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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Hunted !

NORE !
S Billy Bunter was asleep.
Bunter could sleep anywhere,

which was a fortunate thing for
Bunter. Harry Wharton and Bob
Cherry did not find it so easy to closa
their eyes.

On a mossy patch between two hig
tocks, on & shadowy hillside in the
Chinese provinee of Kwang-tung,
Billy Bunter slept as soundly as had
heen wont to sleep in the Remaove
dormitory at Greyfriars School.

With a bullet bead pillowed
oo a fat arm, his cyes shut
and hiz mouth open, William
(George Buater slumbered and
snored.

Only Bunter’s snore broke
the silence of the night.

Harry Wharton "and Bob
Cherry, wakeful, watched and
listcned. There woa hittle to listen to,
save Bunter's nasal selo, But at every
moment they fearcd to hear the foot-
stops or volces of foes in the night.

They were tired and weary, but they
did not care to close their eyes. The
danger was too imminent for that.

They lay amang the rocks by the
winding hill-path, in darkness relieved
only by the sparkle of stars in the clear
sky overhead.

Where they were the chuma of the
Remove did not know, save that they
were at a great distance from the city
of Canton, where they had fallen into
thoe hands of their encinies.

By sheer luck—and pluck—they had
czcaped from the hands of Chong Lo
and hia gang of coolics, on the way to
tho inland city of Pan-shan, where the
Mandarin Tang Wane and on om-
known fate awaited them,
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But ip and down the wind-
in% path in the rocks the
yellow nien were hunting
4 them ; twice, in the silence,
they had heard distant call-
ing from oma panting Chink
to another.

_ They rested and listened.
Billy Bunter's snore went on with a
steady murmur.

Bob Cherry stared curiously in the
dim starlight at the sleeping Owl of
ite Romove. Bunter, assuredly, was not
the bravest of the three Greyfriars
juniors lost in the hills of Kwang-tung.
Yet he slept soundly, while anxiety
kept his companions wide awake.

“Blessad if I know how be can do
it 1" murmured Bob, breaking a long
gilence, * Anybody would think we
were safe in the dorm at Greyfriars, to
hear him! What an umcarthly vow !™

Wharton smiled [aintly.

ONE MAN v. AN ARMY!

Oriental cunning and ferrorism ’gainst
a single Britisher's pluck and resource.

“There's nothing to eat, so naturally
he's gone to sleep !” he remarkod.

Bab chuckled.

“1 sav, old bean, we're in some
scrape,” he said.

“Better than when we were mn the
hands of that blighier Chong and his
gang, old chep.”

That's so! We'd still be prisoncrs
if that bunch of bandits hadn't jumped
on Chong & Co, Dut—-" %

“If woe keep clear of them, we've a
chanoe of ﬁeﬂmg back to Canton,” said
Horry. It can’t be more than thirty
miles. "

“There's a sporting chance, anyhow.”

juniors were silent again. They
were at liberty, and t was somo-
thing; and there secmed & chance of
dﬁdgmg the Chinese who wore huni;};g
them, for more than an hour had pa
sinco they had heard any sound

from
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their pursuers. But getting back ifo
Canton, where they ha—da left their chuwms
and Ferrers Locke, was another matter.
Three “foreign devils,” wandering in
unlnown China, far frem all beaten’
tracks, were not likely to find the way
CaSY.

Ferrers Locke, no doubt, would be
secking them. But seeking three fellows
who had vanished into interior of
mysterious China was rather like seek-
ig three small necdles in a particularly
large haystack.

But while thera was life thore was
hope, and neither Wharton nor Beab
Cherry were likely to give in while thero
was a shot in the locker.

Stretched on the hard carth, their
shoulders resting against hard rock,
they rosted, though they could not
sleep. Thevy were hungry: but thero
was ne food ; and they tried not te think
of it. Bunter was fortunately able to
forget hunger in sleep. The other two
grinned and bore it—or, at least, boro
i, if they could not grin.

Wharton made a sudden moveisent.

“Listen ! he breathed.

There wes a sound in the hill-path
that wound by only a few vards from
their nest among the rocks aond
boulders.

Raob shut his teeth hard.

“They're coming 17

Snoro |

Faintly came footstops
through the still night. Chong
Lo and his men had gone far
int the pursuit of the escaping
juniors, never gueesing that
they had passed them on the
way. Now they were coming
back up the hill-path,

Wharton’s hand glided over Bunter's
open mwouth, and he shook the fat
junior lightly. The men on the path
were still far; but when they came
nearer thero was na doubt that they
would hear Bunter's hefty snore. Thexo
was at least five of thom—brawny
Chincea coolies. The juniors a0
chance in & struggle,

A light shake was no use to PBaptegr
when he was aszleep. He enored on
regardloess,

Whatton shook him again and again.
Bunter's eyes opened at last behind his
spectacles, and only Wharton’s hand
over his mouth stopped a loud cxclama-
tion.

“Quict ' whispered Harry.

*“ Groogh 1"

Not a sonn

Wharion withdrew

{9

Lis hend, and

{(Copyright in the United States of America.)



~—THIS RIPPING COMPLETE ADVENTURE YARN OF HARRY WHARTON & CO.!

BY

FRANK RICHARDS | |

Bunter sat up, blinking at him through
his spectacles, morosely.

“ Anything to eabT" he asked,

“"No, asgs.”

*“Then wharrer you wake me for, you
silly idiot®"™

“Quiet! Thoss rotters are coming
back—up the path ! If we make a sound
they'll be on to ua!"

“0Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter.

“Zhut up, you ass!" breathed Bob.

“I say, you fellows—-"

*Quiet !’

“You neadn't havea woke me, you silly
shump | I aupgage T was quiet enoug
asleep !”. grumbled Bunter. *“Wharrer
you wake me for? I was dreaming—"

“Bo quict "

“I was dreaming of that lovely spread
old Wun stcod us the day we got to
Canton. Do you remember?”

SWill you shut upi"™ hissed Bob
Cherry.

Bunter was sbout to snort; but the
sound of & loose stone elinking on the
steep path checked the snort. Tha stone
had rolled under the foot of a Chink,
and it told that the enemy was near at
hand. A shiver ran through the fat
limbs of the Owl of the Remove.

i “Oh ﬂic—ar! Suppose they find us
era 1" he gasped.

“They'll EﬂnpdEdua for a ded cert if
you don't keep your idiotie mouth
shut ! hissed Bob,

i Gh lur'! !""

Bunter clamped hin mouth shut. It
wes not casy for William George
Dunter to keep his mouth shut, aslecp
or awake; but he did it now. Tho
sound of feet on the hill-path caused his
fat heart to palpitate with terror.

The footstepa came nearer and mearcr,
Muttering voices could be heard now,
and the juniors recognised the H:l'.l.ﬂ.l‘hl't_ﬁ
tones of Chong, the scarred coolie. His
tons told of his savage rage ot the
failure of the pursuit.

Closer and clossr came the footfalls
an the -steep path, till the bunch of
coolies were abreast of the spot where
the juniors lay as still as mice among
the piled rocks of the hill-side.

“Wharton peered through a erack
among the ders, and sighted the
Chinese—scarce ten feot awany. They
xero moving slowly; staring from side
to side among the rocks and brambles
by tho path. But he saw only threo.

ng Lo had apparently left twe of
the coolies lower dewn the hill watch-
ing the path.

In & glimmer of starlight he saw thoe
fierce, enmpfad face, with the aword-cut
across it, of Chong Lo. The slanting
eyes wore burning. Chong carried one
arm in & sling; in hia other hand a
knife was grip To end fro he
glared as he came up the stecp hill-
path, evidently aware by this time that

fugitives must have dodged away
from the path and taken cover. But
to search among the rugged rocks in
the darkness was hopeless; there were
& hundred hidden nooks, and until

morning came Chong hod little chance

of finding the “foreign devils™ he

sought. :
But a sound would have drawn him

upon them, and they stilled their
breathing. In the silence it scomed to
the juniors that they ecould henr the
beating of their own heorts; it secemed

ti;o them that the keen-eyed Chinks must
ear.

But Chong heard nothing, and the
theee yellow men passed on up the
winding path into the gorgo where the
fight with the Ghinese bandiis had taken
place. They disappeared, and all was
silent again.

Harry Wharton breathed hard.

“They're gone "'

“What about making o break?’’ mut.
tered Dob.

“There’s two of them left below
watching the path, No doubt about
that, 'ﬁm}‘ know we'ro not far away.
If we follow the path down the hill we
walk inte their hands.” .

“Tf we wait hera till morning they've
got us” -

“I know! We've got to clear, but
we ean't follow the path; we've got to
give it a wide berth.”

Bob Cherry  stared round in  the

loom, broken by the glimmer of star-
ﬁght. Wild and rugged hillside sur-
rounded the juniors—rough, shagey,
trackless. Tt was likely to be rough
going if they kept away from the hill-
path cut in tho stecp ascent, barred
with steps of granite slabs. But any
chance was better than tho cortainty of
falling into the hands of the enomy.

He rose and stretched himscli.

! Botter get Fuing,” he said.

“I say, vou fellowg—-""

“Get up, Bunter!"'

“I'm tired.””

“Get up, yvou fat duffer "

“I'm hungry.”

“Fathead! We've.got to get & move
on whila thoze Chinks are at a distance,
If they should hear uwe—"

Billy Bunter groaned and dragged
himsc!f to his feet.

* Keep your poecker up, old fat bean,”
snid BUE Chorry l;.'rrtL*:-:.:rr.mlgjunfg':l&l;.I We'll

et somewhere—some time ! Never say
io 1"

“Dh dear ! o :

And they started, picking their way
ammlﬁ‘ rongh  rocks and clinging
Lrambles, blind to what might Lo
before them, but satisfied that every
step was taking them, at least, farther
and farther away from the cnemies who
wors hunting them,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

The Man with the Begging-Bowl !

BANK NUGENT starcd from tho
F window of the ko-tang in the
house of YWun Chung Lung, ab
Canton, into the wide gardens
glimmering under sparkling stars. His
face wos white and set, his hands
clenched.

Coloured lanterns lighted the hall,
dusky in its corners, and gleamed on
the many hues of precicus jars, from
which cramumed rosc-leaves distilled a
sweet, lingering ecent, '

Johnny Bull was moving to and fro
rostlessly. Hurree Jamset Hom Singh
leaned on the window near Frank, his
dusky face troubled. Lattle Wun Lung,
the Chincse junior of Greyfrinrs, sat on
a low stool—silent, motionless, his ivory
faco expressing little or nothing. But
the others understood that their
Chinese chum was fecling very keenly
the disaster that had overtaken his
fricnds.

INone of the juniors was spesking.
They had discussed the matter again
and again, but discussion was futile.
IHarry Wharton and Bob Cherry and
Bunter had fallen into the hands of the
agents of Tang Wang; they bad been
stolen away from Canton, and venished
into the mrsterious interior of China.
No fellow there would have hesitated
to risk his life or to give his life to
rescue thom—and they wore powerless.

All their hope of sccing their friends
u%ruin centred in Ferrers Locke,  Yet
what could even the celebrated Baker
Street detective do?

By that timo they knew the three
prisoners were far  owayv—probably
neross the hills that lav to tEa west,

Tue Magxer Liprany.—No. 1,184.
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for there was little doubt that they were
being taken to Pau-shan, the eity where
the 3Mandarin Tang Wang was all-

powerful.
Pursuit—-even had there been force
availuble for it—was hopeless, or

seeined so; for there were a dozen
routes to the west, and Chong might
have taken any one of them.

Yet to remain idle in Canton while
their friends were carried farther and
farther away from them was bitter and
galling; it was too bitter to be cndured,
And XNugent and Johnny Dull and
Hurree Swgh felt that they could not
stick it out for long. f it meant
death to follow the way their friends
had gone, still they had to follow. The
attempt might be insanity, but 1t was
better than waiting in idlencss while
their chums were cruelly done to death.
And it was only their respect for
Forrers Locke—their faith in him—that
still held the three juniors in the house
of Wun.

Locke had some plan, though they
did not know what it was. They won-
dored what it was without being able
to gugss,

I'ronk Nugent turned from tho
:iu:]'[uw at last; his hands were clenched

ard.

"I ean't stand this, you chaps!" he
saicl in a low, husky voice. 'Wa can't
elick here and wait—wo can’tl” _

“Juzt what I was thinking,” =said

Johnny  Bull, “Bink or awim
logether”

“The esteemed Locke has told ns te
wait, my absurd chums,” murmured
Hurree Jamset Ham Bingh.

“What's  the good ¥’ muttered
Nugent,

*Iellers Locke plenty elever johnny,”
murmured Wun Lung.  “P'laps he
bratee Tang Wang ailee light.” .

“Tocke's. up against it now I said
Frank. “What ean he do? Tang
Wang's as safe at Tanshan as the
Emperor of China used Lo be at Pekin,
It weuld need an army to root the
brute out and get our friends out of
iz elutehes,”

“laps askee lansom!” seid Wun
Lunz. -

It was o faint hope—that the prisoners
were to be held to ransom.

“ Fathee payee lansom, e'posce askes,”
gaid the Chinese junior. “Me tinkece—
me plenty sure—[fnthee payee lansom.*

1lis friends did not fecl so sure of
that.
It wne Alr. Wun's refusal of the

demands of the Red Dragon tong that
had made Tang Wang, the chief of the
tene, his enemy.

The death of Wun Lung had been
ordered as n warning to hiz father, and
Ferrers Locke and the Famous Five
had brought the Chinese boy safe home
in hia father’s house, where he was
seetire from the mandarin.

Mr. Wun, with the tenacious
cbstinaey of a Chineze, had refused to
pay ransom when his son’s life waa
threatened. The juniors did not feel
at all surc that he would part with an
enormous san for the seko of hia son's
friends.

Neither, if Mr. Wun was willing.
wonld it be possible to trust to tha good
fuith of the mandarin.

They knew something of Tang Wang;
and they knew how lLikely it was that,
even if the ransom was paid, all that
wonld be received in return for it
woith] be the heads of the prisoners in
a hasket.

Nugent shook his head dizmally,

“That man 13 & fiend,” he saud.
“And hiz son waos killed when they
atiacled us in the Red Sea comine over

Tie Macser Lisnany.—No. 1,184,

here. He's not likely to f that
now thot he has nuF frienw:l his
power.”

Wun Lung was silent.

The mandarin was g for m
to fill his war-chest to out his
ambitious schemes. Tang Wang,
descendant of the Ming princes who
had ruled China before tEa Manchus
eameo, dreamed of restoring the ancient
dynasty in his own person. With the
country divided against itself, three or
four c¢ontending armies invadiog and
ravaging, the cunning mandarin was
fishing in troubled waters. He was head
of a powerful tong; he was allied with
a8 war-lord powerful in Ewang-si,
where his city [ay; but he needed money
—more and more money, Yet it was
likely that the death hiz son, Tang
Lao, had turned his thoughts rather to
vengeance than to gain,

_ The juniors remembered the cold hate
in his look when they had scen him in
the street in Canton,

Likely encugh he would talk of ran-
som; would extract all he could. But
they felt, with a shudder, that he never
would unloose his grasp on his victims.
He would take all that he could take;
but when there was no more, the lives
of the ﬁptumd juniors would pay for
the life of Tang Lao. At the most, time
would bo gained.

Nugent clenched his
vulsively.

“I can't stand it ! ho repeated. “I'm
not going to stick here safe, while
Harry i
_ He broke off, as there was a footstep
m the ko-tang, Mr, Wun, in bis locse-
flowing Chinese germents, camo in by
one of the many doors. ith him cama
a strange figure, amazing to the eyes of
the juniors in that well-appointed place,

It was a Chinaman of ebout sixty,
apparently, in a tattered faded blue
robe, with bare feet. His face was
yellow, wrinkled, the chin half-hidden
by & ragged beard. The tattered gown
was dirty, the face was dirty, and in a
dirty hand he carried & wooden bowl

The juniors had seen many such
figures in and around Canton. Beggars
were oot few 1n the city. But what
that dirty, tattered beggar could be
doing in the palatia]l home of Mr. Wun
was a mystery,

The beggar-man looked at the juniors,
and camo towards them. He held out
the begging-bowl, and spoko in Ghinese.
Mr. Wun stood and watched him, with
n strange expression on his face.

“Wo don't understand you,” said
Johnny Bull. *“Wo can't speak éhiue:ua*
What does he want, Wun Lung?”

Before tho Chinese junior could
answer tho beggar spoke in English:

“0O wvonerable lord, born many cen-
turies beofore me, grant a trifle to
Hung, the son of Bhing, who has
travelled by far ways even from the
Great Wall of China, to crawl at the
foot of the genorous-hearted peaple of
Kwang-tung.

“Oh, is that it7” said Nugent, and
ho felt in his pocket for a silver dollar,
nmazed as he was by Mr, Wun aliow-
ing the tattered beggar to ply hia
trade in the ko-tung of the preat house.

Dut the begging-bowl was withdrawn
thoe next moment.

“1 think this will do!” said the
Chinese beggar, in quite a different
voice. “Obviously you do not recogpnise
me”

The Gresfriars fellows jumped almost
clenr of thoe mosala floor.

“*Terrera Locke 1 gasped Nugent.

“Great Scott!”

They gazed at tha hegpar in blank
wounder, His voice told ihem who he

hands oon-
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was, But evea when they knew that it
s Ferrers Locke mtanding before them
in the.guise of a Chinese beggnr, they

] recognise him. In thet
wrinkled, yellow mask of s fuce thers
was not the remotest respmblance to the
clear-cut features of the Baker Street
dﬂﬁﬁ:ﬁ’ Locke I I

L] a.-
blankly.

L-I:;[Ic]iﬁ nodded,

“I was giving my disguise a final
E‘est,” he said, in L.; natural voice,

You did not know me, and I do not
think that our friend Tang Wang will
be any wiser.”

"Oh}” gasped Johony Bull. " You're
o el

I am going to Panshan,” eaid
Ferrers Looke, quietly. “I shall loze no
time, and I shall probably reach the
city a8 soon aa the prisoners, No white
man can enter FPan-shan while Tang
Wang governs the city, without being
cut to pieces. But & Chinese beggar-
man may have better luck.”

" And—and you think—*

I hope!” said Locke quietly.

With a nod to the juniors he passed
out of the ko-tang with Mr. Wun, o be
conducted sway & secret door Irom
the goardens. The juniors were left in
silence. There was hope in their hearts
now; but it was hope mingled with
doubt and dread. For well they knew
that in going to the city of the man-
darin, in faraway Kwang-si, the Baker
Btreet detective was going into deadly
peril—into the very jaws of the tiger.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Lost In China !

ié H desr*
O 5 er
* Benst |*

“Buck up, Bunterl”

s

i ntor ned deeply, ms Lo
trailed heavily ﬂ . Thefiy wWas no
doubt that the Owl of the Remove was
tired and sleepy, and very, very hungry.
And when Billy Bunter suffered he was
not the fellow to leave the world in
ignoranco of the fact. :

How many miles they had tramped
E?Er thf Eﬂgh hfl!:h the three juniors

1d no OW. a ing was hard
the darkness like a cl%c:k,zin gpite of
the brightness of the stars, All around
them was silent, dark, desolate, and it
was impossible to guees in which diree-

they were ing—north, eouth,
cast, or west. Heverel times, barren as
the hills seemed, they hed come upon
patches of cultivation—littls Helds ter-
raced out of the hillside. Onee a savage
dog had barked at them, and had been
driven off with stones. But of eny
human inhabitant they saw no sign.

Wharton and Bob Cherry were bone-
weary ; but they helped Bunter betwien
them. Dawn—the early dawn of
Kwang-tung—was not far away, and
they were anxicus to put ms grest o
distance as possible between themmelves
and Chong Lo before daylight came.
For that &mng_wauhi bunt them with
the deadly persistence of a tiger, they
had no doubt. It might cost him his
head to report to Tang Wanti that they
had escaped. More likely than not it
was a matter of life or death with the
scarred coolie.

Many miles, at least, they had
covered, they were sure of that, 3o far
aa they could, they had followed a
desconding direction, heping to get back
to the ins. But they were still n
the tangled hills, when Billy Bunter,
with & deep groan, sank down on =a
rock and refused to take another steg,

repeated Nugent

tion
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Far away in the east, the direction
of Canton and Hong Eong and the
China Zes, ywas o pale glimmer, Lerald-
ing the dawn,

¥ W43 DEAT,

“3 aa‘r, you fellowa," moaned Bunter,
“it's wll up! I can't go on! Leave &
fellow alone.™

* Another mile—" o

“Why mnot say wenother million
miles?* asked Bunter with anguished
sarcasm, “I've walked my legs off.
We've done about {twenty miles
already.”

“Not more than two ror three, I
think.*

“RLSELI:M 1d chap——-

L E3 rn* ﬂ_ ik

“QOb, shut up, and let a fellow rest!”

“Do you want us to go on without
yout" doemanded Bob Cherry.

Bui_even that [ailed to move Bunter,
He elid down to the foot of the rock
and stretched out his fat limbs.

“Do!" he said bitterly. “It would
be like you!l Desert me, after all I've
done- for you! Just your sort!”

"“You benighted ass!”

* Beast ¥

Wharton and Bob exchanged hopeless
looks, hey were worn down with
fatiguc and want of sleap, but they were
still capable of further c¢fioris, Bunter,
no doubt, cculd bave made another
effort; but he had made up his fab
mind that he woan't going to. He

illowad his head on his arm, and closed

is eyes behind his spectacles.

“Look here,
at last,

Bnorel

“You frabjous ow] |

Pnore 1

s ‘ ¥ ¥ ‘r;";,
[ L2 ;:r"‘l'*,. i'.-. ﬁ"?r .-"'..r_. " %
a -i-.* I'* b * e, i
’ !
i

‘mile.

Bunter——* gaid Harry on

.-'

Y

/)
1
Billy Bunter was fast aslcep.

“Oh crumbs!” said Bob Cherry.
“Well, we can't carry him, and I sup-
pose we can't roll him down the hill
like a barrel. After all, I don't think
I could have done more than another
Let's take = rest.”

“ Nothing else for it,” agreed Harry.

A rest was welcome enough to the
two weary juniors, though they would
have been glad to put a greater dis-
tance between themselves and  the
Chinks. They sat down, leaning on
rough rock, and closed their eyes,
Until daylight came they were hidden
from sight unless & searcher should
actually sturoble on them, and they
ached for sleep. In less than a minute
they were sleeping as soundly ss Billy
Bunter.

Dawn came from the cast in a rosy
glow., The shadows rolled away as the
eun climbed higher in a blue sky. It
was the warmth on his face that
awakened Harry Wharton at last, and
he sat up end rubbed his eyesz rather
dizzily.

" f;, my hat !* he ejaculated.

The sun was high now in a cloudless
sky=—the sunny esky of KXwang-tung.
Evidently it was long past dawn.

Wharton rese to s feet and looked
about him. Bob Cherry awcke at his
movement and rose, too. Bunter snored

“Looka jolly " snid Bob.

slow & were the rugged slopes
of the hillside, terraced here and there
in ficlds cultivated to the very edge of

Hidden by the wistaria on the wall, Wharton watched
the wild-looking crew. JAmong them was a man of
gigantic stature, and

Harry recognised him as the
chief of the Chinese bandits !

ibility, irrigated by little ditches.
g%‘.':? were in o land where water was
precious, and not a drop was wasted,
Below was a valley extending to a dis-
tant plain rich with paddy-fields.
Glimmering in  the sun, 8 rwer
traversed the plain, and on the shining
water, tiny in the distance, they could
geo  boats, with men in them in
enormous Chiness hats,

MNearer than the river was what
looked like a collection of small, flat
houses—a Chinese village. Iigures like
ants moved in the sunshine. Shll
nearer was a strange-looking building—
s pagoda of meny roofs, rising ono
ahove another, cnch roof of poainted
tiles with curled-up edges. And half-
way to the pagoda was anotlier smaller
building, standing solitary on the cdge
of a trodden track that wound down
from the hills, It was o tumbledown-
looking plage, with red walls and roof,
and scemed deserted. Close by b wis
g small cultivated field.

Hob Cherry grinned,.

“1t seemed like o giddy desert in thoe

dark,” ho remarked. " Dut there's
plenty of people about. My hat, I'm
hungry I

“MNo sign of the encmy,"” said Ilacry.

MThank goodness, no v

They scanncd the hillside, round and
about, above and below. How far they
were from tho gafsa through the hills
where they had parted from their
captors they could not tell. But they
know it must be a good distance; they
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eould see nothing of the high gorge
where the fight with the Chinese bandits
had taken place, And nowhere was &
sign of the scarred coolio and his erew
in scarch of them.

“We've got clear of that gang,” said
Harry, " Now we've got to got back to
Canton somehow.”

" That’s the prograomme,” said Dob,
“The fellows must be frightfully anxious
about us; Mr. Locke, too.”

Wharton pointed to the distant
shining river.

“That may be the Che-kieng, for all
wo know,” ho said, “or perbaps the
West River. Anyhow, it's [fairly
certain that it flows down to Canton.
That's the way back, Bob, if we con
i T N

i CER AYErY FIVEr in
this loemlity flows down to Hﬁnrz Kong,”
said Bab, "That’s the way home, and
wo'll sovrounge & boat somehow.
country looks peaceful encugh, end I
don't see why we shotld have trouble
with the natives. Of course, they don't

like fmi]gn devils. But we don't lock
very dovilish,”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“I say. you fellows!”  DBunter
yawnoed deeply. "1 eny, got anything
to eat ¥V

“MNo, assl"”

“Well, I think you might bave

Inoked for gomething to eat, as you're
up first I pgrumbled Bunter. “I'm
femiched I”

“Do you think we're not hungry,
fathoad 7"

" Just liko you fellows to be thinking
all about yourselves! Can't you ever
think of anybody else?” asked Bunter.
#Of all the beastly selfishnesg—"

““ Oh, shut up 1™

*¥Yahl”

Burder jerked himself to his feef.

lle was prepared teo Eo on sleeping—
but for the urgings of the inner Bunter.
Bunter had a feeling as if he had not
entcn for weeks, At the present moment
he could have eaten and relished the
snails and frogs he had disdained in the
house of Mr. Wun, :

He blinked round him in the sunshine
through his big spectacles.

“Well, where are we going to geb
any grub?* he asked. :

‘" Echo answers whera?' said th.

“If you fellows think you're gomg to
astarve me—"

“Oh, cheese it 1"

Bunter snorted nantly. Wharton
and Bob, watchin 'Iﬁn s valley below
them, consulted. a first necessity was
to get food; the zecond, to find their
way beck to Cantom. Neither seemed
easy. They would have preferred,
it been possible, to ateal quietly through
the countryside wumeeen by ths in-
habitants, but that evidently was impos-
pible. As soon as they came down from
the hills—indeed, before—they would be
under many eyes. But they wera aware
that Chinese peasants were an extremely
peaceabls race, except when excited by
anti-foreign feeling, and they hoped, at
least, to meet with no hostility.

From where they stood they could
pick out a path that led down into the
valley, and after a few minutes’ discus-
gion they decided to follow it and chanece
their luck. There was, 1n
elee to ba done unless they
farmish on the barren hillside.

“We'll stop st that lonely hounse
first,” said Harry, with a gesture
towards the red building isolated from
pll others. “We may get food there;
ood, aoyhow, we can test what the
inhabitants are like. Bo long as wo keep

¥
wera to
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clear of & Co. I don’t sce why
should cut u&rustjr.”

still had the Chiness knife

that had belon to Chong Lo, and as

& precaution they cut two stout cudgels

fram & thicket. Then the koife was
hidden from aigitt. and with the cudgels
in  their they started. Billy

Bunter rolled after them.
Near s the little red building looked

in the clear air, it was a distance
down into the ulieg, ey followed
the path, and as they descended the

cultivation grew thicker sbout them,
and they mighted several huge-hatted
ni:l.[m {;hqts in the fields, h&ﬁbﬂ
work. inese peasant is pro
the hardest worker in the wnp;id. ;‘;
& country teeming with an immense
populaticn, millions of them always on
he very edge of subsistence, there in
little room for loafteg or ing,. Im
Chins, as in most countries, the hardest
%:nhgur_fnltla on the men E]? %iiitthu
; in the Bast, as in bi-
is tho most useful Inbour that is hardest
&od least rewarded.
“ Forei devils ™
Chinesze localit
upcommon  gi

in that purely
muet have been an
: " yet many of the
workers in the little fields did not
frouble to raise their heads as the
juniors passed re%v Bome looked at
them, soms sta hard; two or three
glﬂ'ﬁ them avil looks; from a few th
ad mocking and derisive glances, mf}.ﬂ
as a Chinaman might have received in
an English countryside. But no one
offered to approach or interfere with
them, and thet was a great relief.
They reached the little red building
at last. Descried as it looked, the field
beside it was cultivated, and there were
many footprints outside the te, B0
%:3 concluded that it was in nl::iit.ed.
ere was & crazy gate, at which
Wﬁ;%rtﬂn knu-ck{izgﬂ with hiﬂ mdgfl];

BA8Y, you ows, what's the good
of this place?” grumbled Billy Bunter.
“It's not an inn, is it 1

“Precious few inns in China,” said
Harry. *“It locks to me gome sort of
a temple.”

“What the thump is the good of a
temple i

“Travellers put up in temples in
China, fathead F' ¥ TR

t “Ob, tn;y h:t! Fm;cr lﬂhtrn';r:!ler
rying put up at a church in
England I” gurgled Bunter,

“It's different here, nzs!”

“Well, I don't care what it is so long
a3 they've dgot sorme grub,* said Buoter,
“For gooduess' sake, baong again, sod
make the beasts hear "

Knock! Knock] Knockl

There was no answer to the knocking,
but the juniors could BOIREONS
moving within the gate,

Knock | Enock |

A thin, querulous voice came from
within the gate. As it spoke in Chinese,
the juniors had not the rematest ides
of ‘what the speaker was saying. Appax-
ently, however, he was asking what they
wanted, or what they were.

“Better try him in English,” said
Bob. “He may understand—lots of
Chinesa do in Canton, n‘liyhﬂwﬂ

Ilarry Wharton nodded,

“ Please, let us int” he said to the
unseen man behind the gate. “Wa
have lost our way, and sre hungry.
Wao can pay well for food.” ;

Ho heard a startled exolamation, In
that remote quarter of Kwang-tung, an
English voice was as startling as a
Chinesa voice would have been in some
;rilidnga of Warwickshire or Northumber-
and.

“Can you speak Englizh?” went on
Wharton,
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Evidently the unseen man could speak
English, for the answer came in that
Ja.n%:nge.

¥la it a foreign devil who knocks at
the gate of Tin Bong ™

It was a thin, high-pitched voico—the
voice of %ga. The juniors could guess
that Tin Bong was some priest, such as
are found in little, lonely, tumbledown
templea all over China, subsisting
chiefly on the alms of the devout or the
charitabla,

“We are English!” seid Harry,

“Go your way, foreign devil 1®

“We can pay for food—pay well [¥

There was a pause,

Then a bar wias removed, and the
crazy gate swung open on its uncertain
hinges.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
In the Temple of Buddha |

IN BONG stood in the ﬁtewaj‘.

I staring suspiciously at the three

Yforeign devils ¥ standing with-
out.

He was an elderly man, thin and
bhony, dressed in a shabby gown of
blue ed with black, and ragged
shoes. is yellow face was wrinkled,
and his eyes, narrow and elanting,
gleamed under bushy brows. His look
was suspicious, furtive, hostile; it

the juniors that they had nevelr
seen a more unpleasant faco. There was
greed in the prominent black eyes under
the bushy brows, and it was undoubtedly
the word “pey ™ that had o¢iased the
man to open the gate.

The suspicious, hastile look faded from
hig hard, sharp faco as he scanned the
schoolboys.

Muddy and dusty and travel-stained

ag they were, Mr, Tin Bong probably
discerned that they wera likely to have
money about them,

He did not, however, immediately ask
them to enter. No Chinese over comes
immediately to the point.

“Whence do you travel, honourable
ones " he asked,

“Wea have como down from the hill,"
said Herry. “ Wea've lost our way, and
need rost and food.”

“ Where do you go?”

“We are going besck to Canton—
Kwang-tung,” added Harry, giving the
city its Chinese name, which is the same
as that of the province of which it is
the capital. ;

“You are far from the city now,
estimable one ¥ gaid Tin Bong.

“Yeg; wo have lost our
Wharton
evil-looking maon that they were escap-
inﬁ from cnemies, .

I have little food to offer I said the
recluse. “But you may enter and rest,
if it please your honourable greatness.”™

Ha stepped aside, and the juniors
entored the little ecourtyard. fora
thém wae the open doorway of the red
badding.

Pin Bong made them a gesturs to pass
in, and tge:r went into the building.
They wero glad to see the gate closed
behind them. If Chong and his gang
camo that way, they were out of sight

DowW.

They found themselves in a bare,
dismal room, furnished by little mors
than & couple of orazy benches and a
chest. At the farther end was a cur-
tained shrine, doubtless that of some

~—though whether this man was
uddhist or Taoist or any other kind of
“jst,” they did not know. .

“1 have little,” repeated Tin Bong.
M Bince war came on the land, the offer-
ings are- few, It is not many moona

WAY

had no intention of telling this

sinoe the soldiers were hers bumming
and pillaging. And what the scldiers
leave in a country is taken by the
robbors.™

Wharton looked at him eoriously.

“XYou speak very good English, sirl”
he said.

Tin Bong smiled, a smile that was
more like a ancer.

“I lived many years with a top-side
white joss-man,” he answered. “For
him I interpreted to the people™

The juniors were aware that miscion-

aries were called “joss™ men b% the
Chinege; the mnative idols eing
“ josses.™

7

“But when the soldiers came, they
killed him. And the people rejoiced.”

The juniors were silent. Tin Bon
made o gesture towards a bench, an
they sat down,

He began to prepare a meal of vege-
tables and boiled millet, It was aol
appetising, buf it was very welcome to
the thres hungry oolboys. He gave
them tho food in earthen bowls, with
chopsticks to eat it with, Billy Bunter
tucked in industriously. He would
have liked something mere savoury;
but anything of an edible nature was
welcome to Billy Bunter., He emptied
hiz bowl and asked for more.

- —-—I— -

GREYFRIARS
CORRESPONDENTS

No. 15.
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Although our clever .r
Greyfriars rhyme- il
ster sympathises at Wl

the present moment 1J

with the wunfortun- 1Y
ate Wun Lung, he [}
cannot refrain from
his usual leg-pull . . .
which be trusts will

TAREFE the peén and the inkee
To writce to you, Cousin Ching;

meet with vyour
approval.

l I acralchied my headee and tinkee

How I can tzplain everyling.

I want to unfoldee Lhe story
How little Wun Lung did aspiré
To cover himself with much glory,
And makee all Greyfriars admire.

To makee my schoolfeliows happy
I give them o wonderful feast,
Invitee Bab Cherry (good chapeel)
And fat Billy Bunier (o beast!)
And Wharton and Nugeént and TFoddy,
Ard Inky and Brownéy end Bull;
I'd fikee to ask everybody,
Byt study alréady chock-full!

You Enow how we cooked in Olinag,
What mvoury dishes we make?
Phey temptee the palate far finer
Than plain English ehopce or steak.
So Ldlle Wun Fung set to workee
And makce g wonderful pie,;
Far nieer than chickee or turkey,
Or pigpy that English folk fry!

I servee the pie, with o Rourish, ]
And say to my guests, ** Tuckeée inl

You needee o feedee fo nourish,
Or else you become welly thint”

Fat Runtcr, ke sy, * This ¢z ripping
He passee lis platee for more;

And then I ace Bob Cherry slipping,
With facce all white, to tke floor!

“Oh dear! Oh, the anguizsh!™ he
JroEnee.
"' poisoned, you keathien Chineel”
Then Dunter, ke give a deep monnee,
And crawl fo the nearest selfee,
Then Toddy leapee up, looking Hunnish,
And shakee hiz fistee at me,
And threnten fo punchee and punish,
Sg little Wun Lung foreed fo fleel

My guests stagger off Lo the sanny,
Complainee of painee that Kl

The malron, ¢ charming old graoany,
Producee ¢ powerful mll,

And when they return, Wack as thunder,
They swmitee Wun ZLFunp Jip and

thigh;

And lrave fim, dear eonsin, fo wonder

Why Englizh no ikee NAT PIE!

“You were interpreter to an English
missionary I exclaimed Harry.

“That ia the truth, born-beflore-me.”

" Where is he now 1"

“The soldiers ecut him into very
small picces, which they throw into the
Che-kiang,” answered Tin Bong,

he juniors shuddered.

“Why ™ asked Bob, in a low voice.

“"He caused thunderstorms, and bad
crops, by his incantations,” explained
Tin Bong.

*“Good heavens!”

It was scarcely possible to belicve
that the man was speaking seriously.
Yot it was evident that Tin Bong was
perfectly serious.

“Many times the people would have
killed him, but they dared not, before
there was war,” explained Tin Dong.

The pricst—if he was ?riﬂﬁﬁ'—"ﬂ'ltchﬂd
them in grim silence. His shiny, fuz-
tive ¢ves never left them.

They were glad of the man's hospi-
tality, such as it was; but they could
not help feeling uncasy in his presence;
and they were glad that they had not
mentioned that they were fleeing from
cnemics, e looked as if he was quite
capable of betraying them for & few
copper cash.

He was, however, providing for them
rs well as he conld. It was plain that
he was poor—the place ached witly
poverty.

He grunted as DBunter held out his
bowl for more; but he refilled tho bowl,
and the fat junior tucked in again.

“I am poor,” said Tin DBong, after a

Tug Aagxer Lipnagyr.—No, 1,184
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long silence. “The homourable ones
will obscrve that I am wvery r. This
is but a small shrine, and ﬁf offerings
are few. Dut 1 am well aware that all
foreigners are rich, and you will leave
something that will cause me to re-
member you with gratitude.”

“ Certamnly,” said Harry.

He took from his et two eillver
dollars, and banded them to the China-
man.

It was pot & large sum, but he was
gtartled by the blaze that leaped into
din Bong's eyes at sight of the silver.

It dewned upon him thet the man
seldom saw gilver, copper cash being
probably all that he ever received.
And & single silver dollar was worth
mnumerable copper cash,

Tin Bong's manner became more
reepectiul—indeed, almost reverential.
He Lkow-towed to the earthen ficor.

" estimable and harmonious one,
born many years before me,” he said,
*it was by the special will of Kwan
that you were guided to my door. Lay
your commands upon this poor worm.”

Wharton smiled.

For a second he had been almost
alarmed by the greed that blazed in Tin
Bong's eyea at sight of the money.
But the man was now all respect and
revereuce : and 16 occurred to Wharton
that he might be useful in cbtaining the
means to return to Canton. A few
silver dollars would be a cheap price to
pay for a safo return to Ferrers Locke
and the rest of the party. ]

“We want to get back to the city as
soon as possible,” he snid. “Can we
hire 2 boat on the river to take us
there 7"

“I have a brother who i3 a boatman
on tho river, born-before-me,” answered
Tin Bong. "He will take you to
Canton for five silver dellars.”

i ']:ll‘fm juniora brightened up wonder-
ully.

“1ih, good i” said Billy Bunter.

“Fius'!” suid Bob.

“Done ! zaid Harry Wharton. " And
tho sooner the better. Our friends
there will be anxipus abouk us™

e | say, you fclipwg—--"

“TDon't bother, Bunter.”

¥ here, I want a rezk before we
start,” aoargued Bunter, “that river's
miles away., I'm tired ™

“Fathead |

“Let the honourable ones rest in my

r house, while I seck my brother and

Il him that his boat is needed,” said
Tin Bong., “ When I return I will bring
& rickshaw, in which you may go down
to the river unseen by the people.
theso people are not civilised like me,
and they do not lovae foreign devils.™

Wharton and Bob Cherry exchanged
glances of satisfaction. illy Bunter
was 6till guzzling.
 "We dropped into the right shop this
time, old man,” said Bob, “(o uﬁmm]*
Mr. Tin Bong, and we’ll wait here.”

'Tin Bong kow-towed again,

“Let the cstimable onos rest,” he zaid,
*This poor hovel is not worthy of their
greatness: but it is safo from the
robbers; and if any should knock at the
gate, make no answer. And with great
speed I will return and take you to my
brother's boat.”

“Good I

At‘te‘r another elaborate kow-taw, Tin
Bong left the house, and let himself out
by the gate on the courtyard. Wharton
followed him, and dropped the bar into
placo at the gate. It was little defence;
for the wall that surrounded tho place
was crumbling, and could easily have
been climbed. But at least the barred
gate would keep out any chance visitor;
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end the lees the “foreign devils” were
geen, the safer ¢ were,
Wimrh:-q retu into the room.,

“We're in luck!” said Dob.

“"Looks like it 1"

“1 mi', ot fellowg——"

“Well, fattyi”

“Is there any more grub®”

“We seem to have scoffed the lot.”

“1 bopa they'll have some grub on
the boat. You'd better mention that
to Ping Pong, or whatever hia name is
—i{'s important! I may as well have a
na‘g: You fellows shut up, will youi"

illy Bunter atretched his fat limbs
on the priest’s sleeping-mat. His enore
was soob rumbling through the little
building,

Tho other two juniors went out into
the little courtyard, whera they sat
down under a rather skinny-looking
bapyan tree. There was nothing to do
but to wait for the return of 1'in Bong;
and they waited anxiously.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Upper Hand !
THE sun blazed down in the little

courtyard. It was past noon
now, and hot and drowsy. An
hour had pasded since Tin Bon
had departed; and Wharton snd Bo
wandered how long it would be before
he returned. b leaned his head back
on the trunk of the banyan, closed his
eyes, and dozed in the heat. The ca
tain of the Remove remained wide
awakeo,
In spite of his satisfaction at the bar.
ain that had been made with Tin
long, there was a half-conscious mis-
giving in his breast. The man looked
o rogue; and he was obvicms
extremely poor, and the greed in his
eyes at tho sight of the silver dollars
haunted Wharton's mind. And what he
had teld the juniors had not increased
Wharton's faith in bhim. He had been
interpreter to a “joss" man; which
showed pretty conclusively that he was
not a believer in the pative gods.
Likely enough, he had pretended to be
a convert, for the sake of what ho could
got out of the * joea ¥ man—like a
many unscrupulous Chinese. Now he
was zome sort of a priest dwelling in a
native shrine, living on the offerings of
the superstitious earants—eovidently
with his tongue in hia cheek.

Poszibly he was not a priest at all,
but some adventurer who had found tho
lace deserted and settled down in it,
imposing on the eredulity of the simple
country people. The juniors had not
been long in China, but they knew that
it was o land of the humbug that goes
hand-in-hand with foolish superstitions.

Wharton had heard from Ferrers
Locke, that most of the poor priests
dwelling in the little waysido shrines,
were simiple and generally bonest men.
But thera were a good many exceptions;
and there was no doubt in his mind
that Tin Dong was one of the excep-
tions, The man locked a rogue—and a
grecdy and unserupulovs rocue,

Had he known of Chong Lo and the
Mandarin Tang Waag, Wharton could
not doubt that Tio Bong would have
betraycd his guests into tho hands of
their enemics,

Fortunately, he knew nothing: the
tchoolboys were, to him, simply three
foreign dovils who had fﬂ-ﬂlliﬂh?’]’ wan-
dered from the city, and lost themselves
in the country. It was, fortunately, not
in_his power to betray them.

But was there something elea up hia
gleeve? If he returned with a rieck-
shaw to teke them down to the river,
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to & boat that would carry them back
to Canton, ihe juniors camu inly were
in great luck. T WAS DO reason
why he should not act in good faith,
for a just ment; except for the
roguery that Wharton had read in his

'E'I'uﬂ-

Bug if he came back, not with a rick-
shaw, but with a mob of Chinesal
knew the juniors had money; and he
looked the kind of zann to hesitate at
little for money. What was a
suny to the English schoolboys was a
fortune to the dweller in that tumble-
down house, Even their watches repre-
sented a larger sum than, probably, he
received in a whole year in offerings
at hia shrine,

Wharton was deeply uneasy.

Ho was on the horps of s dilemma,
Prudence seemed to counsel him ta get
out while the going was good, withous
waiting for the return of tho China-
man. Yet by doing so he might be
turning his back on a sure chance of
getting boack to his friends at Canton,

Footsteps possed on the road; and
Wharton listened to them. His heart
gave a beat, as the steps stocpped out-
side the gate.

There was a knock.

It awakened Bob Cherry from his
doze, and he sat up. Wharton put his
fingor on his lips

ob's eyes met his, startled |
Knock !

It came loudly, sharply, impsatiently.
“That's not in Bnngjmmn back i**
whispered Bob. * Anyhow, if it is, waik

till he calls out.”

Wharton shook his head. He was
sure that it was not Tin Bong.

Bob’s lips puckered in a ailent whistle,

“Chong ¥ he breathed.

“1 shouldn't wonder ! Listen|”

Enock !

The knocking at the gate echoed
through the gnclosure, and through the
little temple. If it awakened Bunter,
and he came out—— But it was nDob
likely to awaken Buntor.

Wharton and Bob sat very still, It
might only be tome wayfarer, knocking
for admittance to the shrine. «If o, he
was likely to t?a“ on, when the priest
did not open the gate.

Kunock, knock |

The knocking came louder, savage
and impatient. And now it was fol
lowed by a calling voice.

The words were Chinese, incompre-
hensible. But the voice waa familiar to
the ears of the juniors—a deep voice,
but with 8 reedy tome in it. It was
the voice of Chong Lo, the scarred
coolie,

Bob Cherry breathed hard.

“That's Chong!” muttered Wharton.
“Thoy've lost us—lost irack of us—but
they're still aiter us, Bobl He can't
know we'ro here—he's knocking up the
priest to ask him if he's seen any
foreign devils—"

Cherry nodded. Qutside the
pate, the voice of Chong Lo wenk on
in angry tones. It was plain that the
man wes alone; znd the juniors could
guess that the gang had separated, and
wera scouring the countryside in differ-
ent directions, trying to pick up news
of the escaping schoolboys.

ey waited, with beating hearts,
G‘hunia voice went on, sharp and loud;
and though they understood not a singls
word, they knew that he was cursing
the lonely dweller in the temple for not
opening the gate. He ceased to shout
at lost: and they heard him moving
slong the wall,

Their eyes met again.

The Chinesa was looking for ap casy
spot to clamber over the wall. They
know at once. Either he intended to
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rouse out the priest and question him,
or to search the place on suspicion that
the fugitives might have hidden there
if it was vacant.

Wharton pointed to the doorway,
and Bob nodded. Bilently they rose
from their seat under the banysn and
atnpdped into the building. From the
shadowy doorway they watched the
c¢nclosure; and saw a Chiness face,
under a big bamboo hat, rise into view
over the crumbling wall a few yards
from the gate. It was the face of
Chong Lo, the scar of an old sword-cut
showing up plain on the yellow cheek.

In the silence, they could hear the
panting of the Chinaman as he dragged
himselt over the wall, His left arm
was in & aling, and disabled; and the
climb was not easy o him. But he
clombered over and dropped into the
courtyard and stood staring round him.

Wharton and Bob had picked up their
cudgels.

They hoped that the man would go
without entering the littls temple; but
#f he entered—— Their grip closed
hard on the cudgels. They stood back
from the doorway, in the shadows of
the dusky room, Chong Lo put his
bead inside, ho waa going to meet with
o SUrprise,

From the ocourtyard the Chineso
called again; and receiving no answer,
ba came scrosa to the bulding.

As be reached the doorway, the sound
of Bunter's snoring reached his ears,
asnd he gave an angrey grunt. Obwiously,
-he did not know that it was the snoring
of & “foreign devil.” Doubtless
concluded that the occupant of the
shrine was fast nsleen and that that
was the reason why thero had been ne
answer to his knocking at the gate,

Hea came striding angrily in, calling
out &3 he came—words of abuse, as tha
junicrs guessed.

Wharton and Bob sprang forward at
the same moment, the heavy cudgels
whirling in the sir. It was no time to
stand on ceremony.

Crasht
Chong Lo gave s pgasping erv and
recled umder arton’s blow; and the

next asescond, Bob's cudgel erashed on
hia head and ho went to the ground
like & felled ox.

Ho fell on his face and lay almost
stunned; and in an instant Bob's knee
was plented in the small of his back
pinning him down. Even as he foll,
dazed, his hand had clutched out a
knife, and Wharton tore it from his
grasp,

The fallen man, for some moments,
lay almost without motion. Then his

face twi upward and his black eyes
“blazed. d

Wharton lifted his cudgel, with =
grim lock,

“Keep quiet, Chon * he said.
“Try to I‘i]ft a ﬁrngm-,'E -Eﬁ’wmundrel,

{;i ;[;1! crack your sku:{l like an egg-

210,

“¥oleign devill” hissed Chong.

Ha made a tremendous effort to rise.
But Bob's knee, planted in his back,
foroed him down; and Wharton gave
him a sharp tap on tho head with the
atick as a warming. The searred coolie
sank down again.

* Get something to tie the brute with,”
gaid Bob. * We%l make him safe now
we've got him.”

“1 say, you follows——"

“Here, Bunter—*'

“I=I pay, what-—what-—-" gipitered
Bunter, o Owl of the Remove had
awakened and was staring at the scene
with eyes distended benind his big
spectacles. *I—I aag—"

“QGet a rope or something,” snappea
Wharton, “It's Chong, and we've got
Tear up that mat—that will

“0Oh crikey!”
“Buck up, fathead.”
“I—~I say, have you got him safe?”
gasped Bunter,

“¥Yes, nss, pet 2 move on”

Billy Bunter, blinking uneasily at
Chong, tore the mat inte strips, and
the strips were bound securely round

9

surs that he was quite safe, the juninrs
returned: to the courtyard to wait for
the return of Tin Bong.

Under the Dbonyan tree they waited
and listened, dreading to hear evory
moment the footsteps or wvoices of
Chone's confederatea, But there came
no gound through the drowsy heat of
the afternoon save the buzzing of the
flies. The rest of the gang, it was
clear, were not at hand; it wes pro-
bable that they were far away, seoking

Crash ! There was a gurgiing scream as the bandit crashed down fairly on
the head of Tin Bong and almost flattened him out on the Aoor of the pagoeda !

ﬂhﬁ@g'q right arm, fastening it down
to his side. Then his legs were tied and
knotted together. Then he was rolled
farther into the room; and a lump of
matting was forced into his mouth,
gageging him, and tied there safely.

He lay helpless on the earthen floor
his slanting eyes burning at the
juniors.

Ch Lo had been hunting them, and
he had found them. But he had not
found them in precisely the way he
had hoped.

The rage in his_eyes was liko that
of a oaged tiger. His lipa foamed over
the gag. Whethor any of his comrades
were within reach of his voice, if he
shouted, the juniors did not know; but
they were not taking riskse. Bound,
gagged, and helpless, Chong Lo lay on
the earthenm floor, and after making

to pick up the traces of the escaped
“foreign dovils.” Within the dusky
temple Chong lay, biting savagely om
his gag, while the juniors waited in
tho court—Wharton still turning ovor
in his mind the tormenting problom—
to watt or not to waig!

THE BIXTH CHAPTER.
The Treachery ol Tin Bongl

ILLY BUNTER, with his head
B resting against the banyan, his
eycs shut and his mouth open,
snored. Bob Cherry, dozing in

the drowsy heat, nodded; but sleepily
he watched his chum, wondering what
Wharton was up to. The captain of
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the Remove, leaving them under the
banyen, climbed the courtyard wall
in & spot where & mass of wild wistaria
was heaped on it

Keepiog  covered by the trailin
wistaria Wharton was able to wate
the road outside the gato of tho temple.

His misgivings had intensifed with
the lengthening of Tin Bong's
absence, Several hours had passed
since the shifty-eyed Chinaman had
gone; and Wharton grew more and
more uwneasy. Now he was on the
watch, from a coign of vantage where,
unscen himself, ho would bo able to
se0 Tin DBong as soon as ho drew near
from ecither direction. If the priest
came alone, or if ho came with a rick-
shaw and rickshaw-eoolie, no doubt =il
would be well. If not—if treachery was
mntended—the juniors would have at
least a fow minutes warping.

Twico or thrieo hlue-cl pooasants
passed on the narrow, rugged road
going down from the hills towards the
distant villago in the valley. 'The cycs
of the watching junior followed them
till they passed tho pagoda in the dis-
tance and vanished.

The pagoda lay lomely, perhaps half-
way to tho wvillage and the shining
river beyond: and Wharton looked at
it with curious eyes many times while
lie waited and watched. The building
had onee been n handsomeo one, but
when he examined it more carefully, ho
conld see that it was in a dismantled
state; several of the reofs being broken
in and liles mizsing from all of them.
No doubt it had been pillaged and dis-
mantled in the ecivil warfaroe that had
raged all over that region a few years
beforg; tho civil war that was inter-
mittent all over the torn and distracted
land of China.

If Tin Bong had gone te the river
to arrange for a boat to take the
schoolboye to Canton, he would pass
the roadside pagoda om his retuarn.
But there was no sign of him coming
ns tho long, hot minutes crawled by.

When thoe priest appeared at last,
it wa3s not from the direction in which
Wharton looked for him. Close at
hand, bordering tho road, was a small
'wmd', and suddenly the gaunt figure
of Tin Bong, in its blue gown edged
with black, appearcd on the edgo of
the wood locking towards the templea.

Wharton's heart beat faster,

Hidden by the wistarin on the wall
he watched tho pricst; reading, at a
distanoo of twenly yards, the gleating
cunning in his yellow face. For a few
moments Tin Bong stood on the edgo
of tho wood looking fowards the temple:
and then he was joined by several
other 6Bgures. They were men in
ragged tunics and cotton trousers, with
huge bamboo hats—a rough and wild-
looking crew. Among them was &8 man
of gigontio stature, with his right arm
bandaged; better clad than the rest,
n man with a.heavy, brutal face, and
black moustaches eurled up to his eyes.
At the first glance Harry recognised
him as the chief of tho Chincse bandits
whe had attacked Chong Lo's party
in the gorge the previous day.

Ho know, now!

It was to fotch tho bandits te their
proy that Tin Dong had fgmm; nnd
now he was returning—with four or
fire desperate outcasts of tho hills.

Wharton's faco paled a little,

Tin Bong had no intention of helping
the foreign devils to return to Canton,
Ho had lied to them, and left them
waiting in the tcmple, liko sheep lor
the slaughter, while ho sought hiz out-
east coniederates. Wharton needed no
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further proof that his misgivings were
well-dounded.

He lay still in the wistaria, his heart
throbbing.

From Chong Lo and his gang, ths
agents of the Mandarin Tang Wang,
the juniors had to fear capture and
delivery into the hands of their enemy
at I’an-shan. DBut from the bandits
they had to expect instant death as
socn as they were within reach of the
ruffians’ weapons. And defence was
hopeless. The Bimsy walls of the temple
would not protect them, if they barred
tho door against the bandits, It
scemed to Harry that he could already
hear the rustle of the wingd of the
Angel of Death,

He watched, his brain almost in a
whirl, Hidden under the wistaria, he
was invisible to the keen, shifty eyves
that looked towards the temple. For a
minute or two the grouwp of Chinese
stood thers, on the edge of the wood,
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in muttering talkt that did not reach
him. Then they left the wood, and
came down the road toworda  the
teraple,

Wharton dropped from the wall.

The cxpression on his face, as ha ran
to rejoin his comrades under the banyan
in the courtyard, made Dob Cherry star
to hia fect.

*“What—"" he exclaimed.

“That willain has botrayed us!®
breathed Wharton, “He left us here
while he went to fetch the bandits—-*

“You've scon—"

“They're coming! Tin Dong and
four others—one of them the big fellow
1 slnshed in the fight yesterday.”

“{Oh crumbs [

“We've got to get out, quick! They'll
be o few sinutcs; and the gate may
stop themn for & few minutes more—it's
barred. Wa've got 'to run for it

Ha shook Bunter into wakefulnass.

The fat junior's eyes opcned sleepily
behind his big spectacles.

EVERY SATURDAY

“Lemme alone!™ murmured Bunter.
" Look hergee'!

“Quick 1” breathed Harry.

Heo dragged the Owl of the Remove
to his feet,

“ Has that Chink come back 1"

“He's coming—with s gang of
robbers! Quick!™

o {}'IE l.ﬂ

Wharton dragged the fab jumior
along. They hurried to the back of the
courtyard, where there was a door upon
the field of Indian corn behind the

temple.  3wiftly the thres juniors
passed out into the Geld.
IFrom the gate on the road came a

sound af knocking, followed by the voico
of Tin Bong.

“Open the gate, 0 honourable ones |
They heard every word ncross the court-
yard. “It is Tin DBong who calls, and
all is rcady to convey your estimable
lordships to the boat”

“The villain " murmured Bob, aick.
ened by the treachery of the wretch who,
even as he called on them {o open the
gato, was sthnding in the midst of tho
savage gang e had brought thers to
murder them.

“Quick ** breathed Wharton., * Keep
low and run for it! If we can get to
that pagoda we may be able Lo hide.”

“Tt's & chance!” muttered Dob.
“Buck up, Bunter 1"

“Oh-dear! I =ay, you fellows—
Ow!" Bunter was shaking like a fat
jelly with terror.

“* Quick 1"

The juniors passed through the ficld of
Indian corn, and reached the rough hill-
side that rose behind it. They could
still hear the knocking at the gate.

Keeping their heads low, to avoid
being seen if possible, they ran;
Wharton and Dob holding Bunter's fat
arms on either side, Without their =id
the {errificd fet junior wounld probably
have collapsed. They ren and stumbled
and scrambled over rough ground, amid
brambles and thorns, for some distance,
until Wharton judged that they could
get down to the road ont of zight of the
gang at the temples gate. Then they
scrambled down to the road, and ron
their hardest in the direction of the
pagoda.

The knocking had ceased now. Per.
haps Tin Bong had guessed that the
foreign devils had taken tho alarm; or
feared, perhaps, that they had departed
in his absence. Leaving the gate, the
bandits were scrambling over the
crumbling wall of the courtyard, and
they were swarming inlo the dusky little
temple by the time the fugitives reached
the road. There was no one for them
to find thera but Chong Lo, bound and
gagged: and what might happen to
Chong was a matter of veory little
moment to the fugitives.

Bunter gasped and splultered and
groancd a2a he was dragmed along
between tha two juniors. He ran as
fast as his fat little legs conld move he
had never put on such specd as ho put
on now. Swift as they were, it scemed
an age to the juniors before they reached
the pagoda.

Wharton had been sure that thae
pagoda was ruined and deserled from
hit obzervation of it from a distance,
and it was quite clear that that was the
cate when.the juniors reached it

It stood at some distance back from
the road, and what had once beon culti-
vated pardens, were now a wilderness of
weods and brambles and thorns.

Half the roofs of the pagoda were
gone, and in those that remained tiles

(Continued on page 12.)
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T is often sald that confession is good, and therefore, 1
l ose to atart this week's note with a confession,
ften, a8 1 Eg theough the latters ssnt to me MaAGuET
readers, I find mysgelf wishing that my middls name
ruﬁ Eﬁhmu:tt;‘ h‘fuu :ﬂm-;;mhw hn!w W B0 hl; 'l;i_iﬂ : w_t:;t Efﬂndﬂr;
udgments he gave when poople came im wi @ mod
puzzling problems | Problems are set me by readers which
make me think for guite a long time—and which make me
uite sure that i Solomon had been my middle name it wouldn't
ve puited me,

However, when you take on a job, you have to go through
with it, go I am not going to jib at the awkward questions, 1
am going to deal with one or fwo of them here. The firsl comes
from & reader in Lancashire, and this is the question :

" When s spectator pays his money at a foothall match,
can ho say what he thinks while the game is in 1pmgmaa,_ or
must his remarks be confined to praise of the play and the

-r Hd ]
%nﬁ is the sort of problem I feel like loaving to readers,
but I don't suppose for a moment your Editor would let me
do that, BSo here goes.

When gou have paid gotr money to sce a football
wmaolich, con gou say fusl whal gou Hike in the
course of the gome ¥

In the first g’laﬂ?, my riddle name being Sherleck rather
than Bolomon, I think 1 can detect how the guery arose. My
Lancashire friend hss heasrd, I take it, that the officials of the
Bury Icotball club have placed plain-clothess pelicemon at
various places round the ground, to look and to listen for the
* barrackera ™ and to sject thoss who are apotted. 'That, as
Bherlock Holmes would have said, in * elementary, my dear

Watson."

Home la who have attendod at the B foothall nnd,
[ Giggm, have been " saying thingat’]ﬁn.hnut tlaﬂ%ﬁm
of the home piua:ﬂ. Obviously, the officials of the Bury
olub think that the payment of money at the turnstiles of a
football ground does not give the spectator the right to say what
ho likea about the pln?; He can cheer as hard s he wished,
e ot ignoring the of the plai

: if somebody, ng presanca e plain-
clothes policemen, does **boo " at some of the playora, the
gn!ima can justify his romoval. The excuss of the police—

ons ever needs an excuse if one ia a policeman—would be
that the conduct of the epectator in question was such as
would be likely to lead to & bresch of the peace.

I course, Bury isn't the only place where the voice of the
barracker is heard, and Bury isn't the only place
where they havo tried to fit ™ domes of silence ™ on
to the too-candid eritie.

Mony o stor player hos been driven from this
o that club in the post becouse the speciators
have criticised his ploy

in language too blunt to be mimmmderstood, and In a voice
too loud not to be heard.

In this conmection, you may remember an intercsting case
which arcoes some time ago. Near the rails around & certain
football ground, there waa & tator who made & *' dead
mat ¥ at & particular player ; said some very ruds thinga about
his effortsa. The player stood it for some time, and thon, hisg
blood properly up, bhe suddenly dashed across to the offendi
spectator aud gave him, via his fist, a little reminder that the

tor could not go on saying what he liked with impunity.

have konown, just occasionslly, cases in which a referes has
stopped the game, picked ont a spectator who was eriticisin

peverely, and sent for the polies to move him from the urd.

Bo the conolusion muat be, that evea after the football

':.I-_a

|

i
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What's the big atirac-
tion In London Torfont- |
ballers T *“0ld Rel "’ will gnlighten
Youonthissubloct oron any other for
that matter. Bombard him with any ticklish
Boccer problems you fike—he's willlng 10
solve "am |

spectator has paid his entranco money at the turnstiles, he
has not bought the right to say what ho likes about the play.
If i::im !':'ﬂrr dma;l: m:'-atl! fi:th tmh;;'ﬂﬁi&it.iun he has his
remeay—he can walk out of the go and stay away from
the ground in futurs. But his remedy—unleas hg is rj;pumﬁ
to suffer nal inconvenience, ia not to tell the playera in
harsh language what he thinks about them,

OLLOWING on the heels of this problem of the barracker
F which was sont £o me from Lnn?:l:;.hiu. COmes & problm:::
of a different kind from a young reader at Leads. Ha
wants to know how it is, that all the stars of the
football firmaraent appear to be going to London., “1I always
understood,” saya tihis reader, * that thers is a maximum
waga for star footballors; that they can't be paid any more
wages 1n London than they receive in the proviness, and that
asg it costs more to live in London than in the averags provinein'
town, the footballer who thus moves, is really worse off,
finpncislly, because of the move."

You are right, good reader, in parts, It is & fack that

a footballer con only be poaid a cerfain macimum

wige—eight pounds per weck—no matier for
wohich team he plays.

He can't get mors in London than in Leeds, by way of
example. It is also a fact (your Editor asys he knows this
only too well) that it costs rore to live in London than in the
provinces.

Thia being so, how ia it that David Jack, Ales, James, David
Halliday, Hughio Gallacher, Aleo. Jackson, and Also. Cheyne
have all left provineial clubs in recent timea, to join up with
Argenal and Chelssa t

I can give the anawer so far as some of these playsrs—and
others not mentioned—are concerned. There ia atill an idea
abroad that Loandon's etreste are paved with itlnid. and many
footballers thiok they can earn more money in London than in
the provinees. Home of them have ed that they can,
This extra money doees not come directly from playing football ;
it comea from other jobs which are, perhaps, more easily
g;;minad in I:mt;dnn tha; i;:gthq : vinmsd.' One uﬁaf fﬂnghnliu

ry acquaintance gets his oi » week for playin
football ior & London club, audgmuff::ltun unds & w!;ulgrfug
mtﬁg::amrta! demonstrator of aports at a big London stores,
An London footballer makes alot of money doing journal-
igtio work in London, which he would not have beon able to
%ﬂl:o't he had stayed in the provinces. Bo there, you are!

lure of London is really the lure of more cash, end you
can't blame the star footballer who * falls for it."

OW for & quory on the technioal side of the gams, " Wa
N wWore pIEE.*ing s matoh not long ago,” writea a Mansfiold
roader, © when & freo kiok was given againat our toam,

just near the penalty line. The referee ordered all our

players to stand at least ton yarda from the ball, but he allowed
soveral players of the other side, apart from the man who was

§ taking the kiok, to stend much nearer the ball, Was the

referee entitled to do this? "

The reply is that the referss was ‘%ﬁit«& right. There aro a
lot of ruﬁlu who think that, according to the rules of the
gome, ali the players on the field, except the one who is kicking
the ball, must be at least ten yards away when a free kick
is being tokon. This is not the casse. The rule says that :

* mo opponent must approach within ten yords
of the ball before it is kicked.”

Thke rule dosa not say that members of the side to which

l the kick has been awarded must also be ten yards away.

“ OLD REFM
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(Continued from page 10.)

wera missing, and the remaining tiles
wera broken and discolourad,

Thick cucalyptus trees grew round it,
snd bunches of bamboos:; dismal rem-
pants of what had once been cultivation,

Such sights are not uncommon in
China, a land whers public buildings
are generally neglected; beautiful and
costly structures often being allowed to
fall into decay from sheer inattention.
In this ecase also there had been
damegoe from somo foraging party of
soldiers, The pagoda, which must gnu
cost many thousanda eof taels to erect,
was now a mere ruin., It had heen a
thing of heauty st one time; now it was
a dismal, broken, discolonred wreck,
That, however, was forlunate for the
juniors, There was not & building
within a mile of it, and not a soul to
bo scen. Gladly they plunged out of
the burning sunshine into the dusky
interior of the pagoda.

Fallen wreckage, broken tiles encum-
bered the fioor, and lay in heaps amid
the eucalyptus outside. They stumbled
over piles of rubbish in the dark
interigr.

Wharton panted.

“We're out of sight now, anyhow.
Thoso rotters must be in tho temple by
this time.”

“They've found Chong, then |” mut-
tered Bob.

“They're welcome to him 1™

Bunter sank down on a heap of bricks,
gasping.

“Oh dear! Ow! Oh dear! I say,
vou fellows, are they—aroe they coming?
Oh dear! Owl”

Wharton peered out of the shattered,
doorless aperture by which they had
entercd. The sunshine lay in a shect
of heat on the wilderness of brambles
and eucalyptuzs and the road beyend.
But there was no sound or sign of Tin
Bong or the bandils.

“They’ll be rooting through
temple for us!" muttered Bob,

Wharton nodded,

“There must be some sort of a stair-
case here,” he said. “The place has
five or six storics’ Here you are!®

_ The old stairway in the pagoda, lead.
ing up f[rom story to story, waa as
ruinous e3a the rest of the building.
Some of the steps were wholly missing,
leeving gaps like missing tecth; others
were shaky fo the touch. But dangerous
as 1t was, the juniors had no choice;
they had to got out of sight in case the
bandits looked into the building.

“I'll go first 1" said Bob,

“Carcful, for goodness’ sake ™

“You betl”

Bob Cherry clambered up tho broken
old stair in & very gingerly way.
Treading softly and earefully, testing
every step, holding on with hands as
well as feet, he ascended. There was a
suddon Huttnr:ni and squawking in the
dusky gloom sahecad of him, startling
him so that he almost lost his held. But
it was only & bird, startled from its nest
n; the yuin; Ii’iﬁl 120 floew :quealfing out
of a gap in the most roof, more
startled than Bob. .

*0Oh, my hat!” he breathed.

“All right, Bob?"” called Wharton
anxiously from below.

“ Right as rain |

Bob reached the top of ths steps.
Through the slanting round roof above
hirmm many gaps let in the glare of the
sun, shaita of gold through the gloom.
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He looked down at Wharton deep
below.

“Come onl] TYou'll have to be
carcful; but the steps will hold, Better
push Bunter up first.”

“Go it, Bunter |

# I=I say-=—" Bunter blinked at the
crazy stairs in dismay, “JI say, that
staireaze won't stand any weight! Oh
dﬂﬁ.& 1*. i sy

o 1t, fatty! ove gok et ouk
of sight.,” BEwE

“I—1I say, I shall fall—"

Wharton glanced out to the sunny
read again. Nobody was in sight, but
ht: could hear a sound of running foot-
E PH...

“ Quick 1¥ he muttered. *If they fnd
us here——"

Bunter groaned.

There was nothing else for it, and
Bunter essayed the climb. How he
dragged his weight up the crazy stair-
way seemed a miracle; but it was & case
of “needs must,” and Bunter rcached
the top at last, and joined Bobk Cherry
under the broken top roof.

Harry Wharton was not long in fol-

owing him.

A tgﬂw minutes more, and the Grey-
friars juniors were cra
dusk and dust at the top of the pagoda,

They waited, with beating hearta.

Before this, Tin Bong must know
that they had fled, and the bandits
would be looking for them. They
could only hope that the Chinks would
not search the p:}Foda._ It was nearly
a quarter of a mile from the Buddhist
temple; and there were many other
directions that they might have taken
in their flight.

Minute followed minute. Twice the
iuniors hcard the sound of running
iaet-; twice they heard distant voices
calling. But no focotsteps approsched

the old tower.

“They'ro missing us 1" breathed Bob
at last. * After all, that wvillain, Tin
Bong, koew we wanted to get to the
river, to ﬁnt back to Canton. Ten to

ono they’ll leok for us towards the

river—*

“Most likely,” agreed Wharton.
“I—1 wonder what they've done to

Chong.”

o fms-r::-d if I care,”

“Hamo herel Hark!"”

Thero was a fluttering and ﬁiueak{npr
abovo a gu.ﬁ in the roof, large
whito bird Huttered “there, as if seek-
ing to enter. It was the bird that had
been startled from its nest somewhere
in the dusky recesses about them,

It flew in, and there was a terrified
squeak from Billy Bunter as the wings
brushed him.

“Owl! What's that—— Wow ("

“Shut up, you ass|” whispered Bob.
“1i's only a bird .

“0Oh deac ™

The bird, startled again, flew out of
the gap and circled over the pagoda,
uttering mournful cries,

Wharton compressed his lips.

“Quiet!” he whispered. “Not =&
sound | Keep still, Bunter ! Tbat bird
will draw their attention this way if it
doesn't sottle down., It's got & nest
here, I suppose.”

ith anxious eyes, the juniors
watched the circling bird through the
wide gap in which the sunlight fell
Their hearts were beating painfully,
Circling and wailing over the ruined
pagoda, the white bird was an advers
tisement that it had been disturbed

from its retreat—a aignal to the
bandits where their wvictims were
hidden.

Dnu-aThmum the %ird- settled iﬁm} tha
p- a juniors kept very still; even
Enuntar st.illlmg his breathing and 1 aking

uching in the Chi

- fu
r
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no movement, Life or death depended
on the bird settling quietly in its nest.
But it was unlikely enough, with tha
threa strangers in the dusky den that
had always been quiet and solitary.

The white bird sank in through the
Enp. rested, eered abhout with

right red eyea'at a little distance from
tho juniora; then, aighﬁnﬁ them, it
screamed and rose through the gap
again. Bob Cherry made a desperate
ciutch at it, but in vain,

The bird shot out of the
resumed circling and
the ]i’ng-ndn:

Bob gave Wharton a hopelesa look.,

“That's torn it I he guttered, “The
gama's up i

“Oh dear!” came from Bunter,

T:i?hartﬂn’u eyes ghittered,

“If they come for us, here, we'll
make some of them sorry for them-
selves! Quiet] There's a chance yet.”

;}Eari " ¢

¢ screaming of the circling hird
scunded dolorously over their ﬁ:uadn.
Another sound catue to their ears from
below. It was a stumbling footstep
smong the heapa of rubbish on the foor
of the pagoda. Another footstep and
enother—a muttering of voices in
nesea,
The bandits were bolow |

gap and
BeTenlming cCver

—

THE SEVENTH CHAFTER.
The Defence of the Pagoda ]

ARREY WHARTON  looked
down the rotting stairway, his
ll:a:.rt beating, t.]li:: had no

ope now. 8 ée juniors
kad been tracked to their hidin&‘-plwa.
and the ruined pagoda below them
HEE;}EI:I w?_th fmtatfn:f]: and Tﬂlﬂ!!l.} ﬁl.’ia
ad & ghimpse of the gigantic bandit
with the curled black H:E:mﬂmhm, of
goveral other Chinese, of Tin Bong, in
his tattercd gown of hlu&nnd-lﬁmk.
and, to his surprise, of Chong Lo.
Wharton had had little doubt that
the scarred coolie, when he was found
in the temple, would be slsin by the
bandits. It was amaring to see him
among them, rooting in' the heaps of
rubbish that encumbered the floor of
the old Apﬁarentljr Chong
had som 1 1

ow made alliance with the
outcasts; evidently they had freed

him, and he had joined up with them.

It made little difference to the cornered

jumors. With or without Chon
the odds against them were IMI#-
whelming,

Wharton and Bob Cherry had their
cudgels in hand. Billy Bunter lay on
the mouldering old fioor, where the

eat bell of the pagoda had once

ung. The fat junior was mumbling
dismelily.

*“Tha ;Luma’s up, old chapl™ whis
pered Bob.,

“Looks like it; but we'ra standing

up o them.™

“We jolly well are] We'll crack a
napper or two before they get ab s ¥
muttered Bob., “Bless that beait]
bird—they'd never have hit on us
think, but for that. Can’t be helped.”

Wharton glanced a Bunter and
ahruggfed his shoulders slightly. 'The
Owl of the Remove was useless in the
Eﬁ.}ht that was comiog; and Wharton
leit him to mumble.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! That’s
Chong{? said Bob, as a voice hailed
the juniors from below. .

the stairway.

Chnnag was calling u
A brief search h own that the

%itiwaa were not concealed among the
ubbish in the pagﬂdz:nd it was easy
or Chong to guess where they were.

*Foreign devilsl I hear you, and
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seo youl” ecalled out Ghnn%. *You
comsy down along me, plenty quick|”
“Come and f us " retorted Bob.
Chong's eyes glittered up the rotten
stairway, picking out the junicrs in the

dusk above. At the head of the narrow
etair, oudgel in hand, they were in a

strong position; and did not
mmg them

scom to like the task
down.,

“You listen along me,” called out
Chong. *“¥You makee me plisoner, _rﬁu
foleign devils, along _temple. 8
makee fliend along bandit—plomise wm
big price helpee me takes you to Pan-
shan, You savvy! All these feller
here helpee takea you.”

The juniors had guessed as much
alraa.d{y. Tin Bong and the bandits
had found Chong Lo tied up and
%gged in the femple; and no doubt
they had guestioned him as to what had
become of the foreign devils. And the
cunning coolie had T:mwn bow to turn
their arrival to his advantage. The
promise of reward was enough to enlist
the Chinese bandits on his side. Chong
had convinced them that ho served a
rich and powerful mandarin, and that
it would pay them better to help him
than to cut off hiz head.

“¥You hesr me talkeai” went
on Chong Lo. “Plenty feller
here, you savvyl We got youl”

“You haven’t got us yet,
ugly mug!” answered Bob.

*¥You -comey down,”
enid Chong Lo. “My fiends
takee all dollee, all money: you
b'long to me, 8'pose you stop -

al top-aide od thess ~
h:;?it fﬂﬁar killfals .
¥

o
“Rats|”

“You ocomey

and eat

Chong's eyes glit-
tered. He returned
from the atair and
slplmka in Chiness to
the ruffians gathered
round him. There
was n mutterin
and a #ashing o
swords. But the
bandits still hesit-
ated, though it was
probably rather the
uncertainty of thas
mouldering  stair-
cags than any other
coneideration that
deterred them.

Tin Bong's reedy voice called up:

“Honourable ones, regard the words
that I say to youl™

“You treacherous scoundrel!” said

Harry. “Is this how you keep faith
with uat”

Tin Bong shrugged hia gaunt
ders.

“What faith do foreign devils keep
wifl: Chinese1” he retorted. “ Listen
to oe, boy! This man Chong would
txke- you prisoner to the city of Tang

ang the mandarin, in Kwang-s1. He
has promised us a reward i1n silver
doliars for you; and this he will pay,
for he has sworn by Kwan. You will
gave your lives if you come down and
give yoursolves into our hands. But
othorwize you must die.”

“Come and fetch us, you rascal [

Again there was a mutlering among
the Chinese below, and Whartog and
Bob waited and watched anxiously.
They wera grimly determined to defend
themselves; and as the Chinese had no
firearms, they had a chanco of makin?
good the defence of the stairway. I

they could hold their own until night-
fall, there might yet be a chance of

escaping in the darkness, The
remotest c¢hance wons  better than
surrender.

Long minutes passed,

The men below hesitated to trust
themselves to the mouldering stairs,
with the two juniors above ready to
strike @s scom es their heads came
within reach,

“They don't like the prospect, old
bean!" murmured Bob Cherry. “My
hat! We may pull out of this yet.”

“We'll try,” said Harry. “ Anvhow,
wo're not giving inl”

“No fear!”

Angry voices sounded below as the
minutes passed. The bandits were
angry and impotent, Chong Lo gritting

his teeth with rage. Tin Bong's greedy
:faa atared u(!: at the juniors, but the

d rogus made no movement to ascend
the ataira, The juniors noticed that
there were more men in the old pagoda
now; several of Chong's coolics had
arrived. An angry argument was going
on, and though the juniors could not
understand the words, they guessed that
their enemies were disputing who
should take the lead, and the risk of
< on the roktten sboirs.

It wms the bandit chicf, with the
black moustaches, whe made the attempt
at last. With & huge sword gripped in
his bend, the gigantic Chink put his
foot on the Gret slep, and in a gingerly
way put his other foot on the socond.

Testing overy step to ascertain that it
would bear his weight as he came the
Chinaman slowly advanced upward,

“* Look out old man!” muttered Dob.

“Hit quick, and hit hard, as soon as
his napper comes inm rcach ! said
Harry.

They waitad.

Slowly, very slowly, the bandit came

13

up the stairs, From below, hizs mer
watched him. As he drew nearer to thi
uniors, the Chinaman held out his
uge sword before him, to keep off the
blows of the waiting cudgels,

But to save his head he had to give
as much attention to the schoolboys
zbove him as to the tottering stairway
he wes ascending. There was a creak-
img and snapping, as his heavy foot
rasted on & weak spot; and the bandit

ve a gasp, and lurched. Bob Cherry,
eaning down, reached him with the
cud%fl, and gave him a sharp blow on
the head.

The huge Chinaman fell on his knees
on the stairway, and the sudden weight
_fi:lhng on an insecure step, dislodged
1%.

The step fel!l bedily away in a cloud
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Bllly Bunter blinked down below, and his eyes almost bulged through his spactacles at the sight
of Bob Cherry with his bent neck under the sword of the exeoutioner !

of dust, and the bandit fell through tha
stoirway. A fearful yoll reng from
him as he dropped his eword, and
clutohed wildly with both hands to zave
himself, Three or four steps tore loose
under his frantic grasp, and the
gigantic ruffian shot downwards like a
failing log.

Crash!

There was a purgling sercam from
below.

Tho bandit, crashing down, had fallen
fairly on the head of Tin Bong. The
wrotched pricst crumpled under the
torrifiec weight, end flattened on the
floor of the pagoda, thoe bandit sprawl-
ing over him. DBricks and dust fell on
both of them in a shower, as the rest
of the gang crowded back with startled
cries.

“0Oh crumba I gnsped Bob.

The gigantic bandit Jay groaning, ong
leg eurled under him. As soon as the
bricks ceased to fall, his men came
forward apain, and pulled him awny.

{Continurd on page 10.}
Tus Micxer Lisrany.—No. 1,184
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{Continued from page 13.)

But the bandit chief did not rise to his
foot. It was evident that his leg was
broken, and he lay groaming whers hia
tollowers laid him, Tin Bong did nol
stir. Whether ‘he waa stunned, or
whether the crash of the heavy body on
his head bad killed him, the juniors
could not see. At all events, he lay
where he had fallen, and did not move,
end the ssvage crew below gave him no

head.

“First round to wusl” said Dob
breathlessly,

Angry shouts rang from below.

Chong Lo shook & furious fist up st the
juniors.

‘Their position was stronger than be-
fore. Five or six steps wore missing
now from the stairway, and sscent was
almost impossible.

There was an ongry and excited jab-
bering in Chiness, and then the whole
crowd streamed out of the pagoda. The
disabled bandit was left groaning, and
Tin Bong still lying motionless. The
rest disappeared from sight.
it ‘LM: hat! Are they gonei” hreathed

o),
~ *'I'oo much luck!” said Harry, shak-
ing his head.

" They can't get at us,™

“No! But——" The captain of the
Romove shook his head again. The
Laudits might have given up the con-
test, pc:ssihlf ; but Chong Lo was not
likely to abandon it. It was a matter
of life or death to Chong to convey his
prisoners ioto the mandarin's hands at
fan-shan, The Red Dra teng had
no mercy for ita agents who [ailed.

The juniors listened.

Tho Chiness were silent now; the
angry veices had died away, It seemed
tiiat they wers gone, yet Wharton
realised that it was too good o be true.

*;::Euka @ look outside,” sugpested

Wharton nodded, mnd clambered up
to the gap in the round roof, by which
the bird had found passage. :,‘Hu put
his hcad out of the opening, and a
startléd cry left his lips. There was a
fuce, with gleaming, elanting eyes,
within a couple of feet of him, and he
realised what the silence of the enemy
meant. One of the bandits had climbed
the outside of the pagods, and had
almost reached the gap in tho topmost
roof when Wharton discovored him.
Another minute, and the ruffian would
Lave been leaping in on the juniors.

Clutching ths roof, the Chinaman, a
long knife botweon his teeth, glared at
Wharton, and Wharton stared back,
beth of them too startled for tho
moment to move. The next =econd

Wharton had grasped a looss tile from
tho roof, and hurled it in the face of
the bandit.

There was & scream from the yellow
man as he rolled back down the slant-
ing roof,

Thoere was a rush through the air, a
yell of rage from below—a hideous
thud! Loud and furious came the voll
of the watching enemy; but from the
man who had crashed to the earth
thore came no ery.

“Yos, old sonl” ssid DBob
Cherry glautl_f encugh,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
&t E
af dunirl.ﬁicrnﬁn mﬂr-lru they gone 1"

In the Night!
“Oh dear!”

SAY, you fellowal™
Treeg Macxer Lisnary.~No. 1,184,

The rod sunset fell jn shafts through

gapsa and elits in the pagoda. Kise-
where the interior was deep Iin
darkness.

*Hours had passed, and thero had bean

no further attack. By the broken stair
it was impossible for the enemy to
coms, and the fate of the bandit who
had rolled from the roof had evidently
deterred the rest from making a similar
attempt.
. Round the pagoda darkness was fall-
ing. In the west, the sun sank beyond
the hilla towards Kwang-si and distant
Yunnan. For the enemy, for long
hours, had come no sound,

Looking from the gap in the roof, the
juniors had been able to ses nothing of
them.

Where had they gone? It seemed too
good to boe true: but if they were still in
tho vicinity, they were c¢lose in cover.
Possibly they hoped to draw the foreign
devils out of the pagoda in an ettempt
at cscapo, Dut so f:mg o8 & gleam of
daylight lasted, the Greyfriars fellowa
were not likely to try that.

For a lopg time they had not heard
the groans of the disabled bandit chief
below. He had crawled out of the

goda, and gone. Tin Bong, il he still

ay thers, was hidden in darkness.

Minutes that seemed like hours, hours
that seemed like weeks, crawled by, and
the sun sank lower and lower.

Several times, in the distance, the

juniors had seen bluo-clad ™ Chinese
peasants passing on the road. Some-
times fhe passera-by had stared

curiously towards the ruined pagoda.
But not one had approached it. Once
Wharton saw & passing Chinaman
gather his loose garmenis about him
and bremk into a run, disappearin
rapidly in the direction of the distant
village. No Chinese was likely to
approach & spot where bandits wers
gathered.

There was no help for the belenguered
schoolboya., They knew that. But the
encmy had been driven off, and they
still nourished a faint hope of escaping
after dark. It was all the hope that
was left to them, and they made the
most of it.

Darker and dJdarker grew the land
scape round the ancient pagoda; the
hills were lost in the night; the little
red temple disappeared in shadow; the
last gleam of the sunset died away.

Overhead stars twinkled in a velvety
sky. DBut darkness lay like a cloak on
the pagods and its surroundings.

“1 say, you fellows, I'm hungry I

“Never mind that, old bean,” said
Bob Cherry comfortingly.

Bunter blinked at him, his spectacles
glimmering in the gloom.

“I'ma getting famished !” he said.

“Keep o stiff upper lip!"

“Look here, we can't stick here,"
said Bunter peevishly. *“Those beasts
are gons! Let's get out!”

“ Better wait & bit longer,” said Harry
guietly., “Onco we're out of this we're
done for, if they're still hanging about,”

“Oh dear!"” groaned Bunter,

For a long hour, in dense darkness,
tha juniors waited and listened. There
was no sound from the encmy.

Had they pone! Neither Harr
Wharton nor BEob believed so, thoug
they hoped so. But there was a faint
chance that they had gone. It was, s
least, unlike Chinemen to remain silent
so long.

“Wa've pot to chance it, whether
thay're gone or not 1" said Harry, in &
low woico. “Wa can't stop here—they
could starve us out!™

Bunter contributed & faint groan.

*We shouldn't have an earthly of get-

THE MAGNET

ting away in the daylight,” went on
Hearry, “It's night or nothing. If
they're gone, all right; if they're watch-
ing for us to malke & bre wB may
have & chance of dodging them jn the
dark. Not much of a chance; but it's
all we've got.”

“True, 0 King I” murmured Bob.

“Ch dear! I say, you fellows——"

“Well, fathead?”

“One of you chaps go first, and see
whether they’'re about, If—if they're
still thursj then the other can stay with
me—sea

“Oh, my hat!” said Bob,

Obviously, Billy Bunter's fat thoughts

were, as usual, concenteated on hig fat
self !

But the suggestion secmed to Wharton
s good cne, and he thought it ovar.

“Look here, that's not a bad idea,
Bob,” he said, *“I1'll go &rst, and if
all's elear, I'll whistle, If they got mo
gﬁu can Imng:-t on with Bﬂmtﬁr. .&;ml:har

ance may turn up. No good letti
%ﬂ.’u bag the lot of us, if we can hu:ig
i

“Good egg !” said Boh. “But I'll go,
old baan.” b A : =

“No; I think T'll go—"

“T think you won't ™

Wharton amiled faintly.

“Toss up for it!” he maid,

“That's fair!” agreed Bob. He
grnlped' in his frocket, and held out his
hanids in the gloom. *There's & dollar
in one hﬂnd—glum which! If you're
right, you go. If you're wrong, fﬂ'ﬂ."

Wharton touched Bob's left hand, and

it opened, empty.

“1 go!” said Bob.

“I gay, don’t waste time, vou know,"
mumbled Bunter. “I'm fearfully

hungry ! If there's & chance of getting

g8 away, you're keeping mo hungry like

this for nothing,
think of that!"

Wharton and Bob made no reply to
that obsecvation. It was no time for
kicking Buntar.

“Take care on the stsirs, old chap!”
whispered Wharton. *Thera's five stops
broken away, and the girders, or what-
ever they sre, are wooden—and protty
rntba:u.} : You'll have to climb down like
a caf.

They exchanged a grip of the hand;
and Bob Cherry swung himself down
into darknesa,

Wherton strained hia eyes after him,
his heart thumpmhp; ainfully.

The stairway had been dangerous
enough when the juniors had ascended
it; but it was ten times more go now.
Wharton felt his heart throb as thers
was & thud in the silent pagods. But it
was only a looze brick &at had fallon.

Inch b‘f inch, foot by foot, testing
hand-hold and foot-hold with sedulous
care, Bob Cherry lowered himself down
the shattered stairway. Twice he had
to hang on by his handa te wooden
supports that cresked and trembled.
But his nerve was good, and he made
tho descent in safety. He stood ot last
among the heaps of rubble oh the Acor
of the pagods, and & faint whistle told
his chum above that ho was safe down.

Wharton listened, with straining ears.

The descent had been safoly mado;
but it was only the inning. If the
enemy wers round the pageda, watching
—and the chances were a hundred to
one that thoy wero—Bob's chances were
slim of geotting through. Every second
was 2 long-drawn agony to Wharton aa
he waited and listened.

He regretted now that he had not
gone with his chum. Yet if it came
to & struggle, two were of little more
uso than ono against the overwh

(Continued on pege 18.)
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(Continued from page 16.)

odds. His heart beat almost to suffoca.
tion as he listened. '

Miguts followed minute. Still silence !

Then suddenly the silence was broken
a yell—a shout—a sound of scuffling
and struggling.

Wharton grosned. .

The ecnemy were not gpone ! Watching,
waiting, in tho darkness, they had seized
Bob as he sought to steal out of the
pagoda. From the darknesz below came
the sound of fierce struggling and
panting.

Thera was a dismal squeak from Billy
Bunter.

“They've pot him! Oh dear! Wea're
done for!™

And Bunter groaned.

Wharton, hesdless of the fat junior,
scrambled towards the steps. Hiz only
thought was to scramble down and join
his comrade, now struggling in grasp
of the Chinks,

But the struggle cessed suddenly,

Fromn below came s panting shout.

“ Look out! Thag"vu got me! Stick
whers you ares, Wharton—stick it out,
old man| You—"

Bob’s shout broke off suddenly, and
Wharton kunew that a hand had been
clapped over his mouth.

There wasz a scuffling sound. Bob was
being dragged away by the Chinesa. In
tho blackness below, Wharton dotected
moving shadows. Men were in the
pagoda, scarching for him, or watching
for him to descend. He drew back from
the stairway.

In the-darkness his face was white.
He could not help his egmrade; Bob
was & prisoner in many hands.

There came no further sound from
Bob Cherry. Had they killed him?
But it was not likely; it was & prisoner
that Chong Lo sought; and enraged
and vengeful as he was, he dared not
slav the foreign devil whom hiz master
had ordered him to bring alive to the
yamen at Pan-shan, Dob was a
prisoner, and round the pagoda, in the
darkness, the enemy still lay, watching
for the others.

There was no escape !

A proan camo from Billy Bunter.

“They've got him, Wharton '

“Yez!"™ gzaid Harry, boetween his
teeth.

“It's all up with us !

" Looks like it*"

"Oh dear ™

" While there's lifo there's hope, old
man!” said Harry, though there was
littls enough hope in hizs own heart.

A groan was Bunter's ATIEWET.
The long, long hours of the night wore
away. DBuntar, at Iast, slept; but
Wharton's eyes did not close; and the
dawn ereeping up from tho cast found
him wakeful and haggard.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Sarrendsr !
AWN, silver-grey, Hushing to
D rnsf-m:l, came up over the
valley of the Chekisng. It

glimmered on the hillsides,
lighted the rolling river, dispersed the
shadows of the rice-fields. It came
glimmering in through the aﬂ'ﬂiﬂ and
rifts in the roof of the ol uin-da.,
bringing light into the decp dusE thero,
but no hope.
Wharton's face was pale and haggard
in the gleam of dawn; his eyes ﬁﬂsn';_.r
Tue hpri";.-:::enr Lisnary.—No. 1,184,

and desperate. Not & sound had come
from tho Chinks during the long hours
since PBob Cherry had been made a
prisoner: but ho knew that they werp
still there—watching, waiting! Another
day was coming—a day without heope!
But even hope of cscape would have
beon of little comfort to Wharton; to
o without his comrade would have
heart-breaking. And for Bob there

Wa4 No escape.

Many times during the night he had
been tempted to descend, to make some
desperate attempt to help his chum,
forcdoomed as 1t was to failure. To
share his fate would bs something. It
was chmﬂijtha thought of Bunter that
withheld him. Bunter was helploss,
and it was up to him to care for the
hapless Owl if he could.

To throw away his liberty or his life
would effect nothing:; while he was free
there was always a remots chance of
fortune turning up some card in his
favour. Yet it was with difficulty that
the captain of the Remove remained
whers he was, listening WEariIéI:ar the
Encmg, watching through long

ourg.

He was glad when the dawn came,
hopeless as it was, As the sun rose
higher, in a sky of clondless blue, he
put his head from the gap in the roof
above him, end stared round. In the
clear air he could see to a considerable
distance on all sides.

Far off the river gleamed, and boats
weres moving on the shining surface,
far away; a junk with strangely shaped
sails showed over the bank. par
was the village, and figures in blue
cotton moved midget-like. On the road

asants were tramping to labour, and

o saw glances turned on the pagods,
but no one approeched. If the loeal
inhabitants knew that a gang of

inese were assailing “forcign devils”
there, they were not disposed to inter-
vene. Indeed, a whispor of plunder
would probably have drawn scores of
them to the spot to lend their aid,

Wharton had no hepe of help. His
thoughts turned to Ferrers Locke, but
what could Locke do? He did not even
know where the juniors were--though
doubtless he guessed that they had been
taken in the direction of Pan-shan.

He thought of his friends behind in
Canton—Johnny Bull, Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh—Frank Nugent, his best
chum, and littlo Wun Lung. He knew
that their hearts would be heavy with
enxiety, but they could not help him.
No hope of help—no hope of escapel
Yet he did not despair—rather his reso-
lution hardened, to give the enemy all
the trouble ho could. They might
weary of thoir task during another long
day—or, lawless as the country was,
some authority might intervene—and
in enother night he might escape with
Bunter—and somehow get help to res.
cue Bob. A etiff upper lip, a rosolve
to Gght to the last was the British
way: to vield to despair was un-Enghisk.

Look ®ms he might, he conld see no
pign of the Chinks, They were in cover
among the eucalyptus and the wander-
ing brambles. If they hoped to tempt
him into en essay to leave the mgo&
they were going to be disappointed,
Wharton drew in his head at and
sat down wearily. He did not think of
awakening Bunter, The longer the Owl
of the Remove could slecp, the better.

Ho wondered whether tho day was to
pass without & sign from the enemy.
But a fow hours after dawn there camse
a call in the voive of Chong Lo, and
it came from the cutside of the build-

ing.
“Foreign devill Lookeel™

[THE MAGNET

Harry Wharton put his head out of
the gap in the roof again, and looked.
His heart gave a bound at the sight of
Bob Cherry.

Bob was standing below, his arms
bound behind his back, his face pale,
but steadily sat. He looked up and met
the eyes of his chum. Round him stood
more than & dozen Chinese—Lhong's
mﬁ bad increased in oumber. Some
of them looked like bandits, other's like
ordinary coolies, all, evidently, were
under the orders of Cheng. Tin Bong
was not to be seen among them.

They stared up at Wharton, grinning,
Only Chong's scarred face wore no grin,
but an expression of spvege earnestness.

M Furei%\ devil! Lookee along youl
fliend.” Chong's voice, in its clear pig-
&;’n English, came clearly up to
& harten. “'We waitee no longer, aﬁr!

:Poae{l you no comey down, this feller
killee.” ’

Wharton caught hiz breath.
“8tick it out, old boy!'* Bob Cherry'a

voice rang loud end clear. *Let them
do as they like—stick it out [

Chong, with the back of his hand,
the bound junior across the
mouth.

" ¥You no talkeel!l” he snarled.

Wharton felt hizs heart contract. TIf
ever he got a chance at that yellow
brute, he should repent that blow.

At a sign from Chong two of the
Chinks seized Bob and bent him for-
ward, holding him with his head down,
Another of the gang lifted a sword,
the biade catching the sun like a- gleam
of light. The curved odge was raised
over Bob Cherry’s neck.

Wharton hardly breathed.

It was thus that victims were decapi-
tated in China, and in uiter horror he
dreaded to sese his chum's head roll
under the stroke, es the heads cf
wretched criminals relled on the Execu-
tion Giround et Canton. Earth and sky
swam round Wharton for the moment.

But the blow did not fall, The
gleaming curved sword remained sus-
pended over Bob's bent neck. And

Chong's evil eyes were turned up to-
wards Wharton.

“You sec, little forcign devil IV he
enarled, :

Wharton saw the guiver that ran
through Bob Cherry, but it was only for
@ second. Then Bob stood s still an &
status. He could not speak again; one
of the ruffians who held him had &
hand over his mouth.

“We waitee no mole!” came Chong'a
voice. “ You comey down, you foleign
devil, or you see hemd cuteo off.™

harton was very etill,

Was the yellow demon in earnest?
That the villain would kill his prisoner
without the slightest tion, he
well knew. The death of a "forei
devil” would not lie heavily on the

conscience of Chony Lo—if the scarred
man indulged in luxury & con-
ipnos at all.

hat Wharton had relied on was the
knowledge that the Mandarin Tonog
Wang had ordered his man to hring
the prisonera slive to his yamen et
Pan-shan., He know that the mandarin
hoped to draw Ferrera Locke to that
city, and the schoolboy prisoners were
to ba the bait,
It was upon the Baker Btreet detce-
tive, -the men who had baffled =and
beaten him, the man who had saved
Wun Lung from him, the man in conflict
with whom Tang Lao had fallen—that
the mandarin longed for revenge. The
schoolboys were only pawns in the
game.
For that resson—perbaps for others,
too—he desired to get the juniors alive
into his bands at Pan-shan. But as
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Screaming with rage Hung elutehed at Wharton’s throat. Then as his lips
€ar, he whispered ¢one word in English :

the cirved sword gleamed over the hent
neck of Bob Cherry, Wharton realised
with a shudder that he was depending
on a vory froil reed.

Chong’s savage face was earnest
enough, far as he was concerned
he would have been glad to give the
"“&E? to strike. Dared he slay his pris-
oner

Frozen with lLorror and dread—dread
for his chum—Wharion stood silent,
watching, head and shoulders out of the
gap in the pagoda roof—his heart beat-
g to. suffocation,

Chong’s evil eycs never left his face.

“You savey? It scemed sz if the
yellow demon read the thoughts that
were racing through the junior’s mind.
“The great I rdg,: Tang Wang, eay,
bling plisoner along Fanshan! Me
likeo plenty takee thlea plisoner.
Sposey you no comey, mao waitee plenty

long timee, takes two plisoner. ‘I'his
ono, deadee. You eavvy, you folcign
pig 1

Wharton did not speak.

1t was borne in upon his mind that
the savape Chinamean was in deadly
earnosk,

Sooner or later, hunger and thirst
would deliver inte Chong's hands the
two juniors in the tower. It was only
s matter of paticnee and waiting. And
for that weary waiting Bob éherry"a
lifo would i:r.ufy in advance, i

Wharton felt, shudderingly, that it
was his comrades death he was to look
upon in the bright sunlight; that, or
surronder.

tiuh made & sudden movement. For
& wmwoment he froed his mouth from
the grasping hand, end Wharton beard
his voice again.

“Don't! Blick it out”

;.
e

-

He was silenced again the next

moment.

. Chong's eyes glittered up, evil, slant
:gg eyes, suzke-like, malicious, unpity-

" You comey ! he jecred.

Wharton tried te think.

There was a movement beside him,
and a bullet head and a fat face
adorned by a large pair of spectacles,
w-as.f pubt out of the gap in the pagoda
roof.

Billy Bunter blinked down at the
scene  below.

His fat face was white, his eves almost
bulged t-lll‘ﬂu%h his spectacles at the
gight of DBob Cherry with his bent
neck under the sword of the executioner,

8 Je=I gay—=—"" he stuttered.

“You comey!” Chong’s voice ran
from below. *Me tinkee plent;f talkee
You comee, or cuttee off head ¥

Dunter grasped Wharton's arm.

“I=1 say, better chuck it,” he mum-
bled. “We can't get away, anyhow—
there ain't @ dog's chanco. And thosa
beasts will give us some grub, at least.”

Wlhart?n F&E{eltli af him.

“I'm frightfolly hungry !’ said Bun-
ter. “We ecan’t stick it out here much
lméeﬂ:tﬂ They'll get us, and—"

ong Lo ratsed his hand.

“You speakee?™ he called out,

Wharton =set hia teeth. It went
against the grain; yot what chance wus
there, in the long run, of escape? And
he knew now that the savage Chink
was in earnest—DBob Cherry was within
& hair's breadth of death. To save the
life of his chum—-1

Chong made a sign to the ruffinn who
held the sword, There was a glean, in
the sunlight as the blade moved.

I9

were almost within fouch of the junior's
" Courage ! ¥

A hoarse ery broke from Wharton's
dry throat,

L) St{l‘p IH

Chong looked up, ap evil grin on his
yvellow face.
‘ “E%gpl” panted Wharton.
ml We surrender! 3top!”
The die was cast !

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Hung, the Son of Shing !
BiLLY BUNTER, on the whole,

“We zive

was rather glad of tho change.

In the old pagoda he had been

hungry-—and not merely hungry,

but famished. 1le had realised with

awful clearness the feelings of peoplo in

an open boat at sea. Dut in tho palan-

uin that swung along the road over

the hills there was o bowl of rice—and

other things—on Bunter's [at knees, and
Eunter waa stufling happily. |

The change, in Eunter’s Opion, was
ever so much for tho better.  What
awaited the prisoners at Tang Wang's
city in Kwang-si waa not, for the time,
in Bunter's thoughts, Chong, at least,
was feeding his prizoners, and that, for
the moment, was, n Bunter's estirma-
tion, the ono thing neediul. And
Bunpter, dismissing other matters from
his fat mind, stulfed, and beamed over
s provender.

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry were
far fram beaming. They had caten,
and had been glad to eat, end now their
hands were bound again.  Dunter was
left with one fat paw free to finish his
tmeal, and Chong looked into the palan-

uin oceasionally to see whether he had
inished—not that Bunter was hkely to
finish while anvthing eatable remainnd,

Tue Macxer Lismary.—No. 1,184
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Four cooites carried the palanguin;
and before and behind 1t a number of
inen narched, all of them armed. The
attack of the Landits had very nearly
loat Chong lhis prisoners, and he was
taking no more risks on the journey o
Pun-shan., During the long delay ot the
paroda Chong had evidently sent mes-
sengers, for more than a score of mon
wire now in tho party—members, as tho
juniors puessed, of the Red bragﬂn
toug. Chong Lo was now strong enough
to resist any gang of bandits that might
haunt the road into Kwang-s1.

Faor the Greyfriars {ellows the poame
wiats up ! They had made a gallant
ight for their freedom, but fortune had
gone against them., Onee more they
were on the road to Pan-shan—on the
way to delivery inte the hands of the
mandarin,

If they had_gsiped anvthing, it was
that l'errers Locke had been given
timo to net. And that wis something.
"They were assured that Ferrers Locke
was at work; that anything that could
he done for their rescue was being done
by the Baeker Street detective. And
their escape from Chong had delayed
the journey to Pan-shan by a day and
un half. at, at least, gave Ferrers
Locke time.

What could Locke do? They could
nat tell; but, at least, they were sure
fthut he was not idle, rtainly he
woitld not remain at Canton and leave
themr to die at Pan-shan. )

Open force  could effiect nothing
againet Tang Wang. In his own city in
the interior he was all-powerful. But
Forrers Locke was a master of strategy.
Ee was not idle, that was certain, And
the juniors’ faith in him was strong.

It was their only hope.
Mile after mile passed under the
tramping foet . of tllm]e coolies. Every

now and then the bearers of the palan-
quin wore chan Besido tho score
of armed men who now formed Chong's
guard, thore were more than a dozen
coolies in the party.

They wera out of the hills now and
following a highway that ran between
great plaing rich with rice. The juniors
wondered whether they had now loft the
province of Kwang-tung behind and

entored the sister ?mviuﬂa of Kwang-sl.
They could not tell,

Many people were on the road
—sometimes a traveller carried in a
chair, sometimes a palaoguin, some-
times Chinese riding camels,  Mostly
the passengers were bluc.clad peasants
on foot, and most of these drew to the
farthest edge of thé road to let the
party go by, awed by the sight of armed
men. Once a party of Chinese soldiers
appeared oo the road, and their officer
ordercd the party to halt; and the
juniors, peering out of the curtaios of
the palanguin, wondercd whether this
meant trouble: Soldiering and brigand-
age are very near akin in China,

here wna a long jobher in Chinese
between ﬂhunﬁ and the Chincse officer,
The latter pulled aside tho curtains of
the palanguin and stared in at the
“foreign devils,” and then marched on
with his men. The soldiers disappeared
down the road, and the palanguin swung
onward. And a dozen or moro antas
who had bolted out of sight when the
soldiers appearcd came back to the road
and resumed their way. Any wretched
pensant who fell in the way of Chinese
soldiers on the march was liable to ba
seized and forced to carry baggage.

Bob Cherry gave a grunt.

“I thought for a minute that that
soldier chap was going to butt in,’ he
remarked. “No luckl” ;

“Tang Wang is on pally terms with
the war-lord in Kwang-s1," answered
Harry. “I suppose thess soldiers
belong to that lot, If theg_ had butted
in they would have cut oif our heads,
as likely as not. I'm rather fed-up
with China, and Chinese manners and
customs, Bob."

“Same herel” zaid Bab.

“Prime I said Bunter.

“What 1"

" “flend:d

“What's splendid, you frabjous psa?"

“This grubl” aaiti Bunter, "“The
Chinese are a §lthy lot, but I'm bound
to say that they can cook, I wonder if
that Chong beast would give me some
mora? It's really prime |’

Chong Lo locked in. He took away
the empty bowl, called & coclie, end
Bunter's arms were bound again.
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Bunter grunted and settled down in
the palanquin.

“Aftor all, matters might bo worse I™
he remarked.

HHow's that, fathead

“Well, they might
walk, you know.”

Bunter elosed his eyes and opened his
mouth. A gentle snore proceeded from
him. Fortunately, the uncertain pro-
8 ahead did not keep Dunter from
sieeping. The palanquin swung on, to
the accompaniment of & rumbling snore.

It +was hot; brilliant sunshina
streamed down on the road and the
rice-ficlds, One of the curtains of the
palanguin was leff open, possibly to
ensble Chong to keep an ®ye on the
juniors within, Chong walking with

making us

tireless lega beside the vehicle. Since
18 narrow escape of losing his prisoners

Ui’;ﬁug To had been as watchiul as a
cat.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!* murmured Bob.
“That's a jolly old scarecrow, if you
like I**

On the road ahead the tattered figura
of & Chinese beggar-man appeared, and
he had locked round at the approaching
party and stopped.

a juniors saw a wrinkled, gaunt,
yellow face; a gaunt figure in a tat-
tered blue gown, with bare feet.

They had secen a good many mendi-
cants in China, but never one more
wrinkled and tattered and misorable-
looking.

Had their hands been free, and had
any m:me’y boen loft in their possession,
thoy would certsinly havo tossed a fow
dollars into the begging-bowl which the
old man was holding out.

With bowed head and extended bhowl,
tha beggar waited for the palanquin to
come up. Hiz whining, sing-song voice
woa heard as they approached.

“0 genercus ones, kave pity on the
poor! Give of wyour compassion to
Hung, the son of B8hing, who has
travelled far distances, even from the
Cireat Wall in the nerth, to sesk food
at the hands of the open-hearted and
generous people of Ewang-si'

The wordas wora In Chinese, and the
juniors understood nothing of them.
Some of the party grinned, and one of
the armed men tossed a few copper cash
into the begging-howl,

A torrent of thanks burst from the
mendicant. He called down the blesa-
ings of the sun and moon upon the
gensrous giver.

"Btand aside, O fool " rapped out
Chong Lo. *Will you delay us to listen
to your voice of a hawk "

The beggar-man looked at him and
kow-towed to the ground, touching the
earth with his forohead.

“0 great and magnificent one, deign
to permit this humble worm to crawl
at your fcet. Give of i‘ﬂur compassion
to Hung, the beggar who has travelled
many weary li from far Shantung, and
permit him to crawl in the shadow of
your magnificence.”

Chong, spparently, weas not in a com-
ionate mood. He spurned the old
ﬁ? ar away with his foot.
way, old fool 1" he enapped.

Hung, the son of Shing, picked him-
self up, under the grinning and jeering
of the whole party.

He seemed about to back away; and
then hia eyes fixed on the faces of Whar-
ton and Cherry, etaring from the
palanquin. )

A sudden change came over hia face,

Tha wrinkled visage seemed convulsed
with fury and hate, and the sunken eyes
under the shaggy brows blazed.

“You ocarry foreign devilsa!™ he
bowled.
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pointed with a shaking finger al
the prisoners in palanquin. '

“Peace, old men!” said Chong.
“The foreign devils are prizoners, who
go to torture and death! Stand aside !””

The old man did not heed him.

Dropping his begging-bowl, careless
of the copper cash that scettered in the
road, he made a spring at the palan-
quin, and grasped Wiaﬂnn by the
throat.

Bo sudden was the action that no
band was raised to stop him, and
Wharton, with his arms bound, could
make no resistence.

The beggar was screaming with rage.

Hatred of the foreign devils seemed
to be boiling over within him; he jab-
bered and yelled with fury as he
clutched tho junior’s throat.

Chong stared blankly, and there was
& laugh from some of his men. Hatred
of foreigpners was a feeling with which
they sympathised.

Hung, the son of Shing, forced the
helpless junior backwards, his wrinkled
face close. Wharton, helpless to resist,
loocked for instant death, as the fierce
eyes glared inte his and the savage face
almost touched his own.

Then, with the lips of Hung within
touch of his ear, tha Chinese gar-
man whispered one word, in English:

" Courage I

Tho next moment Hung was grasped
by Chong's powerful hand, and Hung
aside,

He staggered, full
length in the road.

The palanquin swung on, leaving him
sprawhng, Harry Wharton lay back
in the palanquin, gasping for breath, his

He

and sprawled

face white, his eyes staring. For the
voice of the Chinese beggnr-man that
had whispered one word in his ear, was
the voice of Ferrera Locka,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

In & Chinese Inn !

ERRERS LOCEKE!

He knew it; though he could
hardly believe it. Hung, the
tattered begpar-man, was the

Baker Btreet detective, in a disguise
that Wharton would never have
dreamed of penetrating.

Ho panted for breath.

Bob Cherry had not heard the
whisper, Only Wharton had heard it,
and he sat dazed with astonishment.
Bob put his head out of the palanquin,
and looked back.

Tho beggar-man had picked himself
up end picked vwp hiz bawl, and was
carefully gathering the scattered coppor
cash in it.

Having gathered wup the coins he
resumed his way, dod‘:iering slong at
& considerable distance behind the
cavaleade,

“Pretty ferocious old Chink!” zaid
Bob. “Did he hurt vou, old man?"
Wharton shoolr hig head.

Savage and ferocious as the elutch of
Hung on his throat had seemed, it was
nn!]y in seeming. That ferocious attack
had, as Wharton realised, been the only
way of getting near enough to him to
whisper without rousing the suspicions
of his captors.
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Ferrers Locke! Even yet, with the
whispered word " Courage !" still linger-
ing In_ his ear, Wharton could hardly
credit it. "

Chong looked into the palanguin, with
A grim,

“Chince no likee foleign devil, you
savey ! he remarked. " Sposey pleat
lord Tang Wang ne wantee you

plisoner, me lettee olo beegar-man killy
vou plenty quick, wou savvy ! Ile likeo
killy you too much!"

And Chong stepped back and tramped
oL,

Evidently there was not the faintest
suspicion in the mind of the scarred
Chinaman.

Wharton sat silent, breathing hard,
Far back down the road the tattored
beggar was following.

Gob looked at hiz chum curiously.

“Bura he didn't hurt you, ald bean 7

“ Quite 1

“¥ou're locking rather queer.”

“It's all right.™

There was danger of being oveorheard,
end Wharton dared not tell his com-
rade what he had learned. Ho waited
for an opportunity.

It was some time before Chong left
the side of the palangquin, going on to
speak to some of the men who marched
nhead,

Thizs was Wharton's chance: and ho
bent ferward towards Bobh.

“Bob, old man "—his whisper was
berely audible—"that Chinecse beggar-
man——" He pauvzed and glaneed at
Bunter. DBut the Owl of the Remove
was fast asleep. “ He whispered to me
i English—

“Wha-a-ot?"

“It's Ferrers Locke 1"

{Continued on next pase.
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Eob Charry gave a jump. .

Wharton lsamsd back again. Chong
was dropping back to hiz place beside
the palanguin; his eye was never off
the prisoncrs for long.

Pob stared blankly at Wharton.

“My only hat!"” he breathed.

Chongz’s eyes werc on tho prisoners,
and Wharton wriggled bis neck, as if
in pain., Chong Lo grinned. If the
grasp of the old beggar who so hated
foreign devils had hurt the prisoner, 1t
did not worry Chong Lo. And Wharten
lid not want him fo puess that that
ficrce clutch on his threat had not hurt
him at all.

The beggar man was trailing at a
distancae behind the.palanquin.  He had
been, apparcatly, heading [or Pan-shan
whien the party passed him, There was
nothing to cxcite suspicion in his follow-
ing on. But if suspicion were once
excited the Baker Street detective would
Lo cut to picces or carried a prisoner
to Pan-shan with the juniors. ;

Locks had no chance in o conflict
with the numerous gang that puarded
the palanquin. And Wharton, after one
glanco, resisted the tomptation to look
out again. Tho sooner he appeared to
foreet tho cxistence of Hung, the son
of Shing, the better.

Dob Cherry's eyes were dancing.

“Myv only hat!” he repeated.

Billy Bunter's cyes opened.

“I say, you fellows !" i

1o sat up and blinked at his fellow-
PrikOTCTS,

“1 say, I'm thirsty ! T suppose those
heasts are_going to give us something
to drink. T say, vou Chink "

Chong Lo looked in.

“Thirsty !" said DBunter.
water, savvy

“No dlinkee fol foleign devil " jeered
Chone, and ho tramped oo without
heeding Bunter further.

Bunter proaned.

“I =zay, you fellows—"

“Go to sleep apain, old fat bean!™
sugpestad Hob Cherry.

The advies was pood; and Bunter,
fortunately, was always able to slecp.
Alter a fow dismal groans he snored
onen More.

Wharton and Bob Cherry had not
slept tha previous night, and in the
drowsy heat of the afternoon they dozed
off, Again and again the bearters of
the palanguin were changed, the steady
journey kept on without a pause. The
juniors shept fitfully, and cach waking
moment brought thoughts of the dis-
guised detective [ollowing far in the
TCAT.

They longed to look oubl and sce
whether ho was still in sight:; but they
wera very careful not to do so. Ii swan
certain that Locke would not lose sight
of them, and it was very needful to do
nothing that might draw the special
attention of their captors wpon Hung,
the son of Shing.

Onward the journey went towards the
ectting sun: Shadows lengthened over
the plains; might was at hand.

The juniors had wondered whether
tiiey would reach Pan-shan before night.
Apparently, however, the city was still
far off. They were not sorry for that,
They wera very far from keen to find
themselves under the cruel, mocking
eyes of Tang Wang and to hear the
gates of Pan-shan close behind them.

In the deepening dusk the party
halted ot last.

“Some sort of an inn!" said Bob
Cherry, loocking out in the falling
shadows.

Tue Macxer Lispany.—No. 1,184,

“Wantea

High square walls enclosing perhaps
a quarter of an acro stood grim by the
rogdside. In front wers hugo pgates of
timber, roofed in tho Chinese way. ‘The
The pates were swung wide open now,
and travellers with donkeys and camels
were passing in. .

That they were now in Kwang-si, and
in the region where Tang Wang's in-
Hucnce was powerful, tho juniors could
puess, for Chong Lo marched his party
into the inn enclosure like an ordinary
traveller, careless of the curious eyes
turned on the palangquin. Near to
Canton, Chong had not veptured to let
it be scen that he was carrying off
prisoners. Now he was in & province
where he had nothing to fear,

Many of the travellers in the inn vard
saluted Chong with dﬁ respect. e
was evidently rccognised as a man in
the service of the powerful mandarin.

The inn-keeper kow-towed before him,
almost wriggling in the dust at his feet,
announcing his joy that so magnificent

B’ Eersuna e should deign to shed the T
lig

t of
hoval.

The three juniors were taken out of
the palanquin.

Their arms were unbound, and 1n the
dusk of the enclosure they wera the
centre of a hundred pairs of curious
staring eyes.

On cne or two yellow faces they
thought they detected signs of com-
miseration; but in gencral the looks
of the Chinese were mocking and jeer-
ing—few scemed to have any pity to
waste on foreign devils.

Probably, however, there were a good
many who felt compassion for the hapless
prisoners, but dared not give a sign of
it for fear of the powerful mandarip.

“Smelly gort show,” murmured
Bob, rs ho looked about him.

It was the juniors’ first experience of
& Chincsoe inn,

The front was filled by the house of
the innkeeper, and the great gates, set
it tho high wall. Along one aido wall,
inside, stables extended, open &o the
courtyard, and many of these were
occupicd by asses and camels. On the
other side was a row of small rooms,
or, rather, cells, which were the apart-
ments for the occupation of guests. At
the back wns a separate building, called
the No. 1 room, and reserved for
specially  distinguished  guests—lordly
personages  whom  the  innkeeper
delighted to honour.

Thoe No. 1 room was not for the
foreign doevils, They were led alo
the row of cells, and a door was epened,
and they were pushed in.

“Oh, my hat!” said Bob.

Bunter groaned.

Beggars could not be choosers, and
prisoners could not expect luxzurious
quarters. But the rooms of a country
inn in China were rather the limit,
from the point of view of the Grevfriars
fcllows.

The cell wes small. The foor was
of bare earth, etamped hard; the furni-
turo a rickety table and two or threo
rickety chairs of bamboo; the bed waa
the kang—merely a raised platform,
with & length of dirty matting thrown
over 1t

Had the juniors been ordinary guests
instead of prisoncrs, their accommoda-
tion would have the same—that is,
unless they could have allorded to
engego the No. 1 room, which was
perhaps one degree better and cleaner.

The cell was dirty, stufly, evil
smelling; if it was ever cleaned it
showed few gigns of it.

The looks on the juniors’ faces brought
% Igrm to the sour and savage visage of
hong

13 presence oOn S0 poor &

THE MAGNET

“ Folelgn devil, no likee?!” he asked.

“Can't say I'm gone on it,"” said Boh.
“I've secn cleaner places than this in
my time*

‘Plenty good nuff foleign devil,” said
Chong.

Leaving two of biz armed mon on
guard at the door, the scarred Chinee
stalked away. He went towards the
No. 1 room, which was apparently to
be placed at the disposal of the sorvant
of the mandarin,

Billy Bunter sat down on the kang
and groaned.

“1 say, you fellows, this is beastly.”

Wharton and Bob did not heed Bunter,
They were looking out of the open door-
way on the big dusky courtyard. A
tattered figure bad appeared in the
great gateway of the inn, with a whin-
m% voice end a begging-bowl

ne or two of the travellora tossed
copper cash into the bowl, and the inn
servants raised no objection to the
beggar limping into the courtyard.
here was no cell for him, but he was
welcome to curl himself up on his mat
in & corner of the courtyard and sleop
in the open air, safo from thieves and
robbers for the night. The juniors
could see two or three other such
tattered figurcs scattered about.

But for that whispered word in the
palanquin  they _would never have
droamed that this tattered mendicant
was any different from the rest

They know him again at once, but
search with their oyeas as they might,
they could detoct no sign of a white
man under the Chiness discuise.

Hung, the son of Shing, came slowly
slong the long row of cells, with begging-
bow whining voice. .As he came
noarer the two juniors scanned him more
E]EIEEILV‘] in the failing light; but his face
was Chinese to the eye—cven the eyes
seomed to slant. They wero aware that
Hung was seeking not alms but informa-
tion their whereabouts, sand Bob
Cherry suddenly began to spesk in a
loud voice,

“Fm jolly bungry, Whkerton! 1 sup-
pose they'ro going to let us have some
supper.”

e beggar’s face was turned towards
the cell, and they kmnew that he had
heard Bob’s voice.

This time, however, Hung did not
seem to heed the foreign devils. Hoe
turned away and spread hia rag
sleeping-mat under a banyan-tree b
grew in the courtyard, and laid down.

Wharton's eyes mot Bob's.

Locke knew where they were now, and
ha was lying, in affected slumber, less
than twenty fcet away. The juniors
folt their hearts beat. The night was
before them; not till dawn would the
journey to Pan-shan be resumed. They
were guarded; but Forrers Locke was
at hand. The night was not likely to
be uneventful,

It was half an hour before a coolie
brought bowls of rice and a pitcher of
water for the weary juniors. The food
and water were p inside the room;
then the door was olosed. On the door
was no fastening, but they heard the
two gusards apread sleeping-mats and
lie down before it. It was impossible
to attempt to leave the cell without
awakening them.

They ate their nug r and shared the
pitocher of water. Billy Bunter blinked
discontentedly at the kang.

“I suppose they call this a bed in
China " he gruonted,

“All the bed there is!™ said Harry.

“Well, 1 suppose I've got to put up
with it. What are you fellows going
to doi"

Without waiting for an answer to that
guestion Bunter stretched himself on the
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kaog, pillowed his head cn his arm, aad
went to sleep,

Wharton a.nd Bob exchanged a grin.

As & matter of fact, they were not
thinking of sleeping that night. The
Owl of the Remove was welcome to the
ad. such as it was.

They nnt dnwn -on_the creaking t:hn:

leanin againat the wall,
wait Eluw t o hubbub in the srﬂﬂt
nnurt]rard of the inn died away. The
braying of donkeys, the marling of
camels, the ﬂn&lm eackle of Chinese
volces, were silent—or almost silent—at
last. The great gates were shut and
barred and ohai
and bandits, or wandering, plundering
soldiers.  Silence and slumber—but in
tha c¢ell of the three
prisoners two were
wide awake, waiching
and waiting.

—_———a

THE TWELFTH
CHAPTER.

Ferrers Locke 10 ihe
Rescue |

UNG, the som

H of Bhing,

raised bhis head

Jegnt from hiﬁ
sleeping - mat an

ked round him in

the shadowy starlight
of the great courtyard.

Nothing escaped the
l:gun searching eyes
th'“; from the detec-
tive's akilful make-up,
looked old and sunken

and slanting.

Slowly Ferrers Locke
}aiied himself to his
act,

For some minutes he
stood under the ban-
yan, in deep shadow,
watching and listening.

Sounds of a restless
snimal came from the
direction of the long
line of etables that
filled one wall of the
court — spunds rom
some hapless donkey
over-driven and over-
beaten. ‘There was
little other sound in

the silence of the
night
Dotted along the

courtyard, on mats,

were many sleepers, who preferred the
open air of & summer night to the stuffy
colle, or who could not afford to pay
for the rooms. Across the doorwey of
the prisoners’ cell two armed men lay
ih slumber. A score or more of Chong’s
men were scattered about, Chong bim-
scif sleeping in the No. 1 huil mg a
score of yards away. High walls sur-
rounded the' court, and the great gates
were sccured for the night, and ¢ould
not be opened without a clangour that
would have alarmed the whole establish-
ment. Tho task before the Baker Street
detoetive was not sn easy one.

Ferrers Locke's nerve was like iren,
his brain like ice. Never had he been
cooler or more collected. But he knew
that the rescue of the prisoners was a
desperate chance—that everything was
against him. TUnder tho tattered blue
gown: was his automatic and a razor-
edged sheathknife. He was prepared to

for fear of robbers f

use either without the alightest hesitn-
tioh. But if it came to that the odds
were too overwhelming,

Yot the Baker Sireet detective had
some cause for satisfaction. He was, at
least, in touch with the kidnapped
juniors, and that was much,

In his 4|'.|_1s=l€l 156 a3 Hung, the beggar,
Locke had haunted the roads out of
Ewang-tung leading im the direction
of Pan-shan. Unsuspected, ke had ssked
many questions and picked up informa-
tion. His knowledge of the Chinese
tongue was ualtﬂth&t&at for by
o lmg himse the north,
rom Shantung, ha munte& for any
difference in speech to the aars of the
local Chinese, The speech of MNorth
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“Ow ] Help " gasped Bunter, clinging dpnratalr to the wall,

and South China differs very widely—in
fact, many northorners and southerners
sré quite incomprehensible to one
enother. Any error of speech, there-
fore, was fully explained by Hung being
& native of Shuntung, a province many
a long hundred rmhaa from Xwang-
tung.

No one had suspected him, or dreamed
of suspecting him., Even the Greyfriars
juniors wuufd not have imagined for 2
moment that he was anything but what
he seemed, but for that whispered word
in the pn!nnqum

Not for an instant had it crossed the
mind of Chong Lo, that there might be
an encmy at hund; now that he was in
hiz own province of Kwang-si, anieng o
population who lived in fear of the
power of Tang Wang.

Locke had watched, listened, inguired,

along the road that led to Pan-shan,
hoping to come upon Chong and the

N
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prisoners before they reached ‘Tang
Wang’s yamen ot the inland eity. Once
they were within the gates of Pan-chan,
hiz task would bave Beem infinitely
more diflieult.

~He bad picked | ;F !rugment- of
information here and there; on the
Canten side of the hills. Ha had been
fairly certain of the road that Chong
was fﬂ"ﬂW]l]E. tuld that he was convey-
ing his prisoners in a palanquin. But
he had lost all trace of them ot last;
and concluded that they had meade the
best of their start, and were far ahead
of him. It was = startling surprise to
him, when he encountered the palanquin
on the read. Something a‘ndaﬂt]y d
delayed Chong’s journay to the west,

'J" ,"| [He
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% Help me up, you fellows | *
A shove from behind helped the fat junior up in the nlick of time.

though Locke could not guess what ié
WwWaE,

Whatever it was, it had given the
Baker Street detective the chance he
longed for; of attempting the rescue of
the prisoners before the gates of Pan-
shan closed behind them.

Diflicult as his task now wns, it was
eaay, compared with what it would have
been, had the ]unmra been within the
walls of tho mandarin's yamen.

He had his chance now; his last
chance, for on the morrow Chong would
reach Pen-shan. Once they were there,
even Ferrers Locke dnubtﬂd whother be
could save them.

The detective moved out of the
shadaw of the banyan st last. Ha
moved slowly along the courtyard, pick-
ing with a stick among the heaps of
refuse  and  pgarbage, ocecasionally
snatehing up  some Irngmuut and
placing it in his poueh. That was a

Tae Macxer Lisnapy.—No. 1,184,
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customary occupation of s Chinese
beggar: and any sleeper’s eye that
opencd and fell on him, saw nothing
suspicious in the movement of Hung.

itke u scavenger, he moved acrogs
towards the cell where the Greyiriars
juntors were shut in,

On their mats, outside the door, twe
Chincze Iny slecping, bared swords by
their sides, Near the door was tho only
window of the room; made, like mast
‘Chinese windows, of oiled paper. Glass
windows were far too cxpensive o
luxury for 3 country inn in IKwang-si.

Locke stood for & long minute, mo.
tionless; listening to the steady bresth-
ing of the slecpers. o :

Then the keen edge of his knife glided
over the paper in the windew, cutfing
a long slit, without a sound.

He beard o guick breath within,

The keen knife slitted agaim, and
there was an opening.  Without =2
sound, the detective cut the paper from
the windew, and laid it gently on the
grount. )

The Chinese on the mats still slept
undisturbed. A tearing of the paper
window from within would have awak-
‘ened them fast encugh. But the keen
kpife had made no sound.

In the darkness within the room,
Terrers Locke discerned two pairs of
Lright cves. Wharton and Dob Cherry
wero wide awake, and on the wateh.
1le had expected that; as he had
expected to hear the rumbling snore of
Billy Bunter.

Dunter, stretched on the kang, enored
peacefully. Wharton and Bob stood jusk
within tha little window, silent.

The detective's hend and shoulders
were s black silhouette opainst tho
dimness of the might. Dut they knew
who it was—who it must be, They did
not speak ; waiting for Ferrers Locke.

But for long moments, there was
silenco.  Locke was listening to the
breathing of the two Chiness sleeping
onlv a yard from his feot.

They slept on undisturbed.

‘T'ho faintest of whispers, at last,
reached the ears of the two juniors.
They strained their hearing to catch the
whispercd words, They could hear the
breathing of the guards outeide the door,
and understood only too well that an
incantious sound might rein aell

“iet ready!™

“Wo're ready " breathed Wharton.

“Waken Bunter-—as quietly as possi-
ble! All depends on silence.”

“1 understand.”
~ “You will squeeze throngh the win-
dow, as guietly as yon ean. If the
guards awaken, leave them to me.”

“Yez!* breathed Harry.

“If you miss mo in the dark, make
for the corner of the courtyard—on the
left-hand side of the great gate™

5 ?E-ﬂ-..."

“In that cormer, the wall can be
clhimbed without much difficulty, It 1s
cight feet high; but thero are broken

bricks. If I am not with you, climb
over the instant you get there.”
4l 'EFEEI.H'

“Once in the road, cut across to o
clump of trees on the other side, ond
stop there till I join you. I maoy have
tl}”t{'wﬂr” your retreat.”

- €5,

*Lose no time [

,One of the slecping Chinesa stirred a
little. Ferrers Locke vanished into the
darkness.

It was indved & time for eaution. The
slightest sound and t would be dis.
covernd and their last chance of escape
gone. Four lives were at stoke in what
happencd during the next few minutes!

Tue Magxer Lisgary.—No, 1,184,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER;
At the Last Moment |

ARRY WHARTON and Bob
Cherry stood, in the darkness
of the little avil-smelling roorm,

. their hearts thumping. Locke
nad vanished; and the Chink who had
stirred had settled down again, It
seemed to the juniors, for the momeant,
that the throbbing of their hearts was
loud cnough to awaken the guards. But
they calmed themselves.

Locke had vanished; but he was at
hand. The window, small as it was,
was large cnough for the juniora to
climb out; even for Billy Bunter to
equecze through, But it was too much
te hope that the escape could be made
without awakening the gusrds who
slept s0 near at hand. But the Baker
Street detective was there to deal with
them if they awakened.

Wharton wiped the perspiration from
hiz brow.

He moved towards the kang, where
Dilly Bunter slept soundly, snoring as
peacefully as if he were back in the
Hemove dormitory at Greyfriars.

His first proceeding was to place his
hand over Bunter's mouth,

It was well that he did so, for that
capacious mouth opened for a startled
gasp, a3 Bunter awakened.

Wharton pressed hard, and the gasp
was stifled. Only a faint “groogh!”
emanated from William George Bunter.

His cyes blinked up at arton in
startled terror. The captain of the
Remove whispered into a fat ear,

“Quiet!”

_ Bunter wriggled impstiently, His
first thought on awakening, and fceling
a grasp over his mouth, was that he
was in the hands of a Chiness bandit.
He glared up at Wharton, as he
realized that it was only the captain of
the Remove who was disturbing him.

He tricd to speak; but the pressure
of the hand on
effcetually. Wharton whispered again.

“Not a sound | Quick, if you want to
savo your life.”

“Mmmomm "
Bunter.

“Ferrers Locke is here to help us
Quict! We've got to crawl through the
window | You know what will happen
if the Chinks wake up! Quist! Do
vou understand ? It's our last chance to
escape.” '

Bunter nodded.

Wharton removed his hand from the
fat junior's mouth, and Bunter gat up
on the kang, and ‘frunte&.

“I'm ready! Wait till I get my specs
on.”

“Oyiet 1"

“Oh_really, Wharton—-2>

“Quict, you idiot1” breathed Whar-
ton fiercely.

Bil unter supprested a  snort,
groped for his spectacles, and jammed
them on his fat nose. He yawned as he
rolled off tho kang,

“Hark ! breathed Bob Cherry.

The juniors stood still, scarcely
breathing. There was s stirring move-
ment outside tho door. They heard one
of the sleeping Chinamen turn over.

Some faint scund from the room,
pnrhl;i_a. had reached him in slumber,
They listened in anguish; even Buanter
keeping as silent ms a mouse in the
peighbourhood of a cat.

They heard the man settle down again
on his mat.

But for long minutes they did not stir,
It was Bunter who broke the silence,

I say, you fellows—"

" Quiet |V

* Yook hore—*

came from

faintly

is mouth silenced him-
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fB8hut up, fathead !” hissed Bob.
" Better try it on now,” whispared
arton. “They seem to be nsszi’:ajl
You first, Bob, and we'll help Bunter
through.’

Bob Cherry negotinted the little
window with care., Xe wriggled
through the small space, lowered him-
self, and set his feet on the ground.
A glimmer of starlight showed him the
two Chinese sleeping on the mata only
a yard away; farther off, a score or
more of slumbering figures dotted about
in the shadowa.

He stood close up to the wipndow,
ready to help Bunter out.

it was no easy fask for the fat junior
to negotimte the window. Bunter was
not slim, and he was anything but agile.
Wharton helped him up from within,
and the fat Ggure of the Owl of the
Remove blocked the window, Bob
Cherry grasped him from outside.

There was a fierce whisper from
Buntﬁh

“Owl ¥ou're pinching me!”

Bob suppressed his feelings. The fat
Owl was drawn from the window a good
deal like & cork from a bottle—with an
unavoidable rustling and scraping,

. He stood gasping beside Bob Cherry
in the dim, starlit courtyard.

W ﬂw l- “F,____u

“ Quiet I breathed Bob,

The men on the sleeping-mats were
stirring. Faintly, like a shadow in the
darkness, the figure of Hung loomed,
his band under his blue, tattered gown.
tThE;ﬁl'r automatio was ra.n:f , if it came to

Hearry Wharton was squeezing through
the window.

He drﬁggnd outside, beside DBob
Cherry and Bunter. But two startled
figures were leaping from the mats now,
and there was & gasping shout of
surprise and rage.

A sword flashed up in the starlight.

Crack !

Bharp and clear the automatio rang,
and the yellow man dropped to the
earth, screaming, shot through the body.

The other Chinaman, spitting like a
caf in amazement and fury, swung round
on Locke, sword in hand, and the detec-
tive fired again. With & yell, the man
wenk down across his comrade,

“Quick |” panted Ferrers Locke,

He grasped Bunter by the arm anod
rushed bim away; Harry Wharton and
Bob Cherry following fast.

But the alarm was ﬁivan now ; tha two
shots, ringing thmus the silence of the
night, had awakened the whole crowded
ino,

Men leaped up from sleeping-meats,
shouting and calling; shadowy £
moved to and fro; from the direction of
the “ Number One ” building the hoarse
voice of Chong could be heard shouting,

The flare of a lighted toreh blazed
through the shadows; doors opened the
whole length of the row of rooms;
awakened animals in the stables mur-
mured and snarled. Cries rang on all
pides; some asking if it was an attack
of bandits; others, if the soldiers had
come. In the midst of the ooise and
confusion Ferrers Locke and the three
juniors sped away towards the corner

of the tourtyard, which Hung, rooting
about among the gn:bn%t.e bad already
examined and found to accessible to
s climber.

A sghadowy figure started up in their
path, and a bare sword f2ashed ; but the
man went down under the butt of the
automatic and lay groaning. Locke ran
on, dragging the gasping Bunter,
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Terah after torch flared out in blaze
and smoke, lighting up the courtyard.

i quink Ij:ll

¥errers Locke, grasping Baunter,
swung him up to the wall. The Owl of
the Hemove grasped the top with his
fat hands and hung on. Shouts and
yells rang like pandemonivm; above
them the screaming, enraged voice of
Chong, who had now discovered that the
prisoners were missing from their cell,

“Owl Help!” gasped Bunter, c¢ling-
ing d&aperatjy to the wall, unable to
draw himgzelf up. *I say, you fellows,
help 1™

A shove from below sent him almeost
toppling ovar. Wharton and Bob
Cherry had reached the wall, In the
angle of the corner broken brickwork
made the climb easy enough to active
fellows. They scrambled up, and were
over the wall almost in a twinkling.

They dropped outside in the open
ground that lay between the innp-front
and the road. There was ¢ bump and
a gasp as Billy Bunter dropped beside
them. Over the wall rose the face of
Ferrers Locke, last to leave. But even
as the disguised detective was clamber-
g over he stopped suddenly, and,
under his wellow paink, his face
whitened with rage and disappeintment.

For in the r there was a glare of
torches, a trampling of hoofs, & trample
of men. The three Greyiriars juniors,
in amazement and despair, found them-
selves surrounded by armed men; and
a voice they knew—the woice of the
Mandsrin' Tang Wang—was crying in
Chipesse to his men to seize them. In
the very moment of escape their enemy
had arrived.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAFPTER.
In the Hands of the Mandarin |

ANG WANG, mandarin  and
I descendant of the Mings, sat 1n
his horee-litter, a d, coruel

smile on his 3ﬁl’1nw-imr3 face,
Round him were & crowd of his
followers, horse and foot. Tn his own

provinee the mmndarin travelled in
state,
Wharton and Bob Cherry, hardly

knowing what had happened in the wild
confusion, stood gaspmii in the hands of
Chinese soldiers at the side of the
mandarin’s litter. Billy Bunter, his fat
knees knocking tuﬁethar. was only kept
from collapsing by the grasp of a
Chinese soldier on his collar.

At a little distanco from the top of
the wall the yellow, wrinkled face of
Hung, the beggar.man, stared on the
scene. WMo one cast & glance, or at least
s second glance, at the tattered beggar.
There were other Chinese on the wall,
staring over into the road where the
mandarin’s cortege had halted. Hung
was one H.mtlﬂ%i many. But under his
tattered gown Hung's hand grasped the
autometic, and his eyes wera burning
at the mandarin. But Ferrera Locke
waited.

The untimely arrival of the mandarin
had ruined all, The escaping juniors
had fallen fairly into the handas of his
soldiers. But Ferrers 8 Wa3 un-
known, unsuspected; he bad only to
keep silent to ¢scape detection or sus-
picion. To rescus the juniors now was
unpossible, but there would be—there
should be—a chanco later. Only if the
mandarin ordered death for them,
Locke waa prepared to throw prudence
te the winds, leap into the midst of the
swarming Chinese, and send a bullet
through the black heart of the de-
gcendent of the Mings.

But it was not a sentence of death
that was I1n the mandarin's thoughts.
He smiled as he gazed on the breath-
lers, %afﬁmg juniors. From the geie-
way of the ion, wide open now, came &
swarm of curious Chinesa to stare on
the scene, among them Chong Lo and
his men. And Chong approached the
mandarin’s litter in fear and trembling.
His prizoners had escaped, It was only
the arriwal of the meandarin that had
prevented them f{rom getting eclear
away. And Chong trembled.

“ Honourable young ones "—the man-
darin’s tone was mocking, as he spoke

*in easy English—"you would have de-

parted. oa disdained {o look upon
my poor city of Pan-shan.”

“You've got us!” grunted Bob

orry.

“Oh dear!” mumbled Billy Bunter.
“1 say, you fellows, it's all up with us!
Oh erikey [

“Keep a stiffi upper lip!” muttered
Wharton.
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“0Oh dear! Bunter's upper

lip was not very stiff. The cold eruelty
in the slanting eyes of Tang Wang
made his blood run cold.

The mandarin made a gesture, and
He

the prizoners were drawn easide.

POCKET WALLET
for
YORKS CHUM !

F th G 1
eIy e g Bl
Dancan Phillips, of 18, Nares
Street, Scarborough, “Yorks, has
been awarded one of this week's
MacnET pocket wallets,

That flary old martinet, Popper,

With his crop dealt Smithy a
whoppear.

Yelled the latter : * Yarooh I

But I'l soon settle you ]l

And he bashad In his baautiful

topper |

Have you zent in your effort
yet, chum? 1f net, set to and
try to win one of these splendid
pocket wallets |

—

made a pign fo Chong Lo to step
forward.

The scarred tong-man kow-towed to
the earth under the cold stare of his
master's ¢ruel eyes. Tho soldiers looked
on him grimly. The torch-bearers, who
had lighted the mandarin’s way along
the road, stood back, their torches cast-
ing & ruddy light on the scene. Chong,
as he knelt, was shaking from head to
foot.

The mondarin spoke in Chinese in a
soft voice, like the purr of & tiger. In
his tones the wretched Chong heard his
fate.

"Iz thia how wyou serve the Red
Dragon? A day since you ghould have
delivered the prisoners inte my yamen
at Pan-shan. Did you think that thero
were none to tell me that they escaped
you in the hills of Kwang-tung? This
I might bave pardoned, ior’they came
again 1nto vour hands, and it was only
delay. But had I not set out to mect
you on the road, and to take from you
the prisonecrs you failed to guard, these
white devils would have escaped o
zsecond time. Did I not seo them with
my own eyes dropping from the wall, in
the light of my torch-bearerat”

Chong Lo mado ne sound. Only his
eyes were turned up towards the merci-
less faco of the mandarin in a2 dumb
plea for mercy.
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But there was no mercy in tho hears
of the chief of the Red Uragon tong.

“You have failed, O unfaitnful sci-
vant of the tong,” said Tsng Wang.
“The Red Dragon has no use for such
bunglera I

He signed to & soldier, and the man
stepped forward, with & bare, curved
sword in his hand,

_The keen blade gleamed in the torch-

light a3 it rose, and it descended likeo
a fash of light, and in an instant the
decapitated head of Chong Lo rolled
under the mandarin’s litter.

The Greylriare juniors turned their
faces away, sick at heart, This was the
man into whose power they had fallen |

At a sign from Tang Wang they wero
brought towards the litter again, keep-
ing their eyes turbed away from the
body of Cheng Leo. And again the dis-
guised detective, among the Chincse
staring over the inn-wall, grasped the
automatic under his tattered gown,
Little did the mendarin dream how near
death was to him at that moment, or
how his own life bung on those of the
Greyiriars juniors,

“You will travel with me to Pan-
shan,” bhe said. "“You will be my
Euesis in my poor {Bg;cqﬂn. And tho
groat lord Ferrers ke, who fcars
neither man nor evil spirit, will seck
you thers, For he will know that you
are in my hands, snd he will zeek you
in Pan-shan. [s it not gol”

The juniors did not answer,

The mandarin’s words told them that
he had not the remotest suspicion that
tho Baker Street detective was any-
where near at hand. Yet they kncw
that the words, as he utiered them, fcll
on the cara of Ferrers Locke.

“Is it pot sol” repemted the man
darm. “Yes I think it is 20! And
for that reason, honourable young ones,

cur hends remain on your shoulders
or 6 season. For the rich merchant,
Wunrt Chung Lung, shall pay great ran-
soms for you, and the white devil,
Ferrers Locke, shall scek you and find
torture and death, and then your heads
shall be struck from your shoulders and
sct up on poles before my yamen as a
sign.”

fle snapped an order in Chinese, amnd
the juniors were teken away. They
were lifted on the backs of asses, and
bound fast to the animals, and their
arms bound behind their backs. The
threo donkeys were roped together, and
& soldier took the end of the rope to
Iead them.

But there was hope in the hearts of
tho prisoners—a hope that Tang Wang
could not know or guess. They knew
that, os they journeyed under the stars
to Pan-shan, Hung, the beggar-man,
was following behpd,

. & X ’

Under the stars, paling towards the
dawn, the cavaloade swunz sway west-
ward, deeper and decper info mys-
terious China; soldiers riding before
the mandarin's horse-litter; soldicrs
riding behind; torch-bearers lighting
the way: and in the midst of the
soldiers, the thres bound prisoners,
watched and guarded on all sides, And
in the darkness bechind, o tattered
and wrinkled beggar-man Lkept tho flare
of the torches in sight, and hn[l-i} Was
kept alive in the hearts of the prisoners
by the knewledge that Ferrers Locke
was oot far from them,

THE END.

{IWhatever you do, chums, don't missthe
next exciting yarn in this great adven-
turd serica. If's entitled : "THE CITY
OF DEATH " You'll enjoy evcry line

of fs.+
HE Macyer Liprary.—No. 1,184,



OPENING CHAPTERS OF A BRILLIANT NEW SERIAL BTORY :—

UP, THE ROVERS! o sefaney,

Get started on this roaring yarn by an mw[

old favourite; you'll find it abounds in
thrills, mystery and tough adventure. |
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|i
/ ,;_-'ﬁ “ Take off that mask, you 7
o, =+  lorgingdog—I know you 1 :
1 Punch ! ulinost expected you. Take off your Drennan’s cutting speech the man had
Tt‘i’ﬂ;;l?:gid d:imt the wall ask, ¥ou forging dog! Do you tiinl: mede a tremendous effort Lo recover his
‘h-':aide his desk, James Drennan 1 don't know youl” poise, and now a dangerously venomous
waited, staring across the dark- , snarl was the only answer, and the smile showed beneath the edge of the

: drawn gun menaced him hatefully. mask.
v pigd :ff'm fﬁ; ?f:f:ﬁ p:&gﬁ;&, ‘That the mon behind it was painfu!f;f It was & long moment before he
“:E hs?n o in & gust of storm- rattled was only too obwious: his thin replied. )
P "ain pod o moan. whowo faco wae 1ips worked savagely beneath his mask,  *Yes, ]F::u‘va ot me all right,” he
i':g din ai:::r' o ook Bk et bk ull_}turned and his chest rose and fell in startled agreed softly. I knsw you'd got the
, I

: ped gaspe as he recoiled instinotively. cheque back, as you say—and I reckoned

:Dli‘g;ﬂ?;fr ‘i;ﬁnﬁf’ Iﬁtﬁ g g'é'ﬂ.?; cedless of the gun, bl;mnnan studied on gat_%ng in !'ﬂ'al:o-mght am::.l humu;_lg
) y : !

tiieh in tie Sand: Lim beneath frowning brows. it, ou cou AVE Ineﬁl‘?ebuttt;a::‘g

: s gy s < “Yes, I expected you; and now I've polics ns much ns you hk
A ﬂ;‘“d d“;"'h]a gii hgh;‘gmg, :ﬂ;&l got you!" He npodded steadily. Eam had procious ]ft[:!e evidencs to back
:’“F t 1:. ;‘1:' ‘:‘”"?3' 1 r;‘fi":f m’?& Ehinlg “There'll be no morey for you this time, your charge with, wouldn't you?”
Hrt&e:hgnr ¢ Ea‘ 1:1{:4!; Rive B urap my friend. You must be madl Surely His voice took on a steely note.
HALELORE 8. W E = ou must have known if there was any “But now }rnu’va caupght me there
The grzm_amﬁu on Brennan's face Fm‘gﬂry sbout I should know at once may be no *morning’ for you, after
vanished ; his eyes gleamed with the 16 hud done it all 1" he hinted.
bitter frost of o man who, knowing he  wy; that out!” whispered the other  The threat in his words was obvious;
is defeated, yet means to drag his con- gibilantly. “I thought you'd be in but James Brennan only laughed at him
gueror down into the mire before the pod But you seem to know what I've again.
end. Not a +m'~1$fflﬂ of his big .imd,!" comoe for. Hand it over—ourse you [ “You fool=you and your popgunl
moved as a white diso from the visitor's James Brennan soeered at him. Shoot and }:HEI Eﬂﬂﬂ'ﬂ'ﬁ =
tﬂ-t‘ﬂh Ellﬂt ouk ‘nd m qulﬂkif "E‘ﬂh 1 SUppO3d ¥OU iﬂund ﬂ‘ﬂt I had rWit,h OIMIRoNE u]m?.hg .tgi'] ﬁ Aaway
round the study. the cheque back from the bank to-day from the wall and took two slow steps
The searching light leapt swiftly when 1 sent for my pass-book—and towards his crouching enemy.
from point to point, shining on chairs, you've come to destroy the ovidence, *“Listen 1” he rapped out. “I'll tell
dark corners, and finslly the old desk. have you?! DBeen watching me all da.;ir., you something that only 1 and g
There it wavered uncertainly; then, 1 supposs, eh? Woell, supposing you'd doctor know in the world. My heart'’s
quick as a flash, turned fully on the got it?” ho jeered as_ the gunman rotten to the core, 1f I last out this
owner of the Bovera. winced. “Or supposing I hand it over football senzon that'll ba all. Bo carry
“Hat" : now and watch you burn it! Why, you on—shoot!l” : .
Tor a scoond meither man moved clumsy bungler, the moment I saw the The man was asilent, studyiog him
until, shutting off his torch, the cheque I knew it was a forgery, and I closely.
intruder slid sideways on Itgf:t.n!ng knew whose work it was I intended _ “Nervous!™ taunted Drennan. " Well,
togs, crouching, his otber hand diving calling in the police frst thing in the TI'll tell you something else. The

to hizs coat pocket. morning. I still intend to do so— chegue you forged—ihat is gﬂ-ini}n get
James Brennan turned on the light. now 1 %ﬂu soven years, my friend—is hidden!
“Yon, i it he nasked contemptu- The gun rose slowly ms its owner's ou won't find it eithor. Bo whether

ongly., “I thoonght 1t wns: in fact, 1. eves  nmarrowed to slits. During I die to-night from your gun, or in a
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few months time from my heart, your
goose i3 cooked! I've skill got youl
And "—for the first time his calmness
hroke down before the fury seething
inside Ihim—f‘ by Heaven, I'll get you
—uow 1"

His great hands came swiftly from his
Foc&em, and he strode forward. A rat-
ike hatred and fear distorted the
other's face.

“RKeep back!” he snarled viciously.
“You've got me, have you? Then I
m:;;r as well shoot|” ;

¢t, despite his ugliness, his eyer
flickered, and DBreonan, seeing them,
knew his merve was moft good enough
for murder., He came on, ha
erooked. N

“Shoot then; I'll finish smiling I" be

gibed, and leapt at the man’s throat.
" He had been right; the norve was
not In & second his oppoocnt
ocketed the revolver and swayed
rantically from beneath those strong
handa.

The antagonists faced each other,
breathing hard; then Brennan closed
again confidently—too confidently, This
time the other stood his ground, ducked
a terrible blow, and stabbed his right

thore.,

to Brennan's body. Choking, the
Rovers’ owner reeled weakly against
the desk, grey in tho face.

Leaping back, the men in the raip-
coat glared around him. There were
no signa of -books or papers on the

desk or elsewheore. But he had no time
for further search then, for the grey-
faced man was coming towards hm,

silently, terribly, and his fingers toyed
hungrily with his gun-butt as he backed
AWAY.

Brennan had but one thought now,
for that first punch had beaten him, and
he knew it. He could feel his strength
chbing fast, Frenziedly he grappled
and hustled his man by sheer weight
towards the deor, where a velvet bell-

rope hung. The other staggered back
helplessly. :
“Got youl” croaked Brennan, in-

sudden awful trivmph; and, thrusting
Lack his foe, he pgroped, with out-
stretched hand until he found the rope.
The forger, seel his intention,
in, hitting with both hands: but

jum
}El't ing him off desperately, the éy.ing
msn threw back his heod and sent o

thunderous shout echoing through the
guiet house :

*“Jim ]
hera [ ] )

He fell, and his hand, tightening on
the rope, set up a mad jangle of bells,
bella that clanged riotously long after
ha had slumped uneconscious to  the
floor.

Sounds broke out on the floor above,
the thump of startled feet, and the oﬁem
ing and slamming of a door. White-
faced and shaking, the crook wasted no
time. He wheoled and raced lto the
french window, threw 1t open, and
hurled himself into the garden just as
the study door opened and the hefty,
fast-moving figure of Jimmy Brennan
in pyjamas dashed in, and nearly
trip across his father’s body.

The french window, unfastened, swung
inwards on the hreeze,

Fimmy | Help below

Brennan’s Last Words !

LEEFPY and startled though he
S was, there- was no hesitation
about young Jimmy.

. Bending, he lifted his father
with surprising ease on to a scttee, and
in another second was forcing = stiff
dose of brandy between the clonched
teeth. Two old people in night attire
ceme hobbling into the room.

“Master Jimmy) Wha "

“Another attack, Jeff!” whispered
Jimmy coolly over his shoulder.
“Blankets please, and a hot-water
bottle 1

“Yes, sir!” The old man hurried off
ohediently while his wife, Brenpan's
housckeeper, stood by wringing her
hands. .

“Ts—is it bad, Master Jimmyi” she
asked anxiously.

“Yes—bad, Jenny.
round. Chiiet "

The stricken man opened hiz eyes
glowly and stared around with vague
mistiness. He could not move, but
Junmy saw he was trying to say some-
th}rn ﬁﬁ he bent close.

“ Jimmy—your uncle—"

The lad stoed upright, patting him
soothingly,

“Right-ho, dad. Den't talk. I'll
phone uncle now—he’ll be hére in five
minutes. But Dr. Stanton first!” he
muticred as he dived for the phone.

In an agony of impatience he jangled
tho telephone bell, fuming at the delay
as he wailed for the zleepy Railten
operator to put him through, and then
for Dr. Stanfon to be called out of
bed. He got through at last, switched
off and put a call through to his uncle's
cottage. There was another nerve-
racking delay before he heard Philip
Brennan's quict voice.

“That you, uncle? Tt's Jimmy.
Come at once—I—I think dad’'s going !
He heard a gasp at the other end.

“I'l dress and come at onee, lad.
Don’t worry yet!”

Dropping the phone, Jimmy swung
back to the settee. His father was un-
conscious and nothing could be done
but wait.

BSuddenly the youngster bent forward,
eveing something curiously., Old Jenny,
the housekeeper, had torn hack the
fallen man’s clothing from his throat
and chest, and to Jimmy's astorishment
he saw a dull, red mark, as theugh
from a blow, squarcly over his father's
Huttering heart. At the same moment,
glancing up again puzzled, he noticod
for the first time that the french win-
dow was flung wide open. For some
odd reason, & vague thrill of alarm
gripped hiz own heart.

Frowning, Jimmy rose to his fect
making for the window. But before he
could reach it, the sound of the doctor's
car pounding up the front drive, drove
all else from his mind and he turnecd
back to the settee.

But he's coming

To his delight, & feeble finger
beckoned to him. He was on his knoes
in & flash,

“What is it, dad?”

“Jimmy—you there? The man—*

An icy wave poured through Jimmy's
ltmbs. The man! The open window—
and the mark of a blow! Heloant
forward eagerly.

“¥You, dad? Who was he?"

(Lazt weak's inatalment briefly retold.)
Ingpired by the incdusion {n Lheir ranks of

Jimmy Brennon, a dar instdé-righf, Naillen
Roverg—ohore pasl failures have piven 1heir
genial but masterful owener, James Dremnan,

Firmy's father, many slécpless nighis—ruccead,

r ﬂuf : shaky m:';& ‘!EJ Enimmmg{g their ;'If:#
scrteh seasotl. i) eoimelhing
musl be done to stop the rot that har sel in,
James Brepnan decides to pay a huge lranafor
fee for an ecperienced cenfre-forward fo baek

Jﬁ-m-miy upr. DBrennan it examireing Liz bauk
fiok in the ca of his rludy that same night
wrhen ke ma the sfariling discorvery fhol ke

has been rolded lo the fene of three thousand
pounds. Eziracling o rhets from a secret
safe in the room, Brinnen iz vowing to gel
even wilh the young man perirayed thereon,
when the french window suddenly olicks and
openg.  Somebody was brealing (n )

(N roid p-:g
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But James Brennan never answered,

The raised finger drooped—fecll; and a
gueer shadow, greyer and paler than
the last, crept slowly over his face.
Bearcely daring to  breathe, Jimmy
erouched down and looked at his father
for a long time. When, after a ghastly
interval the youngster roso to his feet,
his lips were quivering, for all his
?plcndxd coolness had deserted him at
ast.

As in & dream he looked round to
sea Dir. Stanton and his unclo harry
anziously into the room side bi. side,
while behind them camo an alarmed
youngster & little older than himself.

Dazed and shocked, it was to him
Jimmy spoko first.,

“Hallo, Tony !” he muttered varuely.
“Arearen’t you st Cambridge?”

His cousin gripped him tightly by tho
hand.

“Left there to-day. Got in Railton
an haqur ago by the last train!” he
jerked.  “Jimmy—whai's up ™
_ The words, sccming te clear the mists
in ;_hmply’s_hram. brought him to a
realisation of the moment. Staring at
his uncle and at Dr. Btanton already
on hiz knces beside tho settee, he
nodded towards his father and shook

hiz head.
“I'm sorry. You're too late!” he
said quietly. “Dad's dead!™
A Bombshell !
6 ANBLAUVCHTER? M an-
M slaughtor, my foot! My
dad was murdercd—mur-
] derced, T tell you!®
VYiolently, his choery, freckled face
white and hard, Jimmy Brennan

hurled ithe words at the [ittle group
of men around him: and glared from
one to the other with bitter cyes. A
week had passed since the death of
James Brennan, and the long Ingitest
on his body was over al last. In the
courtyard the oficials and chief wit-
nesses had gathered round tho furious
boy for & last few words of sympithy,
One of them, a tall, kindly police in-
spector, darted & meaning glance at
Fhilip Brennan beside him,. and laid
his harid on the youngster's heaving
shoulder.

“Buek up, Jimmy. I know vou Icel
bad, but there’s your uncle here to—=>

passtonate gesture silenced him
“".”'“F'*’.]g‘ Jimmy's finger stabbed into
his uniformed chest.

“Murdered !™ the lad repeated. * And
you know it, sir. Dr. Stanton told tho
court that the blow over dad’s heart
hastened his death; and you and your
detectives found signs of a sewifle in
dad’s study. Why, dash it, ho was
about to describe the man to me when
—he died!™

Ho gulped and his woice took a
deeper, harsher note as he went on.

“A burglar broke into dad's study.
Diad. disturbed him and they fought.
The borglar hit him over the heart and
that killed him. = Yot the coroner brings
it in ‘ Manstaughter. Whyt"

The whole group shuffled uncasily
and were silent unttl one of them,
Henry  Bylvoster, Railton's  leading
solicitor, slipped  his  hand  through
Jimmy's arm and turned him round
gently, He had been James Bremnan's
lawyar for very many yeara, and like
most people in Hnif\’r'.un, had known
young Jimmy sinee boyhood.

Hiz usually ecold. shrewd face waore
an unwonfed clowd of sndness as he
answorad :

“Don't blame the coroncr, Jimmy, he
had no option. Dr. Stanioon tald o9
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how your fothoer died, it is troc; but
b tobld ws, too, (hac hus heart waz so
bad he mught-have collapsed any day.
The corgner had to return a verdict
of manslaughier afrer that, yeu
because ordenarily the burglac's
would not Lave proved latal '

“But—"" struck in the 1nspector
sharply, *there's this, Jinny., We've
little "to po on "but we'll find syour
father's aszualant somchow, - And thoen,
if by some charce we find that he knew
your did's heart iscase—and several
folk in Railton lLave guessed at 1t for
some tune-—and struek hiom there on
purposs. covoner's verdict or not, that
man will hang ™

dimmy wias silent. The eveonls of the
past weck, merging  into ong  [ony-
druwn nightmare, had leit their mark
on hius, Lirdening his eves aned gtwpp-
ing bis momth with firmn, grim lines
Far the time being, o cold, mupderons
fiery oivormastered has sorvaw, and his
hard museles tiggeled  with Lo desire
10 do misghivl fo somes! l:mumun
renic coming to his veseue at last, he
selaxel,  He sent one smouldering ook
around the circle, and turned away, his
wicle amd Tony closing round him in
evinpathefic silenco,

Witchine hive go, the inspector and
sovera! others  shook their heads re-
gignidty,  Before the three had reached
the gate, however, Henry Sylvester
spoke azai

“Ar. Breonnon i

Phibp Breahan Lalted, eloneine back
ovee s shoaulder,  The solicitor’s face
had-lost it's sadwess, and velopsed into
1ts usual professional mask.

“1 am sorry, but it Wil Le necessary
for vou all to attend my office this
afterneon ™ he satd cmtly. * There is
Ar. Drennan’s will to be read-—and
other matters to be dealt with promptly.
May 1T ask vou to bring Jimmy along
abiont two-thirty ¥

Pialip Brenman stared rezentfulle for
a =econgd, but presently pochded.

“Weo'll be there,” he said shortly,
anl ftrode after the two bovs :

At sight *of Jimmy's Tace outside an
the strect, PPhilip Breoneon managed to
force a =mile,

“Now then, bow™ he =aid  gently,
Tit's been a vile morning,  Let's pet
Bome for a nuict loneh,” Take s other
giuk, o 1™

Tonv «icl =0 promplly. throwing an
cloginptewaens voumd dimny's shoulder,
It whs chamcleristie of him  that,
though Do was in full meurning, Lis
black suit was ent in the very latest

£,

blow

¥
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iney reekicasnrzs in bz handzowme, sen-
tunned face saved him from looking o
fop.

When Toty bad lirst come to England,
Jiny had viewed s cousin®z: stylish
clethe:  with  uncasy  amusesent, for
Hinlbon was o placid manufoscturing
town wheros aen andd boys dressed aob-
erly. Delore long, however, he had dis-
epvered 4t the young South African's
dandyism was a karmless—if cxpensive
—pnae, Actually he was as hard as zails,
and the inuzeles under those immaculate
clothes were as tough and clastic as
Jlmmy's own.

Then, 1oe, he was as slapdash in his
ways 45 the day was long,  Although it
was . weelk.sinee he had arrived home
in Railton, he had given no explana-
tion for leaving Cambridge beyond a
brief rgn:arl that he had been *turfed
out for a time.”” Jimmy, knowing him,
gmﬁabd It¢ had been nnxed up in some
inadeap scrape or other, and sent home
for a while. But he bad too many sad
thoughts en his mind to ask guestions:
while good-natured Philip DBrenran had
rontertpd  bimaelf apparently’ with a
briei fooiure and a command that Tony

should swot et home, letting it go at

thiat.

Dyiving the lunch in their Kttic pottaze
both did thew best fo cheer Jimmy up
so that outwardly some of the gric
and {ire had died down when all tlivee
wete: shown. later mito IHenry 8ylves
tor's .{iu!mt office in the Iii Street.
Not all of it, théugh. He threw him-
self ipeifably, into & leather chair and
waktched, with thinly-veiled impafience
witile- vhe solicitor szhuffled a pile of
tfecumenta before him with calmy, proe-
tised lLinnds.

An awkard silence fell, broken only
by the faint hum of i
street Lelow.  Then -Bylvester -spoke;
lus voico cold and precise as over.

“1t is wot necessary, I thiads, to oeake
further reference to the painful hap-
penings of the past weck—yet,” he hwe-
pan guictly. “bMy first duty iz to read
Mr. Brennan's will 1™

ﬂ_t.ljuatinf his pince-nez exactly, ho
coizmeneed to read the first document,
the legal phrases moking Jimmy clench
hiz fistz and cxchange a dispusted scowl
with Teny, Semechow this callous dis-
cussion of his father's Q‘O{x'?s seemed all
wrong, but Sylvester came to an end af
lnzt. and 1t was found, as cevervone
expected, that James PBrennan had left
all his property, including the Fifs, and
Railton Rovers Football Club to his
son. There was a few family pictures
and antigues for I’hilip Brennan, and a
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-sigh of relicf went up when the law.

ver's dry toncs coaséd at laat,

Leaning back in - his chair, Bvivester
placed his fnger tips together and
looked gravely across at Jimmy.

“That has all heen quite plain, 1
trust?” he ashed. “*You are now. the
owner, of the Figs, and the footbil]l clul
aod ground, James!”

Jinmny nodded dumbly.
wing on:

“May I nsk what you intend to-do
with the club "

At that odd guestion Jimmy stirred
and lvoked up in :-sliﬁht SUTPTISE.

“Do with it, sir? Why, carey on, of
course "

* Are you?"
curtous iotent
with #**

The question was sharp; so.sharp that
cveryone sat up abruptly.

Jiminy knitted his brows,

“I—donr't think I understand, Mre
Sylvester. What do you—-""

“I mean what money have vou io
carry on a professional elub? I under
stopd from your father that a cortain
lnrgc sumy would be pecessary before the
elub could be sure of a successful sen-
gon '’

“ Ye-ca!”  agreed Jimmy  slowly.

“That's so. Dad is—was—going to
got Cowan, of Oldham Athletic, for our
now  centre-forvward.  We  oeed one
badly 1"

Bvilvester nodded.

“Quite 0! And nowi™ :

“Why, I shall pet him, of course!”
replied Jimmny promptly.  “That was
dad's wish, and it's good conough fer

The  lawyer

Sylvester's face had a
look on it. " What

me '
“I see, And what will be Cowan's—
er—transfer foe ¥
the traflic in the Unable to sce the force of thesa

questions yot, Jimmy frowned for a
oo .

“ Botawen twe and three thoosand,
dad said, Perha more !

Syivester®s mmouth | tightencd.

“Well? Have you got that money ¥"
he asked ‘quickly.

“Of course I haven't!™ cxploded
Jimmy indignantly, " DBut there's the
moncy dod left in the bank, of course!
There i3 some, isn't there?”

To his utter alarm and bowilderment
Svlvester's faco becamo ferce and hard.

“*No, my lad, there is not!"” he ans.
wered erisply.

(Fa a great shoek indeed for wounw
Jimmy, but therd'a o greafer and even
more prerwhelming one alicad for him.
Make sure of readitig next week’s grip-
ping Cinstalment by ordering  wour

fashian. and as wsual, only a cortain

Callor wrlte,
THusfeated
lista fres,
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PROJECTORS *}} piiossfrom
T fvest Beviniecs
FILME ALL LENGTHS & SUBJECTS. | .

handsome gold wateh for Tony,

E 9

A deop

sz
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' monthly
DEPORIT | "g,“gmt,‘

Lightin
By ’ﬁﬂq =

5 ff,

FORD’S g A%),21e0 ni

ft. ! "
Comploio willi @ Cucs, 3 Compo, Balla, Marking Board, apirit Lowels
x % Ruries and Chatk OB T LIET .'EEE]TI dnin

& " GOLLECTION -AND ACCESSORIES BREE!!

By
a8/8
Tia
. i 10/-

12/« ! S BArs ¥

FLE

BL]JsH"IG —FREE. to- all zuiferers, particnlars of a proved
1 i s bome treatment  that - quickly . rémoves all
embarrasement, and pErmanently cures blushigg and fushing of
the face and neck. - Enclose stamp 1o pay postape to-—

M A, TEMPLE (Bpecinlisl), Palace Housge, 128, Bhaftesbury
Avonue (Znd Floeor),; London, W.1. fhafabiishrd vreer 25 yeors. )

I ﬂ'l._lhﬂli_i
. LISBETEN

STOP STAMMERING !

ing Course, &=, Send STAME WOW for Frou Toeok.—
_ET_EEI]I!'.‘:‘G FYBTEMN, 28, Dean Hoad, LONDON, X, W.2,

BE TALL Your: ILGigled inereascd in 14 days, or money bagk, Anaz.

MAGIC TRICKS, citEarccts 2/t bie ™ Ventrloguists |

Vricetd. each, 4for1/-—F. W. Hasrison, 289, Pont jpcilkc Rd., London, §.1.

HEIGHT INCREASED, (opep e st

g A 1 1@ 5 in<. TParticulars,
jantals free. =P, A, CLIVE, Harrackouse, Colwyn BEay, N.

irpll-
Walen.

; Ehyocen, Y Norves," Sell-connciousnoss eurcd or
mgney bick ! Complte Tereatment, B8, detatls

Free.—L. A. STEEBRING, 28, Dean Eoad, i

o ¥ LoxDpoON, MW 2. =

70 different E-Elm
ansparent Envulopcs.  Ben
& TOWHAERHND

Tweentrs, o+ 10 Canmada,. 8 Africans,
.Euat for Approvals.
{oJ

B), LIVERPOOL.

Cuara vourzelf e I did. Par-
ticularse Fres. — FRANIX B.
HUGHEES, 7. BOUTHAMPTON RBROW, LONDON., W.C.1.

BLUS*“H BEHYMNEES. —For PREB particulare almple homn
L |

Clkenis galp

. L

cury write " Mr., HUOGHESE, 7. Bouthampton
_Bow (Box 187), LONDON, W.C.1. v % -

STAMPS FBR 6 {AbroEd 1/-). including Alcpost:. Bar-
3[“1 x . ) - bados, Md India, Nigerin, New South
Wales, Gold Coast, ete, —W. A, WHITE, 'Ellni]m Lamne, LYE, Biourbridee.
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MAUDIE, OF THE BUNSHOP.

Sorry! Quite imposs. to walk

all the way down to Friardale,

Begad, it must be clege on a

mile. Won't you come up here

instead ? Your own MAULY-
WAULY.

Fara

No. 18.

THE MAGNET—E4ERY SATURDAY

>

LAUGH ANI GROW FAT.

(Deeyfriars Hevald

Edited by
HARRY
WHARTON,
oG R.

LATEST

GO OD
EDIVTION ,

15
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EXATR A
to the

October 25th, 1930.

INTRODUCTION BDESIRED:

| should very much like to intra-
duce Bill, my brindled bull-des,

raided my orchard last week,
if he will ba so kind as to favour
me with a call,

young gentleman who

FARMER
HALLOWS.

DOWN WITH GUY

FAWKES

MASTERS UP IN ARMS AND UPIN AIR
—AFTER EXPLOSIONS _

The chief fipure in the famous Gunpowder Plot eame in for quite &
lot of eritioiem on Monday evening last when Paul Prout, Esq., M.A.,
the celebrated big-game hunter, addressed a mass mecting called to
prolest against the continued celebration of the Fifth of November.

Mr. Prout, who was received with loud cheers and a mild fosillade
of rips tomatoes and eggs, declared that it waa sheer nonsense, not
to sny pifiea and tommy-rot, to keep on keeping up Guy Fawkes
Night. ~{Crice of dizsent.) Ho'd like to know who Guy Fawkes was,
snyway. (A wvoice: ' Buy a history book, Prouty ! "' and laughter.)
Why should this wretched Spaniard who lived so long ago continue
to provide an exense for irreverent boys who wished te-plague the
lives of their elders with Chinese ¢crockers and other abominations ¥
{Commotion, during which geverel noisy fegs were ejected.)

Several times during the current weok, went on the speaker, he
hod suffered severs shocka fo his nervous aystem as & reault of the
ischarpged outside his study window, Only that
morning 8 jumping-eracker which
gome  disrespectiul  youth hed
attached to hin gown had ex-
ﬂnﬁmﬁ_ while he was explaining to

r. Locke his ideas on running &
gchool. (Laughter and cheers.)
Hoe disapproved of such behaviour
distinetly. It was discourteous ;
it waa disagrecable ; it was dis-
n_uunnn._wym 1 it wea Emaﬂmmmum :
it was disgraceful ; it wea dis-
pusting ; it wag—

(A woiea: " Disconnect him,
someona [ ' and Joud langhter.)

Continuning, Mr. Prout said it
woa high time thie Guy Fawkes
buginess was knocked on the head
onca and for all. He was there
to say, without fear of contra.
diction, “Down with Guy

fireworks being d

Fawkes ! " Bother Guy Fawkes,
in fact! To descend to the vernacular, blow Guy Fawkes ! (Short
interval, during which H. 8. Quelch, Esq., M.A., woa carried out on
o strotcher, sulfering from shock.)

The speaker then soid he would econclude _um- Hf:nm out thres
ten-coluinn letters which he had written to the ™ Timea " but which
the editor had by some strange oversight omitied to publish.

“The firat,” procesaded Mr, Prout, bringing out soveral reams of
clogely-written MSS,, ' beging as follows ;
opooch | M

We hove sinea been informed that that waen’t really how the letter
begon ; Prout's incorrect rendering was caused by & cannon.-cracker
exploding at the cracial moment underneath the rostrom !

The Gneyvrrians HERALD reporter didn't hear a great deal more
of the speakier's remarks, a regular epidemie of oxplosions interrupting
the proceedings just then. Mr, Prout's last recorded worda on the
gubject as he How out of the lecture-hall wero : " QOw-wow | Lemme
gerraway | Yoooop 1M

We understand that, in spite of the mesting, Greyiriara will

- etlebrate the Fifth as vsool !

THE SPORTIVE FAG!

By Dick Penfold.

‘Hotakestho dice-box{frantic cheers!)
Improve eoch shining roingte 3 And rattles it with vigour

* Dear Editor "=-yar-

How doth the little busy fag

AMERICAN
FINANCIER’S
FAILURE

id. IN THE &£.

Fighor T. Fish, an American
pitizen, described as & flnancier
and neral dealer, vpresented
himself for examination in bank-
ru before H., Wharton, Esq.,
Oificia] Receiver. A number of
eroditors testified to having in.
veated larges sums smounting in
all to 36} in a pcheme known as
Amerjean Enterprisca Limitad, the
object of which was the installation
of automatio chocolate gupply

machines in the RBemova ﬂﬁmﬁ?

Official Receiver: “ What are
Fish's means 1™

Robert Cherry, E.C.: " Well,
sir, ho's mean in many ways.'
(Loughter.) :

0, R. “I mean, what are his
mmmw.unm_.%w.. Why didn't

. Cherryz " idn'
say so at first, then?
peaets are & cunning brain, a
complate lack of honesty—-o"

0. R.: “'We sll know that 1™
_..de..mwu.muu. ‘" But what's his
ﬂ.nmma_... mnﬁhw_m.mmnﬂ.... " LT

jsh 1 ** Beaa e guess
I ain’t worth a dims, sirt ™

0. B.: “Then what has
hoappensd to the vast suma in-
vested by your ereditors 1%

Fish; "“Aw! That E*— went
in muﬁaﬁ? I guesa—

0. B.: “This isn't a guessing
competition. Whet offer are you
prepared to make T

igh: “I offer s farthing in
the pound, sir, and I that's
being what I call real handsome !
1 guceg—=':

0. R.;: "Upend him, some-
.—u_ N mm_. — il ]

A detachment of Removwe Civio
Guardes stood ths petitioner on
his head and a atream of silver
and notes shot out of his pookota
immediately.

0. R. (grimly}: " Well, if this
is an exarmple of failuro on Fish's
pert, I should like to soe him
when he sueceeds ! Appropriate
S5/} et onco and &n#mw_pf BAIS
among the creditora ™

The Official Receiver's order
was catrrvied out amid agonised

ans from the pstitioner, who
oked as though was having
teeth ount! TFroceedings termi.
nated with a public larruping of
the financier with a fives ﬁ_upn by

m uEm_E_nfs._E:.E_ .Funmﬁ EH.__EEPH:EH:.EF
m._.__.wu_—., fierce exciternent in m_ | | He gives s gleeful snigger. =

P. Bcelsover, Esq., the oificial
exsvutioner,

Fan

HIGH HEELS

SCHOOLBOYS

EXERCISE BOOKS
IN BAGS

Boma striking new aotomn]
fashiona were
G iars on the ocoasion of the
ball-term holiday last week. Nona,
however, causod more exeitement
than the empemble of Mr. Vernon.
Bmith of the Remove. This
fashionable young gentlernan was
observed ,#E_huh out .ﬂ_ a#__.u _.wHE_-a

a mit of pu us-fo
crioket, boote, ® starohed eollat
and pink cravat and & topper.
It transpired that he was only
doing ;mm:.. a wager, but for those

who prefer a touch of ths eaxobia
in thair attire the daring com.
bination can be confidently res
commended, Mr. #mue_w%ﬂ.mnmE.-
&ppoaranco Apparen exoited
quite & lot of envy, for several
?ﬂﬂﬁh of ronk and fa mu_u.w”__:.ﬂmm
t greeo On sPamp '

A new note io {footwear has bean
struck Me, H., Coker of the
Filth and Mr. P. Bolsovar of the
Remove. Asis well known, theee
gentlemen share the distinetion
of taking the bi #ize in boots
at Greyfriars. ‘Thoy have just
diseevered thot by sddiog a fow
inches to their heels, ther pedol
extremities becomo distinetly less
alephantine in comparison with
othars, Mr, Boleover confessss a
fear that the faahion will be
oopied, thereby ing away his
present advantago. @ feal, how-
wver, that others are not at all
likety to edopt high heels at
present. Nobody at Groyfriars;
would be so ' solelesa."

Stop Press Item: Exercies
books worn im the trousers are
likely to be fashiopnble in {Le

STIRRING TAIL OF
LEAG FOOTBAWL

By Dicky Nugenti.
“ Play up, the Ath1™®

The ery rang out from a hun-
dred thoweand throats as Jem

in evidence ad¢Plgzzant, the bendesum youn

kaptin of Holdem Athletic, kic

off ggainst Fowlplay Wanderors.
1t was the last and most eritical

mateh of the socezom. Heldem

and Fowlplay were level at the

¥p of the Leag table, each havin
the game number of points an
the same number of goals for

aod againgt, Whoaver won
thia would po up into
the m_mﬁmﬂ Division; conse-
kwently the spectatars wer
wild with eggeitement.

diagust. Fowl Wanderers,
#mr_.m_ﬂa their w_.wm.ﬁu:?mas,
were fowling right and left.
Meanwhile, the roforee, io-
stead of sending them off
the figld, was meoely larling sa
though the spectacle amowsed
hims, Immejatoly the truth fiashed
through the minds of a hundred
thowsand epeotators: thoe ref.
Fad been bribed and was going
1. gnore the unfair tacktix of the
Wanderers |

Yheir woret suspishuns were
aoon confirmed. me after time
mching, and Litiag for &l they
U , and biting for
ﬁﬁn Iw.mﬁwn all Em ref. did was
to encurridge them !

Of corse, Holdem  Athletic
eontinued to play on, like the

fontlemnon  they wore, politely
iaoring the vishua kicka and
punches they got from their

nenta. ing this, the Wan.
rprs’ kaptin amiled & villanoua
smie snd distributed hovvy cud.
gols among his team. These they
used with devastating eoffect,
nocking out” one after another
until only Jim Plezzant was left.

Natchorally they took it for
aeinted that the game was now
oa good as theirs. But was it ¥
Jim Plezzant made up his mind
that it wouldn't be theire so lo

hae was leftl! His h

G

ewrecked and his eyes (Oashing
{'ra, the downtless young skipper
Aranped fourth to play the game

ig lifa?
Amid rocrs of applawse ho
geeurcd the bawl and scored a
biiltiant poal from the hail-way
lige. Irmmejately aiter he
aimiont ecoved another, but one of

of

Ramgve this winter,

ghe juthless Waonderers iripped

LEEDERS OF THE LEAG

him up just as he was about to
shoot.

The Fowlplay Wanderers then
took the bawl up the feld, larfing
fit to bust at the nollidgs that they
were making for an open . goal,
But long before they got
Jim Plezzant waa in front of them,
ready to save tha citadel, Knead.
lesa to say, he did so in briiliant
fashicn.

No trick waa too low for the
Weanderers to descond {o altor
that. They fought their sollitary
opponent with ewvary ﬂ_.«“__mﬁmﬂ
available and mado desprit eilorts
to score. But Jim FPlezzant, his
honnest, friendly smile never once
leaving his fizz, was one oo many

for them every time, and the

wisale evenchally went for full.
timan with Holdem Athletia the

winnera by one olear goal. Jim
Flezzant, by his own unaided
efforts, had takem his temm up
into the First Division! The
spectators were almost deleterious
with delite.

The Fowlplay Wanderera left
the Hald nashing their teeth.
They nashed them still mors when
.r_.xwm. weoera aftorwards arrested
and sontonced to long termas of
hard laber ; but it was jencrally
agreed thet they were lucky to
get off eo lightly.

L ——

PROPERTY MARKET

TO LET.—Fumished study,
inploding plate and linen and
every modern conwvomence. For
ona weelk, or until owner's inancea
are rehabilitated. Rent, sharing
witk Dapont, the other tenans,
ba. w.u_. week.,. Owner will kick
out Dupont and keép him out for
an odditional Za. 6d. Mﬁ. weelk,
Apply, P. Bolsover, Study No. 10,

ERCHANGE WANTE D.—
Young Frenohman offeras half.
ghars o & peod study ocoupied
by a pugilist, in exchange for
quist aceommoadation in & good.
closa  etudy. h_.hm_ﬂ__u___.H Napoleon
Dupont, Btudy No. 10.

FOR SAIL. — Meny choice
piecos of studdy formiture. Or
would exchange for o good tuck-
hamper. Please apply while the
other beoasta are out—W. G

NEW FACE
FOR COKER

Shooting Boots
Needed

WHO'LL HELP?

The fret, and prohably laat,
mesting of the Greyiriara Phil-
anthropic Society wos held in the
Rag on Tuesday evening last.
Alenze Todd, Esg., the well-
known humanitarian, in an earnest

¢h from the chair, said that
t schoolboy's  life, like the
poliseman’s, was not & happy one
—mnot always, anyway., Queite a
lot of auffering went on at Groy-
friara. ({Loud cheers from Vernon-
Smith, who had previonsly been
obeerved tottering oway {rom
Queleh’s study holding hia hoands
under his armz).  ITe (the speaker)
proposad to olleviete the misery
in- their midst by establishing o
fund frem which grants could be
medo to thoss desiring relief,

H, Wharton, Esq. then pro-
ceeded to rend out a list of really
urgent: cases.

r. H. J. Coker.~Badly needa
beauty treatinent; oould do
with a new face altopather, in fact.

H. 8. Quelch, Esp—Ilequirce
long and frequent dosca of &
weakening preparstion to
counteract over-developmont of
the ann muscles.

Mr. O, R, Temple.~—Urgently in
need of a pair of football boots
that will shoot goala.

The Eerl Mauleverer.—\Would
give anything for o sufficlent
supply of dynamite to kecp him
awake now and again.

Paul Prout, Fsg.—Has been
looking for a grizzly bear to hove
R pop at ever ginee ho loft tha
Roclies in "05 1

All thoet remaing now e for
beanoirolent in
their donctions to the Editorial
offica, The eauss ia genuine and
the need vroent.  Now Lhen, you
gportemen [ Rally round !

readars to  aond

NOTISS

WOTIZS : Wearsa eortstin im-
pudeunt fare have at various times
made libellous statements cone-
serning tho most important jentle.
muan in Greyiciars, viz., myself,
in a skurriloua sheet known as the
GREYFRIARS HERALD, this sollem
proclgmetion iz issucd (o warn
thom that any more noasense will
o denlt with wvery seveerly.

Buater, Study No, T,

{Sined), Horace J, Coker,

BUNTER BREAKS
TWO WORLD
RECORDS

Non-Stop Schoolboy
Champions

ﬂuﬂ?.uwmaama_uﬂﬂ:__.n__.ﬁ_..“.ﬁmrp
non-stop dancing, Hn_ﬁ..:m. typing
and what-not, some mizht imapine
thet a school like Groewiriors
lagged behind the timcs o bit.
But does it T Not on your life,
sir | The pon.stop craze ja in
full ewing in this historie old
foundation and several world'a
chempionships have already becn

securad.
Hosking of
__uﬁ:um
[

: the Shell get the ball
laying the piano for
E.m_ﬂ__ n:ﬁiﬂﬂmﬂwﬂmﬁuﬂ%ﬂ.
. Hutton’s non-stop record in
lietening to him right through the
performance was described by an
oxpert a8 even moro remarkable.
{The expert in quesiion, by the

way, wag not aware that Dutloa
ia atone doaf [)

Kippa then achieved immaerial
famo by walking up amd down
the Remove passame on his handa
from tea-fime till bBed-dime.  In
the process he developed so many
eorns on hiz fingera thot he hes
gines had to write with his {eot;
but his record will teko some
beating.

Mavleverer noxt challenged the
world to o sleeping eontest ond
hasu't opened his oyes  since.
Nobody scriously thinks his feab
will ko challenged.

But thoe prize, if any, will
undoubtedly have to go to Bunter.
Digcovering & eouplo of livera
during Mauly's non-stop snooze,
this riging and gifted young
chamuion et once procceded to
break all recorda for non-siop
coting. After whicl, Tcing
qguestioned elosely by Mr. Queich
as to tho exact circumstances of
hia find, Bunter simply smushed
tho regorde for non-stop tibhing
by talking for & aolid hour without
ance telling the Lruth,

Who will have tho norve to any
that Groyiriars Ings kehind tho

times after that 1




