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NE of my girl readers, Miss. lreme

Normean, of Islington, N.1, has

* gomue inte the office ' this week

to asls me a question whish has

been puzzling her. She wants to know
HOW PIERS ARE BUILT.

“Peansn’t the water interfere with the foun.

dations when the tide ia in ¥ she sasks.

No; it dosen’t—because it doean't get &

chance bo do so. The water ia held haclk

by temporary walls while the fonndetions

are placed in position, and then the tom-

porary walls are teken away when all

i ready.

The same method is carried oub in'the
building of Hghthonses and bridges, and
nhgf-eﬂm diffioulty has to be faced when
mud i8 found underneath the water. Tn
eases such as this, huge hollow oylindera
of steel are construe and pushed down
through the water and mud. The water
w then pumped out, and the mud is pe-
moved, The oylindera are filled full of
emnerets, and then serve aa the founda.
tions for the bridge or pier. Thera are
very fsw problems nowadays that modern
%:ﬂﬂ don't know how to tackle |

 DARD ion, this week coraes from
¥ Amatgur phar,” of XKandal,
who wants to mix hs own chemicala for

DEVELOMNG ROLLA FILMSI.

Here ia & good formula : Motol 7 graing ;
uma%:a 30 grans; Hodium Sul-

Eﬁh (Chryat.} 220 grains; Bodium, Car-
_ (Cryat.) 400 graine ; and Potassium
Bromide 8 grains. Mix into one solution
with 20 ouncea of wator.

Develop the co by
leagth for abouk t.h:fl Bt o minuten,
After developing

the fibn =& gqui
rings im waber, thon, fix for usg:mtt
ton minutes in o aeid Sxing badth, made as

lollgwrs

ite- of Boda I lb., water .48
SUBYE i iteg of FPotaagium 1
wupce. This is Bedter than a plain hypo
selution, a8 it inebemtly stops any further
dwoloping geliom, and thus ensures
sbaner and brighter negatives.

After fixing, the film should be washed
i water for half an hour, ¢ ing the
wator uently. Clips should used
om the en 'u{w&aﬁlmtun?nﬂﬁkh::
damaging it soratohing, aod, W

». the film ghould be hung 30 as to

the alr access to both mdes-of b,
snd & clip should be attached to the top
snd bottom of the strip.

WHAT 18 A “SCRAN BAG'™?

iz ona

O know 7 Tom Dickenson, of
D % baw hees. vialed: By
the expreesion, so he written

te me to ask what it means,
Well, aa yvou know, sailora in the Navy
are taught to be vory meat and tidy, and
+to put everything away in ite proper place.
I they are care snough to leave some

of their personal belongings lying sbout, |

If ak first you dnn__’t succeed,
try, {ry, try again!

' Lo eomacer s il
Wrils to him ;: Rillor of* the * Magwel,

TRAINED
Walii and nﬂiumx;
s WVOry nDow AN
the prino fowns
 openZ ﬁl-ﬂghtﬁ
- AL cAn
and dizscuss fepler of govieral join im A I.‘n? nukaber of
* The drmelgamated Press, Ebd., are turned leose iwbo the
shamped and addressed envelope arens, and the speatatory
envure o veply. wwarm over -tha boards and
commenoe to tacklis the beasts,

+-thess are promptiy colleoted amd put inko

. & bag-which is known aa the * scran bag.”
It is tha custam in tha Navy that th

ownsr must pay & pieas of m%hfum he

gﬂn !radmm an article from *f goran
8.

And new &
Pogaon, af a1,

ioka Tor
thoume Road, I"n_rb

one of this week's handsome pocist-
Enives..

Lﬂttﬂgﬁ; Hazo mI aAre,
SOnny 18 your Saor [ ™
Soperior Youth : * How dare

youeall me*sonny " ¥

You are not oy

fathar.”*

Lift Man : ** -Wheil,

I brooght yoa up, didn* LI¥"

Has 1t aver airuck you whaut a tremoens
dous. ameunt of work there musé be
connectad with the sinking of a new mine,
whother it be for gold, or for something
more familiar, but squally as important,
guch as coal !

R.M.8., areader who livea in Brighton,
wants to know

HOW MINES ARE SORE,
and how those who sink them bknow that

at. these paerticular spota T Well, first
of all, t&c;n v{:h-:} Ll:\"ﬂ ﬂ]lfdﬂ- & Btu

logy know by the carth’s strata w
LE:?LE;E:: minerals are to ba-f;umi; but,
oourse, they cannot tell whether thoey are
in sufficient quantities to male it worth
while to mnlk a mine. 'I."r:l-I di.ﬂ;fwar thig,
it ia to samples of the recik
dusps dovwn, betow the carth, and long skl
rods ave driven into the earth, and the
sampleg which they cut out ase broughi
up to the surface. ) ]

T had the opportunity of seeing some
of thess s which were brought up
in Kent when boring oporstions were
carried out o find ond how mpeh coal
there waa in that county’s coalfeld.
Some of them showed that the strats
of epal were broken and uneven, and there.
fore it was useless to go to the expeonse
of sinking mines in those spots. But
others showed that good cemmersial coal
wag to be discovered in big guantities,
and minga were then are atill
. Eent has the deepest coal mine in this
_country, which goea to o depth of over
3,000 feet, The deepest mine in the
world, however, is & gold mine in Brazil,
whieh is 6,726 feet daa;; |

Incidentally, cne of the moet up-to.
date aarial railwaya is to be found in Kent.
This ia the v which connects the
cosl mune at T:ﬂunamna with the bunker-

of
™
of

ing: depot at Dover. Tt is sevem miles
long, and carries gront buckets of oaal

which Xennis}
Elizaboth, #. Africa, has been awardad

cortain minerals are to ba dicovered p
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a position a8 opa of the asmstant toreadore,
fromm which ke has an opportumity of
working up to & * otar ! ormer.

A dandy pocket wallst hos been for-
warded to John Woodcook, Warradale
‘Post {;ﬂm ti:uth!‘ Australis, Gwh;fn haa
subanit u!lﬂwm.g by ] arg
BEpsaridk :

In the ftuhl thay don’f think aboul

-i -
Codcanimation on sorpering
Aol pase Fobar. Mo M,
B » ahoot of thip busincssiiine, stalk ¥

PMM&MMHI will: hava
e OVOr BOVODAl Ansywans i
: &T-hs in order to. dell you slout
: featurss k have in. svore for-
NEXT WEERK'S BSUE
Franle Righards goes on fromy succosa
#0 qucoess in his Ane Greyiriars yarns, and

u

3

o

“SAVED FROM THRE ANA!™

be gives ¥ou o real top-notcher which is
aa gli d?ﬂﬂﬂsﬁuﬂ as an ogg is of meat.
Tha Buanous Five are up gﬁrmﬂ sémething
nexh week, and so in ¥ ] » but
they tackle their diffioulty n;gh#_mgd_ly,
and keep the old Greyiriars flag flying
in the manner which you have learned: to
oxpect of them. There are chuckies aa
WE a8 thrills in this yarn, and you won't
want to leave it until you've read vy
word of it !

Then comes another long irtstmt
of ogur great new Soocer serial, ' Up, the
Rovers ! " and when I tell you t-hﬁ-
-author, John Brearley, is well up -t the
top of his form, you'll know that you. can
xpeot o first-rate  instalment. The
¢ Greyiriars Herald ' will appear a8 usual,
and is guaranteed to raise a number of
amniles on your face. :

Another poem by the Greyfriars rhymes.
ter, more jokes and limericks, snd .a
choery little chat complete the programme,
So don't mies it whatever you do i

YOUR EDITOR.

Send along gour joke or. gour Gregfriare limerick—or botM—amd win
ouyr useful prives of pocket iwallets and Sheffleld stool penknives, AW efforts
f+ b aent o : ¢lo MAGNET, 5. Carmelite Street. London, E.C4 (Comn.)



AROTHER ADVENTURE THRILLER BY FAMOUS FRANK RICHARDS !

.-\‘.

THE FIBRST CHAPTER.

In the Power of the Mandarin !

& H nriielj 4

O Billy Bunter groaned,

It was not uncommon for

Bunter to grouse. With

cause, or without cause, in seazon and

out of season, Bumter would grouse.

But on the present occasion it had to

be admitted that Bunter had just cause
for gmuamﬁ.

Tied on the back of & donkey, travel-
ling & dusty road in & hot sun, Bunter
felt that it was about the limit.

He hed groused comsiderably on the
journay to a. He bad groused still
more after landing in that delectable
country. But his grousing now outdid
ell his previous efforts 1n that line.

o gfnmd, be grumbled, end he
groaned. :

Certainly, he was not baving a good
time. oeither was the
Chinese donkey that carried
him. That patient beast was
used to heavy burdems. But
Bunter's weight was some-
thing new to him, and many
times the patient ass bturned

his head and at his
rider with a sad expression.

Bunter wished that the beastly
journey was over. FProbably the donkey
wiahedy it atill more fervently than
Bunter.

“(Oh dear! Oh, crikey! Ow!"

“ Keep s stiff upper lip, old fat man!"
gaid Bob Cherry.

e G‘H !II‘

“Don"t let these Chinks hear you
mgﬂiing. ﬁunl-e:,“ said Harry Wharton.

On either side of Bunter, Harry
Wharton and Bob Cherry were bound
to donkeys' backs, with their arms tied
behind them. .

Ahead of them rode a Chincse soldier,
leading the three donkeys on a rope.

Behind thom were more soldiers, In
front was the magnificent horse-litter
in which rode the Mandarin Teng

s A

Wang. Round the litter rode many
armed guards,

For the latter part of the night, and
for a whole burning morning, the three
prisoners had ridden thus.

They were on their wn¥ to an-shan,
the eity in the interior of China, ruled
by the maondarin,

Little as they had to hope, after
once the gatea of Pan-shan had closed
behind them, the Greyiriars fellows

were glad to see the city in the distance Bob

ahead. At least it meant the end of
that painiul journey. :
Far behind them, mzmir,' & leng mile
by hill and plain, were their chums, in
tge city of Canton. Frank Nugent,
Johnony Hull_, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
were still safe in Canton; and it was a
consglation to Wharton and Bob to know
that they were safe. Unfortunately, it
was no consalation to Billy Bunter, who
had elmost forgotten their existence,

Harry Wharton & Co. in the hands of the
mereiless Tang Wang. . .
behind them is Greyfriars, . .

the City of Death !

His fat thoughts being wholly and
solely concentrated on his fat sclf.

Bunter eould bear, with great forti-
tude, anybody’s troubles but his own.
His own worried him deeply.

“1 say, you fellows !"" groaned Bunter,

“Cheer up, old chap!' said DBob.
“¥Your brother isn't complaining.”

Bunter blinked at him through his
hig sﬁ-ectm!cs.

‘Eh? What brother, you fathead?"

“The one that's carrying you.'

* You—you—you gilly idiot!” gasped
Bunter. *Is this o time for your rotten
jokes?" : .

“Your brother's having a worzc time
than you are,'' argued Bob, *Take
a lezon from him and try te be a
patient ass.*

“ Beast 1"

Thousands of miles
Before them lies

“1 suppose that's Pan-shan,” said
Harry Wharton, with a nod towards the
walls of the city gleaming in the sun
aehead. * Wo shan't be long now.'”

“I'll be glad to get out of this
blessed sun and dust ™ said Bob.

“ Hama here 1"

“I eay, you fellows!" groaned
Banter, “I wizth we hadn't come fo
China,"™

“ Lot of good wishing that now !"' said

G,
I thonght I was going to have a
jolly good time."

“Well, vou haven’t had a bad time.
Think of that gorgeous feed you had
in Br. Wan's house at Canton.’

-Bunter cmitted a deei roan.

He was hungry—frightiully hungry |
The thought of the delicious feast in
Mr. Chung Lung's houso st Canton
was sheer tortura to him,

“And we're not dead yet, you know”
sald Bob, whose cheery spirits
conld not be crushed, even by
his present dismal situation
and the perilous prospect that
lay ahead. “ While there's life
there's hope.”

roan |

Hope is enid to spring
oternal 1n the human breast,
Dut thera did not seem much left in
Bunter's podgy breast,

“Forrers Locke will do the best he
can for ns,' said

Groan!

Buntoer seemed fo have little faith in
what the gelebrated Baker Street detee-
tive could do for them.

“We got away once,” said Bob en-
couragingly.  *“We may get away
apain.”

(iroan!?

“I dare say they'll give us some gruh
when we arvrive in Pan-shan ™ added
Eob.

Bunter brightened up.

Bob Cherry had evidently touched the
right chord.

Tag Macrer Lieranrt.~—INO. 1,185
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“Think #0!” he ssked, with deep
earnestnoss.

“Pretty sure, old bean. They want
to keep us mlive,' said Bob consolingly.
“That footling old frump, Tang Wang,
thinks that Ferrers ke will follow
us, to help us out, and that he will get
his elutches on him. 1 rather think he
won't, Locke’s too deep for a blinking
Chink. They'ro sure to feed us™

“1 could eat a horze "' said Bunter
almost tearfully. "I could cat a wild
tiger. I turned np my nose at those
siails and fr they offered us to eat
at old Wun's house. I could eat them

now."”

“YWa'll pet awni‘ ct,” said DBob.
“Think of getting back to Canton and
sitting dewn to a terrifie feed I

“Ah!" sighed Dunter ecstatically,

“Think of getting back to Grey-
friare, and a spread in the study 1" went
on Bob Cherry.

“Ah|"” sighed Bunter again,

He seemed a little comforted.

The procession wound on along the
dusty rosd, under the burning sumn.
The curtnina of the horsc.litter were
closed, sereening the mandarin from the
gaze ol common eyes, and {rom sun
and dust. B8ince leaving the roadside
inn, many long and weary hours n%;::,
the juniors had seen nothing of the
yvellow demon ivto whose power they had

fallen.

Many passengers d on the road—
merchants, travelling oo  camels,
travellers in sedan-chairs, borne on the
shoulders of sweating ooolies, blue-clad
peasants tramwping on foot. Many of
them stopped to kow-tow to the invisible
mandarin in the f&udf litter. All of
them olenred hastily out of the way of
the guards. Somo glanced curiously at
the three prisoners riding in the midst
of the soldicrs.

Sometimes & curse was hurled at the
“ foreign devils '’ from somo disgruntled
Chineso on the road. But asz & ruls the
glances only  cxpressed curiosity;
occasionally pity. Bot if the juniors
had hupcdy Lgat any one would inter-
vene on their account, they soon learned
what there was nothing in it

‘that Tang Wang was all powerful
in Pan.shan and its vicinity was
]plrm;m% by tha fact that he marched
1is prisoners openly along the road, in
m':im of all who passed,

n the provinece of KKwang-si, which
they werp now traversing, there was
evidently no  adminmistration of law
powerful enopgh to keep the mandarin
in_check.

Law, indeed, had paver been strong

in China, and in the present distracted
state of the country, with half a dozen
insurgent war-lords at war with one
another, it was more feebla than ever.
Bandits swarmed in the hills, pirates
on_the rivers, and every general of
& few thousand ragpged soldiers was s
lay unto himself, Tang Wang was on
terms of allianes with the particular
wat-lord who wos strong in Kwang-s,
el in his own city hoe ruled with a rod
of iron. In Pan-shan Tang Wang, in fact,
was the law—all the law there was!
. Weary, dusty, hungry, thirsty, the
juniors watched the city sz they drew
n;znrrcr to it, by the road acrozss the
plains,

High, white walls, with a high, em-
baitled gateway through which the road
ran, faced m; they ocould see
soldiers on the summit of the wall, and
on the top of tho arch over the great
gates,

Close by the gates was a smaller arch,
through which a canal ran, glistening
in the sun until it disappeared into the
gloomy shadow of the archway.

Tne Micxer Lierary.—No. 1,185,

Boats and sampans glided on the Through

eanal, which the juniors could gucs
communicated with the Che-kiang, the
Pearl River of Canton; for much of the
trade of the interior went down by
water to Canten and Hong Kong.

Nearer to the city the road ram by
the bank of the cana), snd men on
satpans ccased poling to kow-tow on
their decks to the mandarin's cortege as
it wound by.

“Here wo are at Jast!” gasped Bob
Cherry in relief, as the prisoners passed
out of the glare of the sun into the
d“'“"li’- cool shadow of the gateway.

Thirty feet over their heads soared
the arch—tunnel-like, for the wall was
of immense thicknoess.

The gates stood wide open, as was
customary in the daytime, and a
numercus guard was on the epot. 'The
horse-litter of the mandarin was greeted
with revercotial kow-tows, the officer
of the guard touching the earth with his
forehead. It passed on, and after it
went the three prisoners on the asses,
with the soldiers following.

. The prisonors of the mandarin were
in the city of Pan-shan st last.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
In the Yamen at Pan-shan ]
ARRY WHARTON, twisting in
H the ropes that bound him to the
back of the donkey,stared back
at the road through the long,
dusky guteway,

Boyond the shadow of the tall arch
the rond lay shimmeriog in_the blaze
9{ the sun, the canal glistening beside
i

Many passengers could be seen on the
road, some on camels, a few on horses,
most on foot—the latter chiefly peasants

or beggars. Some were coming towards
the city; some going from it.
Among them Wharton's eyes searched

for & tattered figure in an old blue
gown, with bara fect and & hamboo hat
and a begging-bowl.

1t was Hung, the Chinese beggar,
for whom he looked; the man with the
begging-bowl, who, under his dirt and
rags and yellow skin, was no other than
Ferrers Locke, the Baker Street
detective.

That the disguised detective was fol-
lowing the manderin’s eavalcade, un-
known and unsuspected by the Chinese,
Wharton was assured.

It was quite certain that Ferrers
Locke, once having got in touch with
the captured Greyfriars juniors, would
not lose m?ht of them again,

He was following them to Pan-shan
snd he waa not likely to have difficulty
in entering the city.

Whether he would be able to hel
them, once they were within the walls
of the mandarin’s yamen, was a pro-
blem; but Wharton knew that he would
vither save them or lose his life in the
attempt.

Ho scanned the road behind, keenly,
for the tattered fizuro of Hung the
beggar; but he did not pick it out of
the many figures on the road.

A jeering voice spoke to him in
Chinese, and one of the soldiera struck

him a smart blow across the shoulders Rob

with a bamboo.

Wharton gave the man a grim look.

Another rap from the bamboo was his
reward; and the junior set his lips and
locked straight hefore him as the pro-
cossion wound on.

“By gum!” murmured Bob Cherry.
“I'd like to have my hands looze for a
minute or two and give that Chink
toco |

Wharton nodded, without epesking,

THE MAGNET

] the parrow streocts the
mandarin’s e:url:ego wound on its way to
the “yamen,” the official residence of
the governor of Pan-shan.

_In Canten the juniors had seen many
nligm of modern progress; many samples
0

the reforms instituted by the
“sdvanced” party in China—broad
strects, motor-cars, even & motor-

omnibus, telegraph and telephone.
But in tim inland -:ril:;r of Pap-shan there
was nothing of the kind to be seen.
The streets were narrow, shaded hy
matting screens from the sun-glare;
dusty, dirty, littered with foul-smelling
garbage—Chinese to the last detail
Crowds jostled and j'&h_bered and
ewarmed ; mnd the mandarin's guards
struck right and left with bamboo sticks

to clear the way, blows falling on
ahhnuifdau and backs, answered by loud
owls,

" Modern China " evidently had no
footing in the city of Pan-shan,

8ince the ravolution, in which the
Manchu emperors had fallen from their
high estate China bad beem, in pame
at least, a republio. In theory, Jack
wWas &s g as his master, and every
ecolie the equal of the most truculent
old girdle-wenring nobleman.

Nevertheless, a land that haod not
changed in twenty-five centuries was not
likely to change in a hurry at the
edicts of a party of progress,

Tens of thousands of Chinese had cut
off their pigtails and adopted trousers;
but. millions remained unchanged.

National ways do not change easily.
And in China the great mass of the

Chinesa follow the old ways New
names Are given to old things: new
rulers take the place of the old rulers:

new tyrants tyrannise in the place of
the old tyrants, in China as in Russia.
And the great msss of the people
submit, as t have always submitted.
Certainly, the juniors saw little sign
of *liberty, ality, and fraternity "

in the streets of Pan-shan.
People scrambled out of the way of
the mandarin’s eortege, h?!fjd by the
sticks and an

lashes of the bamboo
occasional cuff or kick.

In acknowledgment of theso kind
attentions they bowed to the ground in
respect to the mandarin's litter.

ang Wang had oni;r to raise hia
finger for any head in Pan-shan to fall;
and the inhabitants of the city were
enly too well aware of the fact. Ip such
circumstances the theory that China was
a free and glorious republic was not
of much use to them,

Onward went the procession to the
gate of the mandarin's yamen, an
i ; sing building surrounded by Ligh
wWaRIIB.

In the courtvard within the three
Greyfriara fellows were freed from
ki ot e Y d, stiff

Io a ground, s
and aching ?rmn their bonds,

“Dwl"” ﬁuped Billy Bunter *1
say, you fellows, I've got the crampl
Ow, ow, wow, owl”

Hea leaned heavily on Wharton.

Wharton and berry werso
cramped and aching, too; but the
were made of rather sterner stuff than

Bunter.,
“Buck up, old bean!®
“Ow! Oh dear "

“For goodness’ sake don't let these
Chinks hear sou whining!” muttered
Wharton imga.tianﬂ :

“Beast] Uw, wow! Wow ™

The mandarin’s litter wept on towards
the grand entrance of the yamen. But
the pgrand entrance was mot for such
unimportant small fry as three foreign
devils,

They were taken away by & path

murmured
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through the gardens,
Chinese soldiers driv-
ing them away with
flicks from bamboo
canes. HSome sort of
an official in a highly
decorative robe,
joinped them, the sol-
diers falling back
respectfully. The
official was a fat man
—built somewhat on
the lines of William
George DBunter—with
s round nnd rather
good-humoured face,
and a dpmr of horn-
rimme spectacies.
He stared wvery curi-
ously at the three
juniors, and spoke to
them in Eeglis

“Fallow me, foreign
devils1”

“Where are we
oing 1 asked .;Iihtg
BrTY, GONCOUTrage
speak the good-
tamper @XPresslon
on the Chinaman’s
face.

“You go along
prison.”

“(Oh crumbs " said
Bob.

The juniors had ¢
heard of Chinese
risons and their
orrors. In spite of
their courage, their
tearts sank at the
rospect of being
ga::derl among crimi-
pnals in over-erowded,
evil - smelling, filthy
uarters. 'fha fat
inaman smiled.
“Not common
Brim:m," he  said.
You stop in this
yamen, under eye of
reat and pearllike Tang Wang.
g‘hh humble t]éﬁmg?. 0 No, takes you in
iz poor custody.
The last sentenoe perplexed the

juniors for a mement or two; then they .

realised that O No was the name of the
fat gentleman, “ O ™ being the surname.
In spite of themsclves, they could not
help smiling. Chincse names had often
gtruck them a3 droll; but O No seemed
the limit.
The fat tleman smiled, too.

Probably he had observed on previous
oconsions that pis pame had ap entor-

taining effect on foreign devils.

“You think the name of this poor
person too much comical!” he asked.

“Oh, nol” said Bob; then, realisiog
that he was repesting the name of the
Eﬁiﬂmn' he added hastily: “Not at

“ It is nothing I” said O No. *“ Foraizn
davils do not understand. The clan of
O wan great and famous in China before
the Groat Wall was built by the
Etaperor Shih-Huang. But what do
the foreign devils know?! Nothing.”

Mr, g, howevor, did not seem
offended. Evidently his contempt for
the barbarinns from the West was so
groat that ho felt that he could dis.
regard their absurdities.

‘Follow me!l” he said again,

The juniors followed him, the soldiers
bringing up the rear, no longer Bickin
the prisoners with the bamboo aticks. It
was plain that Mr., O was a person of
E0me confequence,

hind the ofhciel yamon of the
mandarin the bouse extended for a greast

With eroel Orlental playlulness, one
of the guards threw a sions, which
struek the old man’s bege
tilted i, and shot Its confents out
into the road |

ing-bowl,

ace, & rambling structure of innumer-
able rooms, passages, and courtyards,
like many Chinese mansions.

0 No opened a door that looked on a
walled gorden.
. He stepped aside, and signed to the
juniors to enter.

Harry Wharton and Dob -passed in,
and Billy Bunter rolled in after them.
The Owl of the Remove turned his

%ﬁ:&ﬂﬁuﬂﬂ on Mr, O No with a pathetio
ITIE.

“I say, Mr. No—" he began,

The fat Chinaman zmiled contemptu-
ously. It was just like a foregn devil to
cell him Mr, No instead of Mr, O,

“I say, I'm hungry !” said Bunter, in
s voice that might%ave melted the hears
of one of the stone dragons over the
yamen gate. “I'm famished! I
suppose we're going to have something
to eat.”

“Food shall bo sent to you!™ said
O No.
“Good!" gasped Bunter.

0 Mo stepped back, the door
closed, and a bolt was shot.

The three Grevfriars fellows wera left
to themselves. To two of them the
sound of the shooting bolt waz like a
knell. Billy Bunter hardly noticed i,
howover. Bunter's thoughts were con-
centrated on one subject—one burning
question—how long would it be belore
the grub arrived T

Food was always the fat junior's first
consideration; and it was typical of him
to think primari;y of something to eat
when the lives the thrce hung oo a
thread |

was

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Desperate Resolve [
JUHNHY BULL brought his fisk

down on a little lacquer table in
the ko-tang in Mr. Wun's house
at Canton with & heavy thump.
The table rocked,
Frank Nugent ond Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh looked round.
Nugent's face was pale; Hurrea
Jamset Rom Singh had a distressed

gloom on his dusky countenance,
Johnny Bull bad an cxpression some-
Ehut iko that of = bulldog about o
ito,

“I've had enough of this!"” said
Johnny,

*I think we all have!” said Nugont,
with a sigh. “If there was anything a
fcllow could do i

“The 1f-fulness 15 terrific,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh sadly.

“We'vo got to do something I said
Johnny Bull. * Ferrers Locke hns gove
after them, and he's sent no word, We
can't stick here safe while they are in
the hands of that villain of a mandarin.
We ean't and won't."

“Locke told us te wait——"
B'*"W&‘va waited ¥  grunted Johnny

Uil

“I don’t see how Locke could send
news, oven if he pot in  touch with
them," eaid Frank. *“He's alone in &
hostila country=—ho could never trust a
mcssenger,”

“I know! I know, too, that Forrers
Locke will do anything that can be
done. But I'm sticking here no louger,
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We lold Locke xe would wait—and
we've waited. It's clear thot they've yot
as far as Pan-shan—they must have
been in the city long bofore this. Tang
Wang has got them safe at the yamen,
as they ca]Fit. Well, that lets us cut.
We're not bound to wait any loenger.
AMr. Locke may have been cut to pieccs
days ago, lor all we know.™

Mugent and Hurree Singh nodded.

Ferrivs Locke had taken his life in
his lrands in [following the kidnapped
juniors inte the mysterious interior of
Chiza, into a rogion where the only
law was the power of tle tu-chun, or
war-lord, who commanded & lowless
army, and whoe was the ally of Tang
Wang. .

As likely as not, moro likelr thah not,
the famoua detective had paid for his
temerity with his lifs,

“We'va pot to get at it!" growled
Johony Buﬁ. “'1 don't say we're likel
to succeed 1If Ferrers Locke has [ailed.
That's rotl But there’s a sporting
chance of doing something. And il we
gc-t. it in the neck we'll take our chance,

ink or awim together was always our
motic.’”

"Right!” said Frank, and a gleam
came 1nto his ag::q “We can’t wait
here for ever—Locke wouldn't expect
that. He wouldn't e t us fo lcave
China, leaving Wharton and Bob in the
hands of that scoundrel—and Bunter,
too. But what can we do, old chap 1™

“ Bomothing ! growled Johnny Bull,

""Pan-shan is more than a hundred

miles inland. Tang Wang is cock of

the walk there. e don't even spoak
Chinese. It's a big order.”
“TI'm going!” ssid Johnny Tull

-.gr:;i:'ﬂl%’+ ““They can cut me to picces if
they like, blow ‘em, but I'm going lo

have a shot at helping our pals,”

“I'm game,” 2aid Nugent, “and so
is Inky.”

“The gamefulness is terrifio,’* said the
Nabeb of Bhanipur,

“There's one thing,” s=aid Johnoy
Bull, * Thos brutes won't be expecting
anything »f the kind. Tang Wang would

noever dream that we ghounld have the
nerve  to  follow  our friends inte
Kwang-si.”

“That's z0; but every Chinaman on
tho road would notice three foveign
devilg—""

“1'va been thinking of that! Ferrers
Locko has gone into Kwang-ai, in the
disguise of & Chinese beggar, We can't
play that game like Locke, but we can
shove on some sort of a cover. We can
make ourselves ook Chinese enough to

s muster,”

"'The first man who spoke to us on the
road would spot usl” szaid MNugent,
shaking his head.

“More ways than ona of killing a
cat|” retorted Johnny Bull. *I've been
asking questions about the country,
Pan-shan is on a cooal that runs into
the West Hiver—lots of the trade down
from the interior comes by water—
half the trevelling in this country is
done by river and canal. What price
going up the river in a sampan and got-
ting into Pan-shan by way of the
canal "

Nugent whistled.

"My esteemed Johnny," murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“On the river we could keep out of
the way of questions,”™ said Johnny.
“We mightn't hit trouble till we reach
Pan-shan.”

“Then we should hit i¢ bhard!" =aid
Nugent dryly.

“Who cares?” growled Johnny Bull,

“If we could take a fellow with us

i e e
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who spoke Chinese!” muttered Nugent,
“If Wun Lung would come along—"

“Can’t ask him!” said Johnny Bull,
shaking his head. “'Old Mr. Wun and
his grandfather, old Ko, wouldn't hear
of ie. It was to keep Wun Lung zafe
that we all camie out to Chins, and we
can't azk him to put his head into the
tiger’s mouth now he's got safe home,”

“That's so! But—"

“We've got to try it on.

“It's ne good trying it om without
comebody  who :peaks the language
along with us,” said Frank, " Perbaps
ddr. Wun can find us somebody who can
be trusted.”

' He will have to find somebody who's
willing to risk having his head cut off 1™
said Johnny Bull. *'Ha certainly won't
trust Wun Lung outside the wallz of
his house, and if he would, Grandfather
Ko wouldn't, and it's the jolly old
grandfather who rules the roost here.
But—— (th, here’s the kid.”

‘Wun Lung came into the ko-tang with
s zoft footsteps.

Fhe Chinese junior of Greyfriars was
looking far from his usual cheory seilf,

His chums had seen him safe through
many duugemﬁ and landed him alive
and well in_the house of Wun Chung
Lung. But it seemed that threa of the
Greyfriars fellows were to pay with
their lives for their success in keeping
Wun Lung safe from the clutches of the
Red Dragon Tong. And the thoughts
of the little Chinese were with his
friends in far-of XKwangsi, in the
power af the mandarin,

“Any nows?"” asked Nugent cagerly,
as the inese junior joined B,
“ Anything from Ferrers lJ.ucka?"

“No news, fiend Flanky,” answered
Wun Lung. *“But messenger comey
flom Tang Wang, talkeo along fathee™

*A nleuenger%’,rﬂm Tan Wga.ng 7" ax-
claimed Johnny Bull, “What does be
H?IHHL

un Lung smiled faintly.

“Askee lonsom.” b

Il& ransom i.]:-

“Yesl Fifty thousand silver ghoes for
our thlee fiends.”

“Oh, my hatl"” gaid Frank, © Fi!t;
thousand ounces of silver! The villain's
askﬁ% en:::-ug-h.”h

" Whaot answer has your fether given 1"
asked Johnny Bull, 4 gireal

The little Chinee smiled again,

“Ha tellee messengar he must con-
sultee Fellors Locke!' He sy he scndes
to Hong Kong, askee Fellers Locke,”

“But Ferrers ien't at Hong
Kong,” said Frank, puzzled. *Mr.

Locko has gone into Kwang-si.”
"Velly tlue; but no tellee Tan%"i:‘f*mg
g0, answered Wun Lung, Telles

Tang Wang plenty big lie ®

“Oh1” ejaculated l‘fugeph

“ Messenger comey again aftee thles
day,"” said Wun Lung.

“Yon think Tang Wang will wait
threa days for an snswer 1"

“ Waitee plenty! Nobody in hully
along China,” snswered Wun Lung.
“ Plenty timee in this countly.”

The junicrs had alread rned that
they were in a land of leisurely slow-
nezs, Nobody in China was in a
hurry. Lifle went on at the sammo casy
paca as for the past twenty-five
centuries.

“Talkee plenty makee losee plenty

time,"” said Wun Lun hines wWaYy,
plenty muches talkes,
Nugent smiled a little. He knew that

negotiations were always long-drawn-out
in China. ng Wang would probably
expect his negotiations with the Canton
merchant to take up time.

“But if your father pays the
ransgm——" he zaid.
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“Tang Wang Ekilly plisconer, alles
samea| He plenty muchee fierce along
his son Tang Lsoo killed. He takes
lansom, killy plisoner allee samee."

“"Ther your father won't pay 1"
“No payes. Only tskee muchee
timee, takee all timee can,” seid Wun
Lupg. “All timee talkee, plisonera no
killy.”

Nugent sighed. He had no doubt that
the revengeful mandarin had no inten-
ticn of releasing the prizomers. He
would extract their ransgm if he could;
and then he would send the heads of the
prisoners to Mr. Wun. His chief object
m  ordering the kidnapping of the
uniors was to draw Ferrers Locke to

an-shan to their rcsoue, sura that if the
Baker Street detective penetrated into
his city, he would fall into the tyrant’s
power. o much they knew, from the
mandarin’a own words. The demand
for ransom was only a eside show, as it
were. Probably Tang Wang did not ex-
pect to receive the money., But if he
received it, the prisonera would not be
released. The mandarin’s motivo in the
firat place had been greed; but since his
pon had fallen in the sttack on the Grey-
friars party on the voyage out to China,
venpesnce was stronger than greed in
his breast,

And Mr. Wun EhungeLuug, knowing
that a ransom would ﬁl:id in vain,
would pay nothing; only he intended to
draw oui the haggling as long as pos-
gible, to give Ferrers o time to act.

That was all that he could do, and it
was gomething; but it brought little
enough hope to the juniors.

Johnoy Bull ¢lenched his fists.

“You know the customs of these
Chioks I’ he said, “Tang Wang will
wait a few dag;—-thay slways cxpect to
jaw a lot, in China. Then 1if he doesn’t
gﬁt the money, he will zend along a

gor or an ear to hurry up the pay-
ment.”

Nugent shuddered.

It was only too possible—only too ter-
o o i k 50, Wun Lung?” h

o you think so, Wun Lung o
asked

““Mo tinkes ! admitted Wun Lung.

“That sottles it,” said Nugent.
fWe're going! I don’t care if they cut
us to pieces—we're going |”

Wun Lung's almond eyes opened wide. |

“¥You goey aloog Pen-shani” he
o,

“You all killy.”

“Bink or swim together.” said Johnn
Bull, A toll

“We're going ! We'd better
your father, I:‘us. ﬁgham is het"
“¥You comey slong me,” said Wun
Lung, ond be led the juniors from the
ko-tang, and they followed him by halls

and passages to the private cabinet of
Mr. Wan.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
The Prisoners !

i ‘HE Chinese can cook ™
I Billy Bunter.
Bunter hsd made that re-
, mark man
Greyiriaras fellows
Flowery Land.
Thers was no doubt that the Chiness
couid eook. Tho things they cooked did
not rlways meet with Bunter's
approval; he disliked snails and frogs
as articles of diet. But the way they
cooked was all right—in fact, it was, in
Bunter's estimation, * prime,”
“1 say, you fellows.” The Owl of the
Remove blinked at his two fellow
prisoners, “This is topping! I'm not

said

times, since the
ed arrived in the

pure what it's made of, but it's reslly
tipping=—in fact, spiffing |”

And Bunter, having paused for a
moment or two, resumed operations on
the contents of the bowl resting on his
fat knees,

The mandarin’s prisoners were evi-
dently not to be starved—at t, at
all events. Servants had brought in
thres bowls of food, under the eye of
Mr, O No, with a guard of soldiers
gtanding outside while the door was
open. They were loft to themselves
again immedistely,

All three were hungry and thirsty.
They drank from the large jug of water
that had been placed in the room, and
began to eat. Chopsticks had been pro-
vided; and the juniors had got rather
used to these, in the house of Mr, Wun,
at Canton. They were never likely to
learn to manage chopsticks in the
manner that was considerod elegant in
China; but they contrived to eat with
them. Billy Buater helped out the
chopsticks with his fat fingers.

“It's scrum‘i:tinusi“ he said, with his
mouth full. “They call it rico; but it's
ﬁa*]:fnl stew!l 1 think there’'s chicken

1
Wharton and Bob Cherry preferred

s
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not to think about that. The hind lops
of frogs, much used in Chiness mnk&ﬁ.
tasted very much like chicken, But it
was no time to be particular. They had
“ Fhey fels all th
ey telt oll the better for the meal,

teo, which undoubtedly was well eooked,
whatever it consisted of, There was a

ood deal left in two of the bowls, when

harton end Bob had finishe?, Bunter
was still going on. There was not likely
to be a:nwt.lm:nn‘ii left in his bowl,
B"‘bﬂhd you like it, old fat man,” eaid

)

MIt's prime!™ said Bunter. *“If they
ivo us grub like this, wa shan't be =o
ly off. That man O No doesn’t scem
& bad sort—lots of Chiness nren’t had
sorts, you know. Tang Wang is a
frightful beast; but lots of them are all
right. I dare say they hate foreigners:
huit:. &ﬁta say wo should fe«;l Ii';hna same if
& lot of loreigners camo and baggcd bits
DfBEugiand What 7 BB
unter was evidently in & very reason-
able and placable mood—the j-a.::lfm:t of
tha exeelient eontents of the bow!]. Until
tho moment when the food arrvived, tho
Chinese had been a raco of heathen
blighters who mﬁi:; to have been exter-
minated. Now ter was prepared to
admit that the whole four hundred
millions of them were not bad. There

7

were good fellows among them; and
Bunter was willing to ackoowledge it—
when he was nob hungry.
“*If this goes on,” said Bunter, “all
nﬁht ! I suppose that beast Tang Wang
will stick old Wun for a ransom for us!
Woell, I think he ought to pay it—at
least, for me, Considering that I came
out to China purely and simply to see
his son safe home, he's bound to play
up. And he's jolly rich—a few thousand
pounds won't hurt bhim.”

“Think you'r» worth it 7™ asked Bob,
with gentle sarcasm.

“Oh, really, Cherry! I say, you fel-
lows, 1f you're not going to Bunish your
grub, I'll finish it for you. YWhat?”

“ (o ahead, fatty ™

Buntor went shead. It was against
Bunter's principles to leave anything
catable uncaten.

He gte and ate! And the more he
ate, the more hopeful was the view he
took of the situation. How little likely
tho mendarin was to releaso them for a
ransom, Wharton and Bob know only too
well; but there was no oeed to add to
Bunter’s terrors, so they kept their
Lknowledge to themselves.” Dunter, for-
tunately, was not much given to think-

mge.

%aviﬂg clenned out the third bowl, to
the last speck of rice. Bunter vese from
hiz stool and yawned,

“1 fancy I'll have a nap!™ he re-
marked.

“Go it 1" zaid Bob.

“Don’t jaw, you fellows! Keep quiet,
you know ["

* Fathead ™

_**I think you might have a little con-
sideration,” said Bunter. *I'm uszed to
your gelfishness, but all the same, you
might remember all I've done for you.™

“Go to sleep, for goodnoess’ sake,”
eatd Harry. " Your snoring is rather
better than your chin-wag.”

“Yﬂh IJ‘J

Tha only bed in the room was the
kang, a reised dais at one end of tha
room. Three or four matz lay on it.
Bunter rolled one up for a pillow,
stretehed himself on the others, and
closed his eyes. A minuto mere, ond a
decp snore rumbled through the room.

Bunter, at zll ovents, was able to
forget his troubles in sleep, .

It was not so casy for his companions
to do the same. They were gifted with
rather brighter mental powers than
William George Bunter.

They stood at the window locking out
into the walled garden. The room,
lika the wholo of the great rambling
building, was on the ground floor.

The window, like most windows in
the interior of China, waos of otled
paper, which admitted light, but blurred
viston, But scveral of paper panecs
wera torn, and through the gaps the
juniors were able to look out. Outsido
the paper panes strong wooden bars

rotected  the window, the spaces
gntwﬂen much too small for the
slimmest prisoncr to crawl ouk.

“Bafe encugh here!™ gaid Dob
Cherry, with & grimace,

* Looks like it."”

“1 wonder what the {ellows aro

doing in Canton "

“"Mothing,"” =zaid Harry. "They
know that Br. Locke followed us, of
course, but they can do nothing.
only hope they won't lry anything rash
and fall into that demon's clutches.”

Bob glanced towards the zlecping
Owl and lowered hiz voive.

“What do you think they're going
to do with us, old man ¥

“HKeep us as a bait fo draw TFerrers
Locke into Tang 'Wang's hands™

Tue Macyer Lnany.—No. 1,185,
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answered Harry. "“The brute threat-
ened it when we saw bhim in Cantom.
Most likely he will tr{’ to stick Mr.
Wun for a ransom; but whother a
ransoin’s paid or npot, he won't let us
ED.IJ

“Then our lives are safe till-—"

“Till ho gets hold of Ferrers Locke,
I think—or loses patience,’”’ said Harry
quietly. ‘“He won't get bhold of BMr.
Locke in & hurry.”

Bob Cherry put his hand through one
of the gaps in the paper window and
felt tho ber oculside. It was of some
hard wood like tcak, almost as hard as
ron.

“"MNo getting out of this," Le said.

Wharton ghook his head.

“It all depends oan Locke,™ he
answored.
“That's s0.”

“We know—though the mandarin
docsn’t—that he's not far away., Dut
how is he geing to find uws here?”
Wharton shook his head again. “*We're
up against it, old chap.”

“While there's life there’s hopse,”
gaid Dob stoutly. ]

But, in spite of their courage, the
chums of the Remove knew how little
hope there was of eacaping alive from
tha power of the mandarin,

In silence they stood watching the
shadows deepen in the little  walled
garden uutsigg their prison,

The sun was szinking in the west,
towards far-away Yun-non and Tibet;
shadows lengthened in the gardep, and
the room grew deeply dusky.

ey were thinking of Ferrers Locke,
now probably within the walls of Pan-
shan, in his disguiso of a Chinese
beggar-man.

Locke would know that they were
imprisoned in the yamen. But how was
ho to gain admittance within those
closcly guorded walla? How, 1f he
gained admittance, was ho to find the
prison-room of tho Greyfriars juniors
in that rambling warren of a building ?
How, if he found them, waa he to spirit
them away from a city swarming with
2 hostile Fopulatiun, high-walled,
guarded at all the gates by soldiers?

Tho moro they thought of it the
blacker the prospect seamed, though
they would not let despair enter their
heartas.

A figure moved across the garden in
the thickening dusk—a fgure in blue
cotton. It was that a Chinese
Enrdem:r. The juniors watched him as

o let himself out by a gate in the
garden wall into a courtyard beyond.
The ?%atu closed behind him. .

“Way out—if we could got to it
said Bob, with a faint grin.

“"We'vo got to stick it somchow,”
said Harry.

The darkness deepened, and they did
not oxpect s light to be brought to
them. They stretched themselves at
last on the kong beside DBunter and
closed their eves. But, weary as they
wero, it was long before they alept;
long they liy wakeful, listening to the
steady rumble of Bunter's snore. It
was late when at last they slept.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.,
Ferrers Locke In Pan-shan |

RED lamp burned in the
A guardhouse over the great
eastern gate of Pan-shan.

It was thae aignnl that the
gutes would scon be closcd.

In Pan-shan, as in miost Chiness
vincial citics, the gatos were close
dark, and not opened again wuntil the
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at tossed

morping. The red lamp burns in the
guardhouse, in the falling shadows of
cvening, as a warnoing to travelleras on
the road.

Ior twenty minutes or balfi an hour
tho candle in the red lamp might burn.
DBut it was freshly lighted over
castern gato when a Chinese beggar-
man camo prowling along the road, his
tattered blue %]-uwu Huttering in the
ovening wind, his bare feet caked with
the dirt of the highway, his yellow
wrinkled face deep in shadow under
the wide bumnboo hat. There were o
few copper cash in his begging-bowl;
und as he camo doddering up the road
he picked umcnlg the garbage with a
stick, occasionally transferring some
remnant of rubbish to his bag=—some
fragment of cast-away food that might
scrve as a beggar’s supper.

The soldicrs in the gateway grinned
at him as he came up. Beggara were
plenty in Pan-shan, as in all Chinese
eities; but scldom had the guards seen
so miscrable and forlorn n beggar-man.
Une of them, with o cruel Eﬁri&ntnl
playfulness, threw a sharp stone, which
struck the old mun's begging-bowl,
tilted it, und shot a dozen copper cash
out into the road.

Then there was loud laughter as the
old beggar scrambled in the dust and
mud, grabbing greedily after the almast
worthless coina.

He gathered them up and came dod-
dering on into the dusky archway of
the pate, amid the mockery of the
soldiers.

So far from resenting the upsetting
of his bowl, the old beggar kow-towed
to the ground in respect to the guard.

“(Hd man, you secm to have traveltled
far,' said the soldier who had knocked
over tha bowl.

“0 brave soldier, born many con-
turics before me, 1 am Hung, the son
of Shing, the cobbler, and I have
travelled even from the far munl.rrv of
Shantung,” answered the beggar., ““Far
I was born in the far north, even in
the shadow of the Great Wall.®

“Well I know that you travel from
a distant provines, old frog!” jeered
the soldier. *For vou do nob speak
with the tonguc of the south.”

“It 13 true, O born-before-me," said
the beggar. ““And sven from far Shan-
tung T have come to bog food from the
generous-henrted ones of Kwang-si.”

There was a chuckle from the Chinese
soldiers. The old man spoke Chineze,
but not exactly as it was spoken in the
provinca of Kwang-si. And, like most
E-('np]ﬂ. the Kwang-si men wera amused

vy an accent that was unlike their own,

The difference was fully explained
by the fact that Hung came from a pro-
vince so far to the north as Shantung.
It certainly did not occur to the Pan-
shan guards that the difference might
have been still more accurstely so-
counted for by the fact that the beggar-
man camo from a place much farther
off than the Great Wall of China-—as
far off as Baker Street, in the greatest
city of tho Wast,

“HEven from the banks of the Hoang-

ho have I come, 0 bhorn-many-centuries-
before me,”” szid Hunp,
. And the =oldiers lnughed egsin. For
in the south of China a river is called
“kiang ”; “ho'" being the word used
in the north.

“The blessing of Kwan, the Goaddess
of Mercy, folls upon the noble ones wha
are gencrous to the poor,” whined the
EL& 'Eimggnr. and he extended the bambog

wi.

The soldiera, put into & ood humour
by their mockery of the old man's talk,
a few copper cash into the bowl:
nirg the beggar-man passed on into the
city.

THE MAGNET

Once through the gateway, the heart
of Hung, the son of gtu’ug‘, the cohbler,

Bbhantung, beat a little faster,
Ferrers Locke was eafely within the
mtiv of the Mandarin Tang Wang,

The soldiers, laughing, watched him
dodder along the street, picking among
the plentiful garbage with his stick,
little dreaming that under the tattered
blue gown and the yellow wrinkled skin
a forcign devil was hidden,

The street from the gate yan for soma
distance along the bank of the canal;
and thoe beggar-man, as he seemed to
seek among the garbage for fragments
still eatable, was taking a keen
caroful survey of his surroundings.

Along the bank of tho canal innumer-
able sampans ond many houseboats
were moored-—some closs to the bank,
others farther out in the stream. And
more sampans were coming in through
the water-gate, the Chiness coolies
on board them poling with unususl
haste; for when the gates were elosed
at dark an iron grille was let down
across tho canal, and once tho gotes
wera closed and the grille down, there
was no more entering of the city until
the mnrmnig‘_ Any boatman who
arrived too late had to pass the night
outside the walls—not an attractive pro-
spect in o country swarming with
robbers and. river pirates and wander-
ing bands of plundering soldiers.

Picking among the garbage, appar-
ently inteut only on the miserable
fragments he transferred to the bag
at his girdle, Hung, the beggar, lost
nothing that was to be observed.

Blowly he made his way up the
street, and passed oub of sight of the
soldicrs ot the gate. And a littls later
the red candlo in the guardhouse ovor
the gate burned out; end then the
gates—great wooden masses clamped
with ron—eciashed shut, and bars and
chains rolled into place, securing them
for the might

Darkness was now falling thickly,

Here and there, a dim m% lamp, or a

glimmering lantern, lighted the street—
all the street lighting there was in Pan-
ghan,
., The sir was thick with the fumes of
incense-sticks, burning at the doorways,
As was customary at nightfall, in
honour of the housohcld gods.

Every now and then the beggar from
Shantung extcnded his bowl, and
whined for alms; sometimes receivin
a few copper cash, sometimes a gift o
food from some charitable Chinaman.

He cumo at last in sight of ths man-
darin’s yamen, which stood in an open
agtuare. the only open place in all the
city.

The beggar-man did not venture to
approach near to the magnificont resi-
dence of the groat Tang i‘.?ang

He observed it from = distance,
occasionally extending hia begging-bowl
to a passer-by to keep up his appear-
ance of @ mendicant. Through the
gateway of the yamen hs could sece
many soldiers and serving-men in the
great courtyard, Far back from the
gateway was the grand entrance of
the mansion, with an immense carved
copper  devil - sereen,
before it
_ The beggar-man moved away, thread-
ing narrow  strects, dimly-lighted—or
not lighted at all—till he was in the
rear of thoe mandarin's residence.

Here thera mers high garden walls.
over some of which branches dropped
froan the trees within,

Ferrers Locke moved slowly along the
high wall, rocfed at the top with
slanting tiles, like most Chinese walls.

He stopped at a gote of solid teak

or spirit- wall,
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boards, clamped with iron. Tt was set
in_the thickness of the wall—two feet
thick at least, It was not & large gate,
being evidently onn of the iesa im-
portant exits from the place, of which
!:h&;iﬂ! were probably mote thon a dozen
l“- L]

Close by the gate he spread his
ragged mat, and settled down on it,
his head resting on his bag of
garbage.

Footsteps came along in the dusk;
sovers] passers-by glanced at the dirty,
ragged old men, with his unkempt
beard, as they passed. But there was
nothing unus in the sight of a
tattered beggar sleeping in the e of a
garden waI? end no one paid him any
special heed.

But suddenly, with a clatter, the gate
openod, and & Chinaman in rich attire
emerged. He almost
stumbled over the
beggar, and stopped
with an angry ex-
clamation. A servant,
E::hz dfglﬁwﬁi beéﬁm+

icke 80 gar
roughly in the ribs.

Hang, the beggar,
started up, as if {rom
sleep, and kow-towed
to the ghmund before
the richly - dressed
Chinaman.

“0 great lord, born
m vears befotre
this bumble slave,
have pity on the
poor!” he whined-—
and hiz begging-bowl
came forward. "I am
Hung, a miserable
one of Shantung, O
magnificent great-
ﬂ.ﬂ'ﬂﬂl”

A fat fmesn wilh
horn - rimmed speo-
tacles looked down at
him i1n the dusk, Tt
was Mr. O No.

“Wretched frog, do
vou eleep under the
wallz of the great and
jade-like andarin

ang Wangi" ex
claimed O No. *Take
yourseif away, and
ba thankful that you
are not beaten by the
sticks of the soldiers.™

“Great and noble
one, many centuries
old, pgive of your

abundence to one who
has travelled even
from the shadow of
the Great Wall in the
North " whined the beggar.

0 No afmke to his servant, who throew
& handful of copper cash into the bowl.

“MNow go, and come hore no mors,
miserablo one!” gaid O No.

Hung the beggar burst into a torrent
of thanks. He compared Mr. O No to
the sen, and the moon, and all the
stars in all the constellations; and ex-
pressed a fervent wish that he might
bhe blcssed with five hundred wives and
twice as many sons. Then he deddered
off and disappeared into the shadows,
and O No and bis servant went their

wWay.
Aftor they were gone, the tattered
figure of beggar-man cautiously

alapruachad the gate again, and his hand
glided over it softly. But it was fast;
1t had been fastencd within after the
depacture of O No and his follower.
And Ferrers Locke, retiring to 2
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reepectful distance, laid down once more
pn  his slecping-mat—though mnot to

sleep,
The door was open, and

—rr

THE BIXTH CHAPTER.
A Chinese Executlon !

ARRY WHARTON opepned his
eyea at the scraping of & bolt.

3§
the morning sunlight streamed

intoa tha room, The ecaptain of the
Greyiriars Remove sat up on the
matting on the kang and blinked. Bob
Cherry awekoned a moment later,
Bunter snored on. It required more
than the opening of & door to awaken
Billy Bunter.

r. 0 No stood in the doorway,
looking more richly-dressed and deco-
rative than aver in the bright sunshine.

9

of. Indeed, he might have beer
likened to Byron's pirate, who wa:
“the mildest-manacred man that eve:
cut a throat.”

“You like, perhaps, to walk in a
garden for a short time?!” said Mr.
O No. *“For half of one hour you
may walk, if it please wmou.*

“Thank -you, Mr. 01" said Harry
Wharton, with resl gratitade. “That's
awlully decent of you.”

The prospect of remaining perpetu-
elly in the stufiy room was very
d:smajrmg to Wharton and Bob, thoug
Bunter did not worry aboubk it., A
walk in the open air, even for half an
hour, was 2 boon and 3 blessing. And
thoy could guess that they owed it to
Mr. O himself, not to any instructions
from hiz master, Tang Wang.

“You may, if like, bathe in pool!”

m :
RN R} )p0 1

-
" L e ey Rt

- -~ m—
——

Indeed, it secmed to Wharton that, in
his silken coats and petticoats, of more
hues than Joseph’s celcbrated coat, Blr,
0 No had just stepped off & jar, or &
Chinese tea-chest, He had rathor the
lock of a porpeous butterfly flullering
in the doorway—though rather a sub-
stantial butterfy.

Behind him were several Chinese
soldiers and o couple of coolies, whoso
bare limbs and dingy loin-cloths con-
trasted with Mr., O No's ample and
gorgaeous attire,

Wharton and Bob Cherry turned off
thae kang, and Mr. O Mo saluted them
politely.  Though Mr, O shared his
master's averzsion to foreign devils, ke
was & very polite Chinaman, and a
good-tempered one. He was quite pre-
pared to slice off the heads of the
uniors if Tang Wang gave the word,
{;ut. equally prepared to treat them
humanely upti] their heads were sliced

L 1] TR .

Harry Wharton, Bob Cherry, and Billy Bunter plunged into the tittle pool, while six soldiers
with drawn swords watched t'ham, with orders to cut off their ears if the juniors tried to escape !

pursued Mr, O, “for [ know that ths
foreign devils, [rom your country, like
to wash themsclves all over.”

" Good!" saad Bob, with =satisfaction.

MNest to fresh air, a good wash waa
what the jumors longed for.

“The soldicrs will wateh sou,”™ said
Me. O “I'he orders of my great
master, with & countenance like
precrous Jacde, are to keep you prisoncrs
and to spare your lives. Tut if you
attempt to cscape the soldiers have
ordere to out off your ears with their

gwords, Take eare, therefore, honour-
able ones.™

“Whnt-ho!" said Bob, with a
grimace.

“Wake the noisy one, who makes so
much poise with his estimable nosc, and
go forth!” eaid O No.

Bunter was shaken into wakcfulness,

Tae Maioxer LIBRARY.~ING, 1,185,
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and ceased the molse with his estimable
pose. He grumbled angrily,
“Look here, you fellows, what's the
Eund of getting up?” he demanded.
They baven t brought us any grub.
I'm going to sleep till tho prub comes.”
"'&gﬂ"‘i’{! got & chance of a sniff of
fresh air,” said DBob.
“Oh, blow that!” +
“We can get a bathe in a pool!”
“Den't be o ass! I don’t need so
much washing as you fellows—I'm
clean!' said Bunter. ‘' Lemme alone[”
“¥Fathead! They're going to sweep
out the cell " said Harry. *“ Get out!”
Tho two coolies had entered tho cell
now, ovidently to clean it for the day.
Bunter grumblingly followed Wharton
and Bob out of the room. Six soldiers
followed them down o path in the
little walled garden, with swords in
their hands. They reached a littlo pool
in which water-liliea foated, and glodly
stripped and plupged into it—even
Bunter deciding, on second thoughts,
that he might ns well have a wash.
As for attempting to escape, that
thought hardly entered their heads. The
walls of the garden wera twelve feet
high, and six soldiers with drawn
swords watched them, with orders to
cut off their cars if they tried to geb
away. Such an order was quite enough
to prevent any rash attempt.
r. O No also kept an eye on them.
It eppeared that Mr. O was the special
official assigned by the mandarin to
keep watch on the prisoncers, and there
was little doubt that if they had escaped
Mr, O's head would have peid the for-
feit. The juniors remembered how
Chong Lo had been decaﬁitahﬂd by
order of the mandarin for that reason,
It was certain that Mr. O's head wlso
would have parted company with his
shouldors lmdp the prisoners” got awary,
Such a prospect was enough to make &
gaoler very watchful and very careful,
Having bathed and dricd themselves,
the juniors resumed thcir clothes, and
wera allowed to walk up and down the
garden path till tho half-hour had

elapsed. ‘Then they were taken back
ihapu-a]l. 10y were taken back to

By that time the two coolies had done

tl‘;_a cleaning, such as it was, and bowla
o

ricé and e jug of water had been
brought. #

The Greyfriars fellows were shut in
agein, But as Mr, O left them he gave
thera the information that they were to
sea the mandarin that day.

Then the door was bolted once more.
_In spite of their almost hopeless posi-
tion, and the perilous prospect before
them, Wharton and EuE were feeling
in much better spirits now. After a
long night's rest they had recovered
from their fatigue, and tho plunge in
the pool had dono them worlds of good.
Billy Bunter, who was far from realis.
g the sericusnces of the position, was
quite chirpy. DBunter ato his bowl of
rice, and some sweet, sticky cokes which
had been left also. Hoe atc all the cakes
while Wharton and Bob weres fnishing
their rice.

Breakfnst over, Bunter stretched him-
self on the kang, and Wharton and Boh
posted themselves ot the window, lool-
mg out through the slits in the oiled

aper panes. They were a little appre-

ensive of the interview with the man-
darin, but at the same timo felt that
almost anything was welcome to break
the montony of their imprisonment,

“ Hore they come I* eaid Bob at Inst.

It was late in the morning when O No
appeared,  with  his usual guard of
soldiors, The threo prisoners were taken
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out of the coll, surrcunded by zoldiers,
and marched away. .

“¥ou are to see the mandarin | said
O No. "I give you friendly advice to
guard well your tongucs, and not to dis-
pute with his magnificent greatness. [Ii
you should anger him, he may com-
mand your heads to be struck off, or
that you may be loaded with chains and
placed in & deep dungeon when you will
lio in water up to your necks.”

“0Oh, my hat!” said Bob Cherry.
“Thanks for tho tip! I'm goiog to put
my very best mevners on,”

“It is the will of the mandarin,” con-
tinued O Na, “that you look upon the
execution of criminals before you enter
the yamen,” )

“Whyt” exclaimed Wharton, with a
shudder.

“1 think perhaps to strike Tou with
the terror wﬁich it is proper for foreign
devils to feel in the shudow of the great-
pess of Lung Wang,” answerced Mr, O
calmly.

It was, of course, futile to raise chjec-
tions, and the juniora followed Mr. O,
surrounded by the soldiers.

They were led by many gardens snd
passages and mﬂrtiuda,b to &n open
space blocked in by high bare walls,

This, evidently, was the execution-
ground of Pan-shan. :

0 No made a sigh, and the soldicrs
halted, with the three juniors standing
M & row, lacing the open space from
the gateway by which they had entered.

In a corner of the bare yard, siz or
seven men, each with a gipantic wooden
collar about his neck—a collar of great
weight, two or thres inches thick, and
more than a yard square—werp chained
together.

“‘I'hat iz the cangue,” said Mr. Q No.
“These men aro thieves, and they ere
I:)#niahfzd thus by the justico of Tang

ang."

"Iiugcvm a3 the wretched victims might
be, the juniors could not help giving
them pitying looks. 'The cangue was
of sucﬁlwalgrht as to burden ita wearer
severely, and its extent prevented them
from getting their hands to their
mouths, 2o that they had to be fed by a
gacler. Chinese punishments do not err
on the side of mercy.

But the attention of the Greyfriars
juniors was soon taken off the wretches
in the cangue. A number of soldiers
entered the execution yard by another

,» lerding in four prizoners whose
ands were hound behind their backs,

The wild, shaggy looks of the
prisoners indicated that they were moun-
tain its, and several of them had
wounds that had evidently received no
attention,

They were placed in a row, their
heads bent forward.

A man of great stature, clad only in &
loin-cloth, followed them into the yard,
carrying & hugo, bare aword.

This, evidently, was the executioner.

With his thumb he tested the edge of
the heavy sword, which was of razor-like
sharpnesa.

Tho juniors turned their foces away.
They knew what was coming, and it
sickencd them with herror.

“Look I said O -No,

And as the juniors did not heed him,
they wero seized by the guards, and
forced to look towards the scone.

"1t 13 the order of the mandarinl”
satd O No. “Is it for forcign devils to
disobey the order of the great and pearl-
likke one?” .

Bunter closed Lis eyea behind his Lig
spectacles. The prick of a dogger cansed
him to open them agsin with a yelp,

“ Look !” repoated O No,

And the juniors bad to look.
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The gigantic exccutioner approached
the row of hapless bandits, who stood
like statucs with their heads bent for-
ward for the stroke. Tho silent impas.
sivity with which they met their tate
was strange cnough to the eye of the
uniors, iwuch as they had heoard of

riental fatalism.

The grear sword was lifted in both
the executionce’'s hands, and it came
down like a flash of light, and & head
rolled in the sand.

He passed on to the next wrotch, and
there was another flash of the descend-
wg blade, and another hoad rolled and
bounced.

_Another, and another, and the execu-
tion was over. The Grayfriaras juniors
stood, almost physically sick with horror
and ézﬁgush

No doubt the victims were savage
bandits, probably with blood on their
hands. And decapitation, after all, was
a more merciful death than hanging.
But the unwilling spectators were chilled
with horror to the very marrow of their
bones, and their  were white and
sick as they followed O No from the
execulion .

O No g!{mced at them, with a feint
smile. In China life is cheap, snd &
Chiresa can look on blood and death
with a good deal of indifierence. The
white horror in the faces of the juniors
only added to Mr. 0O’ contempt for
foreign devila.

_But if Tang Wang had intended the
sight to strike terror to the hearts of his

risopners, ha had not quite succeeded.
¢ waa horror, not terror, that Wharton
and Bob Cherry were feoling, and
mingled with it was a bilter animosity
towards the tyrant who had forced them
to witness such a fearful scene,

But, so far as Billy Bunte
nagnar.{l, the mandarin's ubjecll‘:
tuinly been effccted. Bunter was almost
gnlﬁ:aﬂ with fear, and his fat knecs

nocked togethor ns he staggercd away,
hia eyes bulged behind his spectacles as
1f starting out of his head, snd hia
hands shook like the leaves of the aspen,
The hapless Owl was so overcome that
one of the soldiers had to grasy him by

the arm and help him along, or be
would have fallen,

“Pull yourself together, old chap ™
vwhispered Harry, as they approached
the entrance of the yamen.

Bunter only groaned.

“Buck up, Bunter I said Bob.

The fat junior ned again.

And he was shill toitering when the

prisonere and their puard entered the
great hall of the yamen,

Waf COlts
had ocer-

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Before the Mandarin !

ANG WANG, the mandarin, sat
i en a throne-like gilded seat on
the dais at the upiae: and of
the hall. He was clad so gor-
geously that even Mr. O No paled into
insignificance in comparison. IHow
many silken coats the mandarin wore it
was dificult to say, of difforent lengtha
and different colours. He blazed like
gome tropical beetle, with coloured silks
and flashing jowels. A collar of pearls,
worth many thousand silver “shoes™
cireled hiz peck, Rubics and diamonds
blazed all over him, even on his shoes,
Magnificence of this sort was impres-
sive to the Chinese vyo; but it would
have made the Greyfriars fellows amile
in less perilous cireumstances. The idea
of a man “dressing up ™ was absurd to
their minds, and the most over-dressed

(Continued on page 12.)
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E football referees do catch it, to be sure. About
half the letters 1 receive each week tell me that the
referes in this or that match made mistakes which
afiectad the result of the gams,

Perhaps, after all, this js not surprising. It is not oven
surprieing that referees of football matches do make mistakes,
because they frequently heave decisions to make on the spur
of the moment over which it is sasy to go wrong, Take & case
in peint, and I am quoting from a letter just to lhand from a
Doncsater reader of MacwET,

" Playing in  match last wesk it seemed to me that we were
robbed of 8 goal by the action of the referse who did not give ua
& penalty kick thoough he admitted that one of our players was
fouled in the penalty area.

The excuse of the veferee woa that alihough
our cenire= d reas fouled, ke recovered, and
the refevee thonught that he would score a goal.

He didn't, a0 wo got neither goal nor penslty kick., Surely,”
winds up my good reader, * this wasn't fair.”

I am not going to be one little bit cross with my correspondent
because of this particular grumble about the sction of the
referee, but porhaps it will of goneral intercat if I lain
the difficulty which faces & referee on such oceasions, X olso
have to uphold the action of the releree, Lecause it wae good
acoording to the official rules.

not expecied o stop the play for any iniringement when

a sto may be Ef h&ngﬁtytﬁ the gid& whlg:h broke the

rules. Now let us “ reconstruct the orime,” as the
Sootland Yard people say. The centre-forward wos going
through, and was in the penalty area. He wos fouled, without
a doubt, but not so badly fouled aa to prevent him from eluding
the full-back who had fouled him and running on to goal.

The referee, obviously watchiul, noticed the foul, but slzo
noticed that the player recovered from the trip in such o way
that he had a -:u:-%. ¢o of seoring. The fact that the player
who was fouled did not score was not the fault of the referee,
If, in thoss circumestances, the referes had stopped the play he
would have run a distinet risk of benefiting the offending side,
and this he refused, guite rightly, to do.

OU ssa the difficuliy of the position from the point
of view of the man with the whistle, don't yout He
had to decide on the imnstant whethor to blow or to
refrain from blowing. He teok the sption of refreining,

which, as it happened worked out badly for the side agemst
whom the defence had been committed.

What my Doncester reader wants to know, at the end of his
uestion is why, when the player who had been fouled but
lowed to go on did not ecore, the referoe did not then award

the side a penalty kick ¥ There is an essy snswer to that.
He could not do 80 eccording to rule,

Once the power fo vefrain had beem cxercised,
the official could not give a side a second chance,

Nor would it be fair if he were allowed to do so. It waa all
very unfortunate, of course, but I canoot possibly seo a way
of [raming the rules of the game sc that no bard cases can
possibly arise, There is & legal axiom to the effect that hard
casos make good law, and thie may be np%;‘;d to football.
Certainly in this game it does not follow that because there are
hard cases, ¢cases when proper punishment ie not meted out fo
the offending side, that the lawe are consequently bad.

I have seen the power to refrain exercised on many occasiobs
on the Iootball field with guite satisfactory -esulis, but the
trouble is that so far as the players and oft-timea the spoctatess
are concernad, the action of the poor referee, placed in & difficult

position, is judged by results,

lT is laid down in the instructions to referees that they are

Don't scratch your head &Il

your halr comes out. IT you'rp in doubt
~ aver any socosr problam, T OId Ref™ will
® help you out. Try him and seal-

FFSIDE qiueat-ic-un continue to crop up, sod I have &
drawer Iull of diagrams sent to me from wvarious
renders. I have answersd many of these queslions
direct to the readers concernsd, but glancing at my

post-bag this week it seemas as though there is one aepect of the
offside rule whieh rﬁ?uir&s general explanation for the benefit
of agaodly number of readers.

Everybody connected with football should boar in mind that
it 1s not an offenice against the rules for a player to be in an
offaide position. The game muat not be etoppod merely becausas
& player is standing behind both full-backs. He is in an offside
position,

but should only be given offside wwhen he makes
some move o interfere with the play.

And the question of whon e player is interfering is one which

‘can only be decided by the merita of each individusl casa.

I should like it to ba understood that & player in an offaida
pogition might poasibly be deemned as having interfercd with the
play although he has made no movernent at all. Let ua aup
that the outside.right is standing in an ofiside position. Tha
ball is kicked in hias direction, but it slso poss within reach of
A defendar. That dofonder, thinking there will be dﬂ.nger to his
goal if the balt is allowed to travel on to the outside.right,
makes a desperate effort to provent it from doing eo. He just
manages to touch the ball, but not to stop its progress, aud it
goos to the outside-right. Normally, & player is ongide when the
ball comes to him from an opponent, but I should ceriainly
interpret thia aa an offside case. In my view tho oulside-
right waa interfering with the play because his preapocs in an
ofiside position caused the delender to make that desperste
effort to prevent the ball going to him, .
A curious case of “interference” camie before my notics,
in & garme I watched thia eeason. An attacker was hurt, and
went down almost on the goal-line. The play was carried on ;
the ball wae worked away, but pent back into the oot while
the aftacker was still lying practicslly on the goalline.
The referec decided, and quite correctly, that the pressnce of
the injured player on the goal-line afiected the movemeonta
of the goslkoeper. Thorefore, the referce gave tho forward
offside, although be was lying hurt and making oo effer! to play
the ball. He was * interfering."

NDW for & query on the personal side. It comes from

Bheffield, snd this 15 it :

How mniemy coses are there on vecord of fwo
brothers plawing at full-back for the same side
in first-class jootball ?

I am not sure whether I can give areally definite answer to
this guestion, but I will give thy instances which I recall.
Away in the long-ago daye—{further back than you or I can
remember—the brothers A. M. and P, M, Walters played for the
Old Carthusians, an amateur side which was ono of the boest
in the land before professionalisem came into football.

Then some little time sgo Everton had two brothers—W,
and R. Balmer, playing aa full-backs in their Leaguo team,
and they were quite good full-backs, too. On top of these casee
—they are the coly ones I can remember from the past—
thore are two brothers now playiog as full-back partners in
firet-class football. Theso are John and George Milburn, the
defendera of Leeds United. ;

They are young lads from Ashi n, and their combined
BEOE cfu not amount to more than forty. They are shaping
very well, too, these lads, and the day may come when they
wi E’:{ together as the full-back partners for England, as did
the ters brothers for land on many occamions. Here's
luck to the brothers at full-back.

“ OLD REF."
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THE CITY OF DEATH!

(Continued from page 10.}

woman in Europe was pot so over-
dressed as the muandarn of Pan-shan.

Guards and officisls surrounded the

reat man. It seemed as if Teng Wang
gapt. a somi-royal state in his citv.

I'gr Tung Wang was not merely a
mandarin, with the right to wear the
mandarin’s beiton. Ho was slso =
descendant of the Mings, who had
reigned in China before the Manchus
cama. 1

Now that tho Manchus—or Ching
dynasty—had disappesred from China
there were many Chinese whose thoughts
turned t» s restoration of the Ming
dynasty; and there were map{ of the
descondants of the Mings still living,
and Wang was one of thon,

It was only a few centuriea since the
Manchus had come intp Chins as con-

erors, displacinrg tha Mings; and in

e long history of China & few cen-
turies amounted to little,

There had always been a party in
China whose watchword was, “'Turn out
the Ching, bring back the Ming.” And
now, with the Ching line gone for ever
and the whole country in the throes
revolution and civil war, Tang Wang
saw, or thought he saw, his chanco.

It was for that reason that Tang
Wang, chief of the Red Dragon Tong,
used the terror of the tong to extract
money from rich merchanta and other
weal Chincse; to !l his warchest
for the attempt to place himself on the
vacant throne,

In his own territory hoe was master of
tho lives and fortunes of all, but his
own territory was only a el part of
the province of Kwang-si.

But the agents of the Red Dragon
Tong were sproad through other pro-
vinces of the south, and it was from rich
merchants of Canton and Ilong Kong
that the tong extracted contributions
under threats. ‘

Mr. Wun Chung Lm{g had resisted the
demand; and Teng Wang had ordered
the desth of nis son, un
bring him to reason.

In far-off England his agents had
attempted to earry out his orders; end
all the way home to China, Wun Lung's
lifo hed been threatened; but Ferrers
Locke hud saved him and brought him
safe to his father’s house. And in the
attacks on the Creyfriars party, the
mandarin's son, Tnng Loo, had fallen.
Hence tha mandarin’s savage desire to
get the Baker Strect detective into his
power.

The mandarin's ivory-yellow face was
n]g‘juﬁt;ctpmssmnlcsa as the three Grey-
friars juniors were brought into the hall,
and his slanting, black eyes fixed on
them. Only the black eyes gleamed with
such a glearn pz might have come into
the eyes of a tigor.

Towards tho )!n:.niurn hiz feelings wera
almoet of indifferenco. They were a
beit te draw Forrers Locke into his

woer and to extract “silver chaes™

om Mr. Wun,

Apart Iicm that, he cared nothin
gbout them; though it was his fixe
intention to put them to death when they
could no longer serve BOY uscful pur-
pose, Tlm? were “foreign devils,” and
to kill all forcigners, or drive them out
of China, war a part of the mandarin’s

grammoe, There was & mixtura of
anatical patriotism ip the unscrupulous
yvillainy of the mandarin.

Betwwoen linoa guards the three
Lum-:m advanced up the hall. Mr. O No

ad an anxions expression on his fat
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Lung, to

face. Hall-way up the hell he whis.
pered in an agitated tone to the
prizoners.

“Here you kow-tow; it is customary
to kow-tow to his great magnificencel
Do not anger him if you value your
lives |*

LDob Cherry prunted, and Wharten's
jaw jutted obstinately, Thoy wore not
going to crawl at the feet of a Chink.

“Will you ask for torture and death I

breathed O No. :
. "“I—I say, I-I don't mind kow-tow-
ing | gasped Bunter. “I s!iy, I'll kow-
tow, or soything you like. I—I'll stand
on my head if you hike” 3

“Feollow me, and do as I do, if you
would live I whispered O No,

Ho advanced up the hall bent almost
double, and as he arrived near the grest
and magnificent one, he kow-towed to
the floor, touching it with his forehead

Tho jumiors followed him, Wharton
and Bob constraining themselves to bow
their headz in salutation; though they
felt that nothing would induco them to
humble themse]gvna to the dust before
the Chinaman.

Bunter had no such seruples.

He endeavoured to kow-tow in the
manner of O No, _

Kow-towing, however, requires the
loose parments of a Chinese to bo
carricd out effectively. It is a form of
“physical jerks” not compatible with
European clothes.

Biliy Bunter bent ever, and his faca
gssumed tho hue of a freshly-boiled
lobster. Thero was & “ping " as one
of Bunter's buttons went.

Ho dropped on his fat knees, tapped
the floor with hizs forehead, lost his
balance, and rolled over at the
mandarin'a feat.

“Oh crikey |” gas Bunter.

Ho sat up dizzily, clutched at his
spectacles, and set them straight on his
fat nose, and spluttered wildly.

"{ir-u-ughl I say—— Owl Oh crikey!

The hard face of the mandarin was
wrinkled in a grin. There were grins on
all the yellow ﬁc&a in the crowded hall.

Bunter's antics had rather broken up
the gravity of the Rﬂt‘ﬂih‘fi

"You fat wdiot I gasped Daob.

“Owl Oh! Groogh! Oh dear!”

“0 magnificent nobleness, iheso
miserable foreign devils do not know
how to behave in wour god-like f}.are-
senco I’ said O No, still flat on the floor
till he received a sign to rise.

“ Are they not senseless brutes, like all
the barbariana of the West 1" said Tang
Wang indifferently.

Bunter scrambled up.

“J—I1 gay, sir, I—I'll do it apain, if
you like!” he gasped, “I—1 don't
mind tow-towing; I—I1 rather like it.”

“Rilenco, fool!1” said the mandarin,

in English. .
Apparenily the mandarin had had
enough of Bunter's acrobatic perform-

ances, Ile signed to O No to rise and
step back ovk of hearing The three
junioras were left facing the mandarin.
%;uﬂrﬂﬂ surroundmd  them, but these
understood ne English. O No backed
away far enough to make it clear that
he could hear nothing The mandarin
did not desire to be cverheard.

Tang Wang fixed his hard, black eyes
on the Greyfriars fellows. If he desired
to ses them tremble, Bunter, at least,
satizsfied him, for the Owl of the Re-
move was trembling from head to foot.

“TForeign dogal” said Tang Wang.

Wharton compressed his hLips.

“You can call us what vou like!" he
said. “We're in your power.”

“That is a truth-saving I seid Tang
Wang. “Here in Pan-shan I am lord, aa
shartly I shall be in all China. At the
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lifting of my finger your heads may be
gf from your shoulders.”

“We know it |” said Harry quietly.

He constrained bimself to speak
quietly and civilly. It was mo time to
tell this Chink what he thought of him.

“Where iz the white devil Ferrera
Locke 1"

_ "How can we tell where Ferrers Locke
is, when we are 1BODeI3 10 your
hands 1 answered arton.

The black eyea glittered.

“That ie all I desire,” snid Tang
Wang. “You think not that the foreign
devil Locke will take ship st Hong
H,nng and fleo from my vengeance "

Wharton smaled contempiuously,

* Certainly not!” he answered.

“Yet my messenger, who had spoken
to Wun Chung Lung at Canton, has
roturned to eay that the foreign devil
is at Hong Kong|” said Tang Wang,
eyaing Wharton sharply.

Wharton started,

Ha knew thot Locke, in the guise of
Hung, the beggar-man, had followed
them he had little doubt that the Baker
Street detective was even then within
the walls of Pan-shan, Hia start of sur-
prise did not escape the mandarin's keen
eves.

“You are surprised fo hear this?™

asked Tang Wang.
Wharten realised that he had to
answer carefully.

“I am surprised to hear that Ferrers
Locke is at Hong Kong,” ho said. *“If
ha i3 there, I koew nothing of it, and
naver guessed it. But I am certain that
he has not gone there to take ship away
from China. That is impossible while
We are your prisoncrs.”

“Perhaps he is there to scek the help
of other foreign devils to save youi™
said Tang Wang, with a sarcastic smle,

“1 know nn{hmﬁ of it,” said Harry.

"It him scek,” said tho mandarin.
“All the foreign devils in China cannot
save you. limes are changed since an
army of fﬂ-t&ign devils marched on
Pekin, and umbled the god-like
emperor on hia peacock throne. No
foreign army will ever march inta
China again. When we were weak they
invaded us and plundered us. Now wa
ara strong, they talk to us with a civil
tongue, for they knew that if a forelgn
army marched into China now it wou
never seo tho shore of the ocoan again.

Wharton made no reply to that.

Thera was, in fact, & good deal of
truth in what the mandarin said,

China, #o long the helpless pr of
forcigners, on the wergo of being
partitioned dozen Europesn

by half a

powers, had ﬂcen driven into awaken-
ing from her ecnturies-long lethargy.
Thirty years ago = ropean Army
had marched on Pezkin, burning and
plundering. Changeless China had
changed, since then, in at least one
rospect; such o performance was never
to be repeated.

“Let him come with all the foreign
devils who ean help him!” gaid Tang
Wang, “They will find their death in
this provinee of Kwang-s1.”

Wharton was careful not ta lot his
face betray the satisfaction he folt.

The mandarin evidently belisved that
Ferrers Locke was seeking to obtain
force to rescus the prisoners of Pan-
shan with the stroog hand.

Such a project was utterly hopeleas,
and Wharton knew that Locke would
not even think of it

But so long as the mandarin belioved
a0, he was less likely to sus that the
Baker Street detective, in disguise, was
already in the city.

“Let him come!” repeatod Tang
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Wang. "It is because I desire him to
come that you are here.”

“1 undorstand that,” said Harrs.

“He will come!™ said the mandarin,
with a cold %lltte-r in his eyes. “I
know him well; he will not abandon
you., My spies are out on every road;
sod when he comes I shall rejoice.
You are the bait that shall draw him
into & death-trap.”

Wharton was gilant. Bob Cherry
said mothing, leaving the talking to bia
chum. As for Billy Bunter, his teeth
wore chattering so fast, that it was
dgui}!ttful whether he could have talked
R :

“¥You are friends of the son of Wun
Chung Lung!?” said the mandarin,
chaenging the subject abruptly.

“Yes,” said Harry. " We were his
friends at echool in England.”

“*Wun Clung Lung will pay ransom
for your lives?®

*§—T1 think he would; if he was sure
that we should be sent safe back to
Centon.”

The mandarin smiled.

“¥ou do not think he would pay the
ransom first 1™

“Mr. Wun is a business man,” ans-
wored Wharton, “He will not pay
money for nothing."

“*But if I send him your ears to re-
mind him that I prow impatient for
the ransom?” asked the mandarin.
“An ear from each head!”

Wharton shudderad.

“That i3 the Chinese way!" said the
mandarin softly, *“BbMr. Wun bhas asked
for three days to consult the foreizm
devil Locke who is now in Hong Eong.
For three days I shall wait; but after

e
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three days, if the money is not paid
your ears will be delivered to Mr, Wun
in & porter’s basket,
. "We are in vour power!"” said Harry,
in & low voice. :
“And after,” said ng Wang, “if
the money is not yet paid your other
ears will be delivered to Mr, Wun.
That is the Chiness way.”

Wharton stood silent. His face had

whitensd; and Bob Cherry's ruddy
cheaks were like chalk. Bunpter
groaned,

The mandarin made a sign. 0 No

came forward and the funiors were led
away. Thoy went in silence, with the
erspiration thick on their foreheads.
hres days for Ferrers Locke to act—
and after that, mutilation that was
worea than doath!

The juniors were shut in the cell
again; Wharton and Bob silent, while
Bunter, streiched on the kang in a
state of collap=e groaned aloud.

e ——

THE EIGHTH CHAFPTER.
Grandfather Ko !
. WUN CHUNG LUNG sat

B
M siient on the ebony chair in
kis privato cabinet in lis

house at Canton and loocked
through the narrowed slits of his eyes
st his gucsts. Irank Nugent, Johnny
Bulj, urrea Jamset Ram Singh,
waited for him fo speak.
. They bhad teld the merchant their
intention, thetr fOxed resolve. "There
was no news from Terrers Locke;: no
news of thoi* missing comrades. Thoey

wero golng to Pan-shan; to zave them
or to die with them. On that, their
mwinds were immutably made up, but
out of respect for r. Wun, their
gonerous host, they had told him and
asked his consent.

The merchant was leng silent.

Whother he uﬁprwed or_disspproved
the juniors could not read in his im-

assive ivory face. They hoped that

a approved, for they did not wish to
displeaze tho rnan who had been kind-
ness itself to them since their orrival
in_China, But in any case, they wero
going.

Wun Lung watched his father's faco
anxiously,

It was to keep him safe that his
friends Iad come to China; it was
throngh him that the prisoners had
beeonic the mark for the savage enmity
of Tang Wang. And the Chincso
junior desired strongly to accompany
the Greyfriars fellows on the journcy
of rescus, wild and desperate as it was.
Gratitude 18 & strong feeling among the
Chinese; it is seldom that & Chinoman
is ungrateful. But it wes for his father,
or rather his prandiathor, lo decide;
for filial obedicnce comes before all clso
in the Flowery Land. B, Wun knew
hia son’s wishea; Wun Lung had to
leave it at that,

Me. Wun Chunpg Lung spoke at last.

“If you go, vou po to your death,
hqr:iﬂuruhle-unﬁ-hnrn-bafure-ma *  he
ERld.

“1 know it's likely,” eaid Frank
Nugent. “Dut we shan't be in any

(Continued on page 18.)
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gronter danger than the fallows that
Tang Waong's got hold of.”

“That is a truth-saying!” admitted
Mr. Wun. "“Yet I think that the lord
Locke would desire me to keep you safe
in my house till his return.”

“Ile may nevor retura.”

“That is only too truel™ said Mr.
Wun gravely. “And it is possible that,
in Chinose guise, you may rcach Pan-
ehan by river and capal if someone
with you speaks the language. DBut
at Pan-shan it is death to enter the
walls"

“We're not afraid!" said Johnny
Bull sturdily. " They shall eut us to
picees before we'll leave China without
our friends”™

Mr. Wun evidently approved that
ecntiment. Loyalty 18 a thing that a
Chinaman can underztand.

“If you could find us some boatmen
who could be trustad end who would
not be afraid to enter Pan-shan—*
began Nugent.

“Many faithful men I have in my
service,” said Mr. Wun., "“DBut to
cnter Pan-shan with disguised for.
cigners ia the way to death by torlure,
Also Lhe spies of the mandarin are
many; and there mey be some in my
household.”

MNugent was silent,

“Lut,” went en Mr. Wun softly,
“my life and my son’s life belong to
my friends who are in danger for my
son's seke. A Chinese docs not [orget
such a debt. If it were for me to =ay,
1 should command my Little Pink Toad
to go with you.”

The juniors smiled. ®“Little Pink
Toad ” was Wun Lung’s “milk-name ";
ithe name by which he was called in his
family. It had struck thom as a weird
pet name when they had Grst heard it

“But it 18 not for me to say,” went
on Mr, Wun gravely. "“Yet I will
kncel at my father's fect and beg this
favour of him for the sake of pratitude
and friendship to my friends.”

He rose, ond sigoned to the school-
boys to follow him.

They followed him to the apartments
of Mr. Wun Ko—Grandfather Ko, the
autocrat of the Wun establishment.

Thers was something odd, to an
English mind, in & mano turned fifty
being unable to decide such s matter
without asking the consent of his father;
but it ovidently did not even occur to
Mr. YWun that it was possible for him
to decide on his own responsibility.

Odd as it was, the juniors could not
kelp fecling that there was comicthing
admirable in Chincse piety. Neglect of
aged parents is so unknown in China,
that & Chincso would find it «diflicult to
believe that it occurs anywhere. Tha

hincse go to the opposite oxtremo—
sometimes to an absurd extromo—but
1t 18 & fault on the right side, at least,

Grandfathor Ko was seated on a
cushion slowly and methodically smok-
ing & long pipo. He looked a little,
wizened bunch of humanity, but his
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black eyes wore siili eharp and epark-
ling. Blr. Wun kow-towed to the floor
bofore his honourabls parent; and did
not venture to roach near to him
tili Grandfather signed to him to
do s0. He was still in a2 bent and
humble attitude when ke addressed hia
aged parent,

¢ spoke in Chinese—the Chinese of
the North; for the Wuns belonged to
North China and spoke what is ecalled
the “Mandarin ” tongue. Grandiather
Ko listoned quietly.

The juniors watched his little wizened
ace, wondering what his decision
?muid be. Much depended on it for
if the dangerous ezpedition had a
chance of success, it could only be
throngh Wun Lumg going with the
juniors.

Since E;v:un Lung's safe retuin home,
Grandfather Ko had been oxtremely
particular and stern about the *Little
Pink Tead."” Wun Lung had not once

been allowed to take a step outside the
walls.

After Mr. Wun had finished speaking,
Mr. Wun Ko was silent f:?r !-'DEE&
moments,

%f_:en he began to speak in his turn.

His VOoICe Was on an angry note, and
his old oves flashed as he t.ulke::f’ He
ecemed angry, and the juniors supposed
that it was due to the suggestion that
Wun Lung should go in g.unger. And
indeed, it did not seem likely that Wun
Ko, who had refused to allow his grand-
son to go forth into the crowded streats
of Canton would permit him to venture
into the clutches of the enemy who had
ordered his death.

But they noticed, with surprise, that
angry as Mr. Wun Ko's voice sounded,

Wun Lung was looking relieved and
pleasad.

Grandfather Ko comsed to speak, and
Mr, Chung Lung bowed his head in
humble acquiescence. The grandfather
made & gesture towards the juniors, to
whom he could not epeak himself, evi-
dently directing his son to tell them
what he had said.

“I'm sorry we've made the old
mean angry, sirl” seid Fraok., *0Of
course, we quite understand that he
doesn’'t want his grandson to go to Pan.
shen with us”

Mr. Wun stared,
smiled.

“That is not the meaning of my hon-
curable and jade-like father,”” answered
Mr. Wun gravely. “Not only does he
consent to his grandson going, but he
is angered that I should have doubted

“Owl!" ejaculated Nugent: and
Johnny Bull could only stare. This was
far from what they had expected.

“ My honourable ?&thar does not doubt
that Littla Pink T'oad is geoing to hia
death,” said Mr. Wun. “But the life of
my son belongs to his friends who have
risked great dangers for his safety,
Could T trust the word of Tang Wang
I would ransom the prisoncrs with the
whole of my fortune. But Tang Wang'a
word I cannot trust, he is not & good
Chinese. But if the life of my son can-
not ransom them, let it be s0! Such is
the command of my pearl-like father.”

Nugent looked at Wun Lung.

i (3] s - & E
: o comey,” sald the Chinese junior
in the Engliah that was so unlike hia
father's. *'Mo wantee eomoy, ms likee
.ﬂ{ent[r" too much. Me comecs chop-

opl”

And that matter being settled, they
retircd from the presence of Grand-

things,

fut*hﬂ: Ko. \

“ Now we've only got to fix u

t _ Hullflr with a
deep sigh of relief, “and with Wun

gentla-

and Wun Lung

and get off " snid Johnny
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Lung to talk Chi i . L
wan:?uu Bt o5 W el Jolls
“We'll wangle

Frank.

“The wanglefulness will be terrifiol”
declared Hui“reu Jamset Ram Singh.
. INow that the mattor was settled the
juniors lost ne timas,
All the articles tl:uei-av
carried down to the

it somehow,”” said

required were
oathouse on

canal that ran through Mr. Wun's
grounds.
A command from Mr. Wun was

enough to leave that spot isolated, lest
there should be & spy of Tang Wang's
in the numerous houschold.

Mr, Wun's secretary, So Fat, went
with them to give them his aid,

The juniors changed their clothes for
dingy blue cotton tunics and trousers,
their shoes for the padded shoes of the
Chinese, their hats for immense bamboo

ts such as were worn by the coolies.

Mr. So Fat rubbed a pigment on their
skins, changing them to the i&lluwish
hue of the Chinose, assuring them that
the colour would remain so long us they
did not wash.

The p;-:}sfuem of going unwashed was
not particularly attractive, but after all,
it was in keeping with the charactor of
river coclies, and the dirtier they be-
came the more effective wonld be the
disguise,

Pigtails they did not need; for there
were tens of thousands of Chinese in the
province of Kwang-tung who had ecut
off their queues, or whose queues had
been foroibly cut off by the soldiers of
the “advanced” faction, always strong
in Canton. )

When Mr, So Fat had done with
them it needed & very close inspection
to discern that Frank Nugent end
Johnny Bull were not Chinese youths of
the ocolie class. As for Wun Lung,
the change into coolie garb; and a
few more artistic touches to his face,
sufficiently h.i::l his identity from enyone
who knew him h%mght._

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh could not
be turned into & Chinaman, his
gkin was too likely to wear through
the paint. But it wes easy enough to
give him the appearance of an half.
caste; he was not much darker than
many of the Portuguess of Macao.

"1 do not opine that your own brother

would know wyou in these present
moments,”! Mr. S0 Fat declared when
his work was done. “To the eye of the
inguiry you are three Chiness of dis-
reputable class, and & half-caste from
the docks of Hong Keng. Yes! let
not golden speech flow too readily from
your lips, or you English say, the word
15 mumi So possibly you may live to
behold once more the honourable city
of Canton.”
_ A sampan was ready, a common look-
ing sampean such as river coolies might
be supposed to own. Mr. So Fat had
selected the cargo that was piled on the
deck. In the ﬁitﬂe cabin there were
sleeping mats. And hidden well out of
sight for the present were four revolvers
and & supply of cartridges, and the four
juniors wore knives in their belts

Quictly in the dusk of tho evening the
sampan dropped down the canal and
floated into the wide waters of the Che-
kiang, lost there among a myriad of
sampans, houseboats, and junks.

The night was :gmt moored among
other sampans, and many times. they
were hailed by the Chinese river-folk,
and Wun Lung answered every tlime.
And it was fairly eclear that but for the

presence of the Chinese junior the dis-

guised crew would have been suspected

ve’F‘r ROOA. . :
hey slept that night on the mats in

the cabin or on deck with bundreds of

other sampans round them, from many
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of which roze the fumes of incense sticks,
It was a strange glimpse of the river life
of Canton, where thousands of families
live permanently on the boats, moored
in great clusters along the hani:a, ECIOC-
titnes as far out as mid-stream.

With tho gleam of dawn, the Hon-
ourable and Benevolent Crane—for such
was the name of the sampan—started on
its voyage into tho intertor of China.

Scores of sampans were going the
same way, and there was nothing to dis-
tinguizh the Honourable and Benevolent
Crane from the rest, )

Spreading the mat sail when the wind
was [avourable, poling at other times,
tho crew of the Crane made their way
up the river, snd Capton dropped far
behind them. River travel is slow in
China—tho land of leisure.
passing hour, slow as it seemed, brought
the Honourable and Benevolent Crane
nearer and nearer to Pan-shan—the city
where the prisoners lay in the power of
the mandarin; where Ferrers Leocke
lurked in disguize, if indeed death had
not already overtaken him—and where
the chances were a Lundred to one that
grim death awaited the rescuers.

At i

THE NINTH CEHAPTER.
Bunter Has an Idea !

Her BAY, yvou fellows!”
E Bunter sat up on the kang
and groaned. _
“Yes, old chap1” said Harry
Wharton, gently enough. ;

“J say, can't we get out of this some-
howi"

# J--I hope so!” .

“It's up to you fallows!” said Bunter.
“Can't you think of something? I say,
it's too awfully thick, you know.™

Wharton wasz silent.

Ho would have been glad enough to
encourago the fat Owl, but there was
little ha could say of hope.

Bunter did not know that Ferrers
Locke, in the guise of Hung the beggar,
had followed them. It had been on
Wharton's lips to tell him many times
for the sake of encouraging him; but he
had refrained, for the secret on which
the detective's life depended, would not
bave been safe in Bunter's keeping.

Probably it would have given the
fat junior little hope, for both Wharton
and Bob Cherry were losing their own
hopa now.

Two days had passed, and they were
still prisoners in the yamen of the man-
darin, and from the Baker Street detec-
tive had come no sign.

Every day, every hour of every day,
they had tguught of escape; turned the
matter over continually in their minds.
But escape, without help from outside,
was o sheer impessibility.

Each nmmini they were allowed to
bathe and walk in the garden for a
short time under the eyes of O No and
tho Chinese soldiers. _

The rest of the day and night they
spent in the cell with the bolted door
and the barred window.

Iinpossible aa escape was, Mr. O Ne
eame every mealtime and watched
them while they ate, and examined the
cell with the greatest thoroughness.

They could hardly blame bim for his
excossive caution, for lLis own life
depended on thelr security.

Apart from taking every possible care
that they did not get away, the fat
Chinaman treated them kindly enough,
and the soldiers did not venture to strike
or jeer them in his prescnce.

Indecd, the juniors could sea thak
Mr. O No was very far from being a
etony-hearted brute Ilike his master,
snd that he compassionated them, so

far as he could make up his mind to
compassiopate foreign devils, who had
no business in China.

Food was ample and excellent, which
was satizfactory to DBilly Bunter—at
least, in its way.

But since he had witnessed the
Chinese executions, and listened to the
cold threats of the mandarin, Bunter
had been in a state of quivErln funk.

If three days passed without tia ran-
som arriving from Canton, the aars of
the prizoners were to be cut off, and
sent in a basket to Mr. Wun,

Thaet the mandarin would keep his
word, the juniors could not doubt. He
would keep them alive {ill Ferrers
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Locke was the man to do all that eould
bo done; but he could wet work
miracles.

It was evening now, and the sun was
setting over Pan-zhan,

Wharton and Bob were gazing from
the slits in the paper window. Many
times they had tried their strength on
the bars, but the thick, hard wood was
immovable. Tha door, of massive toak,
was bolted outside.

The garden, high-walled on avery
side, was solitery, save for a dingw,
blue-clad figure that elipped the trees
and shrubs. Each day they had scen
the gardener there for a fow hours, but
ho had never approached near their

But every I

GREYFRIARS
CORRESPONDENTS.

No. 16.

Like peas In a pod are
the two cousing Todd.
But the quaintest of ’em
is Alonzo, who this week
comes under the facile
pen of our clever Grey-

friars thymester.,
¥ worthy, réspected, benévolent,
M And highly esteemed Unele
Den:
Never miserly, mcan, or
malévolent,

But one of the kindest of men,
I write with a keart overflowing
{3y founiain-pen overflows, too),
Dut pardon the blols I'm bestowing
Upon this episele {0 you.

The fifty-page léllér you sént mé
Has taken me weeks lo digest;
The volume of versés you lent me
I alzo devoured wilhh much zesl.
And when I recited @ sonnet
My schoolfellows went into shrieks;
Dut the "“Ode to a Grandmother's
Bonnet ™
Brought passionaie {éars to my cheeks.

You sent me a splendid protecior
To eover my frail Lilile elest,
Amd banish for ever the spectre
Of whooping-cough, fiu, and the resi.
The tweather i3 frigid and freezing,
For summer 2 now on the shelf:
But :whife olhers are snorbing and
meesing—

Why, I shall be fitness itself!

You sent me the sum of fwo guincas,
I ga:..f;fm’i af ney wonderful fuck;

Bul did not behave ke the ninnies
Who spend all tlheir substance on tuck,

I did not adjourn {o ¢ cookshap,
Whither Bunter advised me Lo lrof;

But bought, at an excellent bookshop,
The Works of Prafessor T, Ilott,

Youw ask me how I am progréssing;
My studics are going gquite well;

Dut I have some rather disircssing
And sad tnfornalion fo tell.

I played tn a fierce football tvasle,

And Eicked & fine gonl, lo my pride;
“¥ou champion chumpl” voted
Ruszell
“You've scored for the opposite
sielel”™

My schoolfellows collared and clumpid
e,
Their faces with fury afire:
And when they had bangel me and
bumped me
I feit like v very flat tyref
But enough of my own fribulations,
F didn't intend to go on 80}
Muy lave to wou, best of relaliont—
Your affectionate nephew, ALONZO,

Locke ceme;: but with the losa of their
B{LTY.

It was too fearful to think of, yet as
the hours and the days passed thoy
could think of littlo alse.

Hope was dying in their breasts.

Whers was Ferrers Locke ?

Not discovered and taken, for they
wera sure that they would have heard
had the Baker Strect detective fallen
into the hands of the mandarin. Hiz
death by torture would have followed,
aend some news of 1t would have reached
them. Indeed, it wes more likely than
net that the cruel mandarin would have
forced them to witmess 1t

Locke had not been discovered; they
wera sure of that, and sure that he was
in Pan-shan. But the task belore him
was too terribly diffcult.  Ferrers

prison. Onece, to brealk the monotony,
Bob Cherry had called to him from the
window, and the man had stared round.
and immediately hastencd away as if
terrified at having even heard the voice
of tha foreign devil.

There was a elaug of o gate, and O
Ne and the soldicrs came into the gar-
den from the eourlyard beyond, with
cooiies carrying the evening rice for
tha prisoners. The gardener dis-
appearecd.

The door was opened; the bowls of
focd brought in.

Outside the soldicrs stnod with baro
swords. O No entered the room, and
made his usunl examinntion.

“Wo'ra stifl here, Mr. Q.7 said Bob,
with a faint prin.

Tine Macrer Lisrary.—N0. 1,185,
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O Ng emiled
“Thet is a truth word, O hononrable

pne ! he answered. * For if you wore no
fonger here, I also should on high
pvith my anceslors.,” He tapped his

neck. “For if you should cscape, the
head would be struck from the
shoulders of this poor pecrson, even as
the head of Chong Lo was struck.”

“1 suppose we can't blame you for
being careful in the circurostances,”
said Bob. “1 wish you'd be a little less
careful, all the same.”

‘I'ho Chinese grinned.

“Thess soldiers,” he said, * under-
stand no English, eo I may speak words
that would cost mo my bLife if they
reached the moegnificent ears of Tang
Wang. You are forcign devils; bub 1
pity you in my heart. For, eftor all,
you are but boys, and you have had
no hand in the wrongs that have been
heaped on my country. It was to help
& Chinese that you came to China”

“That is 50,” said Harry. “And wo
should have started back to England b
this timo, if we had been free. L-nrui
here, Mr, 0 No "—he paused o momont
—"“Mr. Wun would pay a2 hecavy ran-
som for us, if he believed we should
be sent back safe, but ‘Tang Wang
would not keep faith.”

“The jade-ike great one disdains to
keep {faith with Iomign devils, or
Chinese who make friends with foreign
devils.”

“But Mr. Wun is rich,” said Harry.
“He would reward anyons who helped
us out of this.”

A look of fear camo over O No's face
&3 ho understood the drift of the
junior’s words,

He made Wharton a siga to be silent.

“Say nothing more,” said O No, "I
tremble to hear such words, lest tho

birds of the air should ecarry them to
my maoster. What 13 my life in his
eyes? Nothing™

And 0 No, without zanother word,
loft the juniors more hastily than usual,
and tho door was bolied on them again.

“The joliyv old mandarin knows how
to keop Lis people in order,” said Bob,
with o rucful grin, “1've no doubt
that that E?urtsman's napper would be
whisked oft like Chong's, i we got
away."

“No deubt at all,” said Harry.

“'That won't stop us getting away, if
we get an carthly,” said Bob. “But 1
shall feel rather sorry for poor old O
No when we're gone.  He's Leen decent
to us, in his way.” Ile grinned. “1
kuow what T should juilgy well do in
O No's place if he found this cell empty
somn time. I should jolly well wring
ald Tang Wang's neck belore he had
time to give the order, ‘ nappers off I
But the old ogre secms to have got
them all scored stiff.”

Tho juniors ate their evening rice:
but DBilly Bunter ate more slowly than
usuanl,

Even Bunter's appetite scemed to be
failing him a little now that he under-
stood, at last, the reality of the
gituation.

“One more dav, you fellows.” he said

dismally. "I—I wonder whether old
Wun will play upi”

" Lot's hopa Jor thoe best,™” spid
Harry.

“Ferrers Locke ought to have done
mne!hm$ for wus,” grumbled Bunter.
“He ougit to get bhelp from somewhero
nnd rescue us. I'vo read that an army
was sent to Pekin once when the Lega-
tions were bosioged, and they gave the
Chinks toco. And that was only to
eave & lot of cackling ambassadors and
things. And they'ro leaving us here”

Tue Magrer Lisrary.—No. 1,185,

“Wa can't expect China to bo in-
vaded on our account,” said Harry,
with & faint smile. *“Besides, timea
have changed, and that sort of thing
la-n'ii}pvnssl.hla now. But we're not dead
yet.

Bunter felt o fat ear tenderly with
his fat fingers.

“From what I can make out that
awful villain Teng Wang 13 going to
cut off an ear from each of us, if he
can’t screw the woney out of old Wun,"”
he sid. “One ear each, from what I
make out”

“1 think so,” eaid Harry.

“Well, that means sendinﬁ three cars
to Canton,” snid Bunter thoughtiully.
“Do you suppose that ths old brute
i5 particular to which ecars they are?”

“Eht I suppose not."

*“What I mean is he might chop both
sour cars, Wharton"

[ 1] Eh ?J?‘

“And ono ol Bob's instead of any of
mince—see ™

“Wha-a-t 1"

“JIf you're going to lose one car, you
may as well lose two,” argued Buntoer.
“If you asked Tang Wang, as a special
favour, he might be ratisfied with both
vours, instcad of one of yours and one
of mine.”

Wharton gared at him.

“8o long as he sends three ears, 1
dare say he will be satisied. He can't
care & lot whom they belong to—seet"

“Oh, my hat!” . )

“ Alter all, you'd look a bit lopsided
with one car left on,” said Bunter, “ 8o
far ns looks go, you'd really be better-
looking with both off, instcad of one
sticking on after the other had gono.
The fact is, I’'m really thinking more
of you than of myscll in making this
suggestion.”

“You fat toad!™

“(Oh, really, Wharton, I hope you're
not going to be selfish!” said Bunter
anxiously, “Most likely O No will be
piven the job of shearing off the ears.
He scems a ioodatﬂmpnmd chap, and
would very hkely do you a favour if
you asked him, Ask him nicely to take
off both yours, instead of one of mine.”

“I can ses myself doing it1" gasped
Wharton.

“If you're going to be beastly
sclfish—" . .

“What about asking him to nip off
both vours, instead of any of Whar-
ton's ! asked Bob Cherry.

Bunter gave o jump. L

“J say, don't be a silly idiot!" he
cjsculated. “That's rot, of course! I
say, Wharton——"

“Oh, shut up!

“Wall, what about vou, Bob? You're
not such & sellish beast as Wharton—"

“Y jolly well am1” answered Bob
emphatically,. “You're going to find
me frightfully seifish, old fat bean. I'm
sticking to all the ears I can keep, I
can tell you.”

Buntar&rgrunted. and finished his riee.

Tt was barely possible that Mr. O Ne
might have acceded to such a request,
had it been made. But cvidently it was
not going to be made. In the matter
of cars, Bunter had only selfishness to
expect from his fellow-prisoners. It was
uite a bright idea of Bunter’s; but
there was nothing doing!

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
tion, Billy Bunter grected the

Hope !
O
dawn of another day.

H lor' ¥
With that dismal exclama-

The sun ross brightly ovor the city
of Pan-shan, In street and market,
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swarms of Chinese went about their
usual nmulg business.

In the little room that locked on the
walled garden, the light of day brought
no hope to three heavy hearts.

Ancther night had passed: and many
Em@n Wharton anf Eob ll":nd awakened,

oping against hope that some sign
would reach them from Ferrers Locke.
In the silence of the night, the gong of
8 Chiness watchman going his rounds
had reached their ears; and from an-
other direction, an cutburst of crackers.
But that waz all. From Ferrers Locke,

no gign, )
The face of O No, when he came in
the morning with the coolies who

hmtlgghy the food, was grave.
“It ia the third day!” he told the
juniors, “and if by the morning light
on the morrow, word comes not from
Wun Chung Lung, I have my orders.
And though wou are foreign devils,
shall sorrow to cut off your ears,”
*Ow 1" groaned Bunter. .
“We cannot help ourselves,” said
Harry, in & low voice. “But if this is

done, qu‘ Wang will mot eszcape
punishment.”

O No smiled.

““Hiz magnificent grentness iz far
beyond punishment,” he said. " Ewven

the war-lord who iz powerful in Kwang-
gi fears him, The war-lords of the
North he despizes. The government of
Canton ia nothing to him. Even the
English at Hnuﬁ Kong cannot mako
him tremble, The will of Tang Wang
is law; ond if great sums of money do
not reach him to-morrow when he rises,
an ear will be taken from each of your
honourable heads, to be semt to Wun
Chung Lung. And doubtless then the
ransom wilt be paid.”

After the ususl walk in the garden,
and the bathe in the pool, the juniors
were shub up again.

Bunter rolied on the kang, and tried
to sleep. But sleep, which usually
eame go easily to the Owlof the Remove,
was slow In coming now.

“VYon fellows cught to be able to do
something I he groaned.
“What can we doi"
patiently. .
“How should I know? Something!”
groaned Bunter. *I wish I hadn’t come
to China!l I say, old Quelech will be
ragging the fellows in the Form-room
at%rerfrinra this very minute! PDon’t
I wish I was thergl I wouldn't care
even if it was maths1"” groaned Dunter.
“There's a day yet!” mid Bob
Cherry. “Lota of things may happen
in & day, old fat bean. Somebody may

wring that beastly mandarin’s neck.”

Groan'! . .

“MNever say die, old thing.”

(Groan !

Billy Bunter groaned himself to slecp
as the hot day wore on. In the garden,
shimmering sunlight fell; and in the
afternpon, the juniors saw tha blue-
elad figure of & gardener crecping
among the shrubs, with some sort of
gshears in his hand. ;

They watched him idly, from the slits
in the paper window:; not because he
had any interest for them, but for want
of anything else to do.  Precious an

asked Harry

the minutes wore that intervened
between lﬂlﬂg and a terrible fate, they
passed siowly.

“That's & mnew gardener,” Dob
remarked. In the monotony of their
imprisonment, even such =& trifle

eng:u:aﬂ attention.

“Is it 1™ said Harry carelesly.

“*Yes; the other man had a g:ru;‘l
beard, and this johnny's is black.
say, what is ‘he up to?" added Bob
curiously.

For some time, the gardener had been
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runing and weeding,

ocenstonally
king sbout the

) ‘ %arden, and once or
twice his glance had rested on the
window of the juniors' prizon-room.

Now he had epproached nearer, and
stopped om the sanded path that led
from the courtyard gate, across the
little gerden, to the prison door,

Btooping on the path, he traced with
his shears in the loose sand.

Other windows, from a distance, over-
looked the walled garden; and anyone
whose glance had chanced to fall on the
g:m;{r::tu;a!::.i would have suppezed that he

was weeding the path,

But the two juniors,
staring from the
window only ten or
twelve foet fmm him,
saw him trace in the
sand two upright
strokes, joined by a
middle bar; which

:;];rmanted_, if it huﬁi
meaning &t all,
the letter H,

They stared at it,
and exchanged =
st&ri!edh!mh

“Is the man potty 1"
breathed Bnh?u :f"ff
not, what c¢an it
mean? A Chinaman
tracing English letters
in the sand-—"

“He's rubbing it
out!” eaid Hariy.

* But what—*

" Goodness knows."

The Chinesae
Emﬂcne: with the

lack beard smoothed
out the sand, traced
again with the shears.
This time it was a
circle, O,

The juniora watched
bimi breathfessly, s
be smoothed out the
sund agoain, Was it o
signal for their cyes?

How could it bhe—
what concern could
one of Tang Wang's
innumerable gardeners
have with them? Tho
former gerdener, thoy
remembered, had
feared to come near
them or hear their voices, This man
could have no more concern with them
than the other., Yet twice he had traced
!etl'ﬁrs of the Roman alphabet in tha
sand,

The ehears were tracing again. They
walched, their hearts 1in their eyes,
Unmistakahly, it was the letter P.

o Hﬂpl_"‘ gaid Bob Cherry blankly.
*1f he's a friend, giving us a tip to bop
it, he had better come and unfasten
the door.”

“Hao could not come to the door with-
out being seen.” Wharton's voice was
bushy with excitement. *Lock! Look I

The sand once moroe smoothed out,
tho blue-clad bearded man was tracing
a fourth English letter. This time it
was tho letter E.

“Hope!* eaid Harry, in a whisper.

As if his task was done, the gardener
smoothed the sand for the last time,
and hurried away to a distant part of
the garden, _ ]

The two Greylriars juniors locked
at one another.

They were breathing hard,

Clearly, unmistakably, the man had
traced the word " HOPE,” letter after
lettar, under their eyes; and they knew
that he had s:een them at the window.
It could not be ather than a mmsu%ﬂ to
them; and it could only come from
Ferrers Locke.

AT S
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As the sentry approached the crouching figures under the wall, Ferrers Locke sprang upon him, and

the heavy butt of his revelver crashed down on the man s head |

“My only hat!” breathed Bob, his
eycs gleaming.

Wharton’s heart was throbbing almest

to suffocation. Despair was very ncar
to the imprisoned juniors, when that
strange messnge came to renew hope in
their hearts.
“It's from Leockel” whisperad DBob,
le's in Pan-shan, ns we suppozed.
Nobody but Locke could have sent us
thet message. I suppose he must have
bribed the gardener, and taught him
how to make the letters.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

Hoa could think of no oiher explana-
tion of the amazing incident,

“We onght to let him know wo under-
stand I muttered Bob. " Ile may have
gomething more to tell us.”

“Careful!” breathed Wharton, *“If
Locke has bribed him to do this, ho
would be tortured to death if he were
found out. I'll shove m]v; hand through
tha window next time he comes nrar.
That will let him know.”

“He knows we saw him.” said Bob.
“1 notieed him looking this way o lot
of times before he tracod the letiors.
Ho knew we wers looking out of the
window,”

They watched, their hearts thumping.
That message traced in the sand on the
path had given them new life. It could
only come from Ferrers Locke: and it

A

could only mean that the delective had
discovered whore they were imprisoned,
and was planning to help them. Tt
only help came in time—before tho
dawn of another day!

It was o long time before the blue-
clad figure of the gardener came any-
whera near their prison again, Ewvie
dently he was sware that other eyes
might fall upon him, and what hia fate
would be if thoe Mandarin's guards dis-
covered hiz gamae,

But after a long and weary hour, the
dingy fgure in blua came weeding along
the path again; and Wharton, sceing
his eyes fixed on the window, thrust his
hand through a slit in a paper pane,
for n moment, as & sign. o withdrew
it the next moment, and watched. [le
enw the gardener nod.

It was the briefest of nods, but it was
pereeptible. And it made strange
thoughts race through the minds of tﬁe
juniors.

For the Chinaman shakes his lwead

in sign of assent; the nod is a
European sign,

Baob gripped Wharton's arm.

“1t can't be!" he breathed. It

pan't 1"
"It can't I"" muttered Wharton,
The samo thought was in both theic
minds. Wuh feverish eagvincsa they
Toe Magrer Liprary.—N0. 1,185,
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watched the gardencr.

again on the sand, a upright
ata;[ﬁ'.ﬁ. If it was moant for & lettor, it
was the letter "L”

Without looking towards the juniors,
appa{enﬂ_" unconscious of them, the
man in blue eotton smoothad the zand
and traced “F." A minute later ha had
traced the letter “L."” Then ho moved
away again and disappearcd.

“I F LI'" said Bob blankly.

“J  Ferrem e!"”  whispered
Wharton.

“{(Oh ¢crumbs !

They knew now. )

They had last scen Ferrers Locke in

the tattered guise of Hung, the beggar.
Now they saw him agsin in neat
Liua cotton of & Chinese gardener. Not
the remotest resemblance did ke bear
to Hung, the beggar, or to Ferrers
Locke, the detective of Baker Btreet
But they knew that it was he. The
initials could mean nothing else. ]

“Ferrers Looke 1" said Bob, below his

breath, "It must bo—it must! God
blesa him '™ A
They watchod again. From Bunter,

stretched on the kang, forgetiul of his
torrors in sleep, camo a sleady snoring.
The juniors were glad that he was
aslecp, Dunter was not to be trusted
with a sccret upon which all their lives
depended. One carcless word, babbled
cut in & moment of terror, would have
sncrificed Ferrers Locke's life and their
own chances of escape. Such a secret
could not be too carcfully guarded.

For an leng time the gardener
remained out of sight. But ho appeared
on the sindy path again atb last. Again
Wharton thrust out = hand for =a
moment as & sign they were on the
watch, Again the gardener treced in
the sand, livst an upright stroke, thon
tho hgure 2.

“Twelve ! whispered Baob.

Two letters followed—a “p '™ and an

"m." The juniors could pot fail to
up::llurst-und. Twelve p.m. was mid-
night.

Evidently tho Chinese gardener was
. of opinion that he had risked enough.
He disappeared by the gate into the
adjoining courtyard, by which O No
wae accuslomned 1o onter,

He was e tor good this time.

The juniors still watched from the
window. The gardensr did not re.
appear. The gate remained shut until
some time latér, when O Mo cntered,
with the coolies, bearing the bowls of
food for eveming “‘rice,”’ followed by
the usual mﬂ of soldiers.

Ferrers e—for they were sure that
it was Ferrers Locke—was gone, He had
left “midnight *' as his message, Was
it midnight that very pight—in time to
gave them—that he meant? They hoped
s0: and it secmed fairly certain that
it was so. The pretende rdener bhad
risked so much in telling them as much

‘ms he had told them; a longer message

might have spelled detection. Ewcn as
it was, tho juniors trembled to thipk
that he might have been observed by
prying eyes [rom other windows.

MNeither was Ekeli; to sleep that night.

It twas difficult for the prisoners lo
conceal that new hope had heen born In
their kearts when No came in with
tha ﬂmﬁnﬁrim. But they were very
careful to betray npothing.

Bunter, knowing nothing, was groan-
ing dismally, which was just as well, in
the circumstances. O No could not
doubt that Bunter, st least, was in a
gtate of palpitating dread et the t t
of the morrow. And Wharton and Bob
Cherry assumed the longest faces they
eould while they were under the eyes
of the fat Chineman,

“Any messago from Mr. Wun, at
Canton?” thf Harry. .

The question was intended to give
Me O No the impression that the
prisoners. wera relying solely upon Mr.
YWun.

“MNone,” said O No. “PBul take
courage, honourablo ones, & mesage
may reach the golden ears of Tang
Wang in the morming. And if the silver
ghocs are paid to my great and megnifi-
oent master, then your estimable cars
will be spared.'’

“0Ow " groancd Bunter.

O No gave the wretched Owl a com-
passionate glance. He left the prison
room, the door was bolted, and from the
window, in the deepening sunsct, the
juniors watched him leave tho garden
with the soldiers behind him, The gate

two
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on the courtyard closed, and they were

gone,

Bob Cherry made a grimace.

“I'm sorry for that chap, if we pull
it off 1" he muttersd. “He's been decent
to us—he's & decent Chink. But—"'

“But we can't heng on here to be
cut to pieces to save O No's head 1" said
Harry, with & feint smile.

“MNo fear! He looked sorry for us—
and I'm dashed if I don’t feel sorry for
him. No sleep to-night, old bean!™

“ Not likely 1"

“I say, you fellows, what are you
mumbling _abouti” grunted Billy
Bunter. *“I say, this grub is good!
But I seem to be losing my e petite! 1
sa¥, I shan't be able to stand it to-mor-
row!| 1 simply can't, you knowi"

Wharton looked at Bob, and Bob
gave a nod. The captain of the Remove
approached close to Bunter and whis-
pered. ‘They had received their last
visit for the mnight, and there was
little danger mow of Bunter babbling
cut the secret; and it would have been
cruel to leave him without comfort.

“Don't may 8 word!”" breathed
Wharton into a fat car. *“But there's
g chanea to-night—a chance of escape |”

“Oh!" gasped Bonter. :

His round eyes opened wide behind
- %peata;ées. k 1 h ped

“"How vou know?'" he gasped.

“ Never mind that. There’s a chance
—a good chancel We'll wake gnu up
when the time comes, and with good
luck we'll get clear of these Chinks!™

“ Sure?'’ asked Bunter.

“ Quite.”’

"Well, I'll stay awake,” said Bunter.
“T can't sleep, you know. I shan’t be
ablg to cloze my eves a minute,”

Bunter proved to be mistaken on that
point. Perhaps the renewtd hope of
escape helped him. At all events, he
was fast asleep soon after sunset and
his enore rumbled out inte the starlit

arden. But Harry Wharton and Bob

herry, watohing end waiting with
beating hearts, did not close their eyes.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
On the Canail

RANEK NUGENT, shading hia

? eyee with his big bamboo hat,

atood on the deck of the dmgg

sampan and stared at hig

whita walls in the far distance, gleam.
ing in the sun.

ﬁﬂhﬂ'ﬂﬁf Bull and Hurres Jamaset Eam
Bingh followed his gaze.

Htanding among a litter of ropes,
packed goods, garbage and odds and
ands, on the éirtg,r deck of the sampan,
the Greyfriars juniors loocked like any-
thing but what they were. :

Burnt by the hot sun—etill hot in
South China when it was damp autumn
in less favoured lands—dingy from head
to [oot, grimy, on & grtm:.* craft, they
iooked like & craw of young coolies—
older, however, than their age. Many
eves had fallen on the sampan on the

way up, seeing only three dingy coolies
and s half-caste from Hong Kong or
bMacao.

Mow the walls of Pan-shan rose in the
distance, over the plain shead. It was
the third day of their journey, and it
was drawing to a close. .
Behind the high walls of the city the
sun was setting in a blazo of geld and
purple. 1t shone in the eyes of the
juniors aa they gazed towards the high-
walled town.

Wun Lung’s voice came softly.

“That Pan-shan! That city belong
Tang Wang."

F:g;nk Nﬁgeut drew & deep breath,



EVERY SATURDAY

“We've got through thiz far, any-
bow,” he Hﬁ& ¢ ] o
B"];-r‘ifa"fa heen lucky,” said Johony

ull,

“The luckiulness has been terrifie,”
remarked Hurree Singh. " But for the
eateemed Wun Lung we should not have
got throughfully.”

Wun Lung smiled,

Without tgu Chinese junior, the other
fcllows had soon learned that they had
no chance. Four or five times guards or
soldiers along the river and canals had
stopped and guestioned them. But each
time Wun Lung had dine the talking,
the other fellows kecping busy about the
boat. Certainly, those who questioned
them had no suspicion; but they would
have been very quickly suspicious had
not prompt answers been given 1o
Chineso,

Had they discovered that * foreign
devils ' were going up into the interior
in the guise of Chinese, the scldiers cer-
tainly would have arrested the party
and heold them for inquiry—which would
have Leen the end of the attempt at
FCECUB.

And when they were out of Ewang-
tung, and in Kwang-si, on the waters of
the S8i-kiang, they were within the
region of Tang Wang's power; and
aftor that, arrest would not have meant
meraly delay—it would bhave meant
death.

But Wun Lung's ready tongue, and his
fertile gift of invention, saved them
every time, so far as authorities were
concerncd.

But there wera other dangers on
Chinese rivers. A ready tongue, and a
smell briba might satisty officials, But
on the baoks, in lonely places, were
gangs of robbers; on the river itself,
esmpans manned by rough crews, some-
times traders and sometimes pirates,
according to opportunity, More than
one narrow escape the juniors had had
from lawlesa rogues of the river,

Now they were, ot last, in the Pan-
shan canal, floating on lazifr with a light
wind behind the mat sail.

The oity was still distant; it was
doubtful if they would reach it before
the sun zet. And at dark, as they koew,

the gates were closed, as in all Chinese
cities. If they did not arrive before the
red lamp borned out, in the guard-house,
they would be shut out for the might.

“Bu that's Tang Wang's city I said
Johony Bull, in a low volce; and his
brow was thoughtful under its stain and
tan and grone,

All the juniors looked grave enough.

At sight of the city the enormous diffi-
culty of their task scemed to rush into
their minds more clearly thon ever
before,

Doubtless, unrecognisable as they
were, and with the aid of Wun Lung’s
ghb tongue, they would be allowed to
enter the city by the water-gate, and
moor among the innumerable craft
within ths walls.

But then? Then would begin the task
of finding and rescuing the prisoners—a
task in which, so far as they could tell,
even Ferrers Locke had not succceded.

But it was useless to think of diffienl-
tica when they were determined to go
ahead, difficulties or not. Luck and
pluck had served them well so far, and
might serve them to the end.

“Get on with 1t 1" said Frank.

And after chat long stare at the
distant aity, the crew of tho Honourable
and Benevolent Crana took to the long
poles, end poled the sampan nlnnﬁ the
¢=;‘Euf. assisting the slow progress of the
sail.

A voice hailed them from the bank,
and they looked round quickly. Three

ragged and tattored figures, in the rem-
nants of Chinese nulitary uniforms,
stood there, waving to them.

“Soldiers again ! muttered Frank.

" Deserters, I fancy!” said Johnny
Bull. “We've scen a good many of that
sort.”

*Velly tlwe!” murmured Wun Lung.
“They lun away flom army—no likee too
much plenty fightee”

The juniors had seon more than one
gang of such deseriers; poor wretehes
most of them, who had been kicked into
one army or another, and had scuttled
out aogain at the first opportunity.
Sometimes they were begpars, some-
times they were robbers, sometimes both.
But this cspecial bunch looked tao
desperate for the juniors to come into
contact with them if they could help it
They poled on hurriedly.

The three Chinese followed them slong
the bank of the canal, shouting in
threatening tones,
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“What arc they saying, Wun Lung "
asked Nugent.

* Say shootee, e'posea we no stoppee
answered the Chinese junior calmiy.

“{h, my hat ¥

“Hay wantee go along Pan-shan!

El-!'

Na

tellee tluth, Wantee cuttee thloat blong
us, takes boat."

“The cutfulnezs of our esteomed
throats is their ame " remavked
Hurree Jemset Ram Singh.

Bang !

Only one of the Chincse deserters had
retamed hig rifle. He fired 1t into the
sampan, missing the nearest of the crew
by 8 couple of yards, following up the
shot with a threatening shout.

Johnny Bull grasped the revolver that
was buckled to a belt under his ragged
cotton tunio. His eyes gleamed.

But tho soldicr did not fire again.
Posaibly he had expended his last cart-
ridge. Iig laid the rifle down, end after
a few words to his comrades, plunged
into the canal.

¥y

The other two followed him, and they
swam ropidly towards the sampan.

“Look outl” breathod Nupent,

There was no escaping the attack: the
slow, lumbering sampan had no chance
of out-distancing the swimmers. In a
few minutes the thres soldiers wers
alongside, and striving to clamber on
board. Tho ferocious glaring of their
slanting eyes told what the fate of the
evew would be, if the sampan fell into
the hands of the desperate outcasts,

Crash: came Johnny Bull's pole, on
the head of one of the Chinese, and the
man let go his hold en the sampan, and
floated away down the canal, struggling
feobly.

Nugent and Hurree Singh drove their
poles, together, against the chest and
neck of another, and hurled him off,

The third—the man who had fired—
dodged a thrust of Wun Lung’s pole,
and leaped on the sampan,

_With a long knife in_his hand, and
tigerish ferocity in his face, he rushed
at the jumiors,

_ Johnny Bull swung his pole round just
in Lime, to entangle it in the Chinomnon's
legs, and the rutfian staggered and fell
on the deck.

In another moment he would have
been uwp ogaio, and leaping on tho
juniors with slashing knife. DBut Wun
Lung's pole was whicrling in the air,
and it came down on the Chinaman’s
head with a erash, that cracked the skull
lilke an egp-shell.

Witn o fuint groan, the Chinaman
sank down, and lay still,

“0Oh erumbs 1" gusped Nugent,

He looked hurriedly for the other two.
Both of them had succccded in
scrambling ashore, and were alrcady dis-
appearing i the falling dusk.

Wun Lung stepped towards the man
who had fallen on the deck.

*This feller plenty killy ¥ he re
marked, with true Chinesa indifference.
“Tinkee he betteo go along watce,”

And without asking the other fellows
for aid, Wun Lung tilted the body over
the side, and it splashed into the epnal.
In a few moments it disappeared from
sight in the switling water astern of the'
sLmpan.

“Lot's get on, for goodnesy' sakel”
breathed Nugent.

And the crew of the Benevolent Crane
sct to work with the poles again; and
the scene of the tragedy was soon lelt
behiud,

“This is jolly old China ! muttered
Jolnny Bull. " Give me Greyfriars |

“What-ho 1* said Nugent.

The juniors wera well aware that they
had escaped narrowly with their lives.
They watehed the dusky banks anxiously
as the sampan glided on. Thero were
few other craft on the canal; but far
ahead of them they could sce several
sampans hurrying to reach the shelter of
the city before nightiall. They poled on
industricusly.

They couf;] seo the distant red light
burning over tho gateway of Pan-shan,
beside the water-gate on the canal
When that light fatled, the gates would
bo closed, and the grille let down across
the canal, And their c¢yes turned
anxiously on the red Light from time to
time as they poled.

It went out suddenly, when they were
not more than & hundred yards from tho
walls,

They poled on; and the sampan glided
under the archway of the water-gate.
But the grille had already been lowered ;
like an iron portcullis, it barred the
way, the sharp spikes reaching down to
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the surface of the waler, There was no
entering Pan-shan that night.

* Rotten luck 1 grunted Johnny Bull,

“We waitce along daylight!” said
Wun Lung.

There was nothing else to be done, and
iho crew of the Hooourable and
Benevolent Crane backed the samopan
out of the dark waters under the arch,
and moored to the bank of the canal
outside tlo walls. T
. Darkness lay thick en the winding

canal and the wide plams. Under the
sturs, the juniors sat on the dingy deck
of the sampan, talking in low tones.
They had reaghed their destination; on
tho morrow they would be in Pan-shan,
And their thoughts wero with their
friends, inmured within the high walls
that shut thoan out of the eity.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Tha Escape from {he Yamen !

IDNIGHT |
M Billy Bunter lay buried in
slumber on the keng.,  Harry
Wharton and Boby Cherry stood
ab the window, looking out through the
slit pancs into the din starlight of the
walled garden.

Ever since the sun had gono down
thoy lLad woited and walched, with
suppressed excitement that grew more
feverish as the leng, slow hours wore
BWAY.

Through the silence of the night
sounds came occasionally to their ears—
the distant echo of a watchman's gong,
or some sound from tho yameon.

But the little walled garden was
silent and still.  They watched in tho
ghonner of the stars for Ferrvers Locke,

There was only ono gate to the
high-walled garden, that which gave
on Lo the courtyard, which, as they had
observed, was always occupied by
soldiers, who had o gusrdhouse there.
It was unlikely that the *gardence™
would Lo able to enter by that gate, at
siich an hour; he would cortainly be
stopped by the eoldiers. They won-
dered how ho would come—if he was
able to coma at all.

Slowly—elowly  the leng  hours
dragged by. They cnvied Dunter and
his happy unconsciousness, but not for
a moment did they dream of closing
their cyoes. :

Db Cherry uttered a sudden ejacula-
tion.

“IIalle, hnllo, hallo!™

Tho blue-clad figure of the gardencr
nppeared saddenly wnder the window,
How he had come they bad not the
faintest idea. Dut he was thero.

A faco wes pressed fo an opening of
tho wooden bers. A faint whisper
camw through tho slitted paper panes.

“You are awake?"

It was the voico of Ferrers Locke.

* Yes, rather?’ gasped Rob.

The juniors starcd in the dim star-
light at the face at the window. It
wns yeltlow, wrinkled, black-bearded,
They found it hard to believe that it
was indced the face of the Baker Strect
detective.

“Cnll Bunter!™

Tho snore rumbling from the prisoun-
room told the detoctive that Bunter
was sleeping. e

Wharton shook the fat junior into
wakoefulnesa, Bunter sat wup and
blinked at him. For once Bunter
gcemed to have his fat wits sbout him;
and he rolled off the kang without o
word.

Thers was a foint sound at the door.
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It cpened, and a glimmer of starlight
fell into the room, It closed agoon,
with Ferrers Locke inside the room, in
the darkness,

“Who—who!?" breathed Bunier.

“Quict! It's Mr. Locke!l”

“Oh crikey I"

Thera was & moment of silence, The
pirisoners of Pan-shan could almost hear
their hearts beating.

Then Foerrers Locke's
hieard, low but clear.

“We joust wait 8 few minutes| I
am sure that I was not seen coming
here—but one cannot be too careful !

“0Oh crikey!” murmured Bunter.
“That beast ‘Tang Wang said you were
in Hong Kong, Mr. Locka ™

“He belioves that you are there,
trying to ratsa s force (o rescuoc us,
by, Locke,” said Harry.

The Baker Strect detcctive smiled.

“All the better that he shonld think
go. Such a plan would have been hope-
less, of course,”

“I koowl
hera??

“ it has not been easy,” said Locke.
“TFor two days, and mosé of the nights,
I watched the yomen, as Hung, tho
heggar, learning all I could. 1 talked
with many of the scrvants of the
mandarin; they did not dream of sus-
pecting that they were speaking with a
foreign devil., I listened to the talk
of the soldiers. I have wasted little
time, you mnay be sare. But it was
not till I mede the acguaintance of Mr.
'T'o Sun that I saw light aliead.”

“To Suni"” repeated Bob.

Ho had never beard the name
before. _ :

“A very ummportant person,” said
Locke, “Merely a gardener, one of
the hundreds in the scrvice of tho
Mandarin Tang Wang."

“Oh!" Wharton grasped it at once.
“That was the pardener who was here
when we were brought here—the man
with a2 grey hear H

“That 15 it," said Locke. "By that
time 1 had ceased to be Hung, the
boggar, and had become Li Wing, a
gardener. The change was easy—any-
thing can bo bought in a Chinese pawn-
shop; and I had taken care, of course,
to provide myself with plenty of money.
i Wing became friendly with 1o
Sun—and treated him to opium.”

“Oh!" murmured Bob.

“Li Wing was ambitious to enter the
sorvice of the great end gloriows Tang
Wang,” pursued Locke, in the same
low, dry tone, “and as he had saved
up money, and wag willing to spend it,
To Sun was very friendly. Naturally,
ho never dreamed that I was anything
but a Chinese gardener; and it was
not difficult to induce him to spend a
day in an opium den, and allow me to
act ns his subst:tute hero.”

“I see!"” breathed Wharton.

“Ho affects 40 be able io obtain for
his friend, Li Wing, permanent service
with the mandarin!" said Locke. “In
the meantime, he is making use of Li
Wing—as he thinks. Ha 1is very
cunning, is Mr. To Bun. I came here
to-day as his cousin, Li Wing; and To
Sent very gladly left me here to do his
task, and departed [or the opium-house,
Twice to-day I have passed under the
cyes of the mandarin; but they did not
rest on me. Tang Wang's plance is
too lofty to rest on a miserable
gardener.”

“0Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob.

“AN that I needed to learn, I soon
Iearned, once I had a footing in the
place,” gaid IL.ocke. ““This afterncon I
risked something in giving you the

volte was

But how did you gel
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message traced in the sand; but I had
to warn you what to expect.”

He paused a moment.

“I bave made every arrangcment
that can be made,’ he added, “but
when we leave this place we take our
livea in our hands.™

l'lﬂw l:l'l-

“Courape,
Locke guietly.

Bunter!”™ =mid Ferrers
“This i5 no time to bo
frint-hearted.’

“I—I—I azin't afraid!” mumbled
Bunter, through his chattering teeth
“Oh dear, 1 wish we were back at
Greviriars 1™

" Buck up, old fat man!l” said Bob.
“Eeep a stiff upper lip, and we’ll pull
through all right.”

“Courage iz needed,” szaid Locke.
" But, with Iuck, we shall pull through.
Silence, now "

The Baker Strect detective stepped to
the door and opened it a few inches,
For soveral long minutes he stood and
listened, and watched tho garden.

Then he stepped out and signed to
the juniors to follow him. They left
the prison-room with beating hearts.

Locke closed the door, and silen
shot the bolts into place., It was left
]?nkmtgh a3 if it had not been opened
since the last visit of O No.

Ho signed to the juniors to follow
him, and in silence they followed,
Wharton with a resssuring gresp on
Bunter's fat arm.

Keeping in tho shadows of trees and
shrubbery, the detective led them
through the garden, and they reached
& wall at a considerable distance from
the prisoti-room.

From a stone dragon that ornamented
the roofed summit of the wall, a rope
dangled.

This, evidently, was the way the de-
tective had entered. Billy Bunter
blinked at tha rope in dismay.

“J—I say, have we got to climb
that?” he gesped,

¥ Silence I’

Locke gigned to Wharton and Bob to
elimb. hey clambered up the rope
actively enough, and on reaching the
stone dragon, found that snother rope
hung down on the other side. They
elid down it, and waited,

Locke walted till they were elear,
and then bound the cnd of the rope
round Bunter, under the armpits.

“Keep silent, on your lifel” he whis-
pered,

“Oh dear " .

Locke climbed the rope, sat astride
of the wall, and with a grest cxzertion
of strength, drew the Owl of the
Romove up after him, Bunter clenched
his toeth to keep them from chattering,
and scmehow kept silent. In the sinewy
grasp of the detective he was swung
over the wall and lowered on the outer
gide, where Bob Cherry and Wharton
hel him to land. A minute more
and Ferrers Locke had thrown down
both ropes and dropped lightly to the
earth.

“I say, you fellows—"

“gilence " bremthed Locke.

The juniors peered about them in the
dim starlipht. 'They were in another
garden, more extensive, stretching
away towards a bigh wall in the dis-
tance. They guessod that it was the
outer wall of the great enclosure of
tha yamen. Lakes and bridges, pools
and streams and ertificial ~ cascades,
ghowed that thia was the mandarin’s
gardon—the extensive and meagnificent
garden of a wealthy Chinese.

They followed Ferrera Locke, by
winding wayas in deep shadow. The
high outer wall was reached at last,
and they stopped. Locke had knotted
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gether, with a |

at one end: and wit
tha skill of a lasso-
thrower he tossed u

tha noosa an

caught anm  orna-

mental fgure on the

summit of the wall, !
ﬂ-w B i t IH h o

breathed. : {
From behind a

thicket closa to the -
wall he drew a
wrapped bundle. Tho
]!.HHGI'S Iﬂ!] 0On 1In
silence as he opencd i
it t contained
threo soits of blue-
cotton clothes, and
threo palm-leaf hats
and threa pairs of
Chinese padded
shora,
“ Qutek M gaid
Locke briefly.
Tho juniors did
not need telling what
to do. “ Foreign
devils ™ could  not
have passed through
the streets of Pan-
shan unremarked,
cven at so late an
hour. Ferrera Locke
had thought of
everything. Swiltly
Bob  Cherry and
Wharton and Bunter ‘
donned the Chinese
clothes, hats, and
shoes, On their faces
and hands Locka
smeared a wvellowish
pigment, and rubbed
with it earth from
the pgarden. Thao
threoe Greyiriars
juniors were guickly
transformed into
ithree  dirty-locking
Chinese, . .
“"Losse no time
nowl” breathed
Locke.
Wharton and Bob
Cherry climbed the
rope, and ke fol-
lowed them, drawing
np Bunter as before.
'The rope was lif
over the wall, and
Dunter lowered on .
the outer side, the others following
him fast. Locke, as before, cast loose
the rope and dropped last. It wss a
deep drop, and the detective rolled over
g3 he landed. He was up again in a
twinkling, and winding the rope round
his waizt under his looee tunie,
“Hark " breathed Bob Cherry.
They were ocutside the walls of the
vamen now, in an open space that in-
tervened between the yamen and the
noarost street. Here and there in the
darkness they caught the glimmer of a
coloured lantern. From the sidence
came the sound of a footstep, the steady
troad of a soldier,
Bunter gave a faint gurgle.
“*Silence!™ hizsed Locke,
IHe dragged Bunter back
shadow of the high wall. Bob and
Wharton crouched beside him. They
could hear Locke breathing hard, and

they knew that there was a weaspon in
his hand.

The steady tramp came on; the figure
of a Chinese soldier lpomed in the dark-
ness. Evidently the man was & sentry
going his rounds, and he had heard
something, sod waas watchful and
suspicious. He peered closely into the
sbadows of the wall as he came along.

into  the
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ted Crawling at the feet of the Mandarin Tang Wang, O No made & sudden spring, like & tiger, and a blade

flashed out rom under his robe !

Tha juntors felt their hearts almost
stop beating. The man would be pass-
ing them in a mioule more, and he
would perceive the ecrouching figures
under the wall.

There was a sudden exclamation from
the Chinese soldier—or, rather, the
beginning of an exclamation. e had
seen them. But at the same moment
Ferrers Locko was upon him from the
darknesa, with the spring of » tiger, and
the heavy butt of an automatic crashed
on his head.

Without a sound the szoldier sank
down, Locke catching him as he fell.
Ho lowered the senseless man into the
deepest shadow of the wall, and stood
listening. For & fong minute he
Iistenad ; but there came no sound, and
he signed to the juniors to follow him.

i —

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
By the Water-Gate !

ERRERS LOCKE gnid ne word,
and in silence the juniors
followed him. The few days he

) had spent in Pan-shan had
evidently well-sequainted Locke with
the He of the land. He led without a
pause I:ri tortuous streets and dusky
alleys, the three juniors at his heels,

Where the deteclive was leading them
the juntors did not know. They were
out of the vicinity of the mandarin's
yamen now, bub within the high and
well-guarded walle of Pan-shan., Every
pate was closed et sunset, and over
every gate was a guard-houze fuil of
soldiers.

A glimmer of water in the starlight
caught their eves.

And then the juniors divined that it
was by way of the canal that the Baker
E‘_#:[rant detective hoped to get out of the
city.

Hundreds of sampana were moored
aslong the banks, lanterns glimmering
on o craft here and there, though for
the most part the boat-dwellers were
slecping.

Under the dark shadow of the arch
the detective led, and the juniors
followed him. He stopped at last,

The hArst thought of the juniors had
been that Locke intended to scize a
sampan and pele down the canal. But
they saw now that no sampan would be
of any wsa to them, In the middle of
tha arch across the whole width of the
canal and the path adjoining was an
iron gate,

Tne Macxer Lisranrr.—No. 1,185,



24

It was let down from above like a

ortcullia in an ancient castle of

urope, at the gamo time that the city
gates wore closed. The iron bars, rusty
and thick, were closa together, and they
coded in sharp spikes, which touched
the surface of the water. No boat could
pass when once that massive iren grille
was_lct down,

“Listen " Locke's voice came in a
guiet whisper. *“We must take to the
water here—it is the only way!”

“ But—but that gate comes down to
the water!" gaspad Bunter,

“"We have to dive under the grille.”

*Oh loz" 1™

“You, Whmnn-, and sou, Cherry,
are quito ahl&-:-n‘

“Quite [" said the two juniors to-
gether,

“I will take care of Bunter!” said
Ferrers Locke. " 8lip quistly into the
water and swim, and when you are out-
side the grille ,hang on the other sids
till we are together again.”

“And after wo're through, asiri”
asked Harr{'.

“We shall swim some little distance
and if s sampan is at hand we shall
seiza if. Bomelimes a boat is gshut out
of the city at night, arriving too late
to be let in. If we find no sampan we
must land and uvse our fect, ou are
ready ¥ 1

“Quite ready, sirl” gaid Bob, with a
deep breath, :

(o, then”

Wharton and Bob slipped together
from tho dark path intoe the shadow
water. They heard a fzint sguen
behind them as Ferrers Locke followed
with Bunter.

In & few minutes the two juniors
reached the gate of open iron-work,
They grasped 1t, and, holding on to the
bottom spikes, forced themsslves under
water, eyes nnd mouths shut, In a few
moments thcy rose on the other side of
the grille, and held on to the iron bars
and cross-pieces.

A shadow loomed on the water,
through the close bars, Ferrers Locke
had resched the grille, supporting and
propelling Bunter.

“Now. Bunter, shut your mouth and
eyes I" the jumiors heard him whispor.

*J=I gay, it—it's c-o-cold !

“Do as I tell you.”

“1 say, wait @ minutel I—I say——r
Groocooooogh !” Bunter gurgled wildly,
as his head went under. Ferrers Locke
seemed to have no more time ta wait
for him to finish his remarks.

There waa a swirling under the iron
fnlla, then Ferrers Locke's head rose

rom tha dark water a few fect from
Wharton and DBob, Bunter's fat face

;merad beside him.

“Oooooooch [ spluttered Bunter.

“ Silepco 1

“Grooogh! I'm nearly drowned!
I'm wet! I'm chook-chook-choked—ow !
Oh crumbs ! 1 shall cateh c-c-cold I

Fr Q'I.ﬂ-ﬂ-t- tu

Ferrers Locke, still propelling ‘Bunter,
swam on down the dark canal. With
bim swam Wharton and Bob,

They passod out of the shadow of the
arch into the starlight without the wails
of Pan-shan.

Locke slowed down. He lifted one
hand 'I:bdpnint to a dark shape moored
to the side of the oanal, not more than
& hundred yards from the walls of
Fan-shan,

“That is a sampan " he ssid. *Float
quietly down to it and stramble on
board., Give Bunter s hand. I must
have my hand free for my pistol, in case
it 18 needed.”
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Bob Cherry and Wharto d _“Glory be!” choriled Johony Bull
Bunter and floated him c:-n.n %Eﬂ “Fancy mecting you fellows!  And

Locke lifted his waterproof case above
the canal, and took his eutomatic from
it, carpfully kﬁegmg the pistol ebove
the water as he Hoated on towards the
moored craft. A few minutes more, and
they were closo alongside the dark and
silent sampan,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

Friends Well Met—ihe Last ol Tang
Wang |

o OOK  out!™ muttered Frank

L MNugent.

Frank had been on watch on

_ _the dark deck of the snmpan,

while his comrades slept on mata on

the deck. At his whisper the three of

them awakened at once, and rose to
their fcet.

“What 1" whispered Johnny Bull.

“Three or four Chinese in the ¢anal ¥
breathed Nugont, “I've just spotted
them | They've coming for us!®

“No shooteo ! whispered Wun Lung.
“Boldier fellee heal—comey scel No
wantee askee too much plenty guestiop.”

“Wa can keep them off with the poles,
if they try to get aboard,” said Nugent.
“Don't shoot 1f we can help it.”

Grasping the poles, tho four jumiors
waited at the side of the sompdn, watoh-
ing the dark heads that floated down.

A figure reached the moored boat,
and a hand was laid on the gunwale,
A voice in Chineso addressed them, and
Wun Lupg eanswered in the pame
tongue.

 Wantee takeo sampan !” Wun Lung
whispered to his comrades. “3ay garma
Elﬂuty cashes, Me telleo that fellee

ecpoe off [”

“Tell him we'll brain him if he
doesn't take his paw off the boat!”
growled Johony Bull.

Wun Lung put tho threat into
Chinese, and the hand was taken from
the gunwale. Therer was a pause.
Then from the darkness of the camal
¢ame & plaintive volce:

“1 say, you fellows!”

. The four juniors in the sampan
jumped almost clear of the deck.

“1 say, you fellows, hold me up!
You're drowning me, you beasts I

“ Bunter !”" gasped Nugent.

“DBunter [ said Johnny Bull dazedly.
“Is this a giddy dream, or what 7"

“The unterfulness is  terrific "
gtuttered Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
staring over tho eide at the swimmers.
“Who—what—how—"

Their astounded exclamations reached
the ears of the man who had placed his
harnd on the gunwale. He gave a sharp
ejaculation in English,

“Good beavens! Is it possible?”

It woa & familiar voice to the crew of
the Honourable and Benevolent Crane
now that it spoke English,

“Forrers Locke [ gasped Frank.

“Oh crikey |” gurgled Johmny DBull.

Thie four juniors dropped the sampan
poles. They hung over the side, extend-
ing their hands {0 the 'swimmers.

_“Harry, are you there!” broathed
MNugent.
L 11 IJ.I

“(ziddy wonders will never ceaszal”
chuckled Bob Cherry.

The four swimmers wers helped on
boerd the sampan, Billy Bunter sat down,
gasping, In & pool of water. The other
fellows, amazed and overjoyed by the
unexpecied meeting, [airly guzged one
another.

“This ia corking I" said Bob.

"“The corkfulpess is preposterous ™
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

you're all righti”

“Right as rainl”

“1 eay, you fellows—"

“Good old Dunter! Glad to hear you
grunting again,” said Frank.

"Dh.h rﬂn!lﬁ',_ Hé:g'ent! Itr.]l] ! IIE;. ﬁnﬁ
you got anything to eat on this boat 1"

Hﬁﬂ, ha?tlh-ﬂ- E,

“Blessed if I see enything to cackls
at! I've hardly eaten all day—lost my
appetite! I'm frightfully hungry |”

“Tone of grub in the cabin,” ahuckled
Hll%!nt-.

“0Oh, good!”

Bunter rolled into the cabin, He

was soon busy with tho provender.
Whilo Bunter attonded to that im-
portant matter, Ferrers Locke unmoored
the sampan. He wasted no +ime in
msking questions, amazed as he was at
finding the Greyfriars fellows on the
cenal under the walls of Pan-shan. The
sampan glided from the bank, and every
band wiclded a pole, end swiftly they
Ehﬁd awzy, and the high walls
an-shan, glimmering in the starlight,
dropped out of sighl“iehind them.
Without o rest, they poled on through
the night aond the next day, .Ehdmg

farther and farther away from the city
of death.
5 A L - L |

The bright sun that shone down on
tha craw of the Honourable and Benevo-
lent Orane, poling for their lives, shone
as brightly 1o the walled garden of the
mandarin’s yamen et Pan-shan., I
ghone on the fat countenance of O No,
ab he arrived ot the door of the prison-
room, the guard of soldiers behind him.
And this time, with the soldiers, came
the grim-fsced executioner with his
knife, For no ransom had come from
Mr. Wun, and the mandarin's savage

was (0 be carried out. There was
e cloud on O No's fat faco. The fat
Chinaman did not like his task, though
he did mot dream of disobeying the
orders of his magnificent and jade-ike
masgtar.

But as ho openad the pricon door and
locked into tll:f: cell the face of O No
grew more clouded still, and haunting
terror came into his slanting eyes.

For the cell was empty |

For a full minute O No stared into
the empty room. He found the door
bolted as he had left it the evening
before, the window sefely barred; vk
the foreign devils were gone. hether
it was by the magio of the foreign
devils, as seemed probable to Mr. O No,
or by some other means, they were
gone; and O No's hand went instinet
ively to his neck; where, as scon as the
mandarin heard the news, the sword of
the executioner would strike.

Deaath was his portion, aa it had beon
the portion of Chong Lo; death with.
out pity for failing in his trust. For a
full manute ho stood; apd then he
mp&d back and closed the door again

roplaced the bolts, The soldiers
and the exccutioner locked at him in
mute inguiry.

0 No's face was calm and im‘\:ln.uiw:
strangely impasaive for one who was
treading hand-in-hand with death,
Without deigning any explanation, he
ordered the soldiers and the execu-
tioner back to the courtyard,
directed them to wait there. ey, a8
yoi, knew nothing of the escape; that
was 0 No's own secret eo far. And,
leaving them in the courtyard, O No
passod into the yamen.

 Bohind his impassive, mask-like face,
his thoughts were racing. Escape from

(Continued on page 28.)
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START READING THIS STIRRING SOCCER YARN TO-DAY, BOYS!

UP, THE ROVERS!

By JOHN BREARLEY.

(Introduction on page 26.)

o7 .
e W .
; = Left in charge of a footer team,
and not a bean to run it with. Sull,
! #  young Jimmy Brennan is determined
: 2 to CARRY ON!
=l ":':’,? ,_4(, P
j"r |I".+ F1] "
/ - [ S0 what have you done with them,
/d g ,J) : James 7"
A : If & borab had suddenly burst at his
— -1 fect, Jimmy could not have experienced
e o A & greater, more coverwhelming shock.
= IHalf-rising in his seat as the meaning
i ‘ﬂ'f"} of the words sank home, he gaped at the
lawyer, too paralysed to answer,
“M-me!* he stammered eaventually.
“What have done with th-threo
thousand pounds? Why—why ask that
of me?”
Leaping to his full height, Henry
At Sylvester unded
. the desk before him
: itharply.
- : “Because,”  he
snapped angrily,
= = { “it was you who
S e cashed the
B === - cheque 1°*
= ——k -.”:_1__' ﬁEmrythEng éﬂ tha
G = — e Wne office secme to
= e = blur and sway
— - —= before Jimmy's
e e ek = oyes.  Ilis  heart
::_%':ﬂ_i‘-‘fﬁ__ s == E gn;e a vmf%nt IE_H.[},
nie— = and a suffocating
The rogue’s hand flashed == S 3 feeling,  gripping
inside eoat, and came — e e e = e hiz throat, choked
‘'out agaln holding a lo =2 e = : T pot s back his words into
keen knife ! a . = = == incohercnt  multer-
= % s = ings. He recovered
4 g ) 3 - N himnself suddenly in
ﬁfﬁ = ‘ a burst of scalding
; Ak nnger that brought
A : : s him to the desk in
i ;,.-’ - = a single stride. :
e B “"Yon — yvoure
; mad " he blazed
The Finger of Suspiclon ! Bcarcely heeding the interruption, harshly. "I cashed dad’s cheque!

HE eolicitor’'s asudience gasped ;
the room grew curtously hushed.
Then Jimmy muttered:

* Why—what—:*

Through Sylvester’s rimless glasses
a pair of blue eyes bored into his own
uniil they seemed to pierce his inmost
braip. After a lunﬁ. breathless pause
tl » sohcitor bent to his desk and picked

up 8 paper.

*There seems a big stery here
that must be cleared!” he said in
clear, metallic tones. "1 have scented
it for some days past in going through

our father’s aifairs. Perhaps I should

ave b this inquiry differently; but
1 wanted to find out—" He shrugged.
“Well, no matter, Bit down, James,
and listen carefully.”

In a sort of daze, Jiromy [ell back
into his seat and cressed his legs, while
Philip end Tony BPBrenosn leaned
forward, all attention. Sylvester tapped
hiz paper on the desk.

“First, I have very serious news for
you, I'm afraid. I must tell you—and
I regret it terribly—that your father,
my old friend, left scarcely a penny in
the bank| His losses during the past
five ﬂvcara have been very big indeed—
chiefly through bad football seasons.”

“Oh 1" gasped Jimmy dully, under-
standing now. * Poor old guy'nor 1®

Bylvester continued *

“Tha exact details I will give you
later. But, first of all, do you remember
fetching your father's books from the
bank on the day he died 1*

Jimmy nodded.

“¥es, He sent me over
spectal practice match,”

“Ah! Ha often sent vou to the bauk,
I helieve—for the hooks or money

"¥Yes” answered Jimmy aguin.

The solicitor pursed his lips.

“Hxactly I Now, to make a long story
short, as far as I can discover, your
father had just three thousand pounds
left in his cecount before the football
scason commmeniced. The day before ho
died he szent an opcn cheque to the
bank to be cashed for that very sum.
That money was handed over in Bank
of England notes of one hundred
Euunda cach, the numbers of which I

ave here, and that, of course, left hia
account empty save for a few pounds.
Mow "—hea paused impressively and
lifted a finger—" although I, as wour
father’s solicitor, have scarched his
elfects thoroughly, 1 cannot find either
those bankbooks wvou fetched or the
three thousand pounds In notes, All
ara missing 1"

Ho stopped; then, ehin in hand, he
leaned farther across the desh,

after the

What d'you mean?”

“You mean—yon did not cash 1"

“Of course I didn’t | shouted Jimmy.
"This 15 tho first I've heard of any
cheque —or three thousand pounds,
either 1"

The solicitor raked him with another
prercing stare. Then his hand touched
a desk-ball deliborately

A clerk put his head round the door.

“Wilkins, go across to the bank and
ask My Thurgood, the manager, if he
can sparo me ten minutes’ conversation
here. Now, James“—as tha clerk
hurried away—" please be calm1 When
Mr. Thurgood comes, you will sce I

have good grounds for my statement |

Philip Brennan sprang to his fect, his
brown face hard.

“Hold on a minute, Mr. Sylvester [
he snopped decisively. “I don't get
this. 1'm a blunt man. and, as 1 undey-
stand it at the moment, you are prac-
tieully accusing my nephew of making
away with three thousand ponnds that
belonged to his father the day beforo he
died | Is that what you're driving ati”

dylvester drew himsell up coldly.

“I am not driving at anything, Alr
Ereonan I” he disdained. “And I resent
vour tone, sir! The fact remains that
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a large sum of money from the estate
of my late friend and client is missing,
#nd, ns far as I can trace, James here
33 the only one who has handled that
gum. It s my legal duiy to account
for it, and I repeat that, if you will
wait a few minutes, you will see my
reason for this inquiry.”

A heated retort trembled on Philip
Brennan's lips, but he thought better
of it and sat down. An eternity of

ainful waiting elapsed, during which
&‘nn:.r Brennan glared nPenl{l and Jimmy
starcd blindly Eef-:rm him, his heart too
full for words. Robbing his dadl That
was whot Sylvester meant |

At last the office door opened and the
clerk re-entered.

“ Mr. Thurgood, sir!”

Charles Thurgood—tubby, genial, and
good-humoured—came bustling in at
once. As befitted his position in the
Railton Banik, he was a shrewd, hard-
headed man in business, but he mada it
a rule never to lock like cone. Few

ple had ever scen him without a
ovial smile on his round, pink face, and

e had been one of James Brennan's
best-trusted acquaintancea in the litiie
town. Ie brought with him now a
healthy, comforting breeze that made
Jimmy perk up instently, With Mr.
Thurgood at hand, he was sure this
ghast?r cloud would soon be cleared
away, and then—his fists clenched—he
would have some words to say to Mr.
Henry 8ylvester | .

“Good-morning! _ "Morning, alll”
boomed Thurgood, luukms: 1mnkl;r at
the sorious faces aroun im, and
twinkled kindly at Jimmy. “ Hnlln}
lad! Any trouble? What can I detf’

Ho took a chair, and Henry Bylvester,
pitting forward. began to & onk, But
bofore he could say & word, Jimmy was
on his feet facing him, and his white
face wore an expression that wiped the
smile from Thurgood's lips at once aund
made the others stiffen in their chairs.
His mouth was set in & firm, bloodless
lina. and under his frowning brows two
eyes blazed like diamonds. “¥Young®

immy DBrennan had disappeared, leav-
ing in his place a fiery and determined-
looking stranger |

“Ialf a sce., Mr. 8ylvester!” he
eried. “This is my affair, and you've
got my gout | Now, Mr. Thurgood "—
whipping round fercely—"1 take it you
know all about my dad's affairal”

“Yeos, Jimmy,"” murmured the
banker—"at Icast, as far as his bank
account and monoy matters went, you
know."

“Right! Now, this is the trouble.
Mr. Sylvestar wants to make oub that
the day befors dad died T called nt the
bank and cashed & cheque sigpned by
him for three thoussnd pounds—nearly
all the money he had left! T deny that
—Aflatly! And the money can't be
found 1"

The wordas rang out sharply. For a
moment the bank menager stered at
him, and Jirmmy stared back, his heart
thumping wildly. He had expected Mr.
Thurgood to jump up in instant protest
and give the lie to the ln.wlym'u weird
statoment. Instead, a puzzled, uneasy
look appeared on his friendly face.

#71 don't underatand quite. I hats to
say it, boy, but I'm a busy man. Have
you brought me hers for a joke?"”

“Joke!” gasped Jimmy, flushing
scarlet, “Iﬁm't you see, sir? Mr,
Sylvester says I cashed dad's cheque
for—="

The manager looked at him helplezsly.

‘" But—but you did, Jimmy 1" was his
stutning reply. “Don’t you remember?
Why—why I attended to you myself,
because the cashier was out to lunch
and Iil'. was such a large amount, any-
way I

Jimmy reeled.

* You—you gave me the money

"“"Why, yes, lad. Thirty hundred-
pound notes, The numbers are entered
in the ledger!”

Not even in that awful moment when
his father had died had Jimmy been
s0 appalled. A red mist swam before
his eves, I‘:hrough which he dimly made
out the alarmed expressions of his uncla
and ccusin, and Heary Sylvester's lean,
brooding face.

“ You didn’t—it wasn't me!” he oried
wildly. "1 kpnow nothing about the
money, Don't you belioys mel”

Philip Brennanp sprang up again.

“0Of course wo believe you, Jimmyl*
he thundered. “It's all rot!™

-*“Darn rot!” sported Tony. “ What's

the pame, Mr, Sylvestor1”
“{zentlemen—gentlemen|”  Charles
Thurgood, semaling no r, waved
imploring arms. “Be calm—pleasel
Let's get to the bottom of this
mystery [V :

“And quickly [” struck in the lawyer
stonily.

Jimmy strode forward, his jaw ugly.

“Yes—you he will,” he stormed.
“I'll sce to that! Gentlemen™—he
faced them squarely, a certain dignity
on hizs young face—*""I.did not cash that
cheque. If Mr. Thurgood says I
he's mistaken; someone has imperson-
sted me. And that being so, it'z a safo
guess that the cheque wasn’t genuine
either. It was & forgery!”

“But it was from vour father’s own
cheque-book, Jimmy1” protested Thuf
good. “And though the light inside
the bank isn't good, I'll swear it was
you who brought it. Hang it, with a
sum like that invalved, we're as care-
ful—"

“] don't care—it was a forgery!®
persisted Jimmy etubbornly. Then a
sudden thought cccurred to him. “And
meybe dad’'s murder is mixed up in all
this. I'm going to the police at once !”

Thurgeod nodded. ) .

“By all means—the police |* he cried
energetically. “‘By gad, if whai you
say i1s true, boy. I shzll be held res.
ponsible.  Not, of course, till its proved
to the hilt!” he concluded hastily.

A thin hand fastened firmly on
Jimmy's arm.

“Wait1” Sylvester’s voire was solt
but insistent, and he answered Jimmy's
hostile glare with a milder look. “You
honestly know nothing about thie
cheque, my boy "

“1 kecp saying sol” growled Jimmy
grimly.

“Very well, then.

L=

The money is
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The Firet Chapters Briefly Retold.

Delermined fo stop the vo! that Ras xed in,
James Erennan, the penial bul maslerful owner
of the Railton Rovers F.C., decides to pay o hgs
iransfer fea .fo}‘ an experienced cendre-forteard to
pul new Hfe inlo hiz feam, The deal ﬁﬂl b
T_atmu[m, ﬁmm. farrﬂm?mndﬂﬁﬁ 0

1F FAETHIR meahd of G fo & a
then EIIM"-:EFIM by 2oms H!I.i:ﬂ-af.ﬂ':l-ﬂﬂlﬂfﬁl toho
deals him a Wow fo the hearl which proves fatal,
Left to carry on the club, and igmorand u‘f the
thefl, voung Jimmy

Brenna star
i::_:i&c-riﬁm. resolves o funﬁili his  father's
teirhes, o kearn from the family soliciler
that he Las iefl pennifess.

(XNow raad on.)

THE MACNET

lost. Mischief has been done and wu
must call in the police, Can you comd
at once, Mr. Thurgood I*

The bank manager glanced at his
watch.

“W.well” he hesitatad. *“The mia-
chief's done now as vou eay, and a fow
minutes will make no difference. Can

wait half an hour? It may be &
ong job at the police station, and I'd
like to wait until the bank is eclosed
for the day. DBesides, I want to make
inquiries of the other clerks myself |”

o solicitor bowed. _
“PDo vou agree, James?! Then in
half an hour, Mr. Thurgood, we will all

o t?utb& police station together., Thank
you

The worried banker hurried out and

Brepnans sapk back into their
chairs again, the tension in the mir as
strong as aver,

Unaperturbed, howaver, Henry
Sylvester shuffled his papers again.

“It seems for m moment we must
shelve this unpleasant matter!” he said
guietly. “Rest assured I will do all in
my power to get it cleared. Baut,
James, you guite realise, I trust, that
until the missing money 1s found, I am
afraid you are left penniless, Now
vou sea why I asked what you intended
doing nh_::ut the football club and the

ground ! —

A fresh shock hit Jimmy. He sat for
some minutes trying to adjust bis
thuulght.u to the new position, and pre-
sently one fact emerged as clear as
crystal, Tho Rovers could Eo on—with
gate-money; and he etill had » roof
over his head, But—he would have to
do without Cowan, of Oldham Athletic,
or anyone else now as his new centre-
forward!  Knowing his dead father’s
wiskies, and what an important thing it
was that the Rovers’ raw forward-line
should be steadied by a good leader,
this was a crushing blow.

But he did not say so. Instead—-—

“I must think things over!” he mut-
tered doggedly. “Bill Nye may think
of something!"

Sylvaster did oot answer at once,
beyond a slight lift of his agabrpwu. But
from the pile on his desk, he picked up
a letter, His audience waited tensely.

“In that case, I will read this letter
—paddressed to me yesterday as your
father's executor. It is from the
Dalmeny Land and Building Society, of
London. Apparently, they are a new
firm on the look-out for desirable build-
ing sites; but who their directors are
and how bi thauﬂ are I do not know—
yet. 1 shall make inquiries. In the
meantime, they have written making an
offer to bu up the Rovers’ football

round, lock, stock, and barrel—for

000 in cash, pm*ridini you agrec at
nnjg ™ i W
immy’s jaw dro r

“Then t dy can go to blazss!® he
oried furiously, “Cheek [

Bylvestor inclined his head.

“Jt ia & preposterous offer, I agree!”
he said smoothly. “In the ordinary
way, I should not have given the letter
a second’s thought. But now, in view of
your altered circumstan it occurred
to me you might be inclined to deal
with them. ter all "=he went on in
& kindlier tone—"you are very young to
manage the affairs of a big League
club—although you may rely on my help
at all timeal®

“ And mipe " jerked Philip Brennen
sturdily.

“Tust so. Yet a large sum of ready
money might pave the way for your
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' info some good feasion that
prove & ltﬁu-slong E:aarl’i tha.
Jimmy breathed bprd through his

“Mr, 8ylvestor, I poe your point and
you're giving me advice,
dfather started the Rovsrs
practically devoted his life
. If T sell the ground,
would the club be? I could not
anpther ground in Railton, and
equip it with seats and stands| And
thera might be all sorts of League
enalties aitached. Tha club would
Emk up—vanish |*

He drew a deep breath. _

“It's true I'm broke—until that three
thousand is found. And it's a fact that
I ocan't buy & new centre-forward for
this season now. I'll have to put up
with the old one. Bui you pan write
and tell that company of land-sharks to
stuff their offer up the chimney 1”2

He got up quickly and laid a firm
hand on the lawyer's desk.

“Believe me, as long as I've got a
kick in me, Reilton Rovers footer club
isn going to last. And my family is
going to rum iti"™

In silence, Henry Sylvester folded the
lotter and placed 1t carefully in a little
drawer.

“Bo be it, James. Now let us go to

the petice 1%

Foolisteps in the Dark !

“ O that’s that, Bill! I'm not only
broke—which means the Rovers
are broke, too—but I'm practi-
cally under suspicion of having

for dad’s cheque for all the money

he had left, snd stolen the cash, too.

It—it's just— Oh, I dunno—"

Jimmy Drennan’s voice, t{irgd to
breaking-point, trailed away ioto
gillence, The end of the day had come
at last—the worst and longest be had
ever known.

Huddled deep in an armchair in the
peace of his father's atudy, be sighed
wearily and looked scross to wherg, in
another chkair, Bill Nye, the famous old
trainer of Railton Rovers, puffed
thoughtfully at his evening pipe, .The
visit of the calm, comforting veteran,
whom he had found waiting for him on

ia arrival home, had come like a bless-
ing to the worried youngster, and, with-
put hesitation, he had poured out a full
tale of the day's events.

" Gosh, it's been terrible !” he mused
23 Nye made no ﬁl}h “The finish nf
the inguest was bad snough; but when
wa went Elﬁﬂ to Henry Sylvester’s
nfige afterwasrds, and the—the business
of -the cheque cams oud, I was knocked
clean over. We had to call in the
police ; and then I had two solid hours’
cross-examination by Ins r Blake
and Sylvester, in a cold, bare room at
the station, that gave me the pip! And
nothing wags séttled I

Bill %?q ‘gruntad.

“Ay, 'tia a bad business all round,
lad, What I canaa . understand is
Charles Thurgood and Svlvester hoth
pitchin’ into yow. They've known you,
same as me, sice ye was a baby, What
da they mean gaying 'twas vou that
brought in the cheque?”

“Oh, old Thurgood's all right!"” re-
plied Jimmy saﬁ]y. “He's been as
decent as anything, and he belisves now
that  someone imperzonated me—musk
have done! He told me afterwarda that
he was as sick as a2 hen for having got
me into trouble at all. But, of couwrse,
he had his duty to the bank.to do, «and
he had to tell the police the full yarn!”

Jimmy paused, and a hard light crept
into his grey ayes.

“It's ‘old Bylvester

;

2

who's gob .me

rattled I he confessed slowly. “He's
made it pretty plain that he thinks I'm
a crook, Bill; and that’s a [act. Uncle
got so f&d-ﬂl;p at the finish with his sus-
picious aititude that he blew up com-
I:Llebehr. Hp fold the inspector that, un.
es8 the polico wanted to make a definite
charge ngainst me theres and then, he
wasn't going to allow them to question
me any mors to-day. And so we came
away !

“Ay; that was good! An' Henry
Sylvester’s o liar, and I'll tell him so!”
snorted the veteran.

.His pipe glowed fiercely in the un-
lighted room as he rose to his feet.

IS YOUR NAME HERE? |

Result of our great “Cricket 1
Scorers”  Competition.

dere's the pesult you fellows have
:ﬂl} been :ﬁ&?ﬁ" En::ta.-.g.l!t.ar caralylly
ecking e sfacks of enfries sent
In, 1t has been found that no reader
& correct solution to the four
puzzles. THE TWO CRIOCKET
AUTOGEAPHED EY THE
ATRALIAN TEST TEAM, have
therefore heen awarded to the followd
two readers whose efforts were m
nearly correct, containing one error :

|  ALFRED HESTER, €0, Dashwood
Avenue, I-Iigl} Wfrmmhc. Bucks.

DOUGLAS MAIDMENT, 17, Elngs-
ley Street, Battersea, 5.W.11.

The splendid "HORNEBY " TRAIN
SETSH have besn won by these fourfeen
lads whose solotions each contalned

] th eimm: [ |

- B Avons, 7, Cam own Terrace,
Exmouth, Devon ; WHlHam A. Carlton,
22, Haggerston ﬁand, Dalston, E.8;
K. H. Cook, 118, Albert Road, Hands-
worth Blnnlnghnm: Arthar Crosaley, .
48, Qordon Street, Elland, Yorks .

| J4. L. Goode, 10, Hall HRoad, Hebburn- |
on-Tyne ; E. W..Hardlng, 191, High-

b\u-{a:]:ilﬁ, Loodon, N.5; EKenneth (.

Harland, 48, Woodebte Road, Leigh-

nnsguﬁ George Harman, 200, Mitcham -
i} ;| i)

R ydon : H. Jeffrey, 16, Bmith
Btreef, & : Lanca ;
| Hﬂtﬁhﬂﬂé ’E&“’“’ Bmfgd klﬂane,ﬁﬂhum-
¥ Q fract OTES | ndrew
g’:ﬂaﬂe Church View, Buncrana, Co.
Donegal; O, B, Ormaa, 51, Clive Road,
Qanton, Cardiff s Cecil h?ﬁm Techon-
fach, Bynea, Lianelly: Frank Wood,
16, Paxg Avenue, Whitley Bay.. -
Thea Correct Solution was.
1. Hobba 13, Raoblna
Z. Bradman 14. Watson
3. Hammond 16, Bowes
& Woodfull 14. Slbhles
B. Woolley 17, Parker
8. Wade, 18. Bamett
7. Chapman 19. Ponsford
8, Grimmett 20, Sidwell
9, Casa. 21, Bra |
10, Geary 22, Fender
11. Holmen 23. Cox
12. Cook 24. Morgan
- S

“ Howsome, Jimmy, I agree with your
ancle. Ye've had enough for one day,
Don't worry; the chegue’ll come to light
all right, and the Rovers'll siruggle
along somehow. If we can't afford a
new" centre-forward this season, as we
hoped, then E'll put some girger into the
one we've got, if T have to belt him with
& corner-post ! Get yo to bed, and don't
miss trainin’ in the morning, or we'll
have you laid up. We'd be in a bigger
mess then ! )

The old trainer's pnailed hand
clumped warmly on Jimmy's shoulder.

“Goad-night, laddie! Ye can depend
on me and the Rovers, anyway |7

At tha warm, hearty words a little

low of comfort came back to Jimmy's

eart, and he shook hands aratefully.
But soon, left to himself, his thoughts
went back to the seene in the pelice-
station a  krief hour ago. Uneasy

27

memories danced belore him—of In-
spector Blake, keen and alert at his
ﬂieak, Philip Brennan, furious at what
he called * persecution,’ and, above
all, the thinly-veiled suspicion lurkin
}n Henry Sylvester's cold, t&ght-!inpuﬁ
ave.

Again and again he tried to fathom
what was behind it all—and who; for
somewhere in the background, he wus
?lqre. somecns  was working against

im.

. Sitting there, in the quiet study where
his father had died, it scemed to him,
all nt once, that the room was full of
evil menace, threatening him, weighing
him down.

It was an eerie feeling 1hat gripped
him, like an invisible claw recaching out
of the gloom. 8o near did its ghastly
presenee foel that, in spite of himsell, he
sent' & quick, nervous glance into the
shadows gver his shoulder,

£ ;I'rwlll-r
_ Jimmy growled, and shook himzoll
impatiently. hizs was rot; he'd have
to pull himself together. The long day,
sperit in’ stuffy, confined rooms, had
jangled his nerves, and & dose of fresh
air wag indicated right speedily,

Pulling back the french windows, le
stepped on to the tiny veranda outside.
A cool breeze, rusiling through the dark
garaen, fanned his forehead coothingly,
yot he could not quite shake off 1le

hostly feeling that had clutehed him

ck in the study.

He leaned over the veranda rail, glil
to be in the open onco more. Every-
thing was dark and still. The moon had
not msen-yet, and a deep, velvety black-
ness hid the back of the _gn:dlén sl
the tall trees surrounding his house.

Ho smiled grimly. His house! And
bpjrﬁnd the hi%den trees, with the splen-
did main stand towering sbove their
tops, was his football ground! o
owned it all now, and he was penniless !

Vaguely he foll to wondering what his
father had thought when he had dis-
covered the true state of his affairs
Poor old dad! Across this very lawu
someons had crept silently—to murder
him. That was what it amountcd to!

If he could only get his hands on the
murderer !

His whole body stiffcned at the
thought.  Once again, like an ey
douche, the uncanny feeling that somn

ﬁ;ﬂﬁsmﬁ_ danger was necar, ran through
him, o peered ahead, almost cxpect-
ing ta ses an enemy before him, [To
smiled again at the foolish thought,

And it was at that moment that out
of the darkness camo sounds that
drained the colour from his healthy
face, leaving it cold and hard. From
ameong the trees at the foot of the lawn
his keen ears had caught the faint click
of a pate opaning and closing hurriedly.
And afterwards, the rapid thud of soft
but frantie feet running across tho
grass.
~ He went over the veranda rail on tle
jump, shoulders hunched as ho prowled

aernss  to  intercept  the wysterious
runner.
1lis heart beat hecavily., No one bt

himself and Bi]ll Nyve had the right to
enter that gate leading from the back
of the footer gronnd to the Firs. Yot
somoenile was crossing the garden at iop
spoed,

Ancther murderer, or the same one?
His doubts pave place te a fievve, mloefil
joy. They'd have a fight en theiv hamns
this fime!

Thres lithe strides took Jimmy aerass
the turf. And then. from the direciiog

of the Rovers' grewnd, eame a sollen,
tearing explosion that stopped him in
hiz tracks, The dorknesz of the miglht

Tug Macxer Lispany.—No, 1,185,
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was snddenly torn asunder by a viciouns,
duzzling light. A low, pgushiog roar
followed instantly.

& EII:"E!"'

Locking up dazedly, Jimmy's blood

froze as lLie saw, high above the great,
main stapd itself, a crimson tonguoe of
fice leap hungrily into the air.
Another fame joined it; then a third.
'The trees and garden of tho Firs be-
gan to glow, sofily and horribly red.

Jimmy saw something too—
something that made him saap into
setion with a eob of utter rage.

Rpeedmg swiftly bencath the frings of
treeg enciveling the lawn was the vague
fizire of = man,

The Railton main stand was on five.
But in anothor second young Jimmy
Breansn, s owner, bad erashed solidly
into the fAecing incendiary, and was
hghting like & red-headed

" &, u - a4 ®

Jimmy could not sce his antagonist’s
tI_'1'|::I:3~; h{:Iild no idea whﬁb he was. - They
cll, rolling over on the grass, punch-
g at each other ‘Hi& all their
strength; rose egain, fell again, still
fightmg. From the feel of his fist on
the wan’s face Jimmy koew that he
wore some kind of mask, and once,
wien they reeled at dmth-gnps out
of the shado he caught a glimpse
of a monstrous houad hidden in a black
cowl, through which two cyes burned.

Frantically the firchbrand fought free,
and slung the lad sideways with a
swing of his muscular arms.  Before
Jimmy could recover, the rogue's hand
Bnshed inside his mt. and came ont
spamn, holding a long, keen knife that
flamed orange in the firelight as he
swung it menacingly above his head.

¥From & “roughhouse ™ it had turned
to a “killing,” and only Jimmy's cool
recklessness saved his life. He jumped
in again, then, as the knife hissed
townwards towards hiz shoulder, he
swayed neatly and dodged: and du-d
ing, gripped the masked man’s arm
autl wrenched 1t in o ju-jutsn  lock
Lill Nye had tought him long ago.

A ahrick of pain rang ont, and the
knife went  spinning agumf'.t. & tree-
trunk.  Fhushed with suceess, Jimmy
lei go his hold. and swarmed over his
man like a landslide.

“(Got you—ah!” he gasped.

(Now look out for next weel's grip-
Fing inslufmend, featuring ove hundred
per rént Bﬂh-ﬁ'ﬁfr, Jimmy Dreannn.
W full of theills, lads )

-THE MAGNET

THE CITY OF DEATH!

(Continusd from page 24.)

Pan-shan—from Kwang-si—before the
mandarin knew? That was futile—no
fur corner of China would save him so
long as Tang Wang was chief of the
Red Dragon Tong. Nothing could
save him—nothing—unless thera was
one way! And the man who already
felt the sword of the executioner on his
neck thought of that one way; amnd
under . thﬂ‘ hoavy lids of his slantmg
00 re was a desperate glitter.
Calm, quiet, reverential, was his face
a5 e passed into the presence of Tang

Wang, guards and atiendants . giving
free passage to the confidential ser-
vant of the mandarin, And in the
mandarin's private cabinet, whera ¢
Tang Wang sat aisne on a i of
ivery, 0 No kow-towed at his fect.

And as he crawled at the fect of the
descendant of $he Mings, the snn who
was Jdoomed to death—unless the
mnndamn died—made a spdden upward
gpring, like a t:.gnr and a blade flashed
out from under his robe and was buried
to the hilt in the hvart of the Mandarin
Taug Wang.

One faint ery sacaped the man who
had plotted to fill the vacant throne of
the Manchus.

It was the last sound that over left
the lips of Tang Wang.

() No looked at him quictly, calmliy,
wiped tho knife and concealed it, and
left the cabinet. To the officer oculside
the door he said that the mandarin
commanded that ke was not to bo dis
turbed till the hour rice. And
quictly he went his way; quietly, till
e was in the saddle of cl‘m swiftest
horse in the mandarin’s stable and
riding out of the eastern gate of the
ntrd And then O No rodo like the
“wWind.

Homeward Bound !
M R. WUN opened his almond
m his garden at Canton.
And he gave praizes to innumerablo
son and hiz son’s friends. There had
heen, so far as the Greyfriars party had

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
eyes very wide when a dingy
sampan foated into the canal

Chinese gods and goddesses when he
found that the dingy ecrew were his
been able to ser, no pursuit; they had
made their way back to Canton swiftly

EVERY SATURDAY

and safcly. It wes not Aill later thst
they had léarped why there had bren
no pursuit.

There was high feasting in tho houso
of Mr. Wun. Grandiather Ko rejoiced,
little Wun Ban rejoiced; . Mr. Wun
rejoiced; there na.s rejoicing  all
r:'mnd. Greatest of all was the
rejoicing of Bllljilo]}unb&r. freo &t last
te devote his whole attention to the
ample foodstuffs in the house of Mr,
Wun.

Safe again within Mr. Wun's hos-
pitable walls, Harry Wharton & Co.
soon forgot their perilous adventsres in
the interior.

And then the news trickled threugh
of the death of the tj'rant of Pamshun.
The Mandarin Tnn%‘ mﬁ- was dead
the Red Dragom Tong had lost its
chicf, And if the isng eonifnued
o exigt it was under other leader
to whom the mandarnn’s feuds were
nothing.

The danger of Wun Luog had
passad. Tu save him from Tang Wang
he had been brought home to hia
father's house in China; but the
mandarin was dead, and he was safo
from that long and bitter enmity. And
gn it came about that when the Juniors
jeft Canton to return io land Win
Lung was still a member of the party
—gbing back to Gmyfrurs.

Down the river. to Honig Kmﬁn they
went in Mr. Wun's mngmﬁm- LTE
boat. With -magnificent cerempony, Mr.
Wun saw thew on board the Bidver Star
And after long farewells the yacht

lided out of the voadstead of Hong
%{ = ceward bound.
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Bunter stood shnng back at
the Pmk through his ef s;:ae-c:mtlea as
the Silver Star glid away from
Hong Kong. Therc was a thoughtful

e:prmsmn o !us fat face.

“1 sa ou fellows!™ said Bunter.

o YT, ] ujjll

o B&istlj' country and  beastly
heathens ™ said Bunter. “ But—the

h I ] rllll

I‘:lrll:l!«a- wgn:m one more blink at the
Flowery Land.

“The grob was good ! he repeated.

That was Billy Bunter’s farewell to
China.

THE ERin

(There will be another corking yarn of
Harry Wharton & Co. in next week's
MaGrET, enfitled: “SAVED FROM
THE SEA ! Alelke a peoint of reading
it, chuma, by ordering your copy WELL
IN ADYANCE)

London, EO04
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IF ymu wateh gela " RUN .UG.EH.&J

don's fmzrt 1o “WIND.UP" your
shopping expedition with a visit to the
Courtfield Jeweller's! Watches, clocks,
and timepieces  of every description.
othing  supplied on " lick." DEvery
“hunter "' of o relinble wetch ghould

“epring ' inlo & taxt and come o usa.

Our etock will " cheain™ lhis attention !

Thera will be no couss for " alarm ™ if
ou deal with MESSRS. NICKLELL &
BASH, Jewellers, Courtfield.

No. 17.
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LAUGH AND GROW FAT.

November 1st, 1930.
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PAINLEL~S DENTISTRY !
tracted without a twinge at half-a-crown
No mﬂﬁ.ﬁ:um and squirming ; no —

....m_uuu_. and uﬁﬁnmm

C writes: " When I called on you a

extrocted, you gave me
I Enuuumﬁ

ing-pas—in  fact, I've

aver eince, and EEH_W.

MR. CHRISTOPMHER
Dentigt (opp. Courtfleld slaughter-house).

Teothh ox.

Master Robert

ago to have an aching molar
_ no pain what.
y enjoyed your langh-

been laughing
can't atop |’'—
BENCH, Burgeon

GREAT DONKEY RACE AT GREYFRIARS
SIX RASHERS, SIX EGGS &

ASSES AND ASSES

Our Racing Correspondent writes :
Tho rage for the Greyfriars Stakes, is the tithit of the programme.
1 saw the donkeys being tried-out this moerning, end was wuch
Impressed by the form of sone of the soimals. As for the others,
their aﬁnnuml.n_._.._.m?_.w::__ﬁ.u___. have been potty to enter them !
Probable Starters and Jockeys.
Mr. George Wingate's NIMBLE XED ., Owner
Mr. Horaco Coker's SILLY ASS ., ...... Anather One!
Mr. Bob Cherry's CHERRY BOB ...... Bob Cherry
Mr. H. Wharton's FLEETING FRIAR .. Owner
Mr. W. G. BDunter's PUFFING BILLY .. Another
“ Pulling Billy "
The Nabob of Bhanipur's TERRIFIC .. Hurree Singh
Mr. H. Bkinner's TI1 SNEAK 1L .... Owner
Starting Prices ;
Evens Nimble Ked ; G/1 agninst Chierry Bob and Fleeting Friar,
.w_; Terrifie; 101 The Sneak 11. ; 50/1 Iufling Billy ; 100/1 Silly
B,
I will now sum up the chanees of the various runnera, and those
Hru. study my notes corefully should be on thoe winner. Tha
betting, of course, will bo in jam tarts—not in eash.

SILLY ASS.—Horace Colier is very swect on the chanees of his
mount ; hut having scen the two ** Silly Asses ™ performing together
ihis morning, I cannot shuro Coker's enthugiogm. Tho nnimal is
stubborn and fraetious, and the jockey hag no idea how to handle
him. Coker wag thrown three fimes durving the triad, and he may
confidently expect a further crop of tumbles this afternoan.

TPUFFING BILLY.—Dilly Bunter ia coclisurve that this ereafure
will carry him 1o a comfoclable victory. He has backed him
heavily with Boskmeker Fisher T. Figh, nud hopes to reap o rare
harvest of jam torts. Howving seen * Pulling Billy ' at his sntics,
however, 1 shall Lo mightily surprised to see him tinish the coursa.
His jockey is much Letter at * finishing courses ™ thon he!

M—JH SNEAI IL—T hove no smealiing foncy for thia animal ;
R

am not telling tales out of s¢hool when I say that nobody but
SBlkinner scripusly fancies him.
Of course, he might manage to
sncalk home in front of the

otlierg, but=-it'a o v b
BUT! = P

TERRIFIC.—Now wo come
to the mounte that matter.

‘Thia animal impressed me very
favourably at tho trials, and
his pace was worthy of hia
name—iterrific |  Hurrea Singh
handled him like an expert,
and ii ho gets well off the mark, he may ensily apring a surprise.
My resders ore well advieed to have a jam tart cach way on
Inky'a mount.

FLEETING FRIAR axp CHERRY BOB.—Herc we have o
air of menuine candidnics, who will prove the chiel dangers to the
avourite, NIMBLE NED. They will bo well and capably ridden,

and aro in fine fettla, Of the pair, I have a slight preference for
FLELETING FRIAR, but there will not bo wauch in it at the finizh.

NIMEBLE NED.—~The popular Ceorge Wingale hopes to mpke

history this alternoon by winning the Greyirinrs Stokes, His
mount ig a hot and stronz fancy, and is being ._mﬁnwi. up and down
the school. Whether the overwhelming enthusipsn for the

favourite will prove justiticd, remains to be secn.
Latest Information from Owners
Me. George Wingate : "' I am quictly confident.”
Mr. Bob Chorry: " I sm confidently quict.”
Mr. Hurry Wharton : ' Every hope of winning."”
Mr. Harold Bkinner: " Neo fear of losing.”
The Nabob'of Bhanipur : ** The winlulness will be TERILIFIC
Mr. Horaee Coker: " I shall win in & common eanter.”
Mr. W. G. Bunter : ** PUFFING BILLY will show the others a
clean pair of heela I washed him down this morming 1"

_.:

2lb. SOSSES

BUNTER’S
INVALID DIET

MR. WILLIAM GEORGE
BUNTER, who ie confined to his
bed with a severse bilion= attaclk,
pessed a  better might. This
marning he waa able to sit up and
take o littla nourishment, in the
shapo of six rashers of bacon, six
fried egpe, and two pounds of pork

sausagos. Bunter calls thie an
“invalid diet ™ |
& L L]
MR, HAROLD SKINNER,

who ia eonfined to the detention-
reom, following an attock by s
savago Form master, passed B
very troubled day, He is re-
ported to be slowly sinking—into
a stato of deep dejection,

= " *

AMI.. HORACE COEER, who
met with a elight motor-eyeling

mishap on the Ligh road last
Saturday, has now succeeded in
* turning the coroer,” and iz on
the high-road to recovery.

[ ]

L ]

LORD MAULEVERER, who is
suffering from one of hie periodioal
attocks of EE»E__ gicknass, has
taken & change for the better, and
hopes to feel better for the
change ! |

MR. ROBERT CHERRY, who
sprained his ankle whilst playing
football on Wednesday, is going
on well, but * carrying on "' somo.
thing awful! He will be unable
to turn cut for the Remove feam
on Seturday, and this has put his
nose oub of joint 1

*» » *

MASTER DICEY KUGENT,
who stumbled over a tree-stum
in Friardale Wood yesterday, an
badly crippled himself in conss.
quences, 18, wa régret fo Announos,
not yet out of the wood!

HURREE JAMSET RAM
SINGH, who ran thes hundred
“re0e in record time at the
ove Sporis, has been placed

on the slick liet |

L ¥ »

MR. HENRY QUELCH is
euffering from a bad cold. At
all events, he has been anorting
and barking all the morning, io
the Remove Form room,

" n -

MR. ALONZO TODD is suffer-
ing from soitening of the hrain.
Ha was E?W__Hmn enough to lend

unter

Mr. W. G. helf-a-orown !
An “early recovery* is not
expacted !
" » *
THE EDITOR of the Grey.

YEIAR3 HERALD passed a very
restlesa night, preparing this issue
for prees

TO-DAY’S
WEATHER

Our Prophet is Never
at a Loss

The riging-bell will canss a big
depression to spread over Grey-
friara. A QGeneral Assombly in
Big Hall created a * windy "
stmosphers, followed in due
course by “‘sudden squalla.”

Showers of ink may be ex-

pected in the Remove Form room,
pending the arrival of Mr, Queloh,
when there will be thunder in the
air. Leéssons, however, will con-
tinue " dry,” despite a Aood of
impositions.
_ Mr. Quelch, having becn an
iceberg all the morming, will melt
aftar dinner, and grant the Removs
& hali-holidey, A storm of in.
dipgmation will arise if the YWeathar
Clerk ruins it.

An anti-cyclone roshing towards

the tuckshop will be recognisad
a8 Billy Buoter. Ha will be
“frozen out™ by Dame Mimble.

Tea in hall will prove the usual

" frost,” and evening . wrill
mun most of the F:Sﬂwm B in o
nmh-

The temperature will riss to
blocd-heat during the Chess
Tournament in the Common-
room, and drop to %era when
CGeorge Wingate aonounces bed-
time.

There will be a pilter-patter
% the Remove wﬂiﬂnﬁuﬁw and

though the fog will have cleared,

“heavy blankets™ will aoon

envelop everybody |

HONOUR FOR
FORMER
HOUSEMAID

Miss Olive Branch
As Olive Branch

GUNN Jur. NOW
SENIOR CANON

Major-Cleneral Sir Hector Ealli-
coge (18EB-1893) has been ap-
pointad Assistant-Deputy-Director
of the War Hﬁwwﬁunr

Migs Olive I, formerly a
housemaid ab Greyfriars, and now
a8 Member of Parliament, will be
owe of the British delepates at the
next Peace Conference.

A. Day (l878-1882} has been
‘made a knight.

o Guon, jumior (1800-18035),
1ow & Senior Canon,

Colonal James YWharton, IS,0.
__._mmma;mm__“p_a has writien a story
of hiz echooldays st Greyiriars,
fix ies of the book have been
O80T to the echeol library
‘or the use of the fellows. 'The
sory g theilling and exciting,
wad po Greyiriars man should

H

i

nisa reading it. It is entitled
" Glarious outh ! and the
oublishers are Measrs, Young,

xay, & Sprightley.

Willoughby de Dreke (1900-
1905) Has written & " eob " letter
9 the Captain of QGreylriars,
fating thet he is down and oul.
He hopes the presecnt generation
vif Friars will rally to the rescus
of an Old Boey who is on his
boam-ends, On  searching tho
#-hool Register, however, wa fail
to trace an Old Eoy of this name,
viid can only conclude that Alr,
Willoughby de Broke is & hum-
sug and impostor, You will be
well pdwvi _therefore, to keop
jour money in your pockets.

Christmas Is Coming !

Why not plan your holiday
row 7 Crand tour of the United
itatea, personslly conducted by
t glick American Citizen, will start
ram Greyfriars next bresking-up
jay. Thiz unique opportunity
»f seeing the Ureatest Country
m the World must not be missed |
Al you bove to do is, part up
with the cash and sit tight. The
rest you leave to ual Apply ot
onet  before the rush to  the
Amerieon Touring Syndionte,

Budy No, 14, i

COBWEBS AT
CHESS
CHAMPIONSHIP

Breathless Finish
SNORE !!

7.6 pom. Tha two finalists—
Wibley and Hurree Singh—enter
the Common-room, which has
been converted into a * pawn-
shop ™ for the oseasion. Enormous
crowd present, estiroated ot
nearly half a dozen! Sentriea
posted at door to Leep out gate-
craghars,

8 pm. Gome starfs. “ Your
raove, Inky | " says Wibkley, ™ No,
my prepoaterous iriend and op-
ponent ; it 13 up to you to sot
the ball shiftfully relling ! ' replica
Inky. Rosult—nobody moves.

8.10 p.m.
All chesamen still intact on the
board ; Inky and Wibley acowling

Gome going slrony.

fiercely—irving to mesmerise
them wu...ﬁ..u_ movement, apparently |
Crowd mu._u.s.w:m reative,

.15 pm. Wibley maleeg the
firat move—a flicker of his
ayelash |

B.20 p.m. Inky counters Wib'a

move by twitching his enrs.
Chessmen atill intact,  Crowd
growing feroeious,

8.30 p.m. Bluebottle sattles on
chess-board. Panic and pande.
moninm !  Referee swats blue-

bottle—disturbing the peace with-
out upsetiing the " pieces,”
During the exoitement, a spoctator
fnints, and is revived by ink being
splashed into his face. Gameo
regumad,

E.31l pm. Wibley moves a
pawn | And Bob Cherry propounds
B conundrum: “"If it takes
thirty-one minutea te move o
pawn, will it take & day to maove
o Lkoight ™

8.22 pm. Wibley alters his
mind, and moves pawn back
agein. Spectators growing mur-
derous.

8.40 pom. Cobwebs forming
over Hurree Singh's nodding head.
Whiskera beginning to sprout on
Wibley's chin.

8.50 pom. Chessiuen  remain
unmoved. Audience thinking of
making a move, themsetlves—to
bed! Wibley still wobbly—un.

EaEa.nE% ih next colutin)

NEVEREATPEAS WITHKNIFE

BUNTER LAYS
DOWN LAW

Peopla of eulture and refine.
ment—Ilike me l—have perioct
table manners. But thero sre
gome fellows I could mention,
whaosge table manners are more like
stable mennera | Thoy don't kaow
the first thing about the etliket
af the table, though I have tasted

thres worms—I1 mean, wasted
threa terms—irying to teach
them.

..m_.nn.w..n_ g the following rules
which I have compiled will prove

useful to these greedy gluttony
and wupcooth commoners. (No
names mentioned, but Holsover,
majar, is the bigpest offender !)

{1} Never rush madly when the
dinner-bell  goes. Just  stroll
sadately into the dining-hail, ag
if you ara not particularly inter-
ested in the prosesdings. On no
account scramble for a geat, but
should wou find ancther fellow
acenplacing  your pio—I mean,
cocupying your place—yank him
out of it by tho seraff of his noclk !

(2) M¥ever take the bigmest
m_m,_.ﬂun af whatcver may be on the

ish. Always take the piace
nagrast to you. But be surs to
twiet the dish round beforehand,
g3 that the biggest portion s
confronting vou!

{3) If you want anything passed
to you, never point. Olhera may
oot gee the point, and you will ba
left stranded. Don't nudgse your
n__m_,m.:w__u.E. in the ribs, either. And
don't say, * Ioss the so-and-co !
It sounda so greedy. Simply
astend wup, sprawl across the
tallo, and grab whatever talea
your fancy. If you knoclk your
neighbour’s dinner inte his lap
in the process, don't trubbla o
apologise. Ile should Lo more
caraful

{4) Maver male noisea whilst
eating, It's only ill-bred persons
who put the din in dinner,

- A AN i

{Continued from previous eolumn.)

cortain  whethar fo oapon  the

offengive of not. Hurrea roloses Lo

rE._..w.m.. an:l stacta to gins.
B.55 pom, Snore ! .ﬂ..u._.E__E__. hna

fallen nslcep.

digeualifieg

iefores promptly

litr, amd awords
Championshi
congratulate

to Inky, who ig
on winting a fast

and furicus battle.
B pm. Enter George YWingate
—with ashplant-—and players amd,
spectators become bod-motes io

| ome Toove !

Table and Stable Manners

Swallow your soop like you would
gwallow an insult—in silence !
Consume your orusts without
making & noige like a8 saw-mill in

gotion, The way to do this is Lo
swailow everything whols! Of
corge, thers 18 & risk that the

master will * ¢hew you up,” if
vou don't chew.

{5} Never et pers with o knife.
Pick them up botween thumb and
fourfinger, and pop them into
your mouth,

{(G) Newver rise from the toble
feolimg the worso for food, DBut,
of corss, thiz 13 impossible ab
Greyiriors, whero they nover give
you enwlf to satiisfy o sparro.

Simply digest these simple rulea,
snd you will sufler no paneful
altor.-effecta !

Ll

Sporting Oumeries Answered.

By H, Verxos BiyiTd,

W. G. B. {Removo) complaina
that he ia “Lkept out of the
tesma by the kaptin's sheer
jellusy,” Porhaps he's right
the only thiog I can hnaging
allowiog him s place would be
the kaptin's shecr loonngy !

C. B. T. {(Fourth)—"" Iz it wise;
citer all, to lower oneself Ly
ﬂ__._u.”__;umr m_m"E.Ep fops 1" Nob

8

when the fags are in the habit
of licking one hollow, dear
Cecil !

* Auxrors Imguinen " (Removel
—" Why doesn't the Jad from
Lancashire acore mare pgoala 1
Because his opponents always
Mark Linley !

“ Unnoxsened Prorrer ™ (Fifth).
=" Lot me show you lLow to

lay footbawl."” Thanke, Cokeor 1

hen we contemplate ending
our youthful earcors, wo'll ac-
cept the invitation and die of

laughing.

STOP PRESS

BIG RACE RESULT

1 FLEETING FLRILAL
2 NIMBLE NEL
3 TERRIFIC
Won by ghort head ; necls bo-

tween aod #¥rd.  Chuerey Bob
was 4th, No other aenbeyas
finished |



