in the daylight and the
bustling crowds there was nothing that
the enemy could do.

When Harry Wharton & Co. went on
the steamer at last the two Chinese
watched them from the wharf. They
were still there when the river stecamer
glided away from Macao,

“Jolly glad to bo off I remarked Bob
Cherry as the steamer throbbed out
into the estuary of the Che-kiang. “I
think 1've had encugh of Macno.™

“The enoughfulness is terrific.”

“What on earth will Mr. Locka say
when woe pet back?™ sald Nugent. *1
hope he will kick Bunter hard.''

“Oh, really, Nugent—"

“I supposas he must have been '.'El_'i'i‘
anxious|"” said Harry. *“But he will
sce that we couldn't have let that fat
idiot go off on his own."”

“ Oh, really, Wharton—="

“If you have tcars, prepare to shed
thom when we get back to the Silver
Star, old fat bean!™ grinned Fob
Cherry.

Billy Bunter sniffed.

COMPOSE A
GREYFRIARS LIMERICK
I]'Ili 'H'iﬂ a
!l HBANDSOME LEATHER
POCKET WALLET
like A. Cash, of I3, Waverley Road,

Darlastnn. Stlﬂs, who has sent in
the following winning eflort:

When Quesichy sat down on
tha heath,

Ha aat on hissst of talse teath.
He got up with a atart,

And cried: “*Oh, blose
imy heoart |
I've bitten mysel! from
beneathl’™

I've got & large stock of prizes
waiting to be won !

“If Locke cuta up rusty I shall jolly
soon put him in his place! he
answered. “I'm not taking eny li
from a men whose life I've saved.
Considering that I faced a horde of
savago Chinese to rescue himp—"

iE hEt‘Eﬂ it l-"

“Jf you fellows had lent mic some
money wo might all be going back rich
for hiol"” said Bunter reproachfully.

“The mightfulness is preposterous.”

“3till, we're going to Canton with
Wun Lung " remarked Bunter thought-
fully. * There's bound to be plenty of
fan-tan at Canton. The question is,
who's going to lend me some money "

“Bo you're going to play fan-tan
ngain, are youl" demanded Johnoy
Bull, with a glare at tho fat junior.

“Yea, rather! And if vou fellows try
to chip in, all I ecan gay is —
Yarocoooooop !”

Bunter sat down suddenly on the
deck and roared. The Famous Five
walked along the deck and left him to
roar. They were fod-up with Bunter
and fan-tan.

Tho steamer glided in nmong the
islands, and reached the pier at Hong
Kong at last. Mr., Green was waiting
there for them, with o sompan ready
to take them back to the yacht.

“0Oh! Here you ere, you young
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swabs | grunted the mate of the Silver
Star, as the juniors ceme off the gang-
way. “Mr. Locke reckoned you'd get
the steamer back, and sent me here to
meet you.” He glared wmut Billy
Bunter. "“If I was Mr. Locke I'd put
that me%a lubber in irons,”

*Look hore——" began Bunter in-
dignantly.

* Belay your jawing tackle, you fat
swab 1"

Mr, Green marched off to the waiting
sampan, and the juniors followed him,
Bunter red and wrathful,

“I1f that blinking steamer’s mate
thinks he's going to talk to me like

bhgﬁah—:‘;‘ said Bunter.
: r uplll
[ 11 BEE“I.;r
Bunter took his placa sulkily in the
sampan. Ferrers e was walting

for them when they arrived at the
yacht. His face was rather grim, Wun
Lung grinned a welcoma to his friends.

“Me velly glad you comey back allee

safe " he said.
“Hafe as ho old bean!” said
Bob Cherry cheerily. I say, Mr
e, we're awlfully sorry—="

“l do not think you are fto blame,
from what Mr. Green told me,"” said
Ferrors Locke,  “Please tell me
exactly what has happened, Wharton |
Have you been in any danger in

| Macao?

Wharton gave a succinct account.
MNow that they were back, and Billy
Bunter was, so to speak, &t the bar
of justice, the chums of the Remove
were desirous to let him off as lightl
as fusmh[u. They had yearned to kic{
Billy Bunter from one end of China
to the other, from Tong-king to the
ﬁrent ‘-‘:;al}t and hncil;{ljngain. Bi.;;: now

wy put it as o as ssible, to
E\relrt wrath fmmgethﬂ fat nﬁ?ﬂ fatuous

wl.

Bunter, however, did not seem
anxious to avert wrath. He was, as
usual, completely sntisficd with himself
and his proceedings. And his opinion
was that he was mnot going to be
cheeked by a blinking steamer's mate
and a blinking detective!

“This is the sccond time you have
bolted agsinst orders, Bunter,” said
Ferrers Locke quietly, “The first
time, owing to a happy accident, I had
to overlook your conduct. I cannot
overlook it now.”

“I suppose I can do as I like!” re-
marked Bunter casually.

“Not at all, while you are in my
charge and I am responsible for you.
But for Wharton’s courage and good
fortune, one of you would have been
kidnapped in Maocao, and would now
be in the bands of tho Mandarin Tang
Wang, ic the inland city of Pan-shan
by this time—held as a hostage for Wun
%lill;g"’ This danger was caused by your
olly.

“0Oh, that's all :i?ht, Mr. Lockael”
said Bunter cheerfully. “I1 was there
to protect them, you kmow. If they'd
woke me up, I'd have handled those
vellow beasta all right!”

“¥You do not realize that vou have
done & pgreat deal of harm by your
folly 7™ msked Locke.

“(h, draw it mild I'"" gaid Bunter. I
can take care of myself, and the other
fellows—and you, too, if it comes to
that, And while I'm on the subject, I
msy a3 well say that T don’t want any
jaw. I prefer not to be eriticised.”

“You will not hava any more jaw, as
you call it,"” said Locke. * Words secm
to be wasted on you. Mpr. CGreen, will
vou kindly deal with Punter.”

2Ay, oy, sirl”
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“Here, 1 say, hande off!
ronred DPBunter, as the mate

Le LA
of the

Bilver Star grasped bim in a grasp of =

iron.

Mr. Green did not let

He sat down and tossed
his brawny kuee, face
down. Then his heavy
hand rose and fell,

Spank !

It rang like a pistol-
shot through the yacht,
and acrogs the wators

Hong Kong Har-
bour.

Louder still rang the ;
yell of Billy Bunter. :

“ Yooooooop 1* - ! i

Spank ! Spank !
Spank ! Spank ! =

“Yaroocogh! Helpl! h
Leggo! Rescue! Oh
lor' 1 Whooooh 1*

“Ha, ha, ha "

HSpank | Spank.!
Spapk! Spank!

Mr. Green’s heavy
band rose and fell, with
a sound like the beat-
ing of carpet Every
scunding whack rang
co  Bunter's  tight
trousers like o pistol-
shot.

Bunter wriggled and
roored. He clawed
with his fat hands, he
kicked up his fat logs
wildly. ut there was
no ¢scape for Bunter. Mr, Green's left
hand pinned him down like & vice:
and the hefty right hand rose and fell
in & sories of terrific spanks,

Spanki Spank! Spank!
“Yow-ow-ow-ow-0w ] Leave off!

Bob Cherry.

I

won't do it any more!” roared Bunter.
“I say, you fellows, stoppiml| Drag-
gimofi! Yoeooooop V'

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The whole crew of the Bilver Star
stared on at the punishment of Bunter.
There was o howl of laughter as the
fat junior wriggled and writhed and
roared. Bunter had asked for it—in
fact, begged for it—and now he was
getting it] And hoe was getting it hard |

A dozen times that heavy hand roce
and fell, each time with s resounding
spank. Then Ferrers Locke made a
sign, and Mr, Green rolled Bunter off
his knee,

“A few mora, gir ™™ he sugpgested.

Ferrers Locke smiled.

*1 think that will do!* he seid.

Bunter felt that it would do, also!
He bolted for the companion the
moment ha was releazed, and vanished
below. Sounds of lamentation fAoated
up, and for a long, long time Billy
Bunter resembled the young mean of
Hythe who was shaved with a scythe—
he did nothing but wriggle and writhe,

———

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Wonderful Mr, Wan |

ANG, bang, bang!
“What the thump——>"
Bang, bang |

“My only bat!®

BANG!

It was the following morning, and
the chums of the Remove were loafing
lazily on the deck of the Silver Star.
That d@{iﬂ'ge had learncd from Ferrers
Locke, Mr. Wun Chung Lung was to

untor across Ir \

A
-
AR

'* Up, guards, and at "em ! ** roared
With an automatis /
in his hand, Ferrers Locke fired at
the yelling pirates, while Harry
Wharton' & Co., grasping anything that came o hand, rushed In and joined him.

L

/s 4

arrive to receive his son from the hands
of the Baker Street detective. And
they were waiting cheerfully for tha
arrival of the Canton mierchant when
that sudden outbreak of explosions
startled them.

For the moment they wondered
whether it was an attack of Chinese
pirates. Bui though there were plenty
of pirates up and down the Canton
river 1t was unlikely that such gentry
would venture into the well-guarded
waters of Hong Eong Harbour. Never-
theless, the roar of sudden explosions
was very startling.

The juniors ran to the side. Even
Eilly Bunter, who was below desling
with a second, or third, breakfast,
rolled up on deck in alarm to sec what
the matter was.

There was & chirrup of glee
Wun Lung. 3 A e

“Fathee comey!” he exclaimed,

The Chinese junior's little ivory face
was very bright.

“¥Your father coming?” exclaimed
Bob Cherry.

“He comey plenty quick.”

Wun Lung pointed to an encrmons
boat, as large as any barge, that camo
floating down under silken sails. It
was from that porpecuzly-painted and
decorated eraft that the terrific ex-
plosions came. And the juniors realized
that the explosions came from fre-
crackers, not firearms-—crackers sueh as
were uscd at home on the Fifth of
November, hut bigger and londer and
more deafening.

Fire-crackers play a very important
part in Chinese iil{. A ghinesr—;s wed-
ding wakes all the adjacent cchoes with
exploding erackers. A Chinese wel-
conmte, on the grand scale, ie ns noisy
as a Chinese wedding. Mr. Wun was
evidently doing this thiep in  style.
Enormous numbers of huga crackers
popped and reared, and amidst the
cracking and popping came the whir
and screech of mpative musical instru-
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ments, played by a band of musicians on
the lacquered deck of the preat haoat.

Harry Wharton & Co. were careful
not to stop their ears, which was their
natural impulse. Obviously this fright-
ful row was in honour of the Engﬁish
friends who had brought the merchant’s
son safe home to China, and it was up
to them to take it smiling.

NI say, you fellows, is that the
piratea ™ howled Billy Bunter, blinking
out on deck in great alarm.

“You fatteo duffee " exclaimed Wun
Lung, “Fathes belong me comey.”

;} h ct‘él;e;,rl”hgasp P!:,'-unter.

ang, ng, bang! o op, popl
Ecreer:%. serecch, acrEﬂehIP’ hioke Ber

Ferrers Locke smiled faintly.

"* Mr. Wun is coming, my boys,” he
said. “This iz a great hononr to us—
there are very few foreign deviis who
would receive such a welcome.”

“The welcome iz terrifie,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Oh, my ears!” murmured Nugont,

Bang, bang, BANG!

Wun Lung was capering with delight.
Evidently he was glad to see his father
again, and to hear a truly Chinese wel.
CoOmo rhr:rmn:n!

Mr, Wun was in sight now, standing
En the shining deck of the huge house-
oat.

He was a plump gontleman, of vory
Enrtly formy, clad 1n  the Howing
rocaded garmnents of a rich Chinese—
no trace of the Enropean abeut him like
so many of the Chineze that the juniors
nad geen in Hong Kong.

Ho stood like a statuc as the house-
boat glided slowly te the yecht, with »
fanfare of instruments, a serceching of
bells, a thumping of drums, and a bang-
ing of gigantic crackers. DBehind him
stood richly-clad serving-men with brays
and bundles, and the juniors wondered
what their part in the gaine was., Thew
learned later that these were the gilt
bearers. For Mr. Wun, thourh not
noble, was an immensely rich Chinese,
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and as gorgeous and expensive in his
manniers and customs as any “girdle-
wearcr *' of the old Manchu Empire.
Bang, bangl Screech | ingle!
Pom, pom, pom! Bang! Crash!
“My hat!” murmured Bob Cherry,
“We're seeing China now—real China!
I wouldn't bhave missed this for any-
thing."
"f wish they’d turn on the soft
pedal!” murmured Nugent, “I can
fecl my cardrums goingl"
“The bigger the row, the greater the

weleome 1n China!”  grinned HBob.
“This is somo weleome, and no
mistakeo !

The house-boat ranged alongside the
anchored yacht. On the smooth waters
of the rowcdstead the two vessels lay side
by side, and bumped gently. The
Silver Star was A very handsome yacht,
but the gorgeousness of the Chinese craft
made it look like & coal-boat In com-
¥urlmn, Colour blazed and dazzled
rom the house-boat. Mr. Wun himself
completely outshone Jozeph of old, who
wore a coat of many celours; Mr. Wun
wore many coats of many colours. All
his innumerable attendants glowed like
butterfies.

The gangwey was run across, and
Mr, Wun came on board the Silver Btfar.
He came with a rustling and swishing
of costly silks.

Thoe juniors naturally expected him
to greet the son from whom he had been
separnted so long, But Mr. Wun was
8 Chincse gentleman, tho politest kind
of man in the world. His attention was
wholly bestowed on IFerrers Locke. Ha
kow-towed three times before the Bakoer
Streot detective, each time almost touch-
ing the deck with his nose. He solemnly
shook cne hand with the other band in
greeting. Ferrers Locke, with equal
solemnity, shook his own 1a
acknowledgmont. Had Mr. Wun been
an “advanced ¥ Chinese Locke would
have shaken hands with him in the
Western way; but Mr. Wun was not at
all advanced, and Locke fell in with the
Chincre custom.  Physical contact of
eny kind is considercd disgusting by
Chinamien, and a Chinese gentleman
of the old scheol would no more gras
his fricnd’s hand than he would twea
htz nose.

Having got through the ceremony of
kow-towing, Mr. Wun addressed Locke
in flowing Chinese.

Locke, 1a Chinese eyes, was of course
only a foreign devil, infinitely inferior
to a Chinaman. But he was a [riend of
Mr. Wun, and be had brought DMr.
Wun's son safe across half the world,
defeating all sttempts on his life. 8o
he was o man whom Mr. Wun delighted
to honour.

For o steady ton minutes Mr, Wun
addressed him, for the Chinese, especi-
ally in matters of peliteness, are a long.

winded race. Harry Wharton & Co.
Yistened without understanding a word.
They *did not know that Mr. Wun was

comparing Ferrery Locke to the stars
in the sky {or beauty, to all the Chinese
gods for wisdom, to the scrpent for
cunning, and to the lion for courage,
and wishing him a life extending over
& thousand years, with five hundred
wives and ten thousond zons,

All of which Locke ncknowledged with
bends of the head; as it was practically
impossible to kow-tow in trousers, and
as he would have offended Mr. Wun
re&? much by shaking hands with him.

he oration being at an end, Locke
turned to Wun Lung, and led him to-
wards his father. Hitherto, the polite
ﬁentl&mun had seemed unconscious of
i3 son’s existence, though he must have
seen him; snd Wun Lung made no sign.
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The grecting botween & Chinese
[ather and son was rather interesting
for the juniors to watch, They did not,
of course, shake hands. un Lung
kow-towed at the feet of Wun Chung
Lung, tapping his forehead on the deck
of the Silver Star. He remained at
his father’s feet, till he was graciously
commanded to rise,

Then he was commanded to present
his friends. And Mr. Wun broke iuto
English as he addressed the juniors.

“How shall I thunk. you for your
Lkind friendship for this loathsome son
of &« poor wormn?' he said. *'The
father of Wun Lung crawls at your
fect and begs you forgive his insolence
in approaching your honourable and
heaven-like persona!l”

“Jolly glad to meet you, Mr. Wun,”
said Bob Cherry, wondering whether
politeness required him to describe him-
sclf as & loathscme worm crawling at
Mr. Wun's feet, )

“Wun Lung’s a great friend of ours,
at school,” said Harry. *We're very
honoured to mecet his [ather.”

“This condescension overwholms this
peor and miscrable worm with confu-
sion,”” said Mr. Wun; not, however,
looking at all overwhelmed or confused.
“May this wretched person dare to beg
your graciouspesses to accept a fow
micerable and poverty-stricken presents
that he has brought from his late
hovel at Canton !’

This was the signal for the gilt-
bearers to weigh in.

The richly attired sorving-men
paraded solemnly on board the Silver
Star, and bending low, presented traya
and packets containing presents to Fer-
rers Locke, and to each membor of the
Famous Five.

Bunter did not come on in this scene.

Either :Mr. Wun was not aware that
he was & member of rtha party, or elsa
he had not been described as .a friend by
Wun Lmung; moreover, the Chinese

unior had not presented the Owl to

i3 father. Billy Bunter blinked on
at the scene through his big spectacles,
and sniffed.

“Your condescension in aocepting
these few miserable presents would over-
whelm me with humble joy I” said Mr.
Wun, with a deep bow,

The juniors looked to Ferrers Locke
for guidance. The gifts were beautiful
things, obviously of great value; orna-
ments of bronze and [g'a.ﬂﬂ. curiously
wrought dagpers, carved ivory figures,
singing-birds in gilded cages, F;. uerad
jars of tobacco, scented boxes of polished
wood, all sorts of strange and beautiful
things. Locke made a ai%n of assent;
it would have been a terrible hurt to the
Chincse pentleman to refusa his gifts,
though the juniors felt awkward about
accepting things that had plainly cost a
large sum of money,

So the gifts were aceepted, and Mr,
Wun thanked for them ; at which he pro-
fessed to be covered with confusion at
their gracious condescension in accept-
ing a few miserable thiogs from a
humble worm!

This might have been szupposed to
have boen the cnd of the ceremony,
but there was still & great deal of t:ﬁi
to be got through, English and
Chinese, and
the mceting and greetin
an hour and & half!

pa
of
sal

1mn

had occupied
and s i ittle regard ia
id to time in China; and in matters
olitenesa 8 Chinesa fairly lets him-

go. Indeed, the juniors began to
wonder whether it would ever end at all,
or whether they were booked to watch
and listen to BDIr. Wun for the rest of
their natural lives!

However, all things end,
China, and it was over at

even in

it finelly proved that I
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Quarters had been arran on the
house-boat for Locke -andE:gE Grey-
friars party, to convey them up to
Canton with Wun Lung, for Mr. Wun
would not dream of parting with them
till they had condescended to taste of
his hospitality at his own home. And
tho Co. wanted to sce Wun Lung safe
within the walls of his father’s house
before they left him, The juniors had
their bags ready packed, and their
belongings were transforred to the
Chinese boat. Bunter had no baggage
—it was his delightful way to bag what
he wonted from the other fellows' bag.
age. He rolled across the pangway
sniffing.  The most important person
on board the yacht had received the
least attention; and Bunter confided
to Bob Cherry in a whisper that he had
& jolly good mind not to go slong with
a gang of dashed heathens at all, Bob
heartily agreed that Bunter would do
well to remain on the Silver Star at
Hong Kong while the party went up
the river to Canton, and, indeed, de-
clared that it would ba & kind action
on . his part! Whereupon Bunter
snorted, and rolled on to the housa-boat.
Bunter was nob going to be left out,
not if Bunter knew it

When the party and their baggage
were duly embarked, the house-boat
cast off from the yacht, the silken sails
were spread, and with a blare of trum-

ets, & clanging of bells, and & terrilic

ing of crackers, Harry Wharton
Elj';cilnﬂﬂ. started for the imterior of

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
River Pirates !
(13 IRY-LAND I" aaid Bob Cherey,

F It really seemed like it. ki

Night had fallen on the Can-

it ton n:ﬁr. IDufkjr lql::ii_al ]ciiumml
wy over the slowly gliding house-

boat on the broad bosom of the river.

Hundreds, if not thousan of

hinese lanterns hung about the boat:
a lantern, red or green or blue,
strangely shaped, hanging wherever a
lantern could hang.

The advanced Chinese use hidecus
American kerosene lamps. Mr. Wun
kept to the native lanterps, Of all
shapes and colours, .thaz gleamed and
glimmered over the gliding boat, mir-
rored in the dusky waters that %crwc-d
by. Crackers and drums were silent
now; but a lute sent sweet strains into
the starry night.

It scemed like fairy-land to the Grey.
friars fellows. Even Bunter blinked
round him with appreciation, Lights

limmered afar on the distant banks of
ho great river. Bhadowy junks aud
sampans glided in the gloom.

“Jolly peaceful, isn’t 1t7" wawned
J?hnn¥ Bull, strotched at aaﬁs on E—:
pile of down cushions on the lacquered

“The eacefulness ia  terrific,”
remarked rec Jamset Ram Singh,
I say, you fellows———o>
“Hallo, ballo, hasllo!
poetical, Bunter!”
Ehl I was just wondering what
was in those little bowle they offered us
for supper. It locked jolly nice, but

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“They were Lnlijr nice, according to

Feeling

the Chinese,"” he said. ' They'

end of & deli here.” syre ne
“What were s
“Boails fed on roses.™
* Groooogh I

Billy Bunter did not feel thaokful.
But he felt deeply thankivl now that ke
had resisted those delicncies.

{(Continued on page 28,)
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By

Dr. Zolhofl suddenly halled—rigid, moiioniess, staring with dilated eyes, for

i

o

UNTROQDUCTION ON PAGE 26.)

g
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standing in the cenire of the room was the slim, grey-elad form of Guido
von Sturm |

Towards Berlin.

& ETROL!" spid Guy tersely to

P one of the mechanics who came

running towards the machine.

“Yes, Herr Leutnant,” re-

plied the map. ™1 will inform the duty
officer.”

CGuy nodded. He knew that the sign-
ing of the duty officer's chit for fuel
was o fermality which could not be
evaded.

Untexr-Offzier Utroff, duty officer of
the day, came busthng up.

““Where are you from 1 he demanded.

* Saarbrucken,” replied Guy, with an
inward smile at the grim irony of the
words. “I am flying on urgent mission
to Berlinl™

Unter-Offizier Utroff grunted and pro-
duced o fuel chit for éu;l.r to sign. It
was none of his business, this mission on
which the boy was flying.

In these grey days of war machines
came and machines went on husiness
which was no affair of a humble unter-
offizier.

“And youn will strap me a drum of
petrol on the bottom of the fuselage
above the undecarriage,” said Guy
curtly. " There are few aerodromes on

a direct line from here to Berlin and
I do not wish to have to go out of my
W te find onei”

“Very good, Herr Leutnant " replied
Utroff and, turning to the mechanics,
gave the necessary order.

“Huaevy, please!” rapped Guy.

A few minufer later he was in the air
again flying north.east and climbing
steeply, He was heading now for Der-
lin and as he flew on he planned out
his course of action, :

The compass coursa he was following
would take him over the thickly-wooded
district of the Thuringian Foerest which
lay south of Erfurt and Cassel.

There were cloarings there in one of
which he would land; taking off again
and pushing on to Berlin after dusk.
That was, of course, provided he was not
apprehended during the daylight hours,

Climbing steadily, bha reached an
altitude of seventeen thousand feet and
it waa from that height that, towards
mid-morning., he pglided down with
engine ticking over and landed in a
lonely and isoloted part of the Thur-
ingian Iorest.

He came to earth in a clearing almost
an acre in extent; dropping the machine

GEO. E. ROCHESTER.

HONOURS LIST.

For most conspicuous bravery and
devation to duty—Major Guy Tempest
the Vicloria Cross.

in & pancake landing after side-slipping
in from three hundred feet.

And there he epent the day with the
machine drawn in close io a thick
elump of bushes. With the dusk, and
the passing of any likelihood of dis-
covery before dawn, ho snatched a brief
Lour's sleep.

Darkness had come when he awnkencd
and not o sound disturbed the slillness
of the quiet countryside. Unstrapping
the drum of petrel he placed it near the
bushes, Then switeching on he swurng
the propeller and clambered up into
the cockpit.

As he opened up thoe throttle, the
drone of the quietly running enginc
rose to a deep, reverberating roar and
tho little Silberkugel scout commenced
to move forward,

With rapidly inereasing impetus, it
ewept ncross the elearing and soared vp
into the night eky in a stecp upward
climb. It circled once, then headed
uwu:;,r towards Berlin, climbing as it
went.

Ly T N
a

The Relurn!

IDNIGHT of that fateful night
M found Dr. Zolhoff in bis houso

in the Gartenstrasse, a quiet
residential suburb of Berlhin.

“1 tell you no doubt whatsoever cxists
in my mind,” Zolhoff paused in his rest-
less pacing of the floor to rap the words
at the seated Raschen, “Guido ven
Sturm has returned to Germany !’

“But why—but whyi” exclaimed
Raechen petulantly. " 7The thing is in-
eredible! If the suspicions of Ozwarte,
Karlmann, and Nurren that he has
returned are correct, Voo Sturm must
ba mad!™

Zolhofi's thin lips twitched into a
fleeting, mirthless amile,

“Not so mad as you might think,
Reaschen,” he said. " Before his trial
in the Groustrasse Barracks, Von Sturm
had many friends in Germany. It is
possible that the ool thinks that he can
still rely on somo of those friends to
afford him sanctuary.™

Ho laughed softly. _

“Behwein und blut!” he exciaimed.
“ But that was a devilish clever move on
the part of Pedlar Zor |" ]

Turning, he crossed to the heavy 1ron
safe which stoed against the wall
SBwinging back the door,he took & lonp,
thin envelope from one of the shelves,
and, with it, returned to his desk.

“See,” he said, *here is the report
sent through in wireless coda from Le
Courban by Hans Offer. I will refresh
vour memory with it. Then you wiil
understand more clearly why Von
Sturm has returned to Germany.”

Withdrawing a flimey sheet of paper
from the envelope, he unfolded it and
commenced to read in harsh, grating
tones the decoded report received that
morning by the German Intelligence
Burecan in the Wilhelmstrasse from
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Hans Offer, their spy behind the Dritish
lines at Lo Courban.

“ Report from No. 37,

“Fo the Cerman
Durca.

“f regret to repord that Pedlar Zor
hay  fuiled in  the mission which
brought kim to Le Courban—ihe
aasaesination of the traitor, Guido von
Sturm (now Major Guy Tempest, of
the Dritish Air Force.

“I alzo regrec to report that Pedlar
Zor 1z himaelf dead. He waz shot

Intelligence

sehilst endcavouring o escape from
the British camp. o .
“He did not totally fail in his

mission, however, for before being
kifled ke claimed Von Sturm as o
colleague in the pay of the Futher-
tuml, Ta escope arrest as o German
spy, Voen Sturm commandcercd an
acroplane and fled from Le Courban,

“Orders irsued from Brifush 1hing
Feandguarters at Le Courban are to
the ¢ffect thut Von Sturm is to be
arrested the fnstant he i3 found, will
@ wview fo being tried as a Germun

EP}’;"

Zolloff laid dewn the paper.

*There,” ho said, trivmphantly turn-
ing to Raschen, “you see now, do you
not, why this dog, Von Bturm, has
returned to Germany? There is no
gufety for him in France." "

“But there is less in Germany!
protested (General Raschen.

“ Exactly,” agreed Zolhoff, *unless—
ns I have said—he can find among
his former friends someone who will
hide him."” .

Baschon shook his head.

“J eannot think,” he said slowly and
heavily, “that that is why Von Sturm
has returned to Germany."

“Then why has e [Etll[ﬂﬁd?"
demanded Zolhoff angrily.  “Tell me
that—why has he returned "

“§ cannot say,” responded Raschen.
“PBut if, as i suspected, it was Von
Sturin who attacked the Albatrosses
over Sanrbrucken this morning, he cun
scurcely have come to Germany secking
sanctuary. The attack on thoso
machines this morning was the oct of &
bitter enemy of the Fathorland!™

Zolhoff was silent. There was logic
here which he could not answer.

“ Aurywav.” he blaged, * it will be bul
a matter of hours before we caplure
him. Everywhore in Germany ho 15
Leing sought. The finest brains of our
Seerct Service are engaged in finding
him. And this time he will not
escane |

“Yervently one hopes
General Raschen earnestly, then added :
“If it was he who was piloting the
Bilberkugel scout which landed at No. 4
3chool of Aerial Fighting this morning,
ho is moking towards Berlin. He told
the duty officor so.”

“Bluff 1" snarled Zolhoff. *Pure
blufft Would you—or anyone in their
genses—state where you were going
under such circumstapces? Of coursa
not! The thing is ridiculous!"

With s brusque movement, he pushed
bonck his chair and, rising to his fect,
recornmenced his pacing of the floor,
hands clasping a unclagping behind

his back. i

“We have not yet discovered the

aper which he atols from thiz room,”
w burst out. “In spite of the most
rigorous search, we have failed to locats
it. And I tell you, Raschen, until that
paper bearing details of our espionage
service in Britaio 13 once again in my
nands, I shall know no peace of mind.”

not,” said

‘' Strange,” said Raschen reflectively,
“that the clue he gave you in the
doath cell of the Graustrasse has proved
g0 valucless. ™

“Cluci” snorled Zolhoff. * Iﬁ- Was noe
clue! Tho dog was hoodwinking me—
laughing at me! Dlitzen und blut!
Could 1 but meet that traitor face to
faco once more—"

Ho Dbroke off, leaving the words
unfinished. But there was a cruelty in

his blazing eyes, a grim su tiveness
in his clenching honds, which told how
decp was his  hatred of Guido von

Sturm.

¥For some little time longer they
talked; not of Von Sturm, but of the
latest communiques from the Western
Front.

Peronne had been evacuated. Unable
to withstand & vigorous ofensive
launched by DBritish troops and sup-
ported by tanks and heavy artillery,
the Eel-.!-ggu::.r soldiers of Germany had
fallen back.

From dawn till sunset German
“trench-strafing * machines had fought
desperately in the air to relieve their
hard-pressed infantry.

But to little avail. BSteadily, remorse-
lessly, the adyancing line of British
bavonets had driven the Germans back,
and now Peronne wos in Allied hands.

“It is a serious loss for us,” com-
mented General Raschen dully, “ And
out casueltics have been heavy."

“Pahl What does it matter?”
exclaimed Zolhoff jmpatiently. ' Be-
causa we loso a fow metires of ground

and & few hundred men we aro not
defeated. The winter is coming, and
until ik wo shall be content to

hold what we have gained. ¥You know

what is afoot—the preparations which

ara being made. In the spring of the
coming year we shall commence 1o
advance, a rested and reconditioned
army. And we shall not halt until we
have swept the British and the French
back into the sea !

Tho man’s blatant confidenca in the
ultimate vietory of the field-grey hordes
raized the spirita of General Raschen.

“¥Yos," ho'said; “in the end we must
prevail [

“Weo sghall preveil!” eried Zolhof.
“For forty voars wo have prepared for
war, and Germany will  emerge as
master of the world! Our armiea do
not know-—and mnever will kpow--the
word * defecat’ ™

A few minutes later, heartened in
mind, General Baschen rosa to take his
departure. Zolhoff nﬂﬂﬂt'l;ljmnieﬂ him
along the dimly illuminated hsllwsy to
the front door. .

"Em-n:l-nigﬁi:, Raschen,” he said, hold-
i.ng: out his hand.

‘Good-night, Herr Doktor,” replied

Ayl Lo ”

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Having forced the trudh from Dr, Zolhoff, hix
guardian, that ke fr of British birth, Guy
Tempest, hitherlo Fnoten ar Guido von Slurm,
rmany's mosl brilliont airman, rearhes the Brilish
lines with a containing information of tha
most vital importance lo nf. Swearing
allegianee to England, Guy 18 given o commission
in the British Royal Air Forcs., Fearing the
consequences, Dr. Zolhoff, who 13 ehiaf of the
German Secrel Sertice, ovdery Pedlar Zor, &
Samour German:, epy, Lo get rvid a{uﬂuy. The sy
fatls in hiz mverion, hovterer, bul suscesds
caiming Quy as & colieague in the pay of the
Father orresl oy a German spy,
Guy commandeers on aeroplans and fliss oper
the German Hnes, Afler encountering @ aguadron
of Hun planes and ﬂcﬂmmlmgafar fve of them

poung airman ta foréed o fand ol a German
air baes piving to shortags of petrol.

ANow read on)
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the geperal "I will let sou know
immediamlfmii any news in received at
the Wilbhelmstresse ns to the where-
abouts of Von Sturm.”

“Do " asscnted Zolhoff. Then added
gratingly : “There is only one thing I
ask of fate, Raschen, and that 1z to ba

ermitted to meet Guido von Sturm
Fm:a to face just once again.”

The general nodded. )

“I understand,” he said gmgﬂg. .z

Turning away, he entered his waitin
car, and, clozsing the front door, Zolh
slowly retraced his steps a]un'%tha hall-
way in the direction of the library.

es, if only he could meet Von Sturm
face to face agein! Never in the whole
course of his hifé had he hated anyone

-3 he hated that British boy whom he

had tried to make a German.

“"God grant wo meet 1" he whispered,
his hamfu clenching convulsively; and
never had been uttered ]I:::rreniw with
mors murdercus thoughts behind it

Reaching the door of the library, he
opened it and stepped briskly across the
threshold into the room, _

Then suddenly, with & sharp intake
of breath, he hal rigid, motionless—
ataring with dilated ayes, for standing
in the centre of the room, by the deek,
wes tho slim, grey-clad form of Guido
von Stgrm |

The Last Mestlng !

i ou™
i The hoarse, _incredulous
word came from Zolhoff's lips
in a t a whispor.

“Yes, I, Herr Doktor,” replied the
boy. "élnd you will observe I have you

¥ .

The blue-black barrel of the antomatio
in his hend wss poloted menaciogly
towards Zolhotf.

“Kindly ba sested,” he went on, and
his voice was entirely cool and unrufiled.
“There aro one or two things I wish to
snﬁm you.”

e moticned towards a chair. But
Zolhoff ignored tho gestura,

“ How—ho=x do you come to be here1”
he blazed. “Here, in this room?”

“1 entered throogh the window,”
explained Guy, indicating the heavily-
curtained french windows which opened
on to the garden. “But ba scsted—
please 1"

There was & shdrp impericusoess in

his tono which gave token of how
B ely m of the situation hLe
felt himself.

But Zolhoff made no move. The first
gshéak of this undreamt of meeting was
passing, and rapidly the man was ro-
gaining control of himself,

“You madman I” he burst out. “You
suicida! focl. Do you think you can
come in here as you will! Dg you think
you can walk in and out again—"

“I dol” out in m. “And I will
give you just five s, Herr Doktor,
in which to be seated. If you continue
to be stubborn I shall shoot you where
vou stand | 3

There wes a deadly earnestness in the
words which was not lost on Zolhoff.
For an instent ho hesitated, his glaring
eyes on the stern features of the bhoy.
Then with slow and heavy tread he

sn crossed the floor and slumped into a

chair.
"You are.wise.” commentcd Guy
grimly. “And I think it may facilitate
our conversation if Enu thoroughly
understand that at the first bostile move
on your part I shall kill
Little compunction as I won

ou with as
kill & rat
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HBo you can dismiss any idea you might
have of attempting to attack mo or
shouting for help I”

Keeping the seated man covered, he
backed to tha door, and quietly closing
it, turned the key in ithe lock.

“In the first place.,” continued Cuy,
retracing his steps towards the desk,
“1 intend to take possession of my Iron
Cross which you took from me in the
Craustrasse barracks. Where
What have you done with it

“It is-there—in that pigeon-hole in my
desk,” snswered Zolhoff hoarsely.

“Thank you!” nodded Guy. *I sup-
pose,” he went on, picking up the small,
plush-lined case, “that it has lain hero
nim-%_ theijnight you took it from me?™

£ £8.

The boy snapped cpen the.case, dis-
closing the Jron Cross inside. Glancing
at it ﬁe turned amused eycs on Zolhoff.

*“¥You have never troubled to examing
this medal i he asked.

Zalhoff stared at him in momentary

s it7?

wonderment.

“No " he exclaimed. “Why should
I?ll‘

“Why should you? occhoed Guy.

“There was every reacon, Herr Doktor.™
He shook his head dn mock sadness.
* Alas!” he went on, “1 begin io fcel
that you are losing that keen perception
—those brilliant powers of deduction—
which have made vou Chicf of the Ger-
man Sceret Service,”

“What do you mean, curse you i”

“I mean this,” replied Guy. “That
night in the death cell of the
Graustrasse barracks I gave you a clue
as to the whereabouts of the paper
bearing the details of your capronage
sorviea in England. The clue r%&ﬁ, I
believe, * I see—the mlssmg paper’.

“It did!” assented Zolhoff hoarsely.
“ But it was no clue—it meant nothing 1

“You are wrong!” interposed Guy.
“It meant everything!™ 2

Still keeping Zolholf covered with the

un in his rigght- hand, he laid the Iron,
%mm on the desk and drew towards him
a sheet of paper 'Thon picking up a
pencil he seribbled a few words,

“Look, Horr Doktor,” he invited.
“The reading of the clue.”

He thrust the papor towards Zolhoff,
With furious eyes the man read:

“I see—the missing paper.”

“1. C.—the missing paper.”

* Iron Cross—tho missin

For o long moment Zolho
the seribbled words. ]

“But 1 do not understand,” he said
harshly.

“ Do you not?”’ lavghea Guy. "Yet
it is very simple. Listen, Herr Dok-
tor. As you know, it is a commeon
enough procedure for an officer fiying
over enemy country—or fighting in the
line—to carry concealed on his person
a microscopic compuss and a map.
Bither might prove invaluable to him
in the event of his being taken prisoner
and escaping.”

“J] am aware of that,” snarled Zol
hoff. * But what has it got to do with
vyour Iron Cross and'the paper you stele
from this room "'

* Just this,” replied Guy. * Whilsh fly-
ing in the service of Germany I always
carried with me this Iron Cross, know-
ing that in the event of ‘my capturc I
would be allowed to retain it. But
it is not the Iron Crogs which was pre-
sented to me oy your Emperor. Li is
a fake. The embossed eircular centre
portion i3 hollow, and in it T carried o
emnll silk map of France. The night
I took the espionage paper from this
roomn [ removed the map from the
Iron Cross and placed the paper there
in ite stead.”

Again' he lavghed,

paper.”
studied

“And it has been there all this time,”
he went on. '"Lying under your nose,
Herr Doktor, whilst the finest brains
of your Secret Service have been fren-
ziedly searching Germany for it!”

Zolhaff never moved.  Bul his oyes
were blazing and the blood was poun-
ding madly in his temples.

Donner und blut!  What o fool this
cursed treacherous whelp had made of
him. If news of thiz ever got noised
abroad he would be ruined—a laugh-
ing stock. (Gott in Himmel! How his
fingers itched to feel themselves'clutch-
ing around the neck of thiz British
boy who had beaten him at every
turn. What would he not give to have
the pleasure-of choking the life out of
the Englizsh pig?

“ Steady !"' the harsh voice of the boy
cut in warningly on Zolhoff's blac
and furious thoughts. *“If you attempt

7

He broke off as, with a snarll the
goaded, frenziod Zolhof hurled him-
self forward, The tiﬁrish ferocity of
the attack took the boy momentarily
unawares, and Zolhoff was on him,
grappling desperately for the gun, his
face a mask of livid fury.

Locked together mman and boy recled
agoinst the desk.

Bang !

The gun cxploded, fired by Zolhoff's
clutching fingers inadvertently tighten-
ing on the trigger. With a gasping
sob the man swayed back, staggered a
pace, then erashed forward to lie =&
huddled, lifelozss heap on the floor.

And thus he was found a few minutes
later by his scared manservant, who,
roused from his bed by the sound of
tha shot, Lroke in the door of the
library.

"The french windows which led into

to make an opposition before which

Il has found the net with a real scorcher |

SMASHING STORY OF THE FOOTER FIELD!

Good news, boys! - John Brearley, whose sertal story, ™ The Test Match
Hope,” proved such a corking success, has written specally for you a book-
length yarn of King Feoter. In the fortunes and misfortunes of the Railton
Rovers, the sole property of Jimmy Brennan, you will revel in a welter of
thrills, hairbreadth escapes, and closely-contested footer matches,
be intrigued and vet appalled at the willainous plot to ruin young Jimmy,
whose stout heart, bunched fists, and Napoleonic spirit to conquer, combine

Sample for yourselves, in next week's i1ssue, the first stunning chapters of
this super treat, and then be prepared to admit that John Brearley once more H

180%
SPORTING
STORY

You will

any vilisinous plotters might quail,

e

STARTS NEXT WEEK!

to move out of that chair I shall shoot

you between the eyes!”
“You—you—-" choked Zolhoff.

Then the hatred, the ungovernable
berserk passion which was shaking the
man,’ found sudden vent in a foul lor-
rent, of abuse. -

“And this,”” there was undisguised
clation in Guy Tempest's veice as he
picked up the report of lians Ofer
which Zolhoff had read to Gencral Ras-
chen carlier that night, *‘is the other
thing I came to Germany to seek. Proof
that I am no creature in your pay, Zol-
hoff, you rat! Proof that Pedlar Zor
lied when he ¢laimed e as his compeado
and colleapue. When I place  this
report and your cspionage paper in
British hands, Zolhoff, they'll know that
I'm no Boche at heart. They'il let
me ride the skies against your Fohkors.
You thought I could fight when I was
Von Sturm.  I'H show you how Guy
Toempest can fight, you rat——"

the garden were open.  And as the man-
servant raised his head and starved fear-
fully towards them, there came from
the wide, darkened lawn Leyond the
rosc.bushes, the sudden, shatteving rear
of a powerful aero engine.

It grew n volame, then, as tle
michine took off, died slowly away,
higler and higher in the night shy,

¥ - ] - & s

In the ®“London Gaxctte a week
later appearcd the following :

Pempest—Major Guy ; British Royal
Adr, Fover, For most conspicunus
‘In‘:lhvr-r'u.f and devetion te duty, the Vie-
toree CUross,

“Major Tempest, single-honded, at-
tacked o formation of ten Albatress
machines over Suarbrocken, and was
successful 1n shooting down flive before
running out of ammunition,™

THE EMND.
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GREYFRIARS CHUMS IN CHINA!

(Continued from page 24.)

“Peacceful, and no mistake!? said
Harry Wharton, sitting up om bhis
cushions, and glancing across the duszky
river. “Who'd imagine that there was
a war going on in China, and that this
river i3 famous for its pirates? We
shall—*"

Wharton was. intercupted.

There waa a sudden bump as a
shadowy sampan glided out of ‘Eiﬂ night
and touched the hull of the house-
boat. A sudden, ringing yell, a burst
of Gring, a swarming of yellow faces
and gleaming, curved swords in the
lantern-light.

A moment ago perfest peace had
seemed to reign—while the river pirates
were crceping on their prey. Now
pandemonium broke loose, with & sud-
denness that was startling to the Grey-
iriars fellows,

Bang! Crock! Yell! SBhrick!

“Oh, my h;t e 3 i 5

» uards, and at 'em as
Bob Ehl;!rl'j'. gaspe
M ¥arooogh!” Billy Bunter vanished
like a ghost at cock-crow,

Crack, crack, crack! Ferrers Locke
had been seated, talking opart with Me.
Wun in Chinese, with quiet gravity.
But he.was evidently ‘prepared for what
might happen st @ny moment on a
Clunese river, for now he was standing
sfith an automatic in cither hand, pitch-
ing bullets at the -yellow pirates who
swoarmed yelling over the side.

Harry Whardnn & Co. grasping any
thing that!ecame to hand fo use as a
weapon, rushad to join Locke.

Mr. Wun, with a huge curved sword
iri his hand, was well to tha foze. e
silken petticoats did not seem to Impair
his attivity. And the numerous crew
of the house.-boat were plainly pre-
pared {dor such attacks, for swords.and
gfecars and firearms appeared in their
hands as 1f by mgtg'ﬁ:, and they cushed

THE MAGHNET

Crack, erack, crack, rang the auto-
matics, and Ferrers Locke did not waste
a shot. Yelling yellow ruffians rolled
back into the sampan, or splashed into
the river under his deadly shooting.
A black-browed,  black-moustached
ruffian cama sweeping scross the deck
with & huge sword that he wiclded with
both hand3, and twe of Mr. Wun's
serving-men went down under his ter-
rible slashes, right and left. Forrers
Locke fired his muzele almost in the
pirate’s face, and the Chinaman went
stugpering back, shot through the brain,
gndk his gigantic sword clanged on the
ack.

Wild yells, stamping of feet, clashin
of steel, ringing of ghots—shricks an

gasped Bob

groana and splashes!

“They're - running I
Cherry. .

“ Hurrah I*

The stont resistance, and the fall of
their chief, sent the river-pirates
scuttling back to the sampan—what was
left of them. With fiarce erics, the
Chinese crew crowded to the siderafter
them, entting and slashing at the pirates
aa they went, and man efier man fell
intoe the river and disappeared.

The sampar shoved -off hastily, and
guns snd pistols from the housebdat
pitched lead into it till it vanished in
the night.

.Mr. Wun, perfectly cool and calm,
handed his sword to a zervant to be
wiped clean. It needed it! The juniors

d seen three pirates fall under that
sword, and not one of thom stirred
BEaIn,

THe sampan vanished, ina chorus of
vells and howls and shricks, and Mr.
Wun calmly directed his attendants to
throw tho pirates who bad fallen on
bhoard, into tho river. The juniora
tarned thetr heads whils that was Jdone.

Then ibe deck was mopped clean;
lanterns that had been knocked over
wore ¥e-lighted; the bhouse-boat glided
gently on under the stars; and the
straina of the lute were heard again.

“My only hat!” said Bob Cherry,

EVERY SATURDAY

wiping the perspiration from bis [ace,
as tho juniors sat down again an their
heap of cushions, " We wore just saying
how peaceful it was—"

“The eacefulness, on second
thoughts, & not terrific,’’ remarked
Hurres Jamset Ram Singh. _

“1 don't think I shall trust Chinese

cacefulness again " murmure

uﬁem. “It's ratoer too exciting.
*1 say, vou fellows—"

“ Hallo, hallo, ‘hallo! You're too late
for fhe ‘scrap. Bunter.”

“ Are they—are they gone?”

“The gonefulness 18 torrific.”

“I—I went to lock for a—a weapon,
you koow! Rather rotten for it all to
‘be over befora I got back !” said Bunter,
""You werse bound to miss at,
answered Bob, “I'm sure you'd nower
have found that iolly old wespon till

it was over.”

“Ha, hs, hal”

" Beast |

The juniors glanced at Mr, Wun
Chung Lung. He was sitting . ip .-the

lantern-light conversing gravely with
‘Ferrors Locke with an emotionless fagd,
as if nothing out of the common-had
gocurred.  Evidently & night attack by
rivir pirstes was merely ah 'Tﬂmﬂent,
too trivial to disturb the éerenity of tha
Chingzo gentleman. The chums of
Greyiriars were not able to take if
quite so calmly, and their glances
roved ﬂﬂntinﬂﬁ{lj’ into the dusky
shadows of the river &3 the house-boat
glided an up the Che-kinng.

Billy ‘Bunter’s eyes could not rest
behind his big spectacles. .To Bunter,
the shadows were peopled with pirates,
and it was & very late hour that -nmight
bafore ‘Bunter's snore awoke the echoes
of Kwang-tung.

THE ‘EMD.

[Now look out for: “THE MAN-
DARIN'S - VENGEANCE ! the next
thrilling yarn in this novel new series.
There's heaps more surprises yet for
Horry Wharten & Co~AND FOR
Yoo
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| 150,000 Horrid Black-
Beetles Wanted at

Once !

il show Loder that he can’t
make a Remove man fag In his

(Brenfr

study. BOB CHERRY, Study 13. m ey
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SKINNER’S SUCCESSFUL

SONG

“PDon’t Come Down The Ladder,
Daddy—!"

AT IMPROMPTU CONCERT

The Mayor of Courtfield shook hands with some of the leading lighta
in the Remove in public last Wedneaday. This ia how it all

Courtfield is building a new hospital, which will ba opemad by our
own Dr. Locke, with grand celebrations, when it is finished. In
order to get funds to pay for the building there was a grand open-sir
fete and concert in the Town Hall logt Wednesday.

It waa a hsli-holiday at the school, and nesrly all Greyiriars went
down to tha fate. ha Famous Five were pressnt and with them
Billy Bunter, who wns sticking to them for pecuniary purposes.
Tle juniors crowdod in to see the Fattest Man on Earth, and there
wig & hit of trouble when the Fattest Man—who was a conscientious
sort of a merolisnt-—wanted to hand the job over to Billy Bunter
on the spot.

In the evoning we all flocked into the big marques whera the
concery wna being held. The place was crammed full, and when it
wna ten minutes over time, and the show hodn't started, the sudience
bepan to voics a cortain amonnt of displeasure.

Thoy stam their feet and howled for the concert to begin. After
s while, the Mayor sidled on to the platiorm, looking very uncesy
bohind his whiskors,

" Ladies and gontlemen,” roared the Mayor, " I'm sorry to say
that the Concert Party have been inveolved in a road accident, and
eonnct reach here for helf-an-hour, If you will have the goodness
to wait paticntly =

* Booooh !

“We want the conesrt.”

" We ain't waiting no blinking
‘arf-"ours, nor ‘ole "ours noither,
we ain't waiting.”

tumed o

Wharton
the other Hemovites.

“ Look here, you men,” he aaid
tensely, ** we can help the Mayor.
Let's atep in and give an im.
promplue show until the proper
crowd artive.”

“Oh, my bhat 1™

“ What can we do?" chorused the Co.

“ Kipps can do some conjuring,’” replied Wharten, " and Bunter
con ventriloquise."”

“I eay, you icllows—"

“Then Wib can do some Shakespearenn atuff,” urged Wharton.
“Bob and I con do a Nigger Minstrel turn. And we c¢an muoke
Slkioner sing poms of his comis songs, and Franky can thump the
piane, What about it "

“Good eggl™ " ,

_At first the Mayor waa incrodulous when Wharton put the thing
fo him: but os he heard the uproar from the hall, he gave the
Tiomovites his blessing, and told them to go to it

Naturally the crowd gove us the bird at the stact. mﬁ_ Wharton
and Bob Cherry, in & ** Mossa Johnson and Massa Sambo ™ act, seon
had them lsughing, and efter that it went lke & breezo, }

Kipps drew gronges and apples and coloured streamers from the air,
and Buntoer preduced weird voicos from all meﬁﬁ of the building, and
even made a lady's pot dog back-chat to her. (She hasn't yet Wa._...
over the shock.) Skinner came out guite strong with eome of his
colebeated comic-songs, and his rondening of * Don’t come down the
ladder, daddy; I've tsken it away,” was cheered to the echo.
Then \Wibley brought down the house with Shylock, Othello, Touch-
stone and Hamlaet,

When the real concert party arrived, we got ao many cncores that
it was twenty minutes r.wﬁnﬁw_ they eould begin., The Mayor ghoolk
hends with us all, and mode us a neat littlo speech of thonks.” After

FOOTER CAPTAIN
FED-UP

Harry Wharton’s
Grouse

Look here! If any other
frabjous chump mto my
study and asks me if I've made
up the team for the Rookwood
match, I'll give him my boot.
My study has been besieged by
follows who think they are en-
titled to places in the team.

There's only ono answer. I
raust play the team set cut below,
and hopo that Jinamy Bilver won't
ohject. If ha does, well, I'm afraid

I shall have to alter team.
I thiok it is barely possible that
ha may objeck. X iry to hopa not,
but I fear the opposite.

TeEia ™8 THE TEAM :

Foal ;' Hazeldene, DBulatrode,
Field, Bunter.

Full-Backs : Cherry, Brown,
Bull, Ogilvy, Russell, Rodwing.
Alonzo Tadd, Bmith Minor, Neaw-
land, Trelnes and Trevor.

Half-Backs : Hilary, Linley,
Vivian, Wun Lung, Bolsover,

Penfold, “_uo._v—.am Stott.
Forwvards ! i arton, Humg.r

Vernon-Smith, Hurree Bingh,
Bkinner, Fetsr Todd, Snoop,
Maulaversr, Kippa.

Referen ¢ munmnm.

Linesmen : Mra, Mimble and
Hr.-lﬂ- _.H-—UH@H_.__.

—— ——

TO-DAY'S FOOT-
BALL FIXTURES

FIERCE FIGHTS
on the Footer Field
BETWEEN LOCAL
RIVALS

(Sce STOP PRESS for results.)

SENIORS.
GREYFRIARS Vv, HIGHCLIFFE
st Highelifle,

Cogrr's XI. v. A Mixep XI.
at Big Bide.

JUNIORA.
GrEYFRIARE v. RooEwooD
at Little Bido.

Urren FourTrR v, BHELL
FPractice Grownd.

the show, the crowd were so enthusiastio that they made themsalves
into & guard of honour, and eacorted us all the way hack to the school.

THIBD ¥, BECOND
at Fag's Ground,

BELL-BOTTOM
TROUSERS

Our Fashion Expert
Gone Mad

I this swould

NO BELL

{By Our Special Lodga Carres.
pondant, " Goasy™}

 Wot I saye is this 'ere. Two

meet the ung rips of this school is ssking

b

of any new boy who is toming to| for the sack. Which tho two youn
Greyiriars, a fow ti on how to| rvg in question is Cherry uﬂwo.m
dregs will bo valuable. It's shook-| of sha

ove ; two young himps
wot oughter "ave been drownded
at birth.

Last night a8 aver waa, thom two
scallywags 'was fooling about on
bha upper Fﬂmﬁm_ when they dis-

ing bad form to barge into your
new sohool dressed in & erumpled
lo enit or & Norfolk jackst or
u_ﬂnh,ﬂmn_m like that. You must be
in the fashion, and wear the same
as. everybody else. In fact, it
quite compuisory.

Firat of all youn must get &
pair of bell-bottomed trousars,
o tail coat, and a vest. The coat
and trousers are, of course, black ;
but the veat should boar a faney

irovvered & trapdoor wot led to
the tower and bell-turret, They
alumb ﬂygﬁwﬁ this 'ere trapdoor
and atood looking around ‘em.
The young demon Bull looked up
at the bell, so to speak, and he
aed, ees he :

border off +This yere is the rising bell aa
3o | TR S e
= en Bo 8 emole to
You should)phimsalf and erope ﬂu-.ww behind Bull
wear & Bl angd syuoze his arm,
bat-wing eol-| '+ Lat's tie some rage and straw
lar, and &l wund the clapper of this same
green tie with) bell,"” seg he,  and then it won't
Eﬁm_ﬁuam make & sound when old Gossy
embroidered g it in the morning'-—
on it. Laven- tn%nﬁ " being his disrespectable
der gloves y, n%?:ﬂu&um to me.
should always %u the two soallywogs gets somb
be worn, and and stuffa "em out with stror,
a brown % then tiea ‘'em ‘firmly round
howler hat 4hs clapper of the said bell
wauld add & Thon they goes to bed and gocs
m» the effect. of to aleep with pesceful, inner.
The sooks gent emiles on their hidjis faces.
ghonld be chequered in pattern—  In the morning, 1 woke mesel
notipeable, ut  mot  lowvd. yp and crole out of bed, shivveri

Elaatic-gided boots will com: a5 though I should buat, Then
m_a___s. the make-up, and you will ‘a4 a cupper tes, and maybe a
a thing of beauty & ]o¥-little o' somethink else in s glass,
for aver. : ¥ .88 you might say, and strolled
To any fellow" viring the down to pull the rising-hell,
latost Paria touch to bis Norfolk! 1 ou)jed and pulled at the
oyoling jacket I should etrongly graived rope, and never a sound

recommend the embroidering of o0, from the bell above, and tho
the letters E.I.C.K. M.E. on :5._ more I pulled the mere no sounds

back. i Jido't come. I got fed-up at laat,
I am glad to soe that trouses| gpg [ hollers out : P
—Ewmwaaanu #M?unu..H_ﬂnu Bré DOW| Y Time to it up. It'a ar™
on the market. A80 Bre very » : t

necessary wheo Quelchy is on the ﬁ.ﬁmﬂu and the dratted bell

warpath, Btill u%_u.omw stirred, so I won.
The fashions at Grevirmars differ Jered what in the name of good
slightly in the warious Forma fortin® I was a-going to m?.:
In the Second and Third Forms not being allowed to walk in the
it is de rigour to ormament the: "ouse, HEEEHEEEWF and m_ma._.n&.
front of the jacket with rod and the maosters ouber their dae.
black ink-stains. The TUpper All at once I gotter idea. I ran
Fourth, om the other bhand  inter my lodge and I got a pair
go in largely for ehiny trousers ¢ bellers and a whistle, and I
and the Fifth wear spata to|.xed this yers whistle on to the
ooncaal the boles in their socks)nezzlo o' the bellers, and I bloo
The giddy paladios of the Hixthjas 'ard as i could.
wear veory high, stiff collars t¢f Bime-by Mr, Quelch woke up,
hide the fact that they hawven't and he went round and woke up
waahed their necka. The Re ‘s Form {with & cape. and sorve

are the best-dressed Form in ihy 'em right), and then 'e come out
asohool, to me,

..: H ﬂﬂw—ﬁ

THE SCHOOL GETS UP LATE

“ Ho, Gosling,” ses he, “ why
warn't the rsing-bell rung this
E.nnE.um : B

“ Which the dratted bell
wonldn't mﬁuh replode’ aughtily.

the bell were mute.*:

“But this "ere i3 sbsurd,
Qosling,” he sea, sos he. ** We
must look inter the matter at
onca.'t

8¢ I goes up to the turret, and
finds the dratted 'ammer bunged
up with raga, and [ takes down the
raga and shows Quelch.

' 0o did that ? ** ses ho, stern.

“Ho, I kin tell you that,” I
larfed. ** This 'ere cap was on the
floor,” I sas.

I ehowed him the cap.

*Thia iz Cherry's,”
* Come fourth, Cherry.”
The drotted rip comes up. Ho

gad he.

winked at me, and I could ha'

punched his dratied 'ed for 'im.
“Did you tie this—this rub-

b round ths rising-bell ™
.wﬂﬁm Quelch. =

* Thet's what I didn't do Ro-
thing else but,"” he aedmita dolaful.

“Then wyou gets aix,” ses
Quoloh,

Then the other himp jumps up
and se¢ "2 "'ad & 'apd in it, too.
And Quelech ges :

“Then there's another aix
for you, Bull. Bend hover.'

And bhe lammed it ionte “om
good and "ard.

And I honly "ape it "urt.

OBITUARY.

We regret to learn of the

gad demies of Tabitha, Mra
Mimble's pep eat. Tabitha
waa the victor of no leas than
fifty foline encounters. Har
latest encounter was
with Horaee Coker's motor-
bika, Tabitha put up a
great show, a preat squeal,
and soratched out bravely,
No ma-owa by requost.

beastly rope, but

“INEVERBATH!”
Diary of a Fag

Being the Exiracis frem a Valu-
able Book discovered Im the
. Second Form room

(Nore BY Diogy NUGENT:
en™ you beleave all this, you
fellos. Some Remove rotter has
writ this orlul diarry, and the
beegte are lnrfing fit to bust abowt
it. The Beckond Form wash
theirsalves at leest wunee o wecl,
80 thers.)

Monpar,—Got upp at T.3L
Thort perraps I mite have o wash,
but the water looked so kold that
I diddunt chanss itk. Bosides,
I dowt if 81l the water in the world
oood wash the ink off my chivvaey.
Lata for chapple, and bagged 106

lines. This makes 43,230 lines
I've had this turm.
Toespay ~—Thort I'd hetter

not have & wash this mourning,
becoa I red abowt & man wot
had brane fover owing to dipping
his dile in kold wator, laid
football this alterncon, and was
raolled in the mud. Almost do-
gided to have a bath, butt think
I'd better not. I lot the mud dri
en ma, and [ look all rito now.
WeDxESDAY.—Wipging arsked
mo in class iff I cood tell him the
saser of 3 x 2. Natrally I coodn't.
I don't think the Snds ort to bo
tort mathmatticka. I bhett a
Remove wman
coodo't anser
thai kweschun.
TEORSDAY .—
Bpilt an ink-
pot down my
dile  in  eclass
thia mourning.
Wiggina toled
me to go and
have o wash.

Butt not me. I
baleewva it's
unhelthy to

have too menny washes. I know
jolly ‘well a dockior wood say
s0. I skraped the ink off my
chivvey with s pockit-nife.
Fripav.—My f[apg-master mn-
gissted on disinffecting me to-
day, and srsked ma iff 1 had been
taking an ink both for the com-
pleckshun, I skorned to repli. Heo
graked me did I nevver bath, ond
[ sed, "' I'd have you know I've
had ope or two baths in my time.™

Sarorpay —That becst, Dicky

8| Mugent, fixed upp & boobey trapp

for me to.day, and a hole lott of
soob and gloo came down on my
head end chanjed me into a
nigga of the decpest di. It smaelt
griul. It nearly mede me have a
wash ; butt it is hardly wurth
while as thers are no classes this
afterncon,

SOCIETY GOSSIP

The Right Hon. tho ILarl
Mauleverer has stponed his
visit. to Courtfield for no fewer
than 200 reasons. (Mauly bopged
2000 hioes off Quelchy this morn-
mg.)

® # -

very langhable occurrence
took place in high life yesterday
morning. M. m_ﬂmn? the well-
known prefect, asked Mr. Cherry,
of the Roemove, to go fo the
tuckshop and geb him & dozen
custard taris. hﬁﬁhaﬁ.:ﬁ Mr.
nmmzu.ﬁﬁnrﬁmmaanﬁ

he
snidl “ mustard tarts,” for he
goraped the custard out of ench
tart, and filled the interior with o

large dossa of exira-strong Col-
man's. The mistake waz not dig-
covered until after Mr. Loder
had taken & tromeundous bite.
{Mr. Cherry, by the way, is now
in the sanny.)
L L L

Until last week we always
thought that William Ceorge
Bunter of the Remove held top
place for the worst construe,
when Lo rendered ' Armn vir-
umgue ¢and ' into ' The armoed
man and the dog.” Thiz was held
te be a record for every public
school in tho country. But
wo rteolly think Cecil Temple
of the Upper Fourth must now
teke pride of place. Last week Le
mwfmu“—u@wim Capper by consituin
" Ex suctoritate mili commised
inta " An auctioneer on com
misgion.”

STOP PRESS

NEMO, THE TUCK-BURGLAR,
CAUGHT..

Nemea, the Took-burglar, waa
eaught red-handed this afterncon,
raiding & Homove study. The
name of tho mystorious burglar
in SYDNEY JAMES SNOOP.
He will ba brought beforo Mr.
Justice Wharton at the bnext
BOBELOTIE,

FOOTBALIL.
HigrcLIFrFE=—{. GREYFRIARS=—2
{Wingate, Walker)
CoEen's XI—0 Mizeo XI—4
{(Coker—own poal—0G)
GrEYFRIARE—3 IHoOEwooD—1
{Wherton 2, Biogh) (Neweome]
Urrer Fovata—1 . SxHELL—I
(Templa) (Milea)

_mmﬁnzml.wm 5.
(Nugont Mi., 25, Gatty, 3. Myers,
2. m.am.uuwmuﬂa? 2.)
Trirn—110
{Tubb, 11. Wingate Mi., d:
Bolton 2.}

(The Besond w. Third match
degenerated inte a free light
mwﬂ.ﬂww through the scvcnd
half.)



