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THE FIBRST CHAPTER.

Going Up to Canton !

'-i HE grub's good!” said Billy

T Bunter, breaking a long
stlonce,

Bunter had been rvefleeling.

This, apparently, was the outcome of
fns reflections. _

The hour was growing late; and
Harry Wharton & Co. wore growing
sleopy. Buat they were not in o hurry
to turn in. ‘The strange new scones
about them still held their attention.

The huge Chineso honschoat Hoated
tlowly up the Canton river, under a
spread of embroidered silken sails.

The far-off banks of the great river
were loat in the nipht—unsecn, save
where 2 light twinkled from some
Chinese village, or from some hong or
ro-down.

Hong Kong and the China Sca lay
far behind the Greyiriars party—thirty
or forty miles behind. lgiuz the oty
of Canton, whore luy the home of Wun
Lung, was still . a greater distance
ahead.

Gliding sampans and junks appearcd
and disappesred in the shadows of the
night. Coloured lanterns tied to their
masts and rigging glimmered through
the darkness. And the oyes of the
Greyfriars-juniors rested on every one
as it appearcd, and followed it till-it
dizappeared. Onece already since leaving
Hong Kong, Mr. Wun Chung's house-
hoat had been attacked by river
piraten; and Harry Wharton & Co.
wortdered if there was morg to come.

A forest of coloured lanterns glim-
mered on the houschoat. Serving-men
in highly-decorative Chinese garb-came

snd went with soft-padding fept.
Forrers Locke sat in conversation with
Mr. Wun Chung Lung, snosking
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THERE'S REELS OF THRILLS IN THIS GREAT-

By Frank

Chinese,  incompreheonsible to the
juniora. They sat on crimeon silk
cushions, stuffed with softest down, and
wotched the scene sbout them; silent,
till Billy Bunter broke the silence with

& remmark on & subject that was, to
Bunter, the most important in the
Universe.

*The he repeatod.

.li’.rub‘s good |"*
“That's all right!™

“1f that's all right.” said Bob Cherry
gravely, “thon everytlung is all right ™

“The all - rightfulnéss,” murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “i1s truly
terrific.”

“Of course, o fellow has to be care-
ful,” said Bunter. *1 tame jolly near
cating some of their beastly snails.™

“8nail  plenty  picey ! murmurcd
Wun Lung.

Bunter sniffed.

Y Nice for a beustly heathen, I dare
=ay "' he said, “I say, you fellows,
you'd better be careful what you ecat
while we'ra in China. That stuff I
thought was chicken a2t supper was

really frogs! 1 found out just in
tume."
“Floggee wvelly nicey!” said Wun
Lung.

Another sniff from Bunter.

“Well, the French eat frogs” said
FHarry Wharton, * 3o do the Amen-
cans.

“Well, I'm not going to,”" zaid
Dunter; “and my opinion is that only
a horrid beast would do it.”

“My hat! Are you always as polite
as that on a visit?™ asked Frank
Nugent, =

“0Oh, rats!] Az I was saying, the
grub's good, o long aa a fellow can
gteer clear of snails and frogs and
things,” said Bunter. “On the whole,
I'm satisfied with the grub.” .

Billy Bunter blinked at the juniors

Richards.

through his big spoctacles, as he mado
thie statement, Apparently he expected
it to cause general relief and satisfac-
Lo,

Hut the question of grub did not
lpcom so large in the minds of tho
Famous Five as it did in Bunter's.
They did not seem to care much
whether Bunter was satisfied with the
%rub. or whether he was not satisfed,
ndoed, they did not care much about
Bunter or his views at all; though he
was, in his own fat opinion at least,
the only fellow on bosrd the houschoat
who really mattored,

“But grub isn't. everything I addedd
Bunter.

“What!"

Horry Wharton & Co. sat up and
took notice at that statement.

It was a surprising ono frem William
(icorge Bunter.

Certainly, hitherto, the chuma of
Greviriars had  believed that Bunter
considered that grub was everything,
ancd a httle more, and a few over!

“Crub not everything!” ejaculated
Johnny Bull,

“Nol™

”{:'E'E.‘Bt EEﬂtt-!"
Nugent. _

“Thnd you think it wos?' demandad
Bunter,

“No. But I thought vou did J”

" ?vnh " i ") :

“Wait till you get hungry again!™
grinned Bob Cherry. “%’uu’wﬂ jusk
eaten seven suppers, one after another.
Wait till you get hungry agsin—about
an hour—"

“He, ha, ha!”

“PBlessed i I see anything to cacklo

murmured Frank

at! Ag I was saying, grub’s nol every-
thing. I'm sleepy: Whore am I going
to sleep?™

The interior Bunter being crammed

(Copyright in the United States of America.)
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to capacity, the fnt junior was naturally
thinking of sleep, which came second
in Bunter's estimation of the joys of
life. Talking came third.

“So far as I cam pee,” went on
Bunter, “there’s no sleeping accom-
modation on this jigger. I bDever
thought about ihat &t firsk. I was
thinking about the grub—»"

“Go on thmklﬂi about it, and shut

up I suggested Bo
“I'm zead{ to go to bed. Where's
the bed? f you fellowa think I'm

going to sit up sll night, you're jolly
well E‘nlismlmn. Fl‘va COme n{it to ﬂiﬁna
with you,” continued Bunter, with a
thrill of indignation in his [at wvoice,
“to look after you and protect you.
I've done itl lenst you can do i3
to see that T have ocommon comforts,
That's the very lnut; after all I've
done for you! If youw're thinking that
I'm ng to sit up—"' ]

" dear old oystar, wa're not think-
ir;rz lfi%wt you at all,’’ said Bob Cherry
affably.

“Qh, really, Cherry——"

“Forgot your existence, till you

an to make a row with your chin,”
said Johony Bull. " Keep it quiet, old
fat bean, and let's forget your existcuce
agnin."”

“The forgetfulness would be an
esteemed boon and hlﬂaginﬁ " remarked
Hurree Jamset Ham Bingh.

Billy Bunter snorted with indigna-
tion.

As a matter of fact, gorgeous and
magnificent as Mr. Wun's houseboat
was, sleep acoommodation
seomed to have been over-

looked when it was designed, THE WAY INTO CHINA LIES STRAIGHT
AHEAD FOR THE GREYFRIARS ADVEN-

There wers no cabins, no
stato-rooms — RO separate
rooms at all, in fact, no bed-
eteads or beds or bunks. Now
that the attention of tha other
fellows was called to the sub-
ject, they wondered a little.
_ On the principle that when
in Rome, one does as Rome
does, the OGreyfriars fellows
were prepared to fall in with
Chinese customs so long as they were
in China. But they wondered what the
custom was, in this case,

Bunter was indignant, His comfort
was threatened, Bo was the other
fellows' comfort, for that matier; but
that was a trifle light as air to William
George Bunter, e did not give that
trifle & thought. His thoughts were
concentrated on his fat self.

“Where do wa snooze, Wun Lung!”
asked Harry Wharton-

Wun Lung grinned.

1“ Alles lig tl;" he said. ';‘Plenl Inc;i;n
along boat| Bleepee anywhere likee.

“lgn"ha.!; about & bed-roomt” de-
manded Bunter.

“No bedloom along boat”

“What about a bed?”

% No beddes.™
“0Oh crikey!” ssid Bunter. He gave
the: Famous Five & reproachical blink.

“This is the sort of thing you've
landed me in, you rottors.” .
“ Alles piecee velly nicey!' said Wun

Lung.
w%ah hid

Ferrera Locke cams across to the
group of juniors. . .

*“Time you boys furned in,” he snid.
“You may slesp soundly; watch will be
kept in case sny more river pirates
turn up.”

“But where are wo to sleep?” hooted
Bunter, *“This blessed heathen says
there are no bed-rooms or beds or any-
tlain%.” _
“There mever are, on a Chineso
houseboat,’” said Locke, with o =mile.

ADVENTURE !

“There is one large room, and one
large dock; ond at night you epread
your quilt wherever you like. If it
rains, there is ghelter; if it is fine, it
is very pleasant fo sleep on deck. The
houseboys will bring you any number of
quilts. I think you will Snd your-
selves quite comfortable-—especially as it
is for only one night.”

. Bunter opened his mouth—and closed
it again., Thera was a look in the
Baker Street detective's eye that
frequently closed Bunter’s mouth when
he was going to open it very wide,

"Rif t a3 rain, gir ! said Bob Cherry
cheertily,

. "The rightfulness of the esteemed rain
15 terrific!” declared Hurree Jamset
Ram 8ingh.

“Weo'll be all right, gir,” said Harry.

“Pleagsant slumbers I said Mr. Locke,
with a kindly nod, as ho left the juniors.
Bunter did not speak till he was gone.
Then he spoke with considerabls
emphasis.

“If Locke thinks I'm going to stand
this sort of thing—>"

“Shut up, Bunter!”

“If they can't find a fellow & decent
bunk to aleop in——-="

“Dry up!”

“It's nll very well for you fellowsl
You're used to roughing it in your
humble homes. DBut & fellow brought
up at Bunter Court feels it.”

“Oh erikey I

“And I can jolly weli tell wou,”
hooted Bunter, *that if I don’t have &

TURERS! BUT
all along the roufe awalt

decent bed to sleep in, I'm chucking up
this party, and going back.”

“Good egg ! exclsimeid Bob Cherry
heartily. *“Let's hopa there won't be
noy hbeds in Canton. Let's hope
there aren't any beds in China at all!"

“Ha, ha, ha!*

(1} Bﬂmﬂ- !Jnl

Billy Bunter rolled away, snorting.
Bob éhe:ry picked up & cushion and
took aim; but he dropped the cushion
ogain, remembering that Mr. Wun's
Chinese houseboat was not the Remove
passage at Greyfriars.

The Owl of the Remove disappeared,
seeking cosy quarters under shelter,
while the Famous Five remained on
deck, preferring to eamp there under
the shining stars. The hu boat
glided on, slow and leisurely, almost at
& snail’s pace, and from somewhere the
aweot strains of a lute tinkled softly
through the night, to lull the slum-
berors. And from somowhere clse came
a deep, rumbling, reszonant snore.
Bunter, whether he was satisfied with
his sleeping quarters or nof, was fast
asloep, and signifying the same in the
usual way.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Attack In the Night ]
ARRY WHARTON'S eyes
H apened.
All was silent and still.
Faintl could hear the

swich of wator Jung the heavy hull of
the Chinese houselboat, slowly moving.

There was & deep and steady hroath.

ing round him,
ft down t}uilta, iled on the
laequered deck, formed beds of the

juniors; cushions of the softest down

were undor their dreaming heads, The
quilts glowed and blszed with colour
under the glimmer of the many
lantarns.

All over the wide, long deck, there
seemed to be sleepers, rolled 1n gorgeous
quilts. A look-out man in the bow was
nodding; two or three men aflt were
awake, but drowsy. Once or twice, a
goft, padding Ffootstep was faintly
heard, as someone moved quictly abous
the glimmoring deck. *

It was o quiet, and i
But Wharton had been dreaming of the
ottack of the river wpirates, and he
remembered how peacetul the houseboat
had seemed on the waters of the Canton
river, till that sudden attack had come
rushing out of the shadows.

Hs was feeling unemsy, he hardl
knew why. His dream had been vivi
picturing the savoge chief of the river-

irates who had been shot down by

errers Locke, with his great, bwo-
handed sword in his yellow hands. Per-
haps that was the cause. At all events,
the captain of the Greyfriars Remove,
having opened his ayes, did not feel

eacaful Eeene.

disposed to close them agnin. He lay
wakeful for some minutes, and then
lifted his head and glanced round bhim

et the quict, slumberous scene,

8Bolt, padding fect, almost soundless,
wera moving.

Wharton glanced at the
man who moved on the deck,
in the glimmer of light from
the coloursd lanterns, care-
lossly.

On_ board the houseboat Mr.
Wun's attendants seemed in-
numerable, and to Western
¢yes, one Chinaman woas very

h lik ther.
TONG TERRORS PIRATES  7nca Hke anothur,  Tho oom
ORIENTAL MYSTERIES DEATH !  linc of vision was of equat

figure, in native Chinese garb,

and \Wharton +took it for
granted thet he was one of Mr. Wun's
many servants,

The man was moving slowly, almost
nmse[esslif. and gloncing at the quilt-
covered sleepers on the deck.

Harry Wharton gave a sudden start.

There was nothing in tho man's looks,
or in his actions, to cxcito suspicion;
and it was clear, too, thet he was secen
by some of the men who were awake
on the housebost, and that they saw
nothing suspicious about him.

But a glimmer of wet on the lacquered
deck behind the man bad caught Harry
Wharton's eyes.

No man belonging to the housebont
could have had his shoes wet, leaving a
trail of water behind him az ho moved,

Tha men had come from the river!

Wharton's heart boat fast,

The man was web—wet from the
river! It was easy enough for a
swimmer to reach tho slowly gliding
houseboat, and drﬂgﬂhimwlf over the
low side, in some shadowed spot where
the lantern-light did not fall.

The Chincsa boatmen who were keep-
ing watch were ot a respectiul disiance
from Mr. Wun's guests. At that dis-
tance they might very ecasily toke a
stranger for ono of the numerous ser-
vants on the boat if they had not scen
himm draw himself from the water,

Wharton, with his heart beating fast,
lay still, watching the man. & was
sure, or almost s, that tho man was
s stranger, an intruder, who had come
from the river in the shadows. ¥Yet ho

Tre Macxer Linaar.—No. 1,183
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hesitated to give an alarm, which might
prove to be a mistake, after all.

It could bardly mesn another attack
of the river-pirates, Raver-pirates
would come in & bunch, sword in hand,

If the man did not belong to the
houseboat, more likely ho was some
night-prowler, looking {or a chance to
pilfor, on & houscboat belonging to a
rich merchant of Cantoo. -

And then, as Wharton watched him,
gomething familiar about the man,
about his squat figure, dawned on the
junior, e had scen that thickset,
squat figure beforo somewhere.

He could not sce the mans face,
which was turned from him. But the
feeling that be had seen the man be-
fore grew on him,

The squat Chinaman ceased lo move.
He was standing with his eyes fixed dn
ono of the sleepers on the deck. And
now his face was turned e little more
towards Wharton, and a glimmer from
a coloured lantern that swuog on the
mast fell on it -

Wharton caught his breath.

He knew the rmoon now! It was the
squat Chinaman who bhad -watched
Harry Wharton & Co. at Macao a few
days before; who bad attacked them 1n
the Portuguese hotel in that city. It
was Kang, the agent of the Mandarin
'Tang Wang, o member of the Red
Pragon tong—the eecret society who
were ruthless enemies of Mr, Wun and
Wun Lung.

Wharton understood now,

The river-pirates who had attecked
the houscboat had becn merely ruffians
in ascarch of plunder. But the agent of
the mandarion had crcst on the house-
beat with ono single, deadly purpose—
thulalajrlng of the Canton merchant's

Acrass half thoe world, from {far-off
England to tho Flowery Land, the
agents of tho mandarin had dogged the
Greyfriars  party, and attack after
attack on Wun Lung had been defleated.
Now, almost on the threshold of his
home, the hand of the mandarin was
reaching out to him again, and death
hung over tho Chinese jumior of Grey-
frinrs ns he slept.

For some seconds Wherton was almost
dnzed by the certainty of it—the know-
ledgo that a ruthless assassin was hover-
g over the sleeping junior, unknown
to anyone on board excepting himself.
‘The man stood very still, his slanting
eyes gleaming, his hand hidden in his
loose garmenis, obviously grasping =
hidden weapon. His purpose was un-
mistakable, Tho chums of Greyiriars
ware now in & land where life is cheap.

There was a glitnmer of drawn stecl,

At tho same momeni Harry Wharton
leapt up, and, with the same movement,
fBung bhimself at the Chinaman,

He stumbled over Wun Lung, and
t.bqra was on cxclamation from the
Chiness junior as he awakened. But he
reached the squat Chinaman, and be-
foro Kang knew what was coming, he
struck with all his strength, c:ﬂ.tc:l:ling
the man under the jaw.

A knife clanged on the deck, and
Kang stagpered helplesly away, stag-

ering a couplo of ;rnr-:iulimfnrﬂ he fell
ﬁv&vlly.

Crash |

“Wake up!” shouted Wharton.
" H{"i Iu

* [lallo, hallo, hallo ™

"What the thamp—™"

“Whatteec matteo ¥

The Greviriars fellows wore on their
feet ot once, all of them exclaiming
topcether,

Kang scrambled to his feet.

Wharton hurriedly clamped his fook
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on the knife the villain had dro
The squat Chinaman crouched like a
wild beast, glaring at him. But there
wad a rush of feet along tho deck, and
the tong-man, who mimd uvid'er.t!y
been about to spring at Wharton like
a tiger, changed his intention and
IEE\FQ_ ta the side. ;
oices shouted in startled Chinese. A
deeper voico in_ English called—the
voice of Forrers Locke:

“Wharton! What—" The Baker
Street detcctive was at his side, an
automatic in his hand.

“The Chinaman!” gasped Wharton.
“The men who attacked us at Macao
—Kapg—the man from Tang

Wan 2
ﬂpFn.Eh 1

Barely escapin
hands, the squak
self over into the river.
rushed to the side.

Wharton’s words, and the
knife on the deck, told him all that he
needed to know. With a steady hand,
and & fimt in his eves, the Baker
Btreet detective fired after the man
who fled.

IHe had a glimpse of a yellow face, of
black, rolling” eyes, in the dusky water
as he pulled trigger. There cama back
a ory—and the yollow face vanished.

_several  grasping
hinoman threw him-
Ferrcrs Locks

ﬁ]ittnring

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Wuon Lung Al Homse !

& ANTON I
“ Looks jolly I
Bright sunshine streamed
down on the great river and
the great n:.}:,jr.

Harry Wharton & Co., in a2 group on
the deck of the houseboat, watched the
m‘.f of Canton as they drew nearer,

ow-built houses stretching far; here

and thero a tall square building higher

than the rest; buildings which the
juniors later on discovered to be pawn-
shops

Boata, sampans, junks, all sorts of
craft, moored along the Eanha, moored
to one another, stretching far out into
midstream—a town on the water
adjoining the city on ithe land; for
ncarly every craft was inhabited by a
numerous Chinese family.

Streets, narrow and noisy, shaded
from the sun by a screening of bamboos
or matting, crowded with jostling
Ehinesﬂ; continually getting 1 one
another’s way, but gemnerally with the
greatest humour.

Bhops, with strange signs in stran

colours, and nose| olse, oSN
juniors had already learned, was the
department in which the Chinege
cxcelled.

From somewhore came the rosr of
kre-crackers. It might have meant a
wedding, or a funperal, or just an
exuberant Chincse having & good time.
Every day in the year, in China, is
rather like the Fifth of November in

England.
Wun Lung's almond oyes were
dancing. Every gight and sound was

a delight to the Chinese junior of Grey-
friars, whe was home at last,

“You felleo likee?™ he asked. “VYou
fellee likeo plenty nicey 1nese
citee? Yes?" ]

“¥os, rather 1" said Harry Wharton.
“Topping I" said Jobnny %uIL

“The toplulness 18 terrific ™ assured
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

“1 say, you fellows, there's a fright-

ful row going on!” remarked Bill
Bunter. "1 can’t astand this awin
row I

“Leave off talking, old fet bean, and
there won't be half s0 much I” mug-
gested Johnay Bull

THE MAGNET

“¥ah! Looks a slovenly sort of
place, doesn't it?” said Billy Bunter,
" Pretty slummy, what ("

L“Buntea ne likee?" asked Wun
ung.

“Can't gay I think much of the place.
Btill, 1 suppose one mustn't expect too
much of blinking heathens!” remarked
nﬁg;;mh with his usual polished polite-
“8hut up, you fat jdiot!" said Bob.

Kick him, somebody 1" said Nugent.

“ Oh, rea.]lg:] you fellows! My hat!
OF all the bemighted heathens!™ said
Bunter. “Look at the wheelbarrowl
He, he, hel”

A 12 was wheeling =z barrow
nlnnF a patk by the river; and to
English eyes it was "an odd enough
mEht—, In & Chineso wheeclbarrow the
wheel is in the ocentre, taking the
weight of the barrow; it is a large
wheel, turning in a slit cut in the
bottom of the barrow for the purpose.

The juniore glanced at Y as the grin-
ning Owl of the Remove pointed it
out. One man was wheeling the
barrow. Two men sst on it, on one
side of the big wheel; on the other
side of the wheel baggage was stacked.
Travelling wheelbarrow js a com-
mon e of locomotion in China.

“I%, ho, hel” chuckled Bunter.
" They call that weird thing a wheel-
barrow, suppose, Benighted
heathens I

The joniors smiled, for the contri-
vance was odd enough to their eyes;
li gave a very thought-

ful nod.

"These Chinesa know eEomothi nﬂ'r"

he romarked. “That barrow is cen-
turies ahead of an Enpglish wheel-
barrow.”

“Eh?" gjaculated Bunter.

“Look at 1tl" said Johnny Bull,
“The weight falls on the wheel, instead
of on the man pushing it. That's the
right prineiple. I'll bet that barrow-
man can take ten times the load a
barrow-man at home could take, znd
with less trouble.”

" Ols -‘fnhnnir, plenty cleves!” said
Wun Lung, * Plenty all light [

Bob Cherry nodded. )

“Right a3 rain!” he said. "“A
wheelbarrow at home couldn’t carry
two men and their luggage; but that
fallow is wheeling them along as if they
smounted to nothing.”

“Sometimea  cal
people,’” said Wung
Bunter snorted.

Everything that was strange fo
Bunter's eyes waa inferior to everything
to which he was accustomed. o was
not likely to admit that anythipg in
the East was ahead of anything in the
Weast. .

“Are we landing at the wharf, Wun

Blxoe,
ung.

BCVO0

Lung 1" asked Harﬁ.
“No. We goey along canal”
Mr. Wun Chung Lung, and many of

his pi?rgi;aous attendants, had already
left the bouseboat. No doubt Mr. Wun

wha alreedy at his house, preparing a
weloome for his distinguished guests,

Instead of approaching the crowded
wharves, the houschost was poled
by ionumerable hands into a narrow
canal, which apparently led to the
residence of Mr. Wun.

The swarming river was left behind.

After threading the cansl for & con-
siderablo distance, the houschoat was

olad through a water-gate szet in a
E‘:: h wall,

. Behind it, after it had passed in, the
waler-gate was closed.

The houseboat poled on to the land-
ing-place, in the gardens that sur-
ronnded Mr. Wun's house,

The Greyiriars fellows looked about
them with eagor eyes. Wide gerdens



EVERY SATURDAY

brilliant with guwi-.rﬁ,I gﬂthﬂd with
pufoda summerhouses, lakes, streams,
ar 1ﬁci:l cascades, surrounded thema
It was o scene of gorgeous beauty.

Across the gardens they could sce the
house of Mr. Wun, which looked rather
ke & collection of houses joined
together by courtyards and possages.
The roofs of the different sections were
mostly on different levels; and ever
roof had its curled-up edge, and glowe
with colour in the bright sunshine.

Here and thers an upper room rose
above the rest; but thg buildings were
almost zll on one story. ‘The ﬂim
looked as if & regiment oould have
found g'lenlfi_y of accommodation within
its wal or Mr, Wun waa one of the
richest merchants in Canton, the city of
rich m&mhmtsl: and hea "de himsalf
a3 magnificently as any girdle-wearing
noble of the ﬁanhhu daya.

i hat |** said Bob
deep ireath. “¥You never let on at
Greyfriars that you lived in a giddy

plage hike this, Wun Lung.”

&% Chinese junior ami]?:d.

:_*Hut so0 badl” admitted Bunter,
with & critical blink through his bi
spectacles.  “Rather reminds me o
Bunter Court.”

“Ha, ha, bal™

The houscboat was moored, and the
(Creyiriars party stepped ashore, with
Yerrers Locke. They were mot by a
gentleman in ecnormous horn-rimmed
rlosses, a black skull-cap, and a black
gilk robe, whose yellow face beamed
with rospeetful cordiality.

This gentlemen shook hands with
Forrers e—from which the juniors
gucssed that he had had a European
training ; for the Chinese in his natural
state does not shake hands.

herry, with a

-'The squat Chinaman was stan
Wharton eaught his hreaih. It was

ding with his eyes fixed on on
of the sleepers ; and as the Light fell on the man’s lace, Harry

Kang, a member of the

BRod Dragon tfong,

“Who's that johony, Wun Lungt”
azked Bob,

“That johnny 8o Fat" snswered
the Chinese schoolboy.

“8o Fat1!” repcated Bob., “He
doesn't look very fat. Rather on the
thin side, I ;‘:hﬂulvd say.”

Wun Lﬁﬂgﬂ grinned,

“ Namee Fat!” he explained.

“Heo, he, hel” came from Billy
Bunter. *“Mesn to say that So Fat is
a Chinese name! He, he, he I*

“Velly good names slong China,”
answered Wun Lung.

“He, ho, ho!"

“Cut the cackle, you fat chump!”

said Boh.
“Ho, he, he!” chortled PBunter,
greatly teken by the name of the

ntlemsn in black silk. * He, he, ho!

Fat! He, ho, ho!”

It wes rather diffeult for Harry
Wharton & Co. not to smile. Such s
name as “So Fat ' really was rather
droll to their cars.

“Him sccletnly beleng fathee,” said
Wun Lung. e lenty good secletaly;
gpeakes Hoglish all samoe English-
man."

Mr. So Fat was speaking to Ferrers

ke in Chinese. %}ub when ho ad-
dressed the juniors, in_ their turn, he
broke into eloguent English, which
rather rominded them of the lunguage
as spoken by Hurree Singh.

“Mr. Wun make request I meet you
and take you along house,™ said Mr,
B0 Fat gracefully. *"Top of an after-
noon to youl!™

This was, evidently, English: but
Harry Wharton & Co. were a litile
puzzled by the top of an afternoon.
But they worked it out that Mr. 8o Fat

must have heard the expression “top
of the morning " during his European
education, and was innocently suiting
it to the time of day.

“Mr. Wun wait to greet you in the
poor hovel his house,’” went on ths
secretery to Mr. Wun Chun Lung.
“His heart will expand with delight if
you will condescend to walk with your
sweet-smelling footsteps into his dismal
and miserable abode,™

This was Chinese politeness.

“"Will you stoop to accompany this
humble persen, 0 borp-many-years-
before-me?"” pursued Mr. 8o Fat,

“He, he, he!"™ came from Billy
Bunter.

As Mr. So Fat was more than twice
the age of any fcllow there, that
Chinose form of courtesy had its droll
sido to the juniors. A Chinese cannot
compliment & visitor more than by
attributing to him a venerable age.

Bunter's chuckle was gquite out of
place. Chinese politeness is, perhaps,
a little overwhelming: but there araes
many European customs equally absurd.
A Spenizh gentleman will tell a visitor
that his hougo and all it contains are at
hiz agbsolute disposal; but he would bo
very much surprised if the visitor took
him seriously and asked for the title-

deeds, An Englishman will sometimes
sign himself, “ Your obedient servant ™';
but he would be astonished at being

treated ns one., The Chinese gentleman
crrries the same game to & further
extent, representing himezelf as a8 miser-
able worm crawling at the sugust and
venorable feet of his wvisitor: but the
worm would certainly turn if trodden
upon.

¥ Tae Migxer Lismary.—No, 1,183
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Mr. 20 Fat glanced at Bunter, ap-

arently surprised by his fak chuckle.

b Cherry s surreplitigua
kick on tha Owl of the Rentove, which
ehlange.d Bunter's chuckle into a sudden
ye P+

"How well you speak English, Mr.
80 !” said Harry Wharton, to draw the
secretary’s :ttant.ml of Bunter and his
bad manners.

Mr. Bo beamed.

“You think sol” he exclaimed.
“Yes. In your country, sir, I con-
sutced large quantities of midnight oil
in abstrusa study, and it is true
this language pure and undefil |
have employed considerable thought in
this department. Also, I have had the

advantage of co lmg hugu].’ in
British gssociation. has gwen
Ginal hﬂ,l.‘““'“ﬂ polish to B]j‘ English
spocch,

Mr. Bo was evidently proud of hiz

Eunglish,
*“But if you will have the overwhelm-

ing condescepsion to dog my wre:ched
fmtatﬁéwd 1 will indicate way to house,”

“Come " said Ferrers Locke.

And the Greyiriars fellows [ollowad
the bowing, smiling secretary. It was
sctho distance to the houso, Eg Eaﬂ:ﬂ
brilliant with Howers, or sh
besutiful shrubberica. They arnrei:'l a.t
the grand entronce at last; the house
had many entrances; but it was evi-
dently the grand cntrance to which Mr.
So Fat led these distinguished visitora.

Defore the entrance stood the devil-
BeTOCH. )

It was a huge and magnificent
erection, with three grest pancls of
wrought copper covercd with strange
devices, .

To enter the house it was ncecessary
to walk round the end of the huge

‘gcreen. Devils—in China—always follow

straight lines, and never think of going
round the of a screen. Bo that
devil-sercen guarded safely the bouse
of Mr., Wun; devils cannot turn corners
like bhuman beings.

As an additional precaution against
thesa troublesome creatures, a large
lcan cxt was chained by BCTEen.
Cats keep off devily—in China—almost
as effectively sz the screen itsel.

The cat wes bowling rather dismally,
trying to get ita head out of the collar.
Probably it did not realize what & useful
parposa ik was serving.

The juniors had llrand
eats wore chained zg'
colld not help :nimg lt l.
custom. Yet a moment's reficction told
thess that there must bave been as
mALY ¢hained up in Europe as
cats in It was wiso to keep an
open mind when observing the manners
and customs of a foreign country.

Having walked round the devil.
mmn, tgé mi:mu party entered the

the grest doorway with the
s room beside it, acrosa two
low halls to the ko-itapg, the

nuﬂcad :hni

door
wide,

guest-rmu.

Ordinary guests would have . pene-
trated no fart than the kotang; but
his son's friends wers persons wham

Myr. Wun delighted to h-um:-ur.. o0 they
wore conducted farther, into more
sacred regions.

80 Fat bhad now received the sid of
many gorgeously-dressed servants "and
nfﬁmn!a the houschold, in bowin
the ns:tnrn in., They backed and bowod,
and bowed and backed, with ufrna,
respectful faces, The juniors could not
help feeling that the scene wns more

like & comme opera than real life; but
they were careful te keep serious, for

4d.
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it was all very serious indeed to M.
Wun and his many myrmidons,

Through files of backing and bowing
figurea m gorgeous garb the juniors
passed through a wide doorway st the
end of the ko-tang, intoc a courtyard
decorated with [nu in tubs,
strange dwarf tr-aau. in pots. Across this
wide court, 8o Fat & Company bowed
them, through aoother dn-crrw:r, mtu
a hall which was nndﬂntij!
special npartman&z where gu&uh
honour o entrea.

To their eyes the extensive apartment
seemed yather bare, the furniture being
very sparse, the decorations little more

two or three tall jars and a couple
of pictures. Each of she jars, had they
known it, was more than five hundred
years oid, and of pricoleas value.
Crammed with rose-leaves, they spread
a pleasant scent h the room.
ere Mr, Wun awatted them.

Behind ¥r, Wun, st 2 distance, were
musicians, with drums, bells, gongs,
and astrange insiruments the juniors
knew nothing of. From this cheory
band burst forth s musical welcome—a
mr of mu.nd that was absolutely

emng errs unaccustomed fo
Ehmem musig,”’

Frem outside, roaring fre-crackers

;ﬂm-ud in the welcome; an explosion

f crackers that made the noisiest Fifth
ol November at bhome seem like a mur-

mur whisper.
s seemed to rock to the din.

“Mr ]mt!” murmured Bob Cherry,
longing to stop his cars, but restrained
by iteness, “This is giving us
I:I:IIJ.H-EH.] honours with & giddy vean-
geance,”

Possibly Mr. 'Wun, thnmuglﬁg
Chinese as bho was, and was prou
be, bad somo perception that *' foreign
devils ” did not appreciate these honour-
able sttentions so much as natives to
the manner born. The crackers ceascd
to roar, the music¢ cessed to howl and
grogn; and there was blessed silence.

Then Mr. Wun addressed his guests.
In flowery mgkuaga ha crawled at

their fect an tho august sun-
shines of !the:r condescending presence.

After which they were seated on low

sents, and innumerable attendants
bmuﬁht in refreshments,
Bunter’'s little round eyes

gieum behind his big glasses, This
was & part of the performance that

Bu:ga: could unpderstand and appre-
cia
True, bo had to be on bis guard

against such delightiul ihmg: gs anails
and frogs. But there was no doubt

thet the Emh was good. There was
n\;ﬂl lesa doubt that thore was plenty
of it

Mr. Wun pressed hiz guesis to eat—
and they ate; but he evidently desired
them to eat too much, Harr harton
& Co. did their best; but they had to
draw & line somewhero. . Bunter was the
follow who, for once, upheld the hpnaur
of the party. He ate &t least as h
as all the at]:er fellows put togo

and when ir could do mo Wmere
Burdar Hu stil gmns strong.
emiled on him geniafly,

p‘[am!y Iaamd. A Chineso guest must
eat , in compliment to his host,
Euntl:r was the falﬂ::w to pay a host in
China the very highest compllment in
that line.

Where Bunter put it all puzzled his
companicns, and perhaps puzzled Mr.
Wun. DBut there wos no doubt that
Mr. Wun was delighted.

He fairly beamed on Bunter.

The glance of hie slanting eyes was
almost sfectionate,

Bowl after bowl of varied foods was
pressed on Willinm George Bunter;
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and his answers were seldom in the
negativa.

Hia friends began to entertain serious
fears that he wounld burst.

He showed: signs of exertion. His
fat face was red; perspiration trickled
down his podgy face; he grunted con-
giderably, and gurgled a little.

But these sounds, horrid enough at a
European table, were musio to the ears
of his host. For it is a Chinese custom
to mako noises in order to indicata how
much one enjoys a meal.

Bunter, undoubtedly, impressed Mr.
Wun as the best-bred member. For
the others made no noise at all in eat-
ing: and Bunter made enough for the
whole party.

Every grunt, every gurgle, brought o
smile to Mr. Wun's face, and a_fr
order to the servitora to help Bunter,

But overything comes to an end at
last; and Bunter’s gargantuan meal
ended. There came a time wheh even
Billy Bunter had ne more room for a
single mouthful.

Then tiny cups of boiling hot tes
completed the meal, and the ceremony
was over: and all the members of the

arty—excepting Buonter—hoped that
ﬂ(r_, Wun's hospitality on subsequent
occasions would be on a rather more
humited scale.

Bunter had a feeling that he had
landed in the seventh heaven. His
opinton of the Chinese rose very con-
eiderably. People who fed a fellow
like this might benighted heathens,
but there was a lot to be said for them,
And Billy Bunter, at least, would have
been satisfied never o sea Greyiriars
again, but to settlo down among the
fleshpots for ever. When Bunter rolled
out with the others to look at the

gardens under the sunset, he moved
with some difficulty; but on his fat face
there was an expression of dreamy
bhappiness,

e ——

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

What Bunter Saw !

ILLY BUNTER was not asleep.
He was in a bappy state be-

tween sleeping and w
Life seemed good to Bunter
that golden afterncon. He had en-

joyed such a feed as he had often
dreamed of, but seldom eaten. It was
true that he found 16 rather heavy to
carry out with him. But it had been
gorgeous—great !

Harry Wharton & Co., conducted by
Wun Lung and Mr., 8o Fat, were ex-
ploring the vast gardens of the Centon
merchant's mansion, with their endless

walks, and flower-beds, snd shady
shrubberies, and  rockeries and
cascades, and pools, and han ing

baskets of mosses, and singing birds in
gilded oages. Bunter, however, had
soon tired of walking. And bhe had
found a cosy corner for a restk.

Thera was an old stone seat, almost
hidden from aight by oleanders and
wistaria, and Howering shrubs; and
Buéltar rmteh_d iitf out, mu?} down there,
and gave himself un re ;
Tho Eﬂ::m- fellowa wglired -:;tnp,p{nd E:eﬁ:a
lost to sound snd sight; but thoy were

ing to pick Bunter up on their way

acle, after exploring tho gardens.

Bunter leaned back, his eves half
closed behind his big spectacles, and
rested aftor his exertions in the feast-

hall.
Through the oleanders came red
glimmers of the setting sun, sinking

7

beyond the walle of Canlon, over the
distant hills of Yun-nan. Save for tha
twittering of birds, and the cecasional
soft note from a frog among the pools,
all was silent.

Bunter, in & happy dreamy state, was
thinking of nothing in particular.

ely, but pleasantly, he reviewed
_his fat mind the many delicious
g}%a he had eaten.

¢n there came a soft rustle in the
thickets round him, Bunter did not
heed.

Through an opening in the shrub-
beries, ke had & glimpse of blue, a3
someone moved there,

He concluded that # was one of the
blue-clad gardeners who seemed in-
numereble 1n the gardens of Mr. Wun
Chung Lung.

He did not stir,

He only hoped that the man would
not disturb him. Bunter did not went
to move. He did ncty want to speak.
Enjovable as that tremendons feed kad
been, it was telling a little on Bunter.
He felt that he did not want to move
for a very long time, i

The man in the garb of blue cotion
could neot have observed Bunter there.
He was quite hidden from sight in that
shady nook, and no one could have swcn
him without coming close up to the seat.

.The man had backed into the shrub-
bery where it bordered the path, &t n
littla distance from Bunter, the seat
bemmg well back from the path with
thick growths between.

His back was towards Bunter, and his
back did not move. It remaincd =
immovabloe as if it were a Axed part of
the surroundings.

It penetrated into Bunter's fat mind
at last, that the man wes crouching

VY
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there, hidden from view, but watch-
ing the path. Obviously he had no
suspicion whatever _that micmu WaS
behind him in the hidden nook.

Bunter sat up a little. .

A vague feeling of alarm banished
the fat and happy satisfaction which
had hitherte reigned in his podgy
breast,

Long minutes had passed; and the
Chinamsn in blue was still crouching
there, motionless, noiseless, hidden from
all eyes but Bunter's. Billy Bunter
peered at him with growing uneasinoss.

If he was one of Mr. Wun Chung
Lung’s gardencrs, what the dickens was
ho up to? If he wes not, who and what
wis ha?l ; .

Bunter's eves were wide open behind
hiz hig spectacles now. By

It was borno in o his mind that
tha crouching, stealthy man in ﬂ':lﬁ
shrubbery was not one of Mr., Wun's
numerous retainers, but that he was
there for mischief. By that path, the
Greyfriars party would presently be
coming back towards the house. 1
them would be Wun Lung, whose life
wag sought by the Recd Dragon tong.
Bunter remembered the incident on the
houseboat the night before—the surrep-
titious vitit of Kang.

o caught his breath suddenly as be
remembered. For the figure crouching
only a few yards from hia was thickset
and squat; and Bunter realised that
the man was Kang himself. The squat
Chinaman had not perished uvnder
Ferrers Locke's fire in the waters of
tho Che-kiang.

“0Oh crumbst™ breathed Bunter
milently. .

Happy satisfaction was gone now, for
%ood, That enjoyable feast faded from

illy Bunter's mind. Within nine or
ten feet of him was s man who, if he
learned thet Bunter’s eyes were upon
him, would kill the fat junior with as
little compunetion as if he had been a
mosquito. A shudder ran through
';_'Jill:’nm George Bunter from head to
oot.

He dared not move.

One movement might have alarmed
tha squat Chinaman, and drawn the
lare of those fierco glanting eyes on
%unt-:r. The Owl of tho Remove sat
frozen on the stone seat,

Bunter had been in no hurry for his
friends to return. Now he longed to
hear the sound of their footsteps and
voices. In the silent, spacious garden,
ho soemed to be alone in & wildernces
with the ferocious tong men. And yet
he realised that, when the juniors came
back slong the path, Kang was ready
for them—watching and ready, What
was going lo !:m.l]pen then ?

The squat, blue-clad figuro stirred.
In a red ghmmer of the sun that came
through the leaves, thero was a gleam
of bare stcel, A knife was in the hand
of the man who crouched.

Bunter folt his fat heart sicken within
him. Kang's ycllow hand was thrown
boack behind bhis head, the knife in it;
evidently in readiness for burling the
knife.

In that altitude, motionless, the
Chinaman waited. And Bunter, frpzen
with horror, blinked at the giemiryg
knife, and at Kung's back, his eyes dis-
tended behind his spectacles.

Evidontly the tong-man knew that
the juniors would be coming that way;
no doubt he had been spying on them,
He was waiting and wetching for them
to pass, the knife poised in readiness
for & cast, Bilent, swift, it would 8y,
when Wun Lung came within iis ranga:
snd the Chinese merchant’s son would
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fall transfized, slain in his own home
where he had come for safety from
fer-off England. Bunter sat frozen,
his eyos glued on Kang., Faintly,
from the scented gardens, came the
sound of footsteps, of woices, of a
laugh, Harry Wharton & Co. were

coming. ;

Bunter shivered.

Cherry’'s voice came to his ears.
Bob's powerful voice had great carrying
POWATS.

“Wun Lung, old bean, you're a lucky
bargee! Never saw a show like this
in my lifa! Of course, I've never secn
Bunter Court ™

“Ha, ha, hal”

The merry ring of laughter came
through the clcanders. .

“Mo plenteo glad you likeg this
placesa.”

“It is indeed s ocommodious and

came
the voice of Mr. So Fat.

“Where did we leave Bunter?! Ha
curled up about here,” seid Frank
ent. * Listen for his snore ™

Billy Bunter heard every word. Tha
party, merry and unsuspecting, wera
ecoming up the path between the
thick shrubberies; mmiughﬂat avery
step, closer to the wretch who crouched
with poised knife. -

Bunter saw the knife move a little.
Then it was immoveblo again. A

uwiver had run through the wntuhmg

hinamen. A few moments now, an
the Greyiriara party would be walking
by under his eyes, and then——

Billy Bupter leaped up.

He did not think—if he had stopped
to think he might not have dome ik
He acted as if by a veolition not his
cwn. He made & frantic leap towards
the crouching Chinaman, apd even as
Kang starfe T
behind him, Bunter reached him a
drove his boot into the middle of the
crouching back,

The sudden, unezpected kick ifook
the squat Chinsman completely by sur-
prise, and overturned him headlong.
With a gasping cry, he rolled out
through the shrubbery and sprawled in
the open path, almost at the fect of
the astonished Greyiriars juniors.

desirable residence, dear sirsl”

—y —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Hunfing the Tong-Man |

“ Q0K out 1™

.

8 ng 1™ sho arry
Wharton.

i Uh’ Ifﬂﬂ' hl]'.t tl‘l

The squat Chinaman sprawled head-
long, but in an instant, almost, he was
on his feet. The knife was still in his
hand.

He glared round bhim furiously. Bun-
ter with a squeal of fear, jumped back,
terrified out of his fat wits by what
ha dope, aud by what might
follow.

Dut the tong man_did not even look
towards Dunter. His slanting eyes
gleamed at Wun Lung, ‘round whom
2!l the juniors instinctively closed.
Luﬂa leaped ot the son of Wun Chung

ng.

It was then that Mr. So Fat aston-
ished the Greyfriars fellows. Bo Fas,
in his black silk gown, his black skull-
cap, and his enormous horn-rimmed
spectacles, with his weird and wonder-
ful method of speaking English, boad
géecmed rather a droll gentleman to
Horry Wherton & Co. Now the
chubby, beaming face of So Fat took
on a sudden grimness, his black eyes

at the sudden rustli::ﬁ E
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blazed through the big
Eerﬂegg ns g's own;

ﬁ:ﬂh out again with an automatic in
i

Crack!

In his European education, Mr. Bo
bad not neglected to acquire the art
of handling the deadly weapcns of
Europe.

It pasted in a fow soconds—grim

g e

tragedy eamong the oleanders end the
fHowering shrubs. And it was well for
Wun Lung and his friends that Mr,

Ho was swift with his European weapon.

- g, leaping forward with bran-
dizhed knife, would have been on the
Juniors in & moment, and they wore
unarmed ; olustored round Wun Lung
to pretect him, but littlo able to pro-
teot the Chinese boy or themselves.
But #s the tong-man came leaping, the
bullet struck him fair and sguare, and
he plunged forward, falling on hia

face,
“Oh1” gasped Harr Whart
breathlessly, 4 G

Eang lay where he had fallen.

. Mr. Bo stood still, leaning forward a
little, his eyes on the tong-man, the
eutomatio ready.

But Kang did not stir.

The Greyfriars juniors stood breath-
less, Mr. 8o relaxed his tense attitude.
The grim Berceness vanished from his
chubby faca; the good-humoured ex-
pression returned

*Thin disreput_;hlﬂ person has hopped

a twig,” he said. "As you say in
%_ngljmi, he has kicked one bucket!
EE“I'

“Is he—is he—" stammered Dob
Cherry.

“Oh quite, I thiok,” said So Fat.
“ But the eye of watchfulness is on him,
and if there is movement of finger, he

oea pot.™

“Bamee fellee comoy along house-
boat,” said Wun Lung calmly. “This
time he plenty catcheo.”

“Ob crikey!™ gasped Bunter, his
eves largﬁ end round behind his 2 2

tlacia% say, you fellowst
BAr.

“How did you hirn, Buntert™
] "ﬂ_h dear ! nggt beast was crouch-
ing in the shrubs, with that knife all
ready to chuck,” gasped Bunter., “Ha
would bave got one of you—Wun Lung,

suppose. I biffed him in the back
with my boot and rolled him over, just
in time."”

Eﬁt!:?:_iter P‘Lﬂﬂ:ﬁdﬂﬂl ahhﬁ‘.iﬂg‘.

o1l up jolly well, ¢ld fat
bean,” said Cherry. ¥
w"‘ Velly good, ole fattes Buntes!” said
un £

Y“Of course, I wasn’t scared)!” Bun-
ter was recovering a little, “ Nothing
of that zort, you know.”

ﬂ'H"m !l!

“Cool ss ico!" said Bunter. *Like
an m&bErf, o fact™ -

“You looked it!” eaid Johnny Bull,
with a grunt

“0h, really, Bull—="

Mr. 5o beamed on Bunter.

“This stately and venerable person,
born many years ore me, LOo-
doubtedly performed useful purpose in
delivering blow wijith foot at psycho-
logical moment,” he said. *“The pres-
ence of mind of this honourable one was
most exuberant.”

Bunter grinned complacently.

“That's where I come out sirong”
ho eaplained. “Presenco of mind,
and pluck—that's my long suit.™

“ th scigsors 1M

Bervants of the household and
denera. were running up from all sides,
glarmed by the shot ) :

8o Fat spoke to them in Chiness,
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Before the eronching Chinaman eonld ﬂﬁtﬁhh foul deed, Billy Bunter reached him, and drove his boot into the middle

ovidently giviog them directions to lift
the tong-man and take him awey, for
half a dozen of the blus-clad servitora
surrounded the still figure in the path,
and bent over it.

The figure in the blue ootton seemed
guite inert, es they lifted it from the
ground; but a moment later it seemed
to be suddenly endued with life, The
slanting eyes opened, the yellow hands
clawead, and Eang broke from the grasp
of the servants and lea ewsy. The
gunning  tong-man been plaving
M possum * #0 cunningly thst evem So
Fat had been deceived. That he was
badly wounded was plain, from the
blood that drenched hia cotton gar-
menits, and stained the path where

ho -had lain. But the strength and
aotivity of a tiger seomed to be in the
squat irame,

Wi desperate energy., Kang tore
himeelf loose and Hed through the
shrubberies.

“?ﬂwr Lock out!” sguesnked Bally

ntor.

rack | Crack|
Bo Fat, with fary on his face, fired
twice; but the tong-man, leaping swiftly
am the oleanders and the gtoo;:ing
wistaria, escaped both shots.
The secretery shrieked to the serving-
tnen, and there was an excited rush n

gurauif. of the tong-man. It was led
y Mr. 80 himself, brandishing his
automatio,

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.
*Coms on.™
* Lun

“Lun!” sheuted Wun Lung.
¥elly fast.”
And the juniors ran, joining in the

of the man’s back [

pursuit of the escaping assassin. In
the distence, they saw Kang reach the
high parden wall and make a desperate
leap at it

High as the wall was, the desperate
clute
top. But the wound had sapped his
strength, and he failed to draw himself
up. Agsin Mr. So's automatic spat

firo, and a bullet crashed on the wall L

an inch from the tong-man.

Eang dropped back, with & husky,
enraged : He sprawled on the
ground, but as the crowd of Chinese
closed in on him he sorambled up
again and ran.

rack !

It was a ghot from ancother direction.
Harry Whearton & Co., staring round,
saw the tall, lean figure of Forrers
Locke, auvtommtic in hand. The Baker
Street detective had been drawn to the
scene by the wild uprear.

Kang dodged and_ran on, along the
foot of the wall He left a trail of
crimson behind him, on trampled ferns
and dwarf-trees, as ha ran, Thore wore
forty or ffty Chinese in the gardena
now, velling like demons, brandishig
swords, knives, or clubs, as they hunt
the tong-man. The escape of the wretch
was out of the question, but he dodged
and ran and {wisted like & hunted
beast, Five or six armed men appeared
ashead of him, and he left tho wall and
cut’ aoross the gardens, almost into the
arma of & body of his pursuers. But he
eluded them and dashed into a little

goda, Ope pursuer, rushing in after

im, barely esca & knife-slash, and

Eprang away againm.

of the tong-man reached the tiled Ch

The wretch was cornered pow. Round
the dpa da circled half a bundred ex-
cite g?’linﬂm with fierce faces and
brandizhed woapons.

“They've got him now!” panted Bob
2ITY.

“The gotfulness s terrifie.

“Me tinkes that tong-man no liveo
plenty, too much long I murmured Wun
ung.

_ Wharten
junior,

“I—T suppose ho ean be collared now,
and handed over to the Canton police,”
he aaid.

Wun Lung chuckled.

“Policey man along Canton, plenty
too much flighion along Red Dragon
tong,” he answered. “No timﬁ:l&
policey man.”

* But—but what—"

* Fathee comey!"” said Wun Lung.

Me. Wun Chung Lung was approach-
ing. Ferrers Locke came with him, and
they joined So Fat in front of the
pagoda. Tho yelling voices of the crowd
of Chirese were stilled in the presence
of Mr. Wun.

Within tha_?nﬂ;@dn the desperate man
crouched, knife in band, with ne hope
but to seill his life dearly. Fercers
Locka turned to the Greviriars fellows.

“Wharton :" be called,

“Yes, Mr. Locke”

“Go back to the houwse with your
friands.”

Tha juniors exchanged glances,

“Very well, Mr, imka,” answored
Harry quietly. .

And the juniors left the spot, realising
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that Ferrers Locke's view was; that what
was to follow was no sight for their
eyes, Wun Lung went with them, and
Mr. 8o joined them, leaving his master

to deal with the desperado in the
pagoda.
“I—1 zay, e fellows, wh-a-at are

they going to do?” gespod Billy Bunter,
joining the juniors on their way back to
the house.

“ Better not ack, I think,”” answered

Harri.
“QOh, sirs, it is nothing|” =aid Mr.
8¢ in an airy _wni. “That disreputable
person Will probably hop a twigl Yesl
But from respect for feclings of estim-
ehle English friend, Mr. Wun will not
torture him. No! He will merely send
his head in wrepped parcel, this side
up; with care, as you say, to the Man-
darm Tang Wang. Oh! Yes! This
small matter you may dismiss imme-
diately from your honourable notice”
It was not so easy for the Greylriars
fellows to dismiss the small matter, as
%o Fat ealled it, from their honourable
notice. In the house, Mr. 8o conducted
them through & meagnificent armoury of
encient Chinese weapons, incessantly
talking in his flowery English, explain-
imng to them the uses and the history
of the strange objects displayed there,
with the evident good-naturcd intention
of drawing off their thoughts from what
was passing in the garden. But in spite
of Mr. So's inexhaustible eloquence,
Harry Whearton & Co. could not bhelp
thinking of it, and their thoughts lin:
gpered with the desperate man cornered
in the pagoda.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Walk Round Canion |

i ETTER take chairs 1" said Billy
Bunter.
* Bow-wow 1*
) “If you fellows think I'm
going to waik my legs
“Brr-rrl”
It was o couple of days later.
air of Kang—however it had
ended—had been dismissed from the
minds of the Greyfriars party. ;
Two doys bad ?nmd in the magnifi-
cent residence of Mr. Wun, and the
juniors had found the time pass swiltly.
The immense rambling house, full of
odd nooks snd corners, was open to
them, excep!, of course, the women's
apartments, Tho gordens were at their
comnmand, with their lakes and streams

H_h

and s, bridges and as.
Thf;n had scen Wun ﬁﬁm?a sister
little Wun San, as she was stil] a child

and not yet in seclusion, They had
been presented to the grandfather, Mr.
Wun Ko, » rathaer terrible old gentle-
man, more thoroughly Chinese, if pos-
sible, than Mr. Wun Chung Luni, end
they had been rather entertained by the
awe and respect with which the rich
Canton merchant treated the testy old
gontleman.

Mr. Wun Ko carried o bamboo cane,
which, eccording to Wun Lung, be
somnctimos Jaid sbout the members of
tha household when hea was displeased
—including Mr., Wun Chung Lung,
whote ripe age of fifty did not exclude
him from an honourable beating if his
honourable parent was cross with him.

The Greylriars fellows learned much
of China and Chinese ways in Mr. Wun's
establishment, and they learped that
though the establishment waa the pro-
perty of Mr. Wun, his aged father was
undisputed master of it, and Mr. Wun
would never have drcamed of opposing
¢ single wish of the ancient gentleman.

Thera was szomething the 1%?{11&1‘!
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rather liked about all this, for, after a

respect for age was undoubtedly a g
thing, though carried in China to in-
ordinata lengths. .

Mr. Wun had insisted that his son’s

friends should remain hia guests for at
least a couple of weeks—Mr. Wun Ko no

donbt having been consulted first, his
will being law in the house.

The chums of Greyiriats were glad
enough to stay, all the more because it
might be very lanfg before they zaw
Wun Lung again, after they had parted
with him,

So long as the threat of the Red
Dragon tong hung over the Chinese
joar, he was to remain with his
mlg, and his friends had no doubt
that he would bs safe there. The fate
of Kang was not likely to encourage
further emissaries of the mandarin to
patiftrata wi the carefully guarded
walls.

On the third day the juniors were
m:.;g out to sco some of the sights of
on,
But what happened at
at

EinEnpara and

Macao caused Ferrers o Lo take

JUST A MOMENT!

You're, !muni tg laugh at this
ATHUMNE JO p&nﬁet
knife for W, Crota, of 6. Boycowt
Street, Everton, Liverpoo

Mike : “ Well, Pathrick, and i
phwy don’t ye let the dostor

operats on-yse T™

Patrick : **Shure I won't,
Don*t know his nama's
‘ Kilpatrick T *

Let me have a funny yvarn irom
YOU, chum; I'll :ld:;lagt a pen-
one

I knife for it if it'sa g

plenty of precautions.
with thl&mpiﬁmsﬂlf.
going al

He was going
If. Mr. S0 Fat was
i to point out objects of in-
terest in the eity, and six of the Wun

retainers were to walk behind--armed.
In these circumstances it did not seem
likely that harm could befall the Groy-
friars porty.
Wun Lung did not go with his
friends. Now that he was safe at hom
orhaps hia father might have nllnweg
m to walk sbroad under puard, but
Grandfather Ko decided otherwise.
Grandfather Ko stated that Wun Lun
was to remein within the walls, oo
Ehe:_-e_ was no :lfmlia[ﬂ;' M:pm iEu’n
decision—no thought of any a
it. It would never have crossed rg
mind of Wun Lung or his father, to
entertain & _contrary thought, aflter
%rnndffthar Ko had decided. .tnd hild
un Lung W a great-grand-
father, Mr. Wun Eo himself, though
over seventy, would have rendered him
the same unguestioning obedicoce.
The chums of the Remove looked for-
word to a stroll round a city like
Canton. Bunter liked the excursion—

EVERY SATURDAY

;Edwj, he was goin t?l do & Inttﬁ
opping, bm& in iunds. again,
ggneruua Mr Wun being the source of
mﬁmspanhﬁ But Buinter did not like
walking, unter preferred to be
carrie

Bunter, however, was over-ruled.
Being casried in rs through the
narrow Chinese streeis was all wery
well by way of a powelty, buk tho
Famous Five wanted scmhething a little
more active. 8o Billy Bunter grumbled
anid groused, snd rolled forth on his
little fat legs.

Narrow streails, mostly paved with
stone-slabs, were sheltered from the sun
by. rocfs, or soreens bamboo.

Glimpsea of bright biue sky came
through the openings.

Big wooden sign-boards hung out
from the walls of shops insoribed with
words im Chinese characters in bleck
or gilded letters. Most of the shops had
open fronts, many of them being stocked
with Chinese curios and antiquities
specially prepared for purchass by
“foreign devils"

Mr. 8o Fat, his flow of English more
;I:phﬁrn;ngﬂ Ili:l:lm:t:t 'H-THI;;. 1?: & groat ﬁ?{;‘;

in waa not always easy -
low, and he truldnfha ju_.;fnru about ten
times as much as they could understand
or remembe?, But the chums of Grey-
friars enjoyed every minute of the
ramble among the jostling, gopd-iam-
pered crowds,

“Here we make great and striking
modern improvements!” Mr. S0 would

» When the party came on a spot
where a wide new streel was being run
through & congeries of ancient, narrow
nlleys. “Here all will palatial,
commodious, and much to be desired]
Poor and inconsiderable persons turned
out of hearth and home will complain
pitecusly ; but is it not the case that
g;ﬁgmﬂ must march in an advauncing

irection? Yes!”

“*Road Upl' is & sign of jolly old
¢ivilisation everywhere!” grioned Bob
Cherry.

Tha juniors laughed; but Mr. 8o
took the remark quite seriously.

“All over China, in these progressive
periods, roads are umiversally upi1” -he
said. **We make new roads, new rail-
ways, regardless of spirits of honour-
able ancestors disturbed by puffing
engine! China is now pretty consider-
able devilish go-ahead! Oh, yes!”

Mr. 80 Fat, although secretary to o
merchant of *“old Chinas,”"" was evi-
dently in sympatby, personally. with
the reform party.

The juniors had noticed that he wore
no pigtail. But he had not advanced
8o far as European trousera. Mr, Wun
would 2ot have tolerated them in his
establishment. Like #0 many rich
Chingse, Mr. Wun clung to old custom:
g0 far as be could. randiather Ko
would have ordered the instant dis-
missal of Bo Fat, had he seen him in
Western clothes.

8o Fat had to suppress the bubliling
exhilaration of his advanced exuber-
snuce, as he would have expressed it in
his own English, while he was in the
service of Mr. Wun.

But to the Greyfriars fellows, as
reprosentatives of a civilised Western
country, Mr, 80 mado no sccret of his
extrema advancement.

Trousers he approved, pigtails he
abhorred; roads and railways and tele-
grapha and telephones, he would have
spread all over China, whethar needed
or not. The cost he would have paid
out of foreign loans, and the loans later

en he would cheerfully have 1ated
{%'.-:m:inuml on page 12.'




RESERVED FOR FOOTER FANS!

i'::'l.l‘;: [ [l 108 ;‘;if; | T

" WANT to advance in football,” writes an ambitious
MaonxT reador, * but don't seem to find it easy. How
cenldoit ¥ I am afraid that is ons of those questions
to which it is impossible to give a out and dried answer.

Ilhink'itiﬂqnitaﬁpmaihhthnhapihulnﬂthugg}mjwd

searching for good yﬂg;lc? football talent some of tho good young

players aro never noticed,

On the other hand, I dow's think the foregeing appliea to
maay players in.these tines, and with so meny ﬂfmghe E-Fnubu of
the first-class clubs out and about, any footballer showing
exceptional talent ia sure to bo spotied sooner or Iater,

In regard to this ting on in footbsll, however, the youn
player would do wuﬂg: r;mglmhu that it doesn't do much m:m-s
merely waiting. He must help himself to progreas,

It doesn’t help the advencement of a player much, for
insionce, o keep on playing twilh o club schen ke is ever
s0 much belier tham the majerily of his colleagues

and the p to whom ne is . Take gradusl stepa
upward ; for & trial with o club meoting better opponents
;ﬁm the one with whick you are now associated,

Most important is it to remember this—always do your
beat, because you never know who may be watching, In this
connection I should like this week to teli you stories of two
foothallers who have already earned distinetion during the
presont season. They sre stories which, in my view, merely

e the truth of the old adage that truth is atranger than
ction,

THE firar o1 these pla about whose start in the game
I want to tall you 18 William Harrison, Hea is the gosl.
kee"iulmf the Bury club, and his special ¢laim to mention

in notes is that of all the goalkeopers in the big

Lnlg:umlm was the last to be beaten during the presant season,

Hia * ¥ remained untakon through more games than that

of any other "keeper. Harrison joined Bury from Laoncaster

Town, and the manner of it was quite intersating.

When this lkopper was quits a boy he kept goal in a
match at hnﬁhr, and as it-qhnppanmi tho m:r%ttmr of the
Bury club was present. Thia tleman made a note of the
promiss of the boy gg;ll:mper, ut Harrison was then, of course,
much top young to be signod on.

A fow years later—in 1926—Bury had need of another goal.
keepor, and while they were tnl;kmg about thia need in the
office of the club one day the secretary’s mind suddenly switehed
back to that boy he had seen keeping posl in a sshool side at
Lancaster. Off tho secretary went to make inguiries; found
that the promiso of the boy had been fulfilled, an

that ha had odcvenced =o thoat he woas playing for the
mﬁﬁhhnfhhnﬂiwhum Forthawolth  he wos

HE second story concerne & centre-forward who has

I done wery well thia sepson—Waring, of Aston Villa,

the olyb many people are expecting to win the champion-

ship this season. As a boy, Waring sold ohocolates
on the ground of the Tranmere Hovers club, and I rather
fancy that he spent some of the time when he should have been
dotng business watching the football and picking up tips from
the players,

Anyway, there came s day when cortain bove were gettin
up & soratch eleven, and they asked young Waring if hagfmu
}:ﬂu’ He wanted to. pl:glwry badly, but he hadn't any
ootball boota really wo playing in. Bo ho went to the
seeretary of Tranmere Rovers, begged the loan of & suitable
m ol boots, and off he went to play in the " seratoh " eleven.

intereat of the Tranmers seorotary had boen amused by |

: Don't argue, it's a waste of time

Let *"0Old Re! " settle your Soccer prohlems.

He's & walking snoyclopmdia where tha graat
winter game's concsrned.

the chocolate boy's enthuaiasm, and he went to see tho mateh,
wasa impresasd by the play of Waring, and the player was signed
il

Both those true storips of

rominent foothallers of to dap".
drive homs with real force t

point I ask yvou to boar

mind if you want to progreas at this game of football—

Ahooys do gour besl becouse you never know who n
be woloking. .

There are other roagons for always doing your best, of course,
but I thought of this one in reply to my young resder who wants
to get on,

a grumble about a football ruls. * I went to watch

a Firat Divigion match Inat month,” he writes,“batwesn

Arsensl and Blackburm Rovers. During the pgamas
tho Rovers would certainly have scored if an Arsenal [ull
back had not fisted the ball out from under the bar. Why
didn’t the referee award a goal instoad of & penalty kick, from
which, an a matter of fact, no goal was scored 1 22

The reason why the referce did not award s goal on thet
partioular occasion was because be has mo power to sward
o goal in any circumstances unleas the ball has actually crossed
the line between the posts, I gather that my young reader
thinks that the refer & should have power to award a goal—
instead of a penalty kiek-—on occoasions such aa the one -ho
mentions and let me say right here that I agree with this
contention.

A side which docs everything neediul to score a gosl, including
the delivery of & shot which has the goalkeopor beaten, but
is prevented from counting that goal becauss a defender brenks
a rule and handlea the %mn gota less than justice. A goal
may be scored from tho Ity kick, but goals aren’t always
scored fromn penalty kieks, and no goal was scored in the
particular incident to which my attention hes been drawn.

Nﬂw to deal with the letter of a youngImdnr who has

CERTAINLY think tnat the refereo should have power
to award a goal even if the ball does not astually enter
the not if hbd is

absolutely certain that a goal would have been scored
but for some infringement by o member of the deferuling
wide.

People have argued that such power might be abused by the
refereca ; that they might give goals in doubtful cireumstances.
Buch an argument, however, 13 really an insult to rofereca
in general. Thess fellows with the whistle are so conscientious
that T do not believe any of them would give & goal unleas he
was sbaolutely certain that a goal would have been scored
but for a breach of the rules by the opposition.

Fhen a full-luck fists the ball out from under fhe bar
there ahouldn't be the slighlest chenee of his aide thus

cacaping the full penally of a goul against.

A ecase could be made ‘out agrinst the sportamanship idoas
of a player who thus tries to stop & ga.a.l, and I agree that it in
not the sort of eotion which should be encouraged. On the
other hand, don™t let us be too sovers on the defender who broaks
the rules in this way. Remember that he s strung up toc a
big effort, and that sesing the ball poing into the net he may
put out hia hond instinotively, If E& is & good sportaman he
will be sorry afterwards.

“ OLD REF.”
Te: Mioxer LisBaiY.—No. 1,183
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THE MANDARIN'S VENGEANCE!

{Continved from page 10.)

and left unpaid: after the example set
by the Russian Belshevika,

The juniors listened to Mr, So's
bubbling talk with interest; but they
wondered whether there was not some-
thing more solid and permanent in
“old China * than in “new China.”

*Later,” satd Mr. B0 Fat, waving sn
enthusiastic hand, which narrowly
missod the nose of & Tartar gentleman
passing by, and caused the Tartar
gentleman to jump—" later, wo sweep
am:lj; all this; we have new, grand
Toads, algﬁ motor-cars by the honour.
able myriad! In this ecity, so far, there
bhas not been one mnotor accidentl]
Later, we have our accidents, same as
in  honoursble London—great, new
hospitals shall be erected, to accom-
modate the victims of immense trafficl
Yes, China is slow—but China =ad-
vances! Oh, yes, I ami ashamed to say
that we still cut off the obnoxious hcad
of eriminal in China! Later, we hang
ono another with excellent ropes, as
you do in England! Oh, yesi”

“Fine!” grinncd Bob.

“Hera there is little wheeled traffie,'
sald Mr. So Fat. "“In the South of
China wheels are few; once they were
almost unknown, In the North, plenty!
Later we have immense guantity of
wheeled trafic] OQh!  Ves! Where
thora is a wheel t is & way, as you
say in English.”

ilﬂhl”

Tho party walked om inte the fish-
mongers’ strect.  The sights in that
quarter did not raise their spirits.
They shivered at the sight of slices cut
from living fish for sale.

Johnoy lgull gave an angry grunt,

“Brotes!" he growled, “Let's got
out of this|”

“IL is not
Mr. S0 Fat.
the same—in
England you
thing, Noi®

“Certainly not!" anid Johnny DBull,
“And only rotten brutea would do it,
if you ask me”

I agree with whole heart " snid 8o
Fat. “In England you beil your lobster
alivo! But porhaps ho like it! Vas?”

Johnny Bull started, and eoloured
uncomfortably. There wos a twinkloe
in the beaming cyes behind Mr. So's
enormous apectacles. Johnny was justly
indignant at the cruelty he saw round
him; but it dawned upon him that st
homo thers were customs equally un-
feeling; and that, in fact, dwellors in
glasshouses should not throw stones,

“Let's ﬁt out of it, anyhow [ enid
Harry Wharton, rather hastily.

And they got out.

In another street, devated chiefly to
goldsmiths' and ivory work, the sights
wero more asgrecable, The little open

pleasant sight!™ agreed
“In Eurcpe, I have scen
honourablo E‘Inrwuy. In
would not do thiz cruel

thops, each with & solemn Chinaman
sitting in it like o graven image, were
full of interest for the Greyfriars
fellowa,

In every strect the erowds wore thick,
When a “chair* camo by, carried by
coolics, there were shouts and yells and
shovings, to elear the way; but good-
humour prevailed on sll sides.

An wnusual hullabasloo, showing that
gomo personagoe of unusual importance
was passing, made the Greyfriars
fellows look round,

A magnificent palanguin was borne
on tho shoulders of half a dozen
meatmi coolies, and followed, and pre.
ceded, several serving-men in rich
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attire.  Silken curtains sereencd the
occupant from the sun and air, and
from the geze of common people.

“Jome jolly old grand duke in that,
I suppose!™ remarked Boh.

“My hat!” ejaculated Wharton
suddenly. “T.ook!™

The blue silk curtain at the side of
the palanguin was drawn aside, and a
face that secomed coarved in  yellow
ivory looked out. It was a face the
Greyiriars fellows knew. And the name
leapt to their lips,

“Tang Wanglt”

e e

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

The Meeting With the Mandarin !

ERRERS LOCEE made a swift
stride forward.
The palanquin had halted.
As it swayed on the shoulders
of the coolies, the Mandarin Tang

Wang looked out, and his slanting eyes

seemed to devour the Greyiriars party.

Feorrers Locke stood between them
and the mandarin. :

The eyes of the English detective
and the Chinese mandarin met. Locke's
face was s little grim. A slow smile
crept over tho ivory featorcs of the
descendant of the royal Mings.

A crowd of Chinese surged round the
palanquin, gazing st the mandarin,
with- evident respect. Many of them
bowed or kow-towed to Teng Wang.

China is now—in name, at lcast—a
republie, and Jack is as good as his
master. The Manchu dynasty is gone,
and the power of the mandarins
broken. But the claim of the past is
still strong on the Chinese, in spite of
telephones trouscrs and cigarettes
and cocktails, and other wonderful new
institutions, The juniors noticed that
even Mr. So Fat scemed awed by the
gight of Tang Wang, ruthless enemy as
he was to Mr. So's master,

Y Grecting, Mr. Locke!™ eatid the
mandarin, 1in smooth, polite tones and
faunltless English. “Wo have the
pleasure of mecting once more,”

Hea smiled again.

“"How happy I slibuld be to meet you
in my own city of Pan.shan!” he eaid,

Locka smi imly.

“MNe doubt!” he assented. “"But yon
will never see me within one hundred
miles of Pan-shan, I hope, Me, Tang.”

“Who knows?® said the mandarin,
“] may persuade you to visit me there
—or somo of your young friends.”

The slanting eyes glittered for a
moment at the juniors.

“Tt will not be ensy!” said Locke,

“T am glad to have & fow words
with wou, Alr., Locke,” said the
mandarin, “Will you honour me by
approaching nearer? ;

ke stepped towards the palanguin.

His right hand was in s at,
and all the juniora knew that it
grasped an automatic. Teng Wang
knew it, too. Law and order in the
stroets of Canton was o rather doubtful
quantity ; and Locke was ready for any
treachery on the part of the mandarin.

“Frar nnthin% my friend!” siniled
Tang Wang. “Here, in Canton, I am
nobody—merely & citizen of our new
and glorious republie] I have no power
to harm you here.”

“1If your followers begin any troublo
vou will boe a dend man,” answered
Ferrers Locke calmly. ™At the first
sign of it I shall put o bullet through
your heart.™

“ Ah, you English!" sighed the man-
darin. *Theroe is po mistaking your
meaning when you speakl A little
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erude, perhaps—but unmistakable! But
my ntcntions are mnot hostile. A
fow words only! Mr. Locke, I admiro
the way ymm have besten me and
brought the boy Wun from England
gafe to his father’s house. For I know
that he iz safe there—I have received;
at my yamen in Pan-shen the head of
Kang in o basket—s polite hint from
Mr. Wun to keep my men away from
his -cstablishment.”

_"Take the hint, and save further
lives!” said Locke.

“The chief of the Red Dragon tong
does not take such hints,™ ssid the
mandarin. “The boy Wun is safe—
for the present. But I have not abated
8 jot of my demsnds on his father.
Indeed, the ranzom has risen! I now
demand thirty thousand silver shoces
from Mr., Wun."

_The juniors listened in silence, A
silver “shoe,” as thoy wore aware, was
an ounce of silver in Chinese currency.
Obviously, the demands of the tong
had ﬁ(lune up.

“The boy Wun may be safe,”” aaid
Tang Wang. “ But his English friends
—are they safe from my vengeance, Mr.

E?Il
“I think s0.*
“Yet yon are still in Chinal" said

mandarin., “In China many thi}:&gu
may happen. Did you know, M,
I e, that my son, Tang Lao, perished
in the attack that was made on your
vacht in the Red Sea?”

“I guessed as much.”

For an instant the mandarin's eyes
burned. But his ivory face was per-
fectly calm.

“1 regret it,”" said Locke calmly.

“But he perished in making an attack
that was intended to sink my yacht
and all on board. An assassin must take
his chance.”
. "The lives of all the foreign devils
in the West are not worth the life of
one descendant of the Mings!l®® said
Toang Wang,

Locke smiled faintly,

" The line of the Mings will not end
with the death of Tang Lao,” he said.
“1 am aware that he left & son in
China, & little boy who plays in the
kuei at your yamen in Pan-shan! M
advice to you is to give up your vil-
lainy, Mr. Tang, and train your grond-
son, Tang Sing, better than you trained
his father,” ‘ﬁuuiﬂa’; voice had &n earn-
est note. * Listen to me, Tang Wang, In
the present state of China, it is not
impossible that you may reclise your
ambition, and restore dynasty of
the Mings.” .

The mandarin loocked at him curi-

uusl%
“ You think se?” he asked, .

“1 think it i= ible, I think it
might be a good thing for China,"” went
on Ferrers im:ka. “PBut you will not
succeed by the methods you have adop-
ted. Honesty iz the best policy, even in
a Chinese mandarin who seeks to ocon
the vacant throne of the BManchus’

The mandarin smiled.

“For all things money is needed,” ho
gaid. " There must & war-ohest,
money is the sinews of war, 85 you
English say. Tho merchants must pay.
And by power of my tong they
will ba fnade to pay. Few have defied
me like Mr. Wun, and they have paid
for their defiance. Mr, Wun must pay
thirty thousand silvor shoes.

*“He will pay nut.hin?"

“PBut if his friend Ferrers Locke,
gshonld be a prisoner in my yamen at
Pan-shan "

“I shall never be & prisoner there™

“Or one of your young friends?”

1 ghall teke care of t b

“Perhaps even you will fail to take
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care of them!™ smiled the mendarin,
ﬁhnmng at the silent juniors. * Per-
aps, some time, one of them will be
mmauﬁ- Mr. locke! Then you may
tell Mr. Wun that the Eoglish boy
hungers and thirsts and dies—unless he
pays thirty thousand silver shoes! Do
you understand, my friend "
- “1 understand,” said Ferrera Locke.
do not think it will happen; but if
it should happen, not all your guards at
Pan-shan shall save you from a bhullet
through your heart, TIRE Wang.”

The mandarin Inugh&d

“It shall happen, Mr. Looke, if ﬂnl,\"
to draw you to the city of Pan-gshan!"
he said. *“I shall be delighted to see
you them; vou know much of Chinese
tortures, but on t oceasion you 1
learn more.’

He drnp‘fed the silken curtain and
disappeared from sight. The coolies
moved on, and the palanguin passed
down the crowded street.

With shouts and crics, and raps of
their bamboo oanes, the mandarin’s
attendants cleared a way for the great
man,

Ferrers Locke stared after the palan-
quin, his grip hard on the antomatic in
his pocket.

In nptta of his iron nerve.the man-
darin's threat had sent something like a
chill to Locke's heart, and he was temp-
ted to send a bullet thmug‘h the silken
ocurtains, regardless of consequences.

Mr. So touched his arm, The Baker
Streot detective smiled, and relinquished
his grasp on the revolver.

A ver gomfui and wicked man,
mr 1" gai Fat, glancing after the
paa uin with ming respect  and

ension. “ It 1z eaid that Tang
hm an utderstanding with the
wuh-m'»ds in the south—he iz very
owerful, and in Pan-shan his word is

w, For the sake of the goodness,
honourable sir, go not near to that
city.”

“I'll watch it!” said Ferrers Locks,
with & smile.

And the walk round Carnton was re-
sumed. But the faces of the Greyfriars
;-[.umura remained overcast for a time,

he hard and rut‘h!m face of the man-

darin, his e }fm like black jewels sot in a
yellow mask, heunted their minds, It
was nobt easy to forget Tang Wang.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Bolt |

O FAT halted by a wide, dusky
S archw under whmh the stroet
ran. everal ﬂhmesa soldiers,
lounging idly under the arch,
glanced curiously at the Grﬂrfrmn
party. So Fat waved his hand.
ou like to walk on top of oity
wall?’ he asked. * You obbtein from
thenceforth fine serial view, the view of
the eye of & bird! Great city of Canton
is spread at your honourable feet, with
river and boatz and junks, all extremely
visible. What{"

“Good eggl” am-:l Bob Cherry.

*“¥es, rather!”

*The ratherfulness is terrifiol”

Billy Bunter gave a snort.

*You silly assses!”™ he exclaimed.
*Do vou think I'm ginmg to clamber
up all those steps? view IV

“Fathead! Geot a move on! i”

“Shan't ! hooted Bunter. * Catch me
gmnrf np "

We'll roll E}u down after we've been
up*“ uﬁ‘ered cﬂ:-, “and we'll help you
up, if you like.

“tow will you help me up? asked
Bunter suspicionaly.

* We'll take it in turns to kick you.”

“Hear, hear!”

* Beasts ™"

Buntar sat down on a etone under the
arch. Acrial views, and views of the
dlrﬂ of a bird, as Mr. So called them,

d not a peai to Bunter. Not for any
mmdﬂratmn would he bave mounted
to tho top of the city wall Even a
gpread would not have drawn him there.

“Leave him here,” suppested Johnny
Bull, “He won't come to any harm
unless ha wanders awsy.”

“Better ask Mr. Loc E," said Harry,
glancmg round for the Baker 3treet

“0h, blow Mr. Locke,” said Bunter,
without -::baeﬂmi that the detective
was almost st his elbow. * Bother
Locke! Locke's tathor a nuisapce! I
don't sce what he wants trobbing round

. looking after you fellows when I'm with

jau. ‘m qu:ta capable of looking efter
riy.’
{{m frumptions age—"

"i}h roally, Cherry! T've prntm:ted
you so far, anyhow. The fact is,"” eox-
plained Bunter “I'll bo glad to i:lﬂ
ghut of you for a time. While you'ro
clambering over that silly w.va.il I'll look
round for a fan-tan place.™

“You burb’lmﬁr jabberwoek—*

“(Oh, reall harton! Owing to you
fellows mmunljur refusing to lend me

our money, I never broke the bank at
an-tan, when we were in_Macao, Well,
I'm going to try again in Canlon.
I'm in funds now, and this time, I can

¢« As the fong-man made a

* desperata clutch at the

high wall, Mr, So”"s auto-

matic spatl fire, and a builet

crashed perllously near the
man’s head |

tell
By.
The juniors chuckled.

Ferrers Locke was within three fect
of Bunter's clbow as the Owl of tho

ou, I'm

g to make tho fur
n't tell im‘k

Bemove was speaking. Bunter did not
cbserve him. After all, a fellow had no
eyes in the back of his head.

*Blessed if 1 sec anything to cackle
at,” said Bunter. “I1 mean it! Detter
not tell Mr. Locke because he might
have the check to interfere. Of course,
I shouldn't let him, bhut—"

“Bhut up, you blithering ass!" said
Nugent.

“Shan't! You fcllows get on, and
I'll look round for a fan-tan place.

I'm just keen on ancther little ﬂutter

And take that interforing ass,
Locke, with you. I don’t want him
meddling. Yaroooh!” added Dunter, in
e wild howl, as a finger and thumb
closed like & vice on his fat ear. *“ Ow!
Wow! Derast! Legge!

Ha . spun  round, and blinked at
Ferrers Locke. ]

“(h!™ gasped Tunter. 7o realised
that the Bnker Streot detective had
beard all lis observations.

“You young rascal!'’ said Locke.

“*Oh, really, you lmm-rf Togoo! T—

I say, I was only j-joking, of coursol
(Continued on prge 10.)
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I—I don't really want—ow!—to play
fan-tan! Leggo my ear! Ow!”

Ferrers Locke released the fat ear,
and Buntor rubbed it tenderly. The
detective turned to tho grinning juniors.

*I will remain hero with Bunter,” he
said. ¥ You may go on to the city wall
with Mr. So.”

“ Right-ho, sir!” .

Mr. So Fat spoke to the 5uar_-qs in
Chinese, and the juniors heard a jingle
of coins. Then they passed on their
way.

Tho city of Canton had a doublo wall,
and the inner wall is pierced by strects
that run under archways. It was the
inner wall that Harry Wharton & Co.
ascended. They followed 8o Fat, and
Mr. Wun's retainers followed them.

Billy Dunter remained sulkily on the
stone scat. :

Ferrers Locke, leaning on the old
wall, did not seem to be heeding him,
but Bunter knew that the detective's
cyo was very watchful.

He grunted discontentedly.

Since his disastrous “flutter " at the

Chingsg game of fan-tan, in the Portu-
rueso city of Macao, st tho mouth of
the Che.kiang. Bunter had yearned to
try his luck over again.

Having lost all his money on that
accasion the fat junior might have been
expocted to realiss that he was not &
past-master at that game. DBut lessona
werd lost on Williem George Dunter.

Ho still dreamed of winning huﬁﬂ
sums at that delusive gamo; and he
falt & deop sense of injury because he
wns not allowed to woo fickle fortune
once Mors.

Umless he could got awa
other fellows, he had no chance of &
fluttor at Tan-tan; and even an ass
liko Bunter might have undeoratood that
it was dangerous to separate himself
from the rest of the party. But Bunter
could only undorstand dangers that he
could sea; and his solf-confidence was
unbounded, He fancied that he was
tho fellow who could take care of him-
self, and so long as danger was round
hhn corner, Bunter was as brave ms a

1.

Now that the Famous Five weroe gone
up the city wall, it geemed to Buntor
that ho had a chance of carrying out
his schemo. But that beast Locke was
keeping an eye on him, and was evi-
dently prepared to take him by his
fat car wgain if ho tried to make a
break, ) ]

Bunter blinked at him morosely
through his big spectacloes.

It was like the beast's cheek, Dunter
considered, to interfere with his per-
sonal liberty of action in this way. As
if Bunter couldn't take care of hunself !

Bunter wasn't going to be looked
altrr and kept on an apron-string; not
if Bunter knew it

“1 say, Mr. Locke!" he ejaculated
suddenly

Forrers Locke glanced at him.

“I think I hicard Wharton call ! ox-
plained Dsunter.
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ccssiv]ely stupid boy!" maid Locke.

'FU- ll[ﬂ’anlt'ﬂuﬂ! from page 13.)

“I did not "

“I'm sure I did!"™ axid DBuntar.

“Hadn't you better go after them, sir?

hey may be in some fearful danger!
Of course, I'tm not thinking of bunking
while you're gone! Nothing of that
kind."

“You younpg zsa!” said Locke.

“h, really, sir—"" .

“You are a f[oolish, ‘?:Ir[
you should wander alone in Canton you
would almost certainly be snapped up
by somo tong-man under the orders
of Tang Wang. It might cost you your
life. You hecard what he eaid to me
only sn hour ago."

Bunter sniffed.

“I'm mnot afraid of any heathen
Chines, especially an old josser like
that,"”” he answered. "1 fancy I can
take care of myself.”

“¥ou will remain where you ars!”
snid Locke, frowning.

Evidently words were wasted on the
obtuse Owl of the Remove.

Bunter grunted. .

Ho was quite determined not to re-
main where he was, This might be hia
only chance of getting a flutter at fan-
tan. In Bunter's fat brain there was
room for only one idea at n time, and
nt the present moment the idea was
fan-tan.

Ho lcaned back on the wall behind
the stone seat, and half-closed his eyes.
This was to give Locke the impression
that he was going to sleep. As soon as
Locke’s vigilance relaxed PBunter was
going to bolk.

Traffie was passing through tho gate-
way under the arch; and Bunter needed
oenly & chance to mingle in it and
escape. After which, being on his own,
he would eeek a fap-tan dive, win. a
fortune by tho exercise of his wonderful
gifts of nerve and keen intellect, and
then turn up at the house of Mr. Wun,
safe and sound, thus demonstrating
that he was quite sble to tnke care of
himseli. That was Bunter's programme.

_ Unluckily, fortune favoured the fat
junior. Through the gateway, from the
gate in the outer wall, came a camel-
party. Nine or ten tall, swaying
camols, loaded with merchandise, ewung
and snarled after & couple of coclies,
whe led them by ropes attached to their
nose-rings. They flled the pateway,
and one vicious brute—vicious from
fatigue, heat and dust, and berd
driving—made a8 snap at Bunter!

1f Bunter had mot intonded to move
he would have moved then |

He moved with amazing celerity.

As if moved by a spring the Owl of
the Remove leaped away.

“Oh erikey 1" he gasped.

The coolie, shouting and cursing at
the camel, dragged the brute back,
The bunch of animals swayad and
trampled and lurched, and two or three
of them intorposed between Ferrers
Locke and Bunter, One of them
bumped into the fat junior, and he atap-
gerad and yelled. The next moment ho
was ruhning,

Bunter's first idea was morely to get
away from the camels. But as Ferrers
Locke's voice shouted behind him, he
realised that this was his chance !

“"Buanter I

Ho heard the detective’s voice calling.

Like the anciont gladiator, he heard
but he heeded not! He fairly whizzed
round the nearest corner.

He bolted into a crowded street—
crowded with Chinese, Tartars, Indians,
nll soris of Asiatic denizens. In =&
moment or two was lost in the
BWilTm.

* Bunter IV )

Once more he hoard Locke's voice
calling, but at s greator distance. '

in  fack
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Locke called again, Buntar did not hear
him. He turned another cormer, and
another; and thea ho alackened paco,
and grinned with satisfaction. He was
not likely to be found now.

Bunler was on his own at last|

THE KINTH CHAPTER.
The Curtained Chair |

ARRY WHARTON & vo.
emerged on the summit of the
city wall, in h;iiht sunshine,

Fat waved his hand towards
the city spread at their feet, rather like
8 showman.

* Honourable and teeming city is all
seon from sdvantageous coign,” he re-
marked. *“Hersa you ohserve Canton
with the eye of a bird! Pretty fine
devilish big city—what?"

“*Yes, rather |” said Harry Wharton,
with a smile.

“Yonder tall building is celebrated
Five-Btory Pagoda!” said Bo Fat.
“That other is top-side missionary joss-
man's cathedral! Yea! Far off you
see White Cloud Mountain! The city,
you observe, i1s flat—most houses being
one story. These buildings are not im-
pressive like buildinge in honourable
London and New York! No! Dut
Chins moves; some day there shall be

tiptop amazing sky-scrapi arections
ot groat size. There shal] gigantio
factory chimneys! Yes! At present
tho atmosphere is.-pellucid! But China

moves! Later, thero shall be immense
chimneys of factorics galore, belching
blackest amoke! Yes!"

“Is that a fire " asked Frank Nugent,
pointing to a column of smoke rising in
a distant part of the dense city.

Mr. 8o Fat gazed through his huge
horn-rimmed g and nodded,
Being an advanced Chincss, Bo Fat
nodded assent like & Europesn, instead
of ahnkmfh hig head in the Chiness way.

“Yes, that is fire,” he said. " There
aro many fires in Canton; sometimes a
whole street will go upward in smoke,
as you say. Thia is often caused by a
lamentable accident to kerosene lamp,
which is fast driving out the native
Chiness lantorn. We pay for progress!”

The juniors walked along the dity
wall for some distance, looking down at
the city within, and at tho vast paddy-
fields that fringed the Canton river

yord.

After an hour or so, they had had
encugh of Canton from the birdseye
point of wview, and they descended
again to the archway where they had
left Bunter with Ferrers Locke.

ke was waiting for them there
with & grim ezpression on his face,
Of Bunter thers was nothing to be

ELET.
h_ﬂnrry Wharton glanced round for

1.

“Bunter—'" he began,

“Ha is gone,” said Forrers Locke
guietly.

“Gone |" repeated the juniors,

The detectiva's lips were compressed.

“¥Yes; he found an opportunity ef
dodging away. I lost sight of him nearly
Tkt i Bods asi.”

Harry Wharton set his lips.

“The awiul fathead " he muttered.

“Ho disappeared in the traffic; and
I waited herc for you," said Ferrers
Locke. ' He must, of coursoe, be found
before harm comes to him."

B “IlIf we all scarch—"" began Johnny
ull.

Locke emiled faintly.

“1 fear that that might lead to
further tmuhln.’i' %a 5n1dw *“Thero tllalx:a
many sagents o ang ang In 18
oity, nngcw-& are known to ﬁmm' but
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they are not known to us. FProbably at
this very moment we are heing watched.,
I am afraid I must ask you hoys to cut
your excursion short and return imme-
diately to Mr. Wun's house, then I shall
bo at liberty to search for that foolish
boy Bunter.””

“0OF course, sirl
best,” said Harry.

His comrades nodded assent., Tt was
:]isnp&minting, but they did not want
to add to the trouble that Bunter’s
folly had brought cn the Baker Street
detective.,

Locke's face expressed little, but they
knew how deeply he was disturbed,
The threat of the mandarin was still
in their ears. Wun Lung was safe from
him in his father’'s house, under
watchful eye of Grandiather Ko. But
vongeanco remained if he could lay his
hands on any of the Groyfriars party,
And Bunter, wandering “on his own "
in the swarming streets of Canton, was
at tho merey the encmy, thﬂuﬁh in

Just as you think

his fatuous self-satisfaction ho did nob
realise it,

“I Eugpme the Canton palice will ba
able to help,

gir ' suggested Nugent.
“Little, I think,” answered %Lo-ckm
“ Chinese police are not much like what
wo know in Europe.” .

“In near future,” said Bo Fat,
“gigantic reorganisation will revolu-
tioniso political institutions, rendermg
them clean as a whistle and bright as
now penny.’ :

“MNo doubt,” smiled Ferrers Locke.
“ Now, Mr, 8o, if you will take the boys
home—"

“With immediate prompt dispatch,
honoured sir,”” answered So Fat; and

the juniors followed him. YWhen, a
fow moments later, they glanced bock
Ferrers Locks had disappeared.

The QGreyfriars fellows had grave
facos as they walked with Mr. So, fol-
lowed' by the Wun retainers. Bunter's
fatuous folly had a deeply exasperating
cffeet on them; and mingled with that
cxasperation was fear of what might
happen to the exasperating Owl.

B“l'II'ha fat idiot!” growled Johnny
1il.

“The frightful chump!” said Dob
Cherry.

“The frabjous, footling foozler!™
said Frank Nugent. *I1 hope Locke
will kick him jolly hard when he finds
him !'*

“The kickfulness is the proper
caper,” said Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh.
“The esteemed Bunter iz born to cause
trouble, as the absurd sparks f{ly
upward, Tho ludicrons ass cught to be
led about dogfully on a chain.”

The juniors kept their eyes well about
them as they walked throvgh the busy
strects, hot under the bamboo awnings
that kept off the blaze of the sun.

They would have been glad to search
for the missing Owl; but they realised
that T.ocke was right, and that it was
better for them to return to the ml‘eti
of Mr. Wun's house and leava the ta
in the experienced hands of the
detective.

3till, there was a chance of apﬂtigﬁ
him as they went, and they watch
for him in the ever-shifting crowds of
Chineso, Japanese, Arabs, Hindoos,
Tartars, Tibotans, half-castes, and the
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“The fat chump is locking tor a fan-
tan dive, ten to one!’ remarked Bob
Cherry. “He won’t know where to
look, and he may be wandering about
anywhere, If we spot him ho won't
wander long.” '

“No feart” snid Harry. "“If rou get
an eye on him, you men, just bag him
at onee, and w::‘lh-unk him along.”

“You bet!”

“Tha bagfulness will be terrific.”

“And the yankfulness will be still
more terrifio if I get a grip on his silly,
fat neck I' grunted Bob Cherry.

8o Fat was nlso watching the crowds
for Bunter. Some of the secretary’s
cheerful oxuberance had feded away.
It wos easy to sce that he was alarmed,

The narrow streets swarmed, and
down the middle of the streets were
borne "chairs '’ containing passengera
who did not care to go afoot. INo
wealthy Chinese goes afoot if he can
help it

Any one of the chairs, with its cur-
tnins and bamboo roof, might have
hidden Bunter from sight if he had
already bheen picked up by the cnomy.

“Hallo, hallo, halle!” muttered Bob
Cherry suddenly. .

“What—"" began Wharton, stopping
end locking round.

“Zeo that chair?” breathed Bob,

He made a gesture towards o chair
that was being carricd along through
the crowds by four coolics in loin-
cloths. The curtains were closed, and
no glimpse of the occupant was possible,
but the exertions of the earriers showec
that it was not vacant.

“What about 1t7'* asked Harry., Th

(Continued on nert poge.)
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chair, to his eyes, scemed exaotly like
& hundred others they had seen.
“Ona of thom—one of those coolies—
was. with Tang Wang when we met
him,"” whispered Bob. “One of the men
in front—with a scar on his face."
Wharton started and stared at the

man.

He looked like any other chaiz-
carrier, except that on his yellow face
wal & scar left by some old sword-
cut, probably in a tong fight with some
rival tong.

“Bure T’ asked Wharton,

“Quite! I noticed him; he waz one
of tho cooclies carrying the mandarin’s
palanguin !” said Bob.

he Greyfriars fellows holted, It
might mean nothing; but it was certain
ight othing ; but it rtai
that one of the coolies, at least, was a
servant of Tang Wan%

The chair swayed slowly through the
throng in the middle of the narrow, hot
street. And Wharton, watching the
soarred Chinese, saw a sudden glitter
lonp into his black eyes at the sight of
the English schoolboys. He saw him
sign to0 thoe other ocolies, add they
preasad on mors hastily,

“I1f Bunter's in that chair—"" mut-
tered Bob.

#1t's a chance, anyhow,'" said Harry.

Mr. So Fat called to them.

“1f you honourable ones will please
to mssume the prompiness of immediate
dispatch——"" he said. .

arry Wharton made & sudden dive
throogh the crowd and reached the side
of the chair. It would have taken but
a moment to seize the curtain =2t the
side window and drag it away to get
ono glance into the vehiole.

Hiz hand was on the curiain, when

the scarred coolie interposed and shoved ¢

him fiercely back.
_ "0 born-before-me, what are you to
do ! exclaimed Bo Fat, in dizmay, “It
ii by possibility a woman in the chair;
and to look on Chinese lady is disas-
trous offcnee. O honourable sir—"
The searred eoolio anatched a knifo
from his loin-cloth, and Wharton leaped
hack. The man snarlod at him like a

tiprer.
%: Fat grasped his arm and pulled
him away,

“Avgust nnd venerable ane—" he
gasped.

“I beliove Bunter's in that chair|”
panted Wharton., "That rotter with the
knife is one of Tang Wang's men.”

30 Fat stared. The four coolics with
the chair hurried on. ¥For a moment or
two Bo Fat scomed nonplussed, then he
nodded.

“Tho following of that chair is the
present desideratum,” he said.  “But

loase to exercise oxtreme carefulness,

or & scrapping shindy with Chinesa
mob would be incaleulable disaster.'

The juniors exchanpged quick looks.
¥he chair was headine for one of the
city gates—as it was likely to do if it
contsined o prisoner. They followed on
l}t-lﬁmi._ pushing through the crowd,
wonderine whether it really was tha
fatuous Owl who was hidden by the
curtaing, and determined to discover
whether it wos or not.

e b

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Bunter Begs For It!
ILLY BUNTEER blinked round

B way through the crowded streets
of Canton.
Dunter was feeling merry and bright.
Mr. Wun had been very generous to
Bunter, and the fat junior bad a couple
of hundred silver dollars in his pos-
sossion. With a capital like that
THE MicyEr LmeirY.~—No. 1,185

himn cheerfully as he wended his .

Bunter had no doubt of being able to
break s fan-tan bank.

The question was to find cne. Un-
doubtedly there were many dives in
Canton where the fascinating Chinese
game was played. But the Chinese
city did not teem with them like Macao,

No doubt they were there, but they had ¢4

to be looked for.
Bunter was looking for them.
In any other city he might have in-
uired his way; but in the streets of

anton white men were few and far
between, mnd it wuhﬂntl much ul:a
speaking to natives whose lan 8
did not understand. ganee

But Williamm George Bunter waa
capable of hright ideas. If you lost
your way in a European city you would
call a cab. and the driver would solve
the problem for you. In Canton yon
took a chair instead of a cab, Huntor's
E:lllsltiif ll:lﬂli was tukt:ke & chair and

& cooliea to take hi a fan-
miﬁﬁahmmh L8 S
any, if not most, of the chair
coolies” spoke * pidgin * English, Any-
how, they all Lnew the word fan-tan
To call & chair, end to:say * Fan-tan”

to the carriers was an easy resource.

It was eo simple that Bunter, after
half an bour of roaming through the
swarmmg sireets, wondered that he had
not thought of it before,

Ha hlinked round in search of a chair,

THE MAGNET

The four coolies grasped the poles,
and picked the seqan-chair  up.not
8 very easy task with Bunter in it.
They exchanged & grin befors they
started. Never had & fat bird dropped
80 eagily inte tho net of the fowler.

Bunter leaned back comfortably in

8 s

He smiled cheerily.

His bright idea was evidently a good
one. No doubt these coolies were quite
usod to acting as guides to :ﬂlim
visitors who wanted to see the sights of
Canton—the sights that did not appear
on the surface. As fo» danger, Bunter
ldH m:;; :Iimnra of it{ for a moment.

@ bad not quite forgotten his adven-
ture in Bingepore, when he had been
carried off in a rickshaw, But he was
not thinking of that mow. Here in

ton you ecalled a chair just as you
called & taxi in London, snd that was

Hm:.ia was about it. S ;

_ air swung on, jostling throu
tho traffic, amid many nthau.g ..ﬂ_.ﬂ-&l‘gl
while Bunter moved the ourtain that
screened him from the sun, and biinked

ouk.

“Here, you, Choag 1"
hi"ih scmrred coolie looked round at

“How far1” asked Buntes.
“Velly scon now, sar,” answered
Cheng. “Big, fine fan-tan house closes

Thore was one fairly on the t, by city gate, sar! Inside ity he no be.
and the drawn-baok curteine showed ©2%% CUF Bate, sar”

that it was vacant. It was quite near
to Bunter, and the four coolies who
carried it had their eyes on him., Per-
haps they wers merely looking on him
as & possible gustomer.
Bunter was not awaro that they had
een following him, with the ¢hair, for
some little time, totally unaware that
his “bolt * from Ferrers Locke had been
uhau.r'n_'ed by spying eyes, which had not
lost might of vince. His fat brain
was full of fan-tan, and he had almost
forgotten the existence of Tang Wang.

Bunter beckoned to the coolies, and

the chair came to him at once. And
the coolie with the sword-cut on his
faen i::nnml*
He had probably been wondering how
ha could get Bunter into the chair in
the crowded street. Bunter had solved
the difficulty for him.

“Hore, you, what's your nsme?”
asked Bunter.

The scarred coolie bowed deeply.

“Me namea Chong Yo, sar!” he
answered.

“Oh, good! Yon speal English,”
said Bunter, with satisfaction.

“Bpenkee allea samee foleign devil,
sar!” answered Chong Lo.  “Plenty
good chair, sar. You takee chair, you
payeo ten piecee cash, zar”

Bunter n;:-ddﬁ:l uheerh;ll:n hTEﬂ cash
was a pDegligible sum, Ior the copper
cash of ﬁu Chinese had s value of
about twenty to a penny.

“ Right-ho ! said Bunter,

The coolics lowered the chair for him.
Bunter certainly did not recognise
Chong Lo as one of the mandarin's
bearers. Had he dono so, even Bunter
would have been alarmed.

“¥You sit in thia ni chair, honour-
ablo sar ! gaid Chong Eo “Pakoe yau
slong any placee, sar.”

“I'm looking for a fan-tan housel™
explained Buntor.

Chong's slonting eyes dwelt on him
for Ehfmindﬁ I M plenty.”
“Alleo light, sar e savvy plenty.

“{iet going, then !” said Bunter,

He mﬁi&d into the chair.

Chong closed the curtains on him.

“ Plenty too muchee sun,” he said,

“Right you are!”

Bunter let the curtain fall into place,
wnd sat back comfortebly agsin, o He

bad gliznpeed shead of him an em-
hntﬂaﬁ teway, and it was likely
enough that the fan-ten house was in

the suburb outside,

Buddenly there was some commotion
round the chair. Bunter, with & jump,
ramguad the voice of Harry Wharton.

s 1 I'F{" h'ﬂ' E"’pﬂ&*
lliI.:.lu. little round weyes glittered behind

a

8 5,
‘He drew back the curtein & fraction

of an inoh, to peep out of the chair
without mzenling himsalf.

In the sunlight, quite near at hand,
he sighted Famous Five, and Mr.
Sc Fat, and the Wun retainers bevond
them. He dropped the curtain at ance.

If thess beasts had spotted him—end
it' looked as if th ﬁﬁ—d‘hﬁj would
u!;n?l dim if they could! Bunter, on the
trail of a fAutter at fan-tan, was not to
be ot if Bunter kaew it.

Ho noted with satisfaction that the
chair was proceeding more rapidly now.
Bomewhat excited voices wore heard as
the coolies jostled through the crowd.
If passed out of the bright sunlight,
that came in shafts through openings in

the bamboo soreens above, into the ccol
dusk of a great archway. This was tho
city gate.

II!;I‘-E:I -:JmmrllfI h:iterlé and thig nurh"ml I;nu
ande, and a i

Bunter blinked at him.

But it wos only one of the guards of
that particular gate satisfying himself
:rhI;n.*tu; what, was being taken out of

city.

After one stare at the Fat junior, the
soldier d:ggped the curtsin, and the
chair mo on. Thoe gates were wide
open, as was customary until sunset,
and Chong Lo and hiz eompanions hur-
ried the chair on at & run onoe they
wars outside the walls,

Fromr somewhere behind came a
shout; the woll-known woice of Bob
Cherry. Bunter realised that the beasts
had following him. Evidently
they knew, or suspected, that he was in
the chair,
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“Bunter | Bunter |
Danger! Get out,
if yvou're there,
Bunter! Dangeri”

Bunter heard
every word  dis-
tinctly.

And he grinned.

Thiz was a trick—
a rather transparent
trick—to get hold of

him before he had
had his futter at
fan-tan] DBunter
had no doubt about
that |

Ho did not
BNISWET,

Apain came a
shout =

* Bunter [V

The Owl of the
Remove grinned
screnely. And
Chong Lo trotted on
foster than before.

THE ELEVENTH
CHAPTER.

Alter Bunter |

A RRY
WHAR -
TON & CO,
were keep-

thoe chair in

sight. They were
almost convineed
that Billy Bunter
was inside it, from
the evident  haste
with which the

es were {rying
to got away. But it
wis not easy io
follow the cheir, The jostling crowds
in the narrow strects impeded them,

:ﬂﬁ when they eame into one of the new

-~

ing

cars hooted and buzzed, and rickshaws
rolled by the dozen, and chairs were
mnumerable, their task was more diff-
cult than ever,

At the city gate there was a hea
etzcam of traffic, in the midst of whi
the chair nlmnﬂ'dm_nﬁgp&ar&d. Mr, So
Fat hurried - with the juniors, but
evidently in a disturbed and distressed
frame of mind, uncertain whether to
i e e i

12 COAYZES EA to the ter 8
hn;ia uf_e Mr, Wun. Vi

e mx retainers of Mr., Wun, who
had hitherto followed the party ms ®
&uard, wore soparated from them by
he thronging traffio, and were lost to
sight. Bo Fat, however, kept on with

Famous Five, more and more
worried at every step.

Near the gateway through which the
chair had pamed, So Fat ealled the
juniors to & halt, catching Wharton by
tha arm,

“It is complete injudiciousness to re-
move ourselves outside the oity, Born-
bofore-me 1* he gasped. “To such an
idea ¥ cannot give 1on.*

“We must ind out if Bunter’s in that

chair,” said Harry. “I'm practislly |
certain of it 1"
“But he did not make enswer when

estimable Cherry called with loud
voice,” gaid So Fat,
“He'a fool enough for anything 1"
“Look here!” eaid John Bull,
“There's a military guard st t ate,
They may be able to tell us something.

Ask them in Chinese, Mr. So0.”

S0 Fat brightened up.

“Teual That will parhaps settla the
dubiousness beyond shadow of dubiety !
he assented.

Harry Wharton and

ern streets of Canton, where motor- the
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Yelling, screaming, trampling, and fhie clashing of steel on steel, rang far and wide on the Jonely hill-side
as b Cherry aitzcked the ** foreign da';ﬂs." Dragging himself fe h?taat, the

terrified Bunier made a bolt for salety.

As it happened, it did!

Mr. 30’s inquiry made his face assume
a very grave expression. He turned to
16 juniors with outspread hands and
distressed countenance.

"1 learn that within the chair st a
white youth with adornment
spectacles and  excessively
physiognomy 1* he said,

“That settles it1” said Bob Cherry.

“It's Bunter|”

“It would appesr dead cert and of &
surety that it is Bunter," assented So
Fat. *Yet the henourable orders cf the
long-ago-born Mr. Locke were to con-
vey vou with safety, this side up with
care, along the house of Wun.”

" Mr, ke would not wish ua to
lose sight of Bunter, now that we've
epotted him.,” said Harry.

“We're bound to keep after him,”
said Bob. “This is the only chance—
once he is aken out of the city, we
ghall never see him again”

Bo Fat ped with worry and in.
decision. But Bob Cherry’s remark was
evidently well founded. They koew now,
for a certainty, that Buntor was in the
chair; and it was undoubted that if he
once dissppeared, he would not be seen

plump

must go on!* esid Harry
*“No doubt thie is correct judgment!”
said So Fat. “But I am experiencing
the most lively uneasiness and per-
turbation.”

In :g:#g of 8o Fat’s uneasiness ond
perturbation, the party kept on, and
passed through the gateway. Choog Lo
and his chair were in sight in the
distance, and they broke into a trot.
Thera was plenty of traffio on the road,
but outside the city it thinned. The
juniors found themselves on a broad
road, with motor-cars pasaing every few

of kee

minutes, So Fat would no doubt have
expatiated, at any other time, of these
visible signs that China was advancing,
but ai;dprmt he was too worried and
elarmed. Moreover, he found it a little
difficult, in his long black silk robe, to
P pace with the active Greyiriare
fellows.,

The coolies ahead were going at a
giulck trot now, and they turned from
the road into a narrow path between
rmﬁrﬁa]dhm L. !

ut the juniors, no longer impeded
by thronging trifﬁc, were gaining fast
on them, Bshind them B¢ FFat panted
and puffed and blew.

“We'll get them!1” said Bob Cherry,
between hia teeth, " Keop up with us,
Mr. 80. We may want your gun when
we reach them,”

'The Famoua Five were unarmed, and
one of the coolies, ot least, had a f:nifm
Overtaking the chair was not the only
problem to be solved.

“That is guite so!"™ gasped Mr. So.
“These are desperate tong-men--they
will handle knife in murderous manner.
In case of necessity, I will shoot themo
extemporaneousty., Yes ¥

So Fat, with all his queer English,
and his weird ways, was a handy man
with a revolver, as the juniors had
already seen. Thers was little doubt
that he would be needed, when they
overteok tha cheir,

For what roason Bunter was
quietly with the lkidnappers, ALry
Wharton & Co. could not gucsa; but
they could guess that the kidunappers
would not part with him if they could
halciJ it. They were hunting Bunter,
and hunting trouble at the same time,

But it was impossible to leave the
fatuous Owl of the Remove to his fate.
They were assured that Locke would

Tes Maexer Lineary.—No. 1,183
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not have desired them to do eo, had he
beon aware of the circumstances.

The coolies had taken to the paths
among the rice-fields near the river;
narrow tortuous paths, where perhaps
they hoped to dodge the pursmit, DBut
encumbered by the chair, with Bunter's
weight in it they hed no chance m a
foot-race with the active Greyiriars
follows,

‘Thoe juniors camo panting up behind
the chair, and Wharton grabbed at »
swcating shoulder.

“8top " ho panted.

And as tho coolie did not heed,

Wharton grasped his loin-cloth, and
dragged lum over, and the chair
plumped to the ground.

_ Instantly the four coolice wore stand-
ing between it and the breathless pur-

sucrs, and Chong Lo had his knife in f

his hand. and a very ugly look on his
yellow face.

“What you wantea along mei” he
imarled.

“Wantee flicnd belong us, along that
chair [ answered Wharton, in the same
® pidgin ¥ English.

“WNo enn dol” meapped Chong.

“I eay, you fellows1” ‘The curtain
was drawn aside, and Billy Bunter's fat
face appeared in veiw. *I ug, you
clear off | What the thump do you
mean by running after a fellow like
thia? What !

“You fat idiot I®

“0Oh, really, Wharton—" .

“(Get out of that chair, you burbling
chump " roared Bob.

“0Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Got out 1™ yelled Nugent.

“Ahan't ™

“You benighted fathead—"

“I don't want any cheek from you
fellows,” eaid Bunter. "“I'm going to
have a flutter at fan-tan, same as I did
in Macao. And if you fellows don’t like
it, you can lump it, seci"

“Fan-tan 7" gasped Wharton.

“¥es; that's where 1'm going—these
chaps are taking me to a fan-tan house
ontside the city. They say it isn’t
‘allowed inside the town now.”

“YGU“"F'EIH 1]

“Fou'll seo mo later,"” srid Buntor.

*Y1 dare say I shall be home by dark.
Now leave a fellow alone! Get on, you
Chinks.”

The chums of the Remove glared at
Bunter as if they could bhave eaten him.
They understood now what was his
motive for falling into an obvious and
palpable trap. -

T oLy g B e,
aking you Y ival” g
the capiain of the Bemove.

“Yes; I've told them to.”

“Fan-tan is now suppressed in Canton
by recent government,” said 3o Fat;
“therc ia no more any fan-tan. They
deceive you." )

Bunter gave a fat wink.

“You can't pull my leg, you know,”
ho remarked.
hi? | lp?ak with assurancoe of absolute

“Gammon 1 said Buntoe.
“If you were going to play fan-tam,
you bomm idiot, we'd vank you back by

yvour silly ears, and stop you I* enoried

Jobnny Bull, “But you're nof, you

Q‘:’Fﬂmg’ porpoise. You're going to Teng
ang.”

* Keep it up I" said Bunter derisively.

“You fat fool, these Chinese are kid-
nepping you

*“He, he, ho!”

“We've come after you to save you,
vou blithering idiot, not that you're
worth it!1"

“"Well, mind your own bisney !V said
Bunter,

“What

“You can't frighten me with a yarn
about s silly, old mandarinl I'm not
scered of Tang Wang, sz you fellows
pral Leave mme alone(”

“ (et out of that chair ™

“8han't ™

"Then wo'll jolly well hook you out,
vou born idiot I

“ Beasts |”

Harry Wharton & Co. advanced to-
wards the halted chair. Hitherto, the
coolios had stood silent, waiting to sce
how the argument would end. Now
they lined up betweon the rescucrs and
Buntér, and cach of them had a knife
in his hand. .

Bunter jumped a littlo at the sight
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of the flashing steel. Perhaps it
&a.wnedi_ﬂat last, on his fat brain, that
Chong Lo and his companions were not
ordinary *“chair ¥ coolies, as he saw
them 1pw.:-&u:auan deadly woapoos &0
promptly,

“#I—1 say,
wasped. I za

8o Fat had his sulomatic in bhand
now. His yellow face took on the ex-
pression the juniors had seen on it, on
the occasion when he had fired on Kang
in the merchant's garden,

He raised the weapon to & level
His glanting eyes gleamed over it, He
rapped out sharp Chinese to the coolics,

unter blinked from the chair in
terror.

“1 say, mind what you're about” he
yelled. As Bunter waa behind the
coolies, ho had an excellont chance of
stopping e bullet that missod them,

S3o0 Fat npﬁad out Chinese again.
The juniors did not understand the
words, but they understeod the threat-
ening tones. And the folir coolies were
evidently daunted by the white man’s
wanfnma in the sccretary’s hand.

“1 think this will be & bit of all
right I eaid Bo Fat. "1 tell them I
shoot them like canine quadrupeds, sup-
pose they handle knife in murderous
manner. yeal I think we get off with
it, as you say.”

He spat Chinese at the coolies again.

Eilly Bunter began to seramblo out
of the chair. Even his fatuousness was
not ;:roof against the plain evidence
that he was in the hands of desperadoes.

Chong Lo turned on him with a
snarl, and strock him with his clenched
left hand, sending him sprawling ipside
the chair. Bunter gave & jyell that
raﬁgn far over the paddy GHelds.

Fou {elll;nws, keep off [ he

|

So lgsr.t pulled the trigger, and Chong
gave a yell of agony as a bullet
ploughed through his arm.

Hso leapt away, his yellow fmece oon-
vulsed with rage. The three other
coolies leapt after him, and sguashed
into the thick mud of the rico-fields
beside the path. All four of thom
disappeared from sight mm a feow
seconds: and Harry la?\’P‘I!mﬂ.i:m & Co.
were left victorious.

e e

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
In the Hands of the Enemy !

ILLY BUNTER sat up in the
chair, trembling in every fat
limb. His podgy face was like

chalk.
Even Bunter understood now.
“J—I esay, you fellows—"" Lo

gasped.

“You fob dummy!” growled Johnny
Bull. “I've a jolly good mind to kick
yoli all the way buck to Canton.”

S0 Fat glanced round anxiously.

“We must roeturn with excessive
speed ' he said. “We are now in
lonely, solitary spot, and indubitably
those unpleasant and disgusting ones
have associated scoundrels at beck and
call. Hurry!”

“Como on, Bunter!®

“T—T1 eay, you follows—""

“Got & move on, dummy[” snapped
Wharton.

“Look here, don't be = silly assl”
snid Bunter peovishly. “You know
jolly well that I can’t walk back in
this heat. You fellows take hold of
thoze poles.”

“ Wha-a-at?" .

“ You've turncd off my coolies,” said
Buntor indignantly, * suppase you
are going to carry the chair.”
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#{.cc-arry the chair with you in it {”
gurgled Bob Cherry.

“Yea rather! hink I'm going to
walk ¥ hooted Bunter. *It's too jolly
bhot, I can tell you. Don’t be rotten
slackers! Four of you can carry the
chair, just. like those Chinks!
Yaroooooooh |

The Famous Five did not argue the Bo

point with Bunter. They grasped him,
:]l:df dragged him headlong out of the
air,

There was & fearful yell from Bunter
a2 he landed on the path.

“MNow, you fal chump—="

“YI}W'W'UW IH'

“Get a move onl” roared Bob.,

*¥Yow-ow-ow-ow [

“Kick him along|™

" Yooooop 1"

The chums of the Remove had npo
patience to waste on Bunter.

It was only too probable that Chong
had help within call; and that they
might be attacked by & crowd of
Chinese before they could emerge from
the tortuous paths among the paddy-
fieldz into the road.

Two or three hofty kicks caused
Bunter to leap to his feet, with a wild
howl. Two or three more started him
homoward.

“Ow!l Youl Leave off, you beasts!”
roared Bunter. “I'm going, aint I7
Yow-ow-owl I'll jolly well lick youl
Yow-ow |

“{xat on, you fat fool 1"

“Buck wup, you burbling bander-
ematch [ Do you want o geng of Chinks
to grab us in this lonely place!” hissed
Bob Cherry.

" Beast!" gnsped Bunter.

“The excessive speed is the indis-
pensable sine gua non!" gasped So Fat.
“I hear whietling sound, which is
certainly  signal of lawless and
desperate characters. Hurry "

e juniors understood the npeed of
haste,

They were at a good distances from
the city, but two or three high build-
ings in the distance were a guido.
They hurried on by the narrow path,
Bunter snorting and grunting and
grumbling. But s path in a Chinese
paddy-field iz not ensy to gebt cut of
for a atrapger in the land. OQften it
18 intentionally made to wind, either to
avoid tome gacred spot where a path
must not be laid, or te baflle evil spirita
that might dog one's footsteps. But
for the presence of S0 Fat, the Grey-
friars juniors would have beem hope-
lessly lost.

And Mr. Wun's secretary seemed
every now and then in doubt. In the
exciternent of chasing the coolies the
junors hod given little heed to the
way they bad followed. It was far
from easy to retrace their steps.

“Yarocogh! Help!" came & sudden
yell from Billy Bunter,

“Oh, you dumnmy " gasped Nugent.

“Ow! Help!™

Bunter slipped from the path
into the Beld adjoining. He went d?]wn
into thick, juicy mud, which covered
his fat little legs over the knces,

Ha strove frantically to scramble cut,
But as fast as he pulled out one fat
leg the other sank deeper apd jammed
thhter.

‘Ow! Help!” welled Bunter. *Don't
you beasts go on and leave me! I say,
you fellows! Help!”

With angry exclamations the juniors
gathered round to help Bunter, It
was just like the fatuous Owl to have
an accident like this, when every
moment was precious,

* Quick” panted So Fat. *I sce

persons in rice-fields! Only exzcessive
quickness will save our personal bacon.”

“"Get hold of that fat chump!”
gasped Bob Cherry,

“"Owl Mind how you gol’* howled
Bunter. “Leggo my collar! You're
chook-chook-choking me.”

"hﬂervﬁ you jolly well right!"” gasped

“Groogh! Owl Beast”

It was not easy to extract Bunter
from the clinging mud., All the five
ot hold of bim somewhere, and
ragged bhard., DBunter yelled frantic-

ally.

‘?{}w! Beast! TLeggo my earl
Leggo my heir!l Yaroooogh! You're
E’:ﬁ”mg my arm, Cherry, you rotterl

“Go it]” gasped Nugent.

“Yarcooh ™ H

“Heave away!" panied Bob Cherry.

Bunter was extracted, like a cork
frem & bottle. He staggered on the
edge of the narrow path, recking with
foul-smelling mud, and gasping for
breath.

“Come on!” panted Nugent.

“Owl Groogh! I'm all muddy—"

“"Fathead! Come on[™

“Ow! Help!" ieﬂed Bunter, as he
slipped &sgain and splashed into the
mud, this time in a sitting position,

“0Oh crumbs!

“You benighted idiot!®

“"Look out!'” came an alarmed yell
from Bo Fat; and the bang of the
automatio followed.

“QOh erikey! The Chinks!”

From three or four different diree-
tiona dark, fierce faces appeared among
tha growing rice.

ﬂiﬁy 00 pInin:ly, Chong Lo had had
asaociates at hand,

The chums of the Remove spun round
from Bunter, to see So Fat retreating
backwards along the path, firing as he
retreated, with Eve or six inese
attacking him. They saw a Chinaman
fall, yelling—they saw another plunge
headlong into. the mud, shot down by
o Fat; then the sccretary disappeared
from their sight, hiz assailants still
following him with savage crics and
brandiched knives.

But Harry Wharton & Co. had no
time to think of what was happening
to 5o Fat. A moment more, and thoy
were themeselves attacked.

Eight or nine Chiness wero upon
him, kmife in bhand; grasping them.
Among them was Chong, his wounded
arm hanging belpless nt his side, his
face a yellow mask of rage.

“Back upl!"” shouted Wharton.

“Shoulder to shoulder!” panted Bob
Cherry.

Shoulder to shoulder, the Famous
Five made a rush to join So Fat
Harry Wharton felt himself seized, and
he ¢losed with the Chincse who tirnspud
him, and rolled on the path with him.

Had the ruffian used his knife it
would have been all over with the
captein of the Remove. But it was
evident thet the tong-men had been
ordered to take the  schoolboys
prisonors, 'The knife flashed before
Wharton's eyes, but did not strike. But
the Chinaman grasped him with
muscular hands, and pinned him
down. Strong and sturdy as he was,
Wharton wos powerless in that hercu-

lean grasp.

He struggled furiously, but he
struggled in vain. As he fought he
had glimpses of the others. glugent
nnd Johnoy Ball and Hurree Jameet
Ram ©8ingh had broken through the
tong-men ; but Bob Cherry, in the gra&p
of two muscular ruffians, was fighting

2l

like 8 lion. Faintly, through the wild
excitenient of the ﬁgizt, ceme the howl-
ing voice of Billy Bunter, jammed help.
lessly 1o the mud of the ricefield,
unable to extricate himself, and slmost
out of his fat wits with terror.

Bob Cherry went down ; and Whartong
still struggling, saw two of the tong-
men binding him wiﬂl I:' rope, I:I'heu.
ropes were run round his own lumbs,
and knotted fast.

‘Then came a sound of ruuning foeet,
and he saw Frank Nugent cowing back
up the path, his face whiie, hiz eycs

blazing.
Wharton shrieked to him.
“Run! Frapky! Run for it)

you can’'t help us—run for your life.”
Get to. Ferrers Locke and tell him—
1t's the only chance for us! Runl"

At that moment, Wharton did not
know, or care, whether Ferrers Locke
would ever be able to help. His one
desire was to save his chum from the
tong-men,

Nugent halted,

“Harry—"

“Run!” yelled Wharton. * Quick--
you can't help us—run for your life.”

Five or six of the tong-men were
slready leaping towsards Mugent, 8till
for a second he hesitated to leave his
chum, But it was clear that if the
grasp of the encmy closed on him, he
would be a helpless prisoner like the
others; and he turned and ran up the
narrow path. '

After him, yelling, went the tong-
men,

Bang, bang, bang! came Acating from
the distance over the green rice-felds.
S0 Fat was still firing—meintaining a
running  fight against heavy de.
Harry Wharton hoped and prayed that
his three friends were with the secre-
;:la.irf, and that they would escape with

1,

Four of the tong-men remained with
the prisoners. Bunter was roughl
dragged from the mud, and a cor
knotted round his fot arms. Then
the three of them were huiried away
in & direction opposite from that where
B0 Fat was still resisting. By winding
paths through the green rice, they went,
driven on by blows and curses when
they lagged; and faintly, from the far
distance behind them, came the last
crack of 8o Fat's revolver.

el

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Lost Chums !

ONK! Honk! Honkt
H The  motor-horn  bhooted
loudly, i
Strange enough sight oo o
Chinese landscape, & motor-bus came
honking and careering along the road.
It was arowded with Chinese, who
stared at the little, dusty, muddy,

breathless group by the rnad‘:’sidﬂ.
Ferbhaps it was the agﬁp&aranm of the
awarming motor-bus that stopped the
pursuit of the tong-men; added to Bo
Fat's prowess with the automatie.  Four
of the party had reached the road—So
Fat, Johnny Bull, Frank Nugent, and
Hurrea Jamset RBam Bingh. Bitter as it
was to leave their comrades in. the
hands of the enemy, they had no cheico
in the matter; for heavy cdds pressed
on them, and so for from being able
to reseue Wharton and Hob Cherry
they were unable to defend them-
gelves. Had the attack of tho tong-
men been pushed to extrcmity, the
whole party must have been over-
whelmed. But as the swarming motor-

Toe Macxer LisrARY.—No. 1,183,
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bus vame carcering along, the tong-
men paused end hesitated, and finally
acked away from the roud out of
sight. They were ot a good distunce
trom Canton; but still too near the
vity for open brigandage.

Oneo out of the tangled paths of the
rice-ficlds im full wview of passing
tralfic, Chong and his men gave it up.

o I'at, with the perspiration running
iz streams down his tace, panted for
breath,

His last shoi had been fGred; and ik
was an imwense relief to Mr., Wun's
secretyry to sce the onemy vanish,

*This 13 stroke of luck and too much
of a good thing,” he ‘exclaiined, with a
gesture towards the motor-bus. * We
shull obtain lift back to city on this
heppily encountered vehicle,”

And ho signed to the Chinese driver.

The meotor-bus slowed down as it
came on.  Every face in it was
turned curiously on the group by the
roudside,

Johnny Bull gritted his teeth, staring
back across tho fclds

“We can't leave them (™

“The honourable necessity knows no
law [* gaid So Fat. “It iz passing
irallic that has scared off lawless tong-
men, but they are too extensive numer-
ically, for us, We must remove our-
selvea with rapidity to other places.

The three juniors exchanged looks,
To penctrate into the tangled fields
agun in search of their friends was
madness; merely delivering themselves
into tho bands of the enemy. DBut to
go, leaving the prisoners, was bitter.

“Bink or swim together ! muttered
Johnny Bull, eclenching his hands.

_ "'The sinkfulness of the swimfulness
is the proper caper |” said Hurreo Jams-
set Ram Singh. *But—"

“Oh, honourable one, born before ma
by many years!” exclaimed So Fat, in
alarm, " remain i my miserable com-
pany. The other cstimable ones arve
atready beyond reach; ecven if thera
were no tong-mon watching for us in
the rice, you would never approximate
to their prescnt locality.”

“That's true!” muttercd Nugent,
“They've pot them away by this time,
{11‘; fellows. We'd better get to Ferrers

ko—he's the only man that can help
—no good playing the goat. That's
what \Wharton called out to mo when
I was going back for him——"

It was obviously the only thing to be
done. A moment's reflection told the
three juniors that they could not have
found tha prisoncrs, let alone have
rescucd them.,  ‘The task was up to
Ferrers Locke, and it was useless to
add to its difficulty.

“Very well 1" muttered Johnny Bull,
“You'ra right. I know. But—" Ile
gritted hia teeth and said no more.

The motor-bus had halted at 8o Fat's
beckoning.

It was going towards the eity, fortu-
nately, and ‘it was easy to find room
on it. When it rolled away, grunting
and honking, the three juniors and So
Fat wero inside, stared at by io-
numerable Chinese,

Eyes of hidden men watched them as
they went. But the tong-men did not
appear in right again.  Chong
Emhuhlr, was satisfied with the cnpture

o had made. The manderin’as orders
had been to scize at lenst one mem-
ber of the English party, and Chong
had succeeded in capturing three of
them, Chong was in luck: and he had
a vory pleasing reoport to make to the
chicf of the Red Dragon tong.

Joabnnv Bull and Nugent and Hurres
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Singh naa grim faccs, as they rolled
away towards the city in the motor-
bus, scarcely conscious of the curious
staring of the Chineso passengers.

This was China—modern China; and
the thought struck themm very forcibly.
A lawloss hidnaﬁging by desperate tong-
men on one bhand: on the othor, a
modern motor-bus grinding and honk-
ing along, for all the world like a bus
going down Oxford Street. IEast and
West were strangely mingled, in the
confusion of “old China " shaking off
ancient ways and sdopting new ones,
slowly and confuscdly transforming it-
self into *“new Chins.”

1he bus turned off ncar the gpate of
tho city, and there they left 1t, and
entered the city on foot.

With hoavy hearts the juniors fol-
lowed 5o Fat back to the house of Mr.
Wun, They wondered whether Ferrers
Locke would blame them for having
followed Bunter out of the city; but,
after all, there had been nothing else
they could have done. Even towarda
Bunter, whose fatuous folly had caused
all the trouble, they could pot feel
angry now, for the fat junior was
ovidently a prisoner of the tong, like
Wharton and DBob, and his fate was
hardly in  douht. The Canton
authoritics might lend their aid; but
it was certein that the prisonecrs were
already on their way inland, and were
already, or would soon be, out of the
jurisdiction of the city. Once they
wers ab- Pan-shan, noe power in China
could savp them from the mandarin.
For in Pan-shan, Teng Weog was lord
and mnaster.

Could Ferrers Locke save them?
Could even the Baker Street dotec-
tive help the prisoners who bhad been
swallowed up in the ioterior of mys-
terigus China,

‘They could oot help doubting it.

But if Ferrers Locke could not save
them, they wore lost bevond redemp-
rion, and their three friends would
never sce them again, It was no wonder
that tho three juniors had dark faces
and heavy hearts, az they arrived at
the house of Mr. Wun with So Fat.

Forrers Locke had returned; and he
was in the ko-tang when the three
grim-faced juniors arrived,

Evidently he was waiting for them.
His face expressed libtle; but they knew
that he was decply disturbed.

“What has happencd? he esked
quietly. *“¥You did not return directly
to this houss aa 1 told you.”

The juniors explained in & few words.
Locke’s brow grew darker and darker
as he listoned.

“Then Wharton, Cherry, and Bunter
ara prisonersi” he said.

IIY%"

Ferrers Locke comprssd his lips.

“Wa couldn’t loave Bunter to i, Mr.
Locke I” said Nugent. *“We had to try
to save him."

The Baker Streot detective rodded.

“1 do not blame you,” he said. *It
waj right to make tho attempt, but it
has turned out very untortunate.
Tang Wang has now three prisoners
instead of one. It is fortunate how-
ever, that all of you did not fall into
hiz hands.”

“Thers must be some way of gettin
at that villain,” said Johnny Bull
“There's soms sort of Government

hero.”
Ferrera Locke amiled faintly.

“No doubt; but it will not be useful
to us,” he said. **The sceno of action is
now transierred to Pan-shan, s city
far inland, over the border in the
provinco of Kwang-si.”

“ But——" gaid Nugent.

THE MAGNET

“Tang Wang nas an official position
at Pan-shan, under the protection of
the Tu-chun—the warlord—who is
powerful in Kwang-si,” said Ferrers
Locke. “The Canton authorities could
not touch him, even if they desired to
do s0. You must remember that China
12 now split up into sections, many of
them at war with one another. It is by
no means impossible that this province,
and the city of Canton itself, may be
overrun an army from the north—
not impossible that it may be sacked by
an army from the west—irom Kwang-si
or Yun-nan. Eversthing iz in the melt-
ing now. % white man who leaves
the beaten track in China takes his life
in his hande; in many places there is no
established authority at all; and where
sutbority exists, it is not over-anxious
to help * foreign devila.,' ™ :

Nugent set his teeth.

“ Do yvou mean that there's no chance
for them, Mr. Locke 1" he asked,

“Not in the least [” answered Ferrers
Locke trnnqﬂmlly. “MNo stone will be
left unturned to save them, and I hope
that they will be saved. But there is
no force that can be used against Tang
Wang in his own city.”

“iIf they can't be saved we're going
after them,” sgid Frank. *“I'm not
going to leave China alive, if—if—"

“We need not imagine the worst till
we hear that'the worst has happened,”
said Locke quietly. * Keep a stif upper
lip, and hope for the best. For the

resent, at leazt, I am sssured that the

ives of the prisoners are safe. We havo

time to act, and 1 shall not lose a
moment. I am going to consult now
with Mr, Wun. In the meantime, I trust
you will remain within the aafety of
these walls.”

The detective left the jumicrs with
that. Wun Lung joined them in_ the
ko-tang, bis little yellow face clouded.

“Thia plenty too much bad news,” he
said, “ Fattee ole Buntee plenty too much
big fool. But me tinkee Tang Wang
askee plenty big along our
fiends. Mo tinkee plaps he askee thirty
—forty thousand silver shoes, Plaps
allee light " :

It was some faint comfort to the
chums of Greyiriars to think that pos-
sibly the captured juniors would be
held to ransom. Buot that comfort was
faint, and in the house of Mr. Wun
the sun went down on heavy hearts and
clouded faces.

e

THE FOUBRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Away Into China !

1 H dear!™ i h
it was, perbaps, the bhun-
O dredth time that Fllflill:iiI Bunter
had made that remark,
Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry ware

silent.
It was futile to grouze; though
Bunter did not scem aware of that

obvious fact. _

The chums of Greyiriars wera uncom-
fortable enough. rds bound them
hend and foot. They lsy helpless in the
swaylng, swiltly-moving palanquin.

The three of them been tossed
into a palanquin, and the curtains
dropped into place, shutting them off
from view. ) _ .

Eight brawny chinese coolies earried
the palanquin, four shead and four
behind, o poles on their
shoulders, making little of the weight
they carried. )

Chong Lo, his arm in a sling, walked
beside, at & rapid pace, burdened as
they were, which the juniors could not
have equalled on foot ovor & long
distanca,
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Sometimes, as the pal in jolted
ihifted, the curtains swung & little, tod
the prisoners had a partial view of the

surrounding eountry,

Beveral times they sighted a flowing,
shining river, without knowing w
it was the Che-kiang, the Pear! river,
or tha West river, or another of the
many streams in the locality of Canton.
ﬂhmﬂﬁv they saw vast rico-fields that
stretched away, apparently to mfinity,

From the direction of the sun th
knew that they were being carried wa:g
ward—that is, into the interior. But
they saw nothing of the many towns and
villages that lay to the west of Canton;
and 1t was easy to guess that Chong
was avoiding them, and keeping to un-
frequented country paths,

It was not likely that Chinese
?rl;te}d 'ﬁng :thn tm ﬂouiﬂmgu inter-
ered; bu o ki pors ware takin
no risks, In the Ewnng— :

Chong bad anticipated any trouble on
that score he would have g
grmnaru, which he had oot troubled to
o,

Hod a while man appeared on the

bether road, Wharton and Bob Cherry would

have taken the chance, But in all the
limpses of the road they had throvgh
the swaying curtains, they sighted no

white man.

Suddenly, in a lonely hill-path, where
the coolies laboured up the granite steps
laid across the road, there came an in-
terruption. From the rocks five or
six wild-loeking Ggures leaped, and
there was & sudden flashing of swords
in the sinking sunlight.

On the steep path the palanguin waa
held at an angle, and the curtains had
fallen aside, giving the juniors a clear
view of their desolate surrcundings.
Thore was a shrill sgueak of terror

=

tung, or Canton province,
Tang Wang was no more
than aﬁ' other Chinaman
of wea and rank. Not
till thi,‘? crossed the border
into Kweng-8i would the
coolies r&acg country where
he was powerful. And until
they came into the region
where descendant of the
Mings was lord and master,
Chong & Co. wera taking

nllﬁarmuﬁnnn.
any blue-clad Chinese
passed them on the way,

and some glanced eurio

at the closed palanquin;
onocg or twice & question
was asked by a passer-by,
and answered by Chong.
But a closed palanguin was
& common enough sight on
sny road in China, and the
geasem-h_'y did not seem un-

uly aurious, I
oW -m mileg the

covered u:un? the tifﬂlﬂi
coolies trotted on towards
the mthniuwn the juniors
did not ow; but they
knew that they were many
a_long mile from the city
of Canton.

; l.’}i: au&_r:]n and :rnt;&neam
mgly tireless, the
bearers.  Another shifting
of the blue curtaing showed
the prisoners that the
character of the country
round them was changiog.
Cultivation was morae
sparse, and the road wound
upward, hilly and steep.

Through gapa in the hills

the sunset came with a red

glere,
The palan%uin swayed

and swung. The path was

very steep in places, and huge slabs of
ranite were laid across it, forming a
ind of steps. Up and up swung the

tiroless ecoolies.

On the mountain road iman-b: wWere
fewer. But even here there was culti-
valion ; little fields glimmering among
Egtf:fgm of rock, terraced ou
hillside. The Chinese, with their teem-
ing millions of population, cannot afford
to leave gruuuﬁ uncultivated, and
aticnt men could be seen bending to
ard labour as tho dusk thickened,

More than omce the juniors had
thought of calling out, but it was evi-
dently useless. Chong and his gang were
armed, and the tired, overworked
Chincse peasants were not likely to
think of coming into conflict with liem,
especially for the sake of “foreign
devils." Indeed, it was clear that if

Pan
Iﬂn!ﬁrufll!m::

tha of the country

W
and eursing the gang of Chinks swepi
Mlhg.andmuduninmthu

and deep. ‘*Safe [** he muitered.

from Billy Bunter st the sight of the
balf dozen wild figures leaping from
the rochs.

Wharton and Bob felt their hearta
beat faster.

There bad slways been bandits io
China, and the present disturbed state
ad greatly increased
their numbers. And the juniors had
no doubt that Chong & Co. had run
inio & gang of bandits watching the
hill-road for passengers and plunder.

* Oh, ﬁ hat " gasped Bob.

The palanguin stopped, and was set
abruptly down. Chong Lo and hia men
flashed out their long kaives, and Chong
shouted to the bandits in shrill Chinesa.

#I—1 say, you Ifellows!" stuttered
Bunter. *“Oh dear! Oh crikey! Ow!"™

“* What now " breathed Wharton, his
face tense,

the

ding path. Harry
“* We're out of their hands now ! *

3

** Foreign devils ” had nothing to b
for from Chinese bandits. 1t was on
too likely thot if they fell into the han
of the wild-looking outcasts they would
be murdered out of hand.

Chong was screaming to the bandits,
and amid the incomprehensible siream
of Chinese the jumiors caunght the name
Teang Wang several times repeated.
Probebly the scarred Chinece was warn.
ing the outlaws not to attack men in
the servico of the mandarin. If so, his
warning hed little effect: they were still
Isr from Pan-shan, and bably
W and his soldiers had little terror
for the bandits. The ruffians paused,
but thewr savage and ferocious loohs
hinted that the pause was only momen-
tary, Their Jeader, & giguntio man with
black moustaches enrled up to his eyes,
shouted back to Chong—words that the
juniors could not understand, but in
tones of contempt and mockery. It was

by the spol whers the three Greyiriars

Wharton breathed hard

evident that & deadly conflict was
coming.

~ Watching from the palanquin, the
juniors could =ee Chong’s face almost
grey with alarm and mage. In laying his
plans, Chong had evidently not counted
on & mecting with bandits on the moun-
tain road on his way to Ewang-si.

“There’s going to be a scrap!”
breathed Bob. “Thesze rotters—they'll
be cut to picces!”

“I=—I say, you fellows! Oh dgear!"
wailed Buater. "I wizh T was back
at Greyfriars! Oh crikey ¥

Chong Lo, knife in hand, still scream-
ing at the hesitating bandits, backed
closer to the palanguin., The curtain
was jerked aside, and his knife-hand
was thrust in. For & moment the
prisoners were chilled by the fearful
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thought that the wretch intended to
murder them out of band, rather than
lose thern, But Chong, suddenly ceasing
to scrcam Chinese, hi=ssed over his
shoulder in pidgin English:

“Cuttee lope! You fightee along us
fellee. Savee life blong you."

“0h 1" gasped Wharton.

He held up his bound hands to the
finife, The keen blade sawed through
the rope almiost in an instant. Chong
dropped the knife into the palanguin,
and Wharton seized it imai.'a.n’r.lcw:+ In
frantic huste he cut loose Bob Cherry's
bonds, and the rope round his own legs,
A few more scconds and Dunter was
frecd, though his freedom was not of
much use to the Owl of the Remove,
who lay in the bottom of the palanquin
stuttoring with terror.

* Back up, Bob!” muttered Wharton.

“You bet!” .

They scrambled out of the palanguin;
Whmtnnlwith the knile &u thh; hfand,
Bob catching up a jagged stone irom
the road. C ung Lo had s long curved
sword in his grasp, which he had drawn
from some recess of the palanguin,

The bandits wore not yet attacking,
though they crept snd crouched cleser,
like wild beasts about to spring, bran-
dishing their swords, and uttening
forocicus howls, ond contorting .their
faces into hideous expressions. That was
a common Chinese trick for putting tho
wind up the enemy, practised even by
regular soldiers in that strange country.
Chong . yelled back at them, uttering
ngain and again tho name of tho Man-
darin Tang Wang., But it was only too
clear that oven that potent name was
not & name to conjure with in this
mstanece,

Thero was a louder and more am{liu
yelling from the bandits at the signt
of the two white faces. If Wharton hod
doubted, he would have realised then
that the “ foreign devils " had less mercy
to expect from the bandits than from
Chong, or even the mondarin himself.
Only the victory of Chong & Co. could
save their lives, and they braced them-
selves to back up the scarred Chinee in
the fight.

A rush came suddenly, led by the
gigantic bandit with the black
moustaches., In an instant a wild and
furious struggle was raging on the nar-
row mountaln path.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
Escape |

T was like a scene from the Inferno
I for several wild mioutes. 'The
yelling and sereaming filled the
air with deafening sound. No
Chinoman can fight, or do anything else,
without msking a noise, and the din
was terrific.  Yelling, screaming,
trampling, clashing of steal on nte-'ﬁ,
rang far and wido on the lonely hillside,
Billy - Bunter, in the wpalunqum, palpi-
tated with terror. harton and Baob
Cherry weré fighting hard. Wharton
dodged, hardly knowing how he did eo,
a slash from the tall, black-moustached
bandit's sword, and slashed back with
tho knife, laying the ruffian’s saem open
from shouldsr to wrist. DBob Cherry
crashed a jagged rock into a wild, fierce
face, sending lus assailant staggerin
away. Chong Lo, with a slash of his
gword, sent a head spinning from a ban-
dit's shouldeis, and it bounded away
among the rocxs like a football. Two
of the coolies were cut down; another
of the bandits was stabbed, end another
rolled on the ground in savage struggle
with one of the TeTs.
Tne Macxer Lispant.—No., 1,183
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Through the gap in the hills the last
red glare of the sunset lighted up the

e:Inm:Il.lm :cin&h Darkress was falling;
only through that one opening in the
hills, the sunset glared Iﬁﬁn ngcrimsu-n
lamp. From the fallen palangquin a
fat face looked out, with little round
eyes bulging with terror behind big spee-
tacles. ‘Bunter crawled out of the palan-
quin and dragged himself to his feet,
and ptaited to run down the steep road
by which -they had ascended.

Like pandemonium broken loose, the
deadly struggle raged, eand then, with
kaleidoscopiec suddenness, it was over,
and the bandits were running.

rion, in expectation of a slash
from the bandit chief’s huge sword, was
amazed to see him turn and scuttle back
to the rocks,

The slash of the junior's knife had
temporarily disabled” his erm, and the
big bandjt was evidently satisfied with
what ho hoed received. In Chiness waz-
fare the proportion of fighting to run-
ning 13 penerally sbout one per cent,
The victor is the ono who does not run
li:irsft; ; In nffmih case the l:-am:liita ran
irst—two e renraind ead on
thoe ground, however, e

Two of Chong's coolies lay on the
earth, two more were wounded. Several
of them, ﬂnl]mg with trivmph, dashed
after the bandits, though not very far.
One of the flecing bandits whirling
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round with brandished sword sufficed to
stop the pursuit,

Whartop and Bob Cherry, for =
moment, stared round them blankly,
taken by surprise by the sudden cessa.
tion of the conflict. They could hardly
believe. for the moment that the enemy
really were rumning. Chong Lo, lean-
ing down, was stanching the blood
from & cut on his leg,

Wharton caught his comrade by the
arm.

“Now's our chanco!" he breathed.

Bob's eyes gleamed.

“You bet! Hook it! DBut—Dunter,
what—"

"Iﬂﬂﬂk 1:!1

Wharton pointed to a fat figure
labouring down the stesp hill-path.
Bunter was already a bhundred vards
away, going strong,

Bob grinned breathlessly.

**Just like Bunter! After him ("

The two juniors tore down the path.

Chong Lo, for his own sake, had
froed them; wend, likely encugh, he
owed his success to 16, for it was Whar-
ton's lucky blow at the bandit chief
that had sot the cowardly erew running.
But it was certain that now the conflict
was over Chong would geoure them
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again instantly—if he could. The fact
Ehathi:he:lr halp .!;:d]?'rleﬂ the .a-iiuaatiﬂn
or Dim was n ikely fo make &
difference to Chong IIZ:::-.:r“r .
But the juniors hed a chance now,
and they made the most of it. They
raced down the steep path, leaping
from rock to rock, from granite slab to
granite slab, and so ewift and sudden
was their Bight that the scarred Chink

was not aware of it till they were fifty
yards away.

Then hrall, d
yell from Chong wn:n:d ﬁﬂft':m. i
his

Wharton glanced back over
sh]njq'ildﬁ.

runess was falling thick on the
shadowy hillside; th® figures of the
pursuing  Chinese stood out blaok
against the red glere through the hill-

gurF The juniors tore on.
hey overtook Bunter, and Wharton

grasped him by one fat arm. ‘Thers
was & sgueal from Bunter:

D}Fﬂ! Leggo! BSpare me! Owl

“FatheadI Clet on with it! Take

hif.. other fin, Bob *
I_EE: its you! 1 say, yon fellows,

“Don’t talk! Run!®

“0Oh dear! Ow!®

The Ii?ﬂl turned round the base of a
great clif. The panting juniors raced
round -it.

“This way!” breathed Wharton.

He plunged emong & mass of
irregular boulders by the side of the
steep path. Bob Cherry followed his
lead instantly, and Bunter was drogged
between them.

Among the rocks they orouched, in
deap dow. Wharton placed his
hand over Bunter’s mouth, ;

Patter, patter, patter | came the foot-
steps of Chong & Co. They were less
than a minute behind; but than a
mainute had been enuu%h. Panting and
cursing, the gang of Chinkes swept by

e spot where the juniors lay con-
uatlttd, and raced on down the winding

With their hearts almost’ in their
mouths the juniors listened. Chong had
no suspicion that they had Ebuppmg and
taken to cover, and every moment the
darkness was thickening. Faintly, far
down the hill-path, back the
pattering footsteps of the wellow men,
&:.-inganmr at last into silence,

Wharton breathed bard and deep.

"Eafal”hhal mt#a’mi "Et.ffn:ﬁu;t
now, Aanyhow e out o eir
handa [

“Good egg I” breathed Bob.

Billy Bunter sat up.

“I—I—I—say, you fellows!
they gone 1"

‘FYEHH."

There was a brief silence. Darkness
now lay like & cloak on the hill, and
there was little d.ung::' of the enemy
fnding them. In the darkness Billy
Bunter was heard to move.
pa:fgt B&Y II:: IEunIt,e: hwt?uuiuhliug in hi;

ck. 'm frightiu ungry |
sy, ian't it lucky—" 4 !

‘Eh? What is lucky "
. “That I've got a I{lt of sugar-cane
in mﬁ pocket,”

*“Oh, my hat!”
“I've got it here. TIf a.lfm fellows
don't want any, I'll eat it all.®

And, without wailing to asceftain
whether the fellows wanted any,
William George Bunter ate it all !

THE END.

(Boys, whatever you do, don't miss the
next topping yarn in thiz prand new
series. I's entitled: “THE BEGGAR
OF SHANTUNG!Y and you'll enjoy
every line of it.)

Are



PHEEEP! THE GAME’S STARTED, and forly thousand footer tans ery :

Grand Opening Instalment of JOHN BREARLEY’S Stirring Footer Yarn.

THE FIRST GHAPTER.
A Disastrous First Hall |
i ERE they come [
H “Come on, Rovers! Up,
the Rovers|™
* Hurray-ay-ay I*

A cheer, small at first, but swelli
tapidly into a throa roar, flam
through the stands and crowded banks
of Railton Rovers Football Ground, as a
practice ball soared high into the air
from the players’ entrance, followed by
the Rovers themselves at the double.

“Rail-ton! Hurray-ay-ay[*

Again and spain the welcome sounded
—the tj?ina!, joyous greeting of a firat-
match-of-the-season crowd, eager to let
fily the enthusiasm stored up since last
Meay. The sight of the fresh green
turf, unworn as yet by stabbing, shither-
ing studs, the erisp flutter-
ing flags, and their own lads
in the famous black-and-
white jerseys went straight to
the heeds of the throng like

wine.
Railten v. Redburn United—
the first match | The astart of

another long fight for Leaguc or Gu;)l
All a%eit footer joy to the Railton folk,
and they let themselves go with a ven-
eance, Forgotten wore the disasters of
faal; season already; like all home
erowds, they were optimistio at the start
of the season. Whether they remained
#0 depended on the team. ]

For, although the gate was a big one,
everyone knew the Rovers wers “on
trinl.” Thers were loyal supporters

resent who rememboered when they had

a proud First Division team, with
three Internationals fghting in their
ranks, and these =tuck to ths eclub
through thick and thin. But the
majority of the onlookers hod rolled up
becausze it was the first match; and if
the team did oo better than last season
—well, there was the Melborough
Athietic ground only ten miles away,
and the Railton ™ gates ™ would suffer in

CONSeUence,

However, the town was there to give
the ¢lub a chanee, That was something,
anyway, after the disappointments of the
last five seasons.

Briskly the Ravers trotted to their
goal for five minutes “shooting-in,” and
expert eyes studied them eagerly, The
team looked mighty fit and well, as was
to be expec with a trainer like
“Uncla™ Bill Nye; but thera were
plenty of veterans among them—too
many, it was whispered—and most of
the players were old stories to the
Eailton crowd.

" All the defenders, save the left-half,
promoted from last season's reserves,
had seen years of first-class foothall, and
burly George Harvey, the centre-half and
gkipper, had been with the ¢lub for aver
twelve scasons, to everyone's knowledge.

TOP-SPEED JIMMY, THE NEW INSIDE-
RIGHT, TURNS A TEAM OF CROCES

INTO CRACES!

On the other hand, the forward line
was as green as grass—a faet which had
given James Brennan, the genial but
masterful owner, plenty l}fe sleepless
nights, Thomsas, the centre-forward,
was the only experienced man among
them, & sound men and a fine shot—pre-
viding others did the donkey work.
Uoder greaaura, however, he became
sutly and flurried—by no means an ideal
man to lead & raw attacl.

Of the other forwards, the two left-
wingers and the outside-right were all
youn rs, fast, willing and tough.
Which was all. What they dido’t know
about the finer points of League foothall
added & few more furrows to the dour,
weather-beaten face of “Uncle ™ Nye,
and made him utter strange words as he
danced on the touchline.

Rumours were flying around that a
new star forward was to be brought in
to strengthen the line, but so far, he

had not materialised.  Altogether, for
the first match of the season, at least,
the Rovers raiding squad was a dis-
nneﬂ;}r creaky proposition.

Still, there was young Jimmy Brennan,
And the walching crowd raized a
chortle of delight as they saw the strap-
pn.:ig youngster with the crisp red heir
and n¢at movements of s born foot-
baller, trap the ball prettily and ram
home a scorcher into the net.

“Wow!l That’s the stuff, boy [~

There wan no secret ahout it—he was
the player they had come to see. Fast,
clever, and as hard as mails, Young
Jimmy had. slways been a2 general
favourite in the towm, and the club's
mascot ever since he was able to toddlo
an to the turf.

For the last three seasons his lightning
raids and deadly shooting at
inside-right had been the
mainspring of the powerful
Clayton Behool team, making
them the mest formidable
college side in the country.
Now, with thrce Englizsh
Echool caps to Lis credit,
E;u le were talking of him as another

1|I§' Bastin. ;

Bern and bred in Railton, it was only

natural that one day he should step into
the team whose fortunes his family had
ruled since its foundation; and Railton
Eupt-bn};l fa:g:h had followed Dﬁia school
riumphs with open joy, spita tho
difference in the class of fmthfll, they
expected a lot from the boy, even in his
Arst “big ™ season. And, although his
cheerful freckled face hid tho fact,
Jimmy knew it,

“Good shot, Jimmy 1

“¥ou do that in the match, or I'll tan
your hide!” threatened Reynolds, ths
giant 'keeper, as he heaved the ball at
the grinning youth,

“Yeh I chuckled Jimmy, nodding the
leather to Payton, the tall, legpy youth
who partnered him on the rignt wing.
“Call yourself a goal—"

Tuae Magugr LisrarY.—No. 1,183
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Phecep!

It waz the referoe’s whistle calling for
the tors. Harvey turned and ran to-
wards the sentre, whoere he shook hands
with the Redburn skipper, and tossed
the coin into the air. Forty thousand
pairs of eyes {ollowed it anziously, and
another cheer broke out as Harvey
stiiled and sclected his goal,

Iiailton had wor the tosal

" Losh, Jimmy, I'm windy !”" muttered
avton, as tho men ran to their places.
It was his frst game with the seniors,
too, and though he was threo years older
than Jimmy, his face was white and

stenined,  Jimmy groipped his arm,
“Bo'm I, chumpl!” he breathed.
“Don't show it, though! Remember

our stunts, and we'll be O.K."”

Next moment ho wes at tho cirele, faco
grim, as he glued his eyes to the Red-
Imirn inside trie., Thers was a moment's
silence, & shrill whistle. The Redburn
line swoyed. To the tune of a solid
roar, both sides enapped into action.

Instantly, the bellow of the crowd,
rising swiftly to & high note, mado
Jimmy's head reel. He saw the ball
running in front of the Redburn inside-
left, flicked out a foot instinctively, and
liooked it away; flipped it to Thomas,
and started for o gap between the hali-
hacks, Somchow the ball came back
to him, a red shirt oppearcd at his
sitnuldler. Dut 1 that split sccond, he
saw Pavton stresking slong the touch-
ine like a deer, and—whuip '—his own
foot hut the leather.

Like a hrown line drawn szcross the
turf, the ball whistled flat and true a
fow yards in front of tho racing winger.
It was a glorious pass, just iar enough
ahecad to draw out Payton's best specd,
Endk send him rioting round the full-

G R

In o Ledy, the other Rover forwards
raced towards goanl, ready for the
contre; the erowd roused themeelves in
a mighty cheer, and then, as tho Red-
burn right-back came across, IPavton
grew nervous and lost his head. With
vards to move in, and plenty of time,
e drove o wild kick at the ball, mis-
timed it, and—

“0Oh-o-0-¢ "

A wail of disappointment rose to the
heavens oz the limu.il sliced harmlessly
bohind the posts.

Payvton's face locked pghastly, But

steady Ccorge Harvey's voice boomed”

acrnss the field.

“Bad luck, young 'un. Try again!”

And the Redburn defenders, startled
to the core by that lightning attack
from their own kick-off, grimaced at
each other. : .

“Mark the redhicad 1” whizpered their
slii}::pnr to his halves.

They nodded grimly.

Mark him they did. DBut they had
their hands full. The kick-off came to
Harvey, who drew a man and slid the
leather to as. Ipstantly Jimm
darted to n olear apot, took the ball,
feinted to sling it outside, and, instead,
rapped it ocress to Miller, the inside.
left. The criss-cross movewent opened
the Redburn defenco badly, with Tlhomas
heading straight for goal; but just as
the centre steadied himself for a shot,
a back came desperatcly into the picture
and eleared, -

“Will you mark that red-head 1" hissed
tho Redborn skipper. * That's tivice he's
started something.”

"o it, ladsl kitto'em1¥

The Railton stands were blazing with
enthusinem, and up in the pavilion

James Brennan nodded to the man next
to him.
“Ile'll do, Phili
Philip Brennan, his
Jimmy’'s uncle, chuckled
"He's great ! Ch, well
The youngster had tho ball again. This
time lie dribbled clear and gave it to
Payton s sccond before he was grassed.
Away raced the winger, only to lose
control onee more at the critical moment
and see the bell sail downGeld again.
Back come the Rovers, left-wing run-
ning the ball now. For a moment it
looled as though Miller would do some-
thing, but just when a neat pmss to
Thomas might have led to something the
lad stumbled and muffed it badly. The
haE was lost. Railton's luck was right
aill

Then Atkins, at outside-left, tried a
run, hung on too leng, and was forced
into touch. BSBome brisk midfield play
sent Jimmy and Payton away together,
and & Dm.'i conire swung across the field
to Miller.

As ono man the Railton stands leapt
to their feet, cheering hoarsely. It was
a goal—it must be, for the inside-left
had the ball to himself, and Thomas,
at centre, was unmarked An accurate
through-pass was all that was wanted.
Instead, & miskick bumped the ball
tamely agzinst the contre-forward’s
heols, and & groan went up as & frantic
defonder whacked 1t out of play.

Red with anger Thomas whipped
rovnd.

“Call that football1” he bawled: at
which Mijler winced and fell back, dis-
heartened.

Looking round quickly Jimmy noticed
that FPayton lookea hopeless and Atkins

sulky. A sudden sick dismay filled his
hieart.

That last failure was disastrous. With
truc fﬂl}lbﬂ.]hng instinet ho realised that,
within ten minules of the kick-off the
forward line wag going to picces.

Aud the home supporters realised it,
too, 1n the next five minutes. So far,
their forwards had had all the play,
yet chance after chance had gome be
Eing. The Eedburn defence, badly
bustled and sorc, secized their oppor-
tunity, pulled themselves together, and
shut down on the Rovers savagely.
Tackling and intercepting cleverly, they
turned overy clumsvy mistake to advan-
tape.

A pgood coentre-forward might have
rallied tho youthful forwards and welded
them into a line. But, blocked at every
turn by the visitor's centre-half, Thomas
grow  disgruntlod and wild—tried to
break through on his own, The Miller-
Atking wing faded right &WE% Payton
had lost himself complately. Time and
again Jimmy, ficry-oyed, stormed his
way through the defenee by shear pace
and footwork that brought down the
houze, yct at the finish he found every
colleague marked or oul of place, and
the Redburn goal hopelessly covered.

Gradually the visitor's half-backs took
chiarge, and their long-neglected for-
wards bogan to see the ball. Before long
ploy ha
Rovers' half; atlack after attack
woavad and swaved towards their goal.

In quick succession Reynolds scooped
a shot behind the posts, fisted out
nnother, went full length to a third.
The veteran defence, making up in
judgment swhat they lost in speed,
fought gallantly and well. But the
Reodburn forwards were an efficient lat,
who knew each other’s play, and their
ball-control was deadiy.

brother and
gumtl X

ane, Jimmy *

ecttled permanently in the P
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With four minutes to half-time light-
ning inter-pessing on the right-win
tangled the Rover's defence. The baﬁ
came into midfeld like a bullot, tha
pivot pulled it down, ochanged feot
quickly, and whip it to his inside-
left. And the inside man, coming up
like a train, took it tﬁlnrinusly on the
run, whirled hotween the Rovers' backs,
and crashed ion a drive that left
Reynolds helplesa.

“Goall Goall”

One down | Two minutes to half-time|

The ercwd let out & half-hearted cheer
as the Rovers lined up again. It
soemed plain that the team was no
bettor than last year. The attack was
putrid. Now, if the defence was going
to break

A sudden joyous yell—the thunder of
forty thousand people roaring at once,

"]I‘hfrﬂa‘rﬂra were attacking again—at
2 ;

Stung by that goal, their forwards
had burst th tho Redburn lina

straight from the kick-off, and now wera
gliding between the halves.

Thomas huad the bell. He passed it
to Jimmy, who swerved giddily round
two men and pushed it out to Payton.
Racing ahesd the winger slammed it
across to Miller, and at full spced tha
n];::fa-[uft uncorked a rousing first-time
5

Boomph !

With a cat-like leap the Redburn
‘keeper got to it and punched it out.
Tho ball fell at the foet of a full back,
who turnaed in a twinkling to clear. His
boot hit the leather mlidﬁ*' but even as
it flew upwards Jimmy flashed st and
the ball bit him in the ribs, knocking
the breath elean from his lungs.

Half-dazed and gasping, the lad went
Ei.umhlmg through, tho ball at his toes,
the fiel apiqnin% horribly. Yet,
through the mist before hia eyes, he
could sep Thomas sidling in towards
goal, unmarked, & few yords ahead.

How he managed it he never knew;
but somehow he pulled himself upright,
steadied the ball just long enough, and
then guidod it prettily through the mael-
strom of legs and red ifra&ys—straight
to that waiting figure in black-and-white.

Came the thump of s boot meetin
leather, a rocking, bellowing chorua uﬁ
round the ground, them the referes's
whistle.

“Goaltl Goa-oal!"

Jimmy went down in a heap |

The Rovers' New SBfar [

6 RE Eng all right, Jimmy 1"
ing on the dressing-room
table, with Bill Nye massag-

) ing his ribs vigorously,
Jimmy looked up, to see his father
and uncle come bursting quickly through
the door.

At sight of the former & faint shadow
came intoe the youngster's eyes. James
Drennan’s complexion, always somewhat
fiorid, had & curiously unhealthy and

urple stain in it now, brought on by
intense aexcttoment, and for & moment

Jimmy frowned anxiously. Then he
grinned.

“Calm down, dad!” he chuckled
rudely. “I'm only winded. Wa got

that goal, so why worry (™
Ho locked up ogain.
“Hallo, uncle!"
Philip Brennan

smiling.
“Hallo, boy! Great work, that!

pressed  forward,
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By a fraction of a second only, the cusiodian’s despairing fist beat !E ; —
lorward’s head, and the ball sailed away—to where Jimmy Brennan’ was racing ;

in at top speed !

"n:a];ﬂ your goal, though Thomas scored
¥

He spoke in his usual quiet drawl and
patted his nephew's bare shoulder with
a strong brown hand,

“He's all right, Jim ["" James Brennan
growled with relief. _

Apart from their size, and a certain
likeness about the jaw, there was little
to tell that the two tall men were
brothers, for “Mr. Philip,” 2s everyone
called him, with hkis grizzled hair and
dark, suntanned face, made s strong
contrast to the bulky rubicund owner of
the Rovers.

Very different, too. had been their
carcers up to now. Unlike James, who
had never left England in his life,
Fhilip Brennan had epent most of his
time in Afrisx, where he had married
and—it was rumoured—piled up a.neat
little fortune, trading in Zululand. Up
till & few months ago, Jimmy had never
tet eyes on him, but then his uncle had
returned to the Old Country to settle
dewn in his native town for good.

And with him came his twenty-year
old son, Tony, a ‘handsome and hefty
South African, Jimmy's cousin. Tany
inlu going up to Cambridge to study
AW,

In the short fime he had been in
Railten, Philip bad made himself
quietly popular with everyone and
although he knew a little about Soccer,

goon  proved himself a typical
Brennan in his support of the Rovers.

n LY * - g

It was a new team that trolted out for
the second half, smid o tempest of
sheering: 4 forward line that was
charged with new spirit.

That last minate of the first half,
and the dashing, combined goal had

told its tale, Themias looked elightly
flushed about the gills, but Atkins,
Miller, and Payton were alert and con-
fident as they lined u The Rovers
raw attack had tasted blood.

“Rovers! Now, then, Rovers!™

“Un the ball, Railton!”
 Straight from the kick-off, the whole
line whirled goalwards in & smashing
foray. They were beaten off, and the
ball sailed back again, but in a second
Harvey had cleared his lines and Jimmy
was darting and side-stepping through
the Rodburn attack once more like s
red-haired fury, his finishing shot
seraping the bar with tae goalie beaten
a mila,

Those who watched that geme that
aftcrnoon wera lucky, for they saw a
new star dawn on the football world!
Loy though he was, ail Jimmy’s natural
talent came into its own, Jending magic
to his twinkling feet.

The crowds round the ground rosred
his name continuously, yelled to him to
seore, chuckled with hilarious delight as
he tricked the United’s left-half time
and again, to draw the full-back, and
pess aceurately, always to an unmarked
man. In veteran style, he nursed FPay-
ton along, changed places with him,
came back again, bhobbed up every-
where he was least expected.

The badly rattied Redburn defence,
playing griml together under the
strain, waited for the pressure to relax.
But it didn't! Instead, ten minutes
from the restart, a dazzling, tricky
stunt by Jimmy and I‘aytqn opencd up
a wide ‘ﬁir.p in the United lines, through
which Thomas raced to score his second
goal—and put the home szide ahead.

Before the cheering had quite died
away, a corkserew dribble, 8 neat
backheel, and a ouick eentre saw Jimmy

out on his own near the penalty line.
On the rum, he hanged the ball ncross,
Miller got his Lead ‘to it, the keeper
jumped, and—

“Go-al! Geall
Well played !”

The Rovers were thros up.

Time went by; the Uniteds defence
bepan slowly but surely to crack. A
slip by the Rover’s full-back lot the
the visitors in to score & second goal,
but within a minute Railton had their
advantage back, Atkins racing in from
the wing like a streak of light to pick
up a cross-pass from  Jimmy and smash
it home at two yard: range.

And then the Bedburn defecnee went
definitely phut! 4—-2 and a few
minutes to go! The crowd wero shout-
ing to Jimmy now to “score one for
himself,” and Jimmy, hot fuce aglow,
was <doing his best. For the last half
hour he had been a tightly marked
man, and hiz shoulders and ]{:ga ached
from Redburn's heavy tackling, But his
long, elean limbs were full of lifa vet,
and- he meant to break hiz dock or
batst. -

His chance ecamo less than & minnte
from tine. Tlown the left wing came
Atkins, with the Rovers' [forwards
tearing into sition and the United
dﬂgg{:gly packing their goal, Over
came the centre.  Miller and the poal-
keeper rose together. DBy a fraction of
2 second only, the cnstodian’s despairing
fist beat the forward's hicad, and the ball
skidded wildly away—to where Jimmy
raced in at top specd.

Then  from every
round the grounc
triumphant hoot:

“ Bhoo-oo-ocot, Jimmy ! .

Jimmy shot. The ball, with every
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Well done, Jimmy.
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punca of his woight behind it, hisasd
through the crowd of phayera Tie had
barely a foot square to aim for; but
that was sullicient; and, straight as a
string, the lesther Inssed post the
"keeper’s arms and nicked in bBeneath
the cross-bar,

Through the bedlam of riotous cheer-
ing eame the shrill squeal of the final
winstle. The Rovers had won their
first match.

That evening in Railton there was but
one tople of conversation—Jimmy
Brennan, the new star, who had trans-
formod & weak forward-line into a
sparkling, dashing attack.

But two wmen, at least,
discussed the vietory with
and venom in their voices.

in tho town
UGS 1053

The Forged Cheque !

L HE villain—the low cur 1"

E Mr. James DBrennan, the
pwner of Rallton Rovers, lay
baclk 1n his padded chair,

staring at tho wall before Lim with
'l.ll'qu"'i.""'lg g

It was Tuesday night—three days
after the Rovers splungld victory-——and
in ]mlf an hour midnight would strike.
Long ago Lhe groat houwse had mhpsﬂd
into stumber and darkness, for Jimm
utd the zervants had gone to bed.
tinly from Brennan's own privalo rooin
e the faint glow of a reading-lamp,

whose beams were so shaded they
geavecly  reached  the  tall  french
windows.

Cutsidde in the mnight the [aint

rumblings of an  spproaching  storm
rolled across the sky., DBut the man, 1n
his despairing anger, was deaf to the
noise, Wind to the comdort-around him.
fe could anly muticr over and over
apain in bitter whispers :

“The  wvitlain—tho
villain !

Ilis brain ached with weariness, {or
iliz dav had been long and arduowus.
Apart from. the uswal training on the
Liovers' ground, a special practice had
been  arranged, and afterwards there
had  been  Jong consnlitations witn
“Uncle ™ Nye and George Harvey—tha

low cunr—the
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only men whose football adviee the
‘Lmn'l but headstrong  owner ever
coded.

Bill Nye's words had been Nn‘phatic.

“A new centre forward, sir; that’s
what we want, Thomas iz our bost
man; he's a fno shot bubk a  robben
leader.  And s leader we must have
With one good, experienced man in
the mniddle and young Junmy to back
hira up, we'll bave the wmlngest Ninest,
and fastest linc in football.™

James Brennan - had ﬂgl-"ai:*d- 11a
knew the man foir the, job, too—Cowan,
of Oldham Athletie. The transfer ELE T
would be protty stiff, it was true, but
}ﬁadtllf;rl.lght he could just mansge to

nd 1t

“ Anything to set us right again ! be
had growled, and sent 1'Elmtm to tho
bank for lhis books, planning to wrestle
with the figures that nlght in the peace
of his study.

And now— A grim chuckle sud-
denly Durst from his lips. Cowan, oi
{Nelham Athletie, weould not play for
the Rovers this season ]

On the old-fashioned burean beside
him a small pile of documenis lay—
bank reccipts, & balanve-dheet, and his
passhook. In one burly fist ho rripped

a pink slip of paper, with lis signatures
c.-r. back and front,

“ Ruined—onded 1 he  whispered
soltly. “ A pood I‘un—l}ut Brislicd !
And ull thmugh a treacherous hoond

The cheque in his hand was an open
one, mado payvable to bearer for three
thousand pounds—practically all  the
money he had in the world, The signa-
tures on both sidez were forgeries.

And the ehegue -was dated yesterday !

Shilful, begutifut forgoerics—tho work
of u master band. No wonder the bank

had iwen deceived indo paying up!
Yet who had  presented the chegue?
He knew_ whe had forged 18 well

enough, but who had actually collected
the money ! It must have been some-
ol well-known to the officials, or othoer-
wise they would surely have made
incquirics before handivg over so large
a sumn |

The goestions clurned monatonous!s
in his brain, Ihittevly he cursed him-
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gelf for not having gone through tha

baoks before, when the bank had bocn

open; but he had beén too busy. I

was too latc to do anything now—ho

would have te wait until the morning.
Then his big muscles rippled.

*This finishes him, too!” he mut-
tered.  “Therfe’ll be no merey this
time |

Picking up the seattered paper: and
the cheqee, James  Brennan  plodded
wearily to the great cuk mantelpicee.
His fingers fumbled at the corving
and immediately a panel slid back, dis-
closing a small safe from which ho drew
out & faded snupshot.

It was the photo of o young man,
handsome, but with snmeuxmg weak nnl
sullen about his face: and as Brennan
studied it his own darkemed savagely.

*#Well, you've done it; stabbed me in
the back ™ he muthm:-:] s eyes like
slits. “But if I go into the guiter, by
Heoaven, I'll -see you in gaol first, you
1111::1:;‘:[1 Thank the saints Mary never
ive

His head went up guickly; his body
Erew r:giﬂ For a moment heo listened
intently, . then quick as lightning he
thrust papers, p ntt:-g‘m h, and the -
criminating cheque in the safe, closing
the pancl. A swift, SI.IE"I'It leap took
him to the lamp; the roomn was plunged
in derkness.  Still az a  statue, he
wuited beside the deosk.

Tho sky outside was suddenly rent by

a vivid streak of flame; a clap of
thunder  followed. Another  flash
came swiftly, and this timo Brennan
tonsed  himself and  smiled, tight
lipped

Somchody was  breaking in.  The
frenchh windew  elicked wnd  opencd
softly,

{Well, chums, yow've med sparkiing

Fimmy Dremnan, and I guess you ke
him mo end,  With rufn siartng his
father in the face 1t looks us though
there's some very hard timeg ahead for
this fleel-focted forward and. hfs club-
weakes, There are, teg; end Jimmiy'sz
geing to be in the thick of lem! Mika
st af reading wext weok's gripping
instalment by ordeving yowr Maigner
well in advanec! )
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Substitute ;._mmrﬁ_i red

to take my place at a sound
thrashing Iin Quelchy's study at
4.30, Quelchy will supply the
thrashing and the substitute the
sound. One shilling offered to
suitable fellow. Don't all speak

(Deeuftiar

at once. PETER TODD, Study 7. No. 15,

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

™

—— ]

crd

LAUGH AND GROW FAT.

d

October 18th, 1930.

ED\TION

West]

w.ﬂ_ I CATCH tha
as rajded my orchard and -mn_._-_n all my

apples 1t will go hard with

beautilul Fippins and Worcesters gons

names? I wani fto know.
TARBRMER HALLOWE, ¥Friardmls.

15
APPLES! APPLEBR!I APPLEBIII
.._H_m-nﬂnn by —I. b._t_.l m ml—l ﬂ._....“_uﬂ.._n..—. _u HE.H I guase Hm_ﬂ-ﬂhﬂ.n u_-_ﬂn.___...h _
HARRY¥ EXTRA and ‘Worasster Pearmatng.  Buy Bow
F.0.R. GO QD .

young scomndrel who

bim. Al my

FOUR LOUD BANGS
“What's That?”

GAME-HUNTING MASTER
TO THE FORE

At ten t twelve last night, Greyiriars scholars were alespin,
the gleep _u_H.-“wu just—with Em exception of Loder, who was sloepi m
the eleep of the nnjust. At eleven past twelve, everybody in Grey.
friars wos awake—and trembling.

The cause of this alarm was four loud bangs from downstaire. It
sounded like ghots from & ., Bnd wia wondered whether a burglar
bad broken in, and Prout picked him off. With one accord we
sprang {rom our beds, and made for the stairs.

Here we wera joined by the rest of the achool.

“What ia it ? An air-raid 1" asked Temple.

* Bolshewists | " gaid Coker, with an air of much knowledge.
" I've been reading in the paper that there are Bolshevists in England.
I ex they're outside, chucking bombs,"

" What rot | I said Wharton, * Why should Bolshics aim bombe
at Greyiriara 1"

“ Bocauso thoy're after me," explained Coker simply. * They
wouldn't stand much chance if I started on "em.™

“Oh erumbs ! "

“ Hove no fear, my boys!! boomed Prout, joining nus on the
H__._.mﬂn. “ It is merely s desperate criminal with a revolver—that's
.._._._...___u | In that case, air,'- obsarved Cherry sarcastically, * it's guite
all right, There's nothing to be alraid

ﬂ-ﬁ- =
T e B Ha, ha, ha | "

“1I mean,” said Prout, " that I will
rotect you. DBy great good fortume, I
ave with me my famous Winchester

; repeater—="2

“ Great pip! 2

* Stand clear, you men !

“1 shall wing the scoundrel without
compunction, my boys,"” boomed Prout.
“1 ghall put a ball inte that man with
guch awiul precigion, that——"

* Tho H_ﬂ.ﬂwﬁ E.Enmm._.u-..wﬁ the Remove
passage, ink," eai ingate,

“Ha! Fellow mel" snorted Mr,
Proat.

Wea trooped after him into the Remove . Arrived at the
head of the stairs, Mr. Prout loceeed off three lets.

“Mr. Prout," enapped Quelchy, ' pray ceass this wanton des-
truction ! Remove that weapon while I go and investigate."

Frout snorted ; but bo followed Quelchy along the passage. The
Remove Form master opencd sll the studics and looked inside ; but
met with no suceess until ho came to Study No. 7. There be stapped,
with an extraordinary expression on his face,

“ What is the fluid in those four bottlce, Todd 1 ! ho demanded,

Wo stored into the study, and chortled, In the coroer were
four bottles, They had obviously just blown out their corks, for a
frothy liquid was bubbling at the mouth of each bottle.

:.._,w_r lor' 1" gospod Peter. ' It's rhubarb wine, sir, I-I must
havo made it too stron *

“Todd | " enorted Quelchy angrily. " How dare you concoct
such o ridienlous and unhealthy boverage I These four bottles will
be confiscated, and you will be punished to-morrow morning."™

"“0Oh dear | " mumbled Toddy.

We trooped back to bed, and were soon once more sloeping the
glecp of the just—all except Toddy, and be woa o victim of aoute
opprehension, A

nd Lis spprohicnsion wes not unjustiicd. As 1 write this, I

enn boar n low, dolorous moaning sound coming from Study No, 7.
Evideotly Toddy is net enjoying himsel [

NIGHT ALARM AT GREYFRIARS

Can snybody tell me the villain's 7

SCHOOL

INKSTAINS FOR
DECORATIONS

New Society Formed

MEMBERS MUST
COOK HERRINGS

{(Nota by Dicxy Nuoozsr.—
Thesse Remowve beesta keep ritin
rotten thiogs about the um
Form, and pretend that we've
ritten them ourselfs. Don't you

‘take enny notiss of the stuph

:

they putt in their rotten Maggy
Zoeen. Thes Beckond Form are

a jolley site beiter than the | mistake

Remova, so there.)

We understand that s new
society has been formod
the important people in the wmr-hwum
Form. This society, called the
Royal and Ancient Association
of Fags, is open to all mombers of

the Sevond and Third Forms who
have not washad gines Armislice
Day. Their motto ia ** Too Much
Fag to Fag' 'and the object
of the socisty seems to be to tosat

herrings on the end of a penholder,
The rulea are am follows @

1. Every mamher must change

his collar at lepst, onca a year.

2. Inkstains on the face or
olothing are considersd & wvery
pretty decoration, and =members
are advised o ocuitivate them.
Some members, fortunately, don’t
noed this advice.

3. Every member must know
enough ut ooocking, to boil
waler without burning it. Toast, of
eourse, is done to perfection when
it is reducoed to charcoal, Always
do your fag-master’s toast in this
way. Ho loves it,

4. Each member 18 expectad to
bring s berring to the mectings
of the Association, Herrings can
ba bought cheaply of Bliggs, the
fshmonger. He sells thom cheap
bocauss they are a bit gamey.

5. The meetings of the Associa

tion will be held in the Becond

Form bath-room, as that is never
usad.

desks, Meambers are advised th
there ia no need to disinfect the
mioe—they won't ocontaminatée

you. But it would bo a good idea
to disinfect yourselves in case yoa
contaminate the mice.

few monkey-nuts, & bit of strin
and a pen-nib. Toffos Eim.._-
much bettsr after it has been in
the pookat with a toad.

B. When wisiting & pigsty
members are adwvi to tio a
round their necks in case of

“TUCK!"
Poem (?)

By W.G. BUNTER.

I lye awake and think of tuek.
dreem of tuck at mite ;
Kum._.._.u is one long rownd of tuck,

ar tuck is my delite.
When I'm at wurk I think of tudk,
I think of tuck at play.
In fact, my life is w_.._mun__u tuck,
I soe tuck every day.

Wharton's got a ton of took,
And so bas Johnny Bull,

While evvry cubbord in the place
Is simply brimming fool.

Coker owns a stack of tuck,
But—oh, my misery |

To think that not & crumb of tuck
Belongs to littel ME !

*

ADVERTISEMENTS

GREAT BALE BY FISHER
T. FISH |—0Once again I've goi

bargain prices in Study No. 14,
Dentist’'s chair in oon-
dition £L Eﬂ,ﬂmﬂuu- m__..nunﬁ__ﬁ-
mixer 1 a ve .
Btulfed Hﬁhﬂ__ﬁ_ wﬂﬂiﬂ-hméu:.
dollar. Pair of ship’s binnaclot
lights in great order—10/-.
Buy now! guess you won't
mmﬂ another opportunity like |
s for ycars

PIGATY WANTED!—-We'wnt
got a suitable occupant for one
in Study No. . Ho had &
quid from his father this morn-
WH__un. and he's made an absoluta
oo lend vs a pigsty?
PET 1T0DD, ALONZO:
TODD & TOM DUTTON.

8. A wvery pgood time iy
.nﬂmunmnﬁmﬁﬂ-.uu

7 u-.u- and toads ere good
pets, may be carried in the
pocket, together with & lump of
taffes, a broken pooket-knife, g

the goods. Yepl Articles at;

of himself already. Wil.|-

.Mysterious Voices
on Phone

VERNON SMITH'S
DISCOVERY

Vernon-Smith's hobby is eleo-
‘wieity., Last weal: he discoverad
vhat the wire from the telephona
:n Quelechy's room ran along the
seiling of the Remove .
“mithy told us to look out for
some [un, and he went to Court-
fisld and purchased a few yards
of flex, o battery, and a wire-
legs loud-speaker.

When he came hack, he tapped
the telephone wire and rigged v
the conneotion in his uwnm%m. m
acts rippiongly. Whenever Quelchy
EW%E:E to anybody, Bmithy's
loud-speaker records all the con-
versalion, More than than, it
allows Emithy to buit in.

Last night a [ew of us were in
3mithy's study when we heard
‘quelchy's woice on the loud-
ipoakor.

* Courtfield 101," said he.

Bmithy motioned us to keop
juite gilent. FPresently another
roice came through.

* Hallo—yes, yes—what 1"

“ Who is that 1 '’ asked Quelchy.

“1t i I, dear,"” piped Smithy
n o ghrill troble.

We snigrered.
“Bbut wpl hissed the
Bgunder.

' What—what—what did you

eay 1! poasped Quelchy's wvoice.
-.M_W _.‘“_u_F,,,._l-..u.u"h__H that mﬂ. Hilton
pPer B ng 1"
ﬁﬁ_ﬂrﬁﬂ_ﬂ. € my darling
Quelch | " piped Smithy.
“Good gadl" This time it

Bir Hilton P r's an
d_n_.nu_.nnn. "' What ia E_WmmTEHmﬂ_...”
“ Dan't you love mo any more,
ifir Hilton " moanced Bmithy
vearfully. "It s I, your own

‘1lear Queleh 1 2

" Wha-at ¥ LI

“Am I nﬂnE*Em_m w—mu.__n e
pjmsped Quelch. * Bir ilton,
..ww_w.wwuw did you say ! Explain this
ir 1"

* Explain what, &ir 1! rasped
~He baronst, ““Are TFon an
mbuooile, Mr, Quelch 1 1!

* Blossa my ol | I=I—=—=
Really, Sir Hilton—".

“Now then, you naughty,
Quelchy-Welchy ! ! admonished
Bmithy, inm his {falsetto tona.

“ Don't be angry with your

Study No. J. 4

poor littls Fopper-wopper | =

TAPPED TELEPHONE WIRE

Mr., Quelch sounded like an
explogion in a gas-holder.

“Man! Bir Hilton ! What do
you mean—"

“ What do you mean, mir !
raved Bir Hilton. * How dar you
talk like & love-lorn schoolgirl, sir 1

How dare you do it 1!

" A—a—a love-lorn  school.
irl | \* babbled Quelohy. " A—a
ove-lorn—bless my soull

“Are you angry, duckems ??
gaked Bmithy.

“Mr, Quelch," hooted Sir
Hilton, “ I very much object to
being add by the nams of

duckema, sir!{ I will not stand

that, Mr. Quelch.”

“Rirl! Bir Hilton| Are you—
abam !—unwell 7 %

“Of oourse I am1™
Bmithy, " 1've been raving potty
for years. Ask any of the boys
at Groyfriars, They all koow
I'm potty."

“ Dud-dear me!"” Thero was
a sudden crash. Mr. Quelch had
dropped the receiver.

Biz Hilton was spoaking like a
tiger oheated of its prey.

“Quelch! Quelch! Man!
Villain | Answer me at oocel
What do you mean by it—eh 1

“Qh, go and chop chips,
Popper,’: suggested Bmithy.

hooted

Vernon-8mith, the Bounder
o QGreylriars, pulis Mr.
Quelch's leg !

How much longar the sceus
would have pgons omn, I don’t
know. Buot Harry Wharton
butted in then, and said that
Smithy mustn't rag Quelchy too
much, as be wasn't a bad sorh.
Smithy argoed sbout it; but
Wharton woa firm.

Tha lond.speaker arrangement
is atill in being at the moment; but
Quoleby has tumbled that some-
body has been interfering with
his phone, and he ia on the
warpath.

If Bmithy tokes our advice, he'll
take care always to hove a few

exercige books stufled in his bags.

BE A GOOD LIAR

Harold Skinner’s
“Latest”

MORE BOOK
REVIEWS

By MARK LINLEY.
Book of English Proverbs,
_M.am::.ﬁ Jamsat Ram Singh
(Reademn & (Qrinn, @a. net),
This iz & neat collection of Engli
proverba an acknow ad
maater of the subject. Bome of
tha verba are wvery quaint.
“A bird F_u:um Eﬂ&..:#ﬂ tha
oracked pitchor, goes a long way
to the .:..WEEEE when the m___ﬁ__“___a
door is shut.” * Hilch your
wagon to a [riend in need.”> ** It
is o long lane that has mo
gilver lining." *' A stitch in time
spoils the broth." These are a
fow of the many well-known
proverhs which our author quotes.
A Hundred Excuses For All
Occaslons, by Harold Skinoer
(0. Wotta-Lys & Co., 10s.). All
Sl o1t Gatrates %0 gk the
[ are '}
fortunate owner of this wm.w_..m out
of the worst of scrapes. Blinner
is & master of the genile art of
lying. Here are a fow of the
oxouses he recommends : A
No, 12.—When caught coming
out of & publie-house by & master.
“Yeos, sir. I went into that
ewiul place because I thought I
saw Biggs Miner there. Dut what
do you think ' When I went up
to the fellow to plead with him
to come oub of this disgraceful
lace, it waan't Biggs Minor at all.
wﬁv.wh.wﬁ" Silly of me, wasa'tit 1
By the way sir, I waoted to ask
you a queation about syntax, ele.,

ate.'t ik
23 —When soon a
rn%_”_a?

HF
master in a tobasconist’s

* Pleasa, Mr. Toboceoniast, have
yOU ANy Ci tte cards 1™

No. m_]ﬂgu caught emoking.

" GQood morning, sirl How 18
your asthma thisa morning ¥ I
wonder if you would care to try
one of these herbal cigareties?
My docter gave them to me.
Pergonally 1 deteat them ; but
perhaps you might like one, ¥You
won't have one?! Very welll
Good morning, sirl !

No. 42.—When eaught in the
Form-room with & crib.

“ Ah, yes, sir | I wonder if you
eon belp me 7] I found this boolk
on the floor yesterdey morning,
pnd I put it in my desk until
I could find the ownor. Perboaps
you would bo kind emough to

{Continued o fook of next columin,)

WHEN I'M
A MAN

SOLDIER-SAILOR-

MISSIONARY . ..

g S o
w maan W
leave school, -

Dicky Nugent.—A ningine-driver.
Hurree Eﬂ._n?.lu. shall shoot the
tigerfulness, my worthy and

hopefulness in time to drive
all those sav and ridiculous
beaats out of Bhanipur.
Horage Coker.~Fry Minister of
England.
Mark Linley.—A schoolmaater:
It is the of my life to
man lines instead of getiing
. "It is more blessed to
give than to receive.'

Billy Bunier.—1 shall be a landed

entelman at Bunter Couwrt.

Bunter's ever landed it will

be at the Old Bailey—not
Bunter Court,) .

Harry Wharton.—I hope to lollow
my unols's footatepe and become
a soldier. Iahall go to Bandhurst
when I leave QGreyiriare.

Dick Penfold.—My cutlook can't
be brighter, for when fame
my merit booms, I hope to be
a writer of short epitaphs for
ellnge—Tha ip Wharto

Gosling.—That yo ri o
has nn_mrwn_ Eﬂiﬂ_ﬁu Wwﬂﬂ to be
when I get old. Well, if I nww
vary much older, 1 want to
doad.

Alonzo Todd.~—A missionary to the
cannibal islande. I am wery
tender, and they tell ma that
the cannibale like tender mis-
Blonaries.

Frank Nugent.—An artist.
Custoroar).

{Continued from previous column.)
inquire, air ! By the way, what
is the book, sir T2 ;
Thore are heaps of other lies,
all equally ingenious. For any-
body who seelks to avail themselves
of untruthful exousea, this book
should be wery waluable. But
there won't be & groat sale for it

at Greyidars.



