WUN LUNGS WHEEZE!

A Splendid Complete Story of Harry Wharton & Co.
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Waiker and Carne fairly boundad to the window, and Loder rushed afier them.
EStoppee, Lodee!” yelled Wun Lung., “You goee—and me dioppee keggee at oncal”
“Mercy!” shrizked Lodear, while Carne and Walker went head first out of the window
in their eagerness to ¢scape the Tearful Chinge! (See chapicr 3.)
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WUN LUNG'S WHEEZE!

A Grand, New, Long, Complete Tale of Harry Wharton & Co. and the
Little Chinee of Greyliriars.
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THE FIRST CHAPTLR.
Trouble in No. 13!

. UN LUNG!™
Bang!
* You Chinee villaint"

Thump!

Bob Cherry was growing excited. His stentorian voice,
which the celebrated Stentor himself might have envied,
rang the whole length of the Remove passage. And his
bangas and thumps on the door of No. 13 Study accompanied
his voice,

Neo. 13 Study was Bob Cherrv’s room. He shared it with
Mark Linley and Hurr*e Singh, and little Wun Lung, the
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Wun Lung walked on across the Close towards the

School-House, And fellows who saw him, and read

that terrible word on the keg he was carryiung,
dashed off in all directlons! (Ses Chapter 2.)

Chince. Little Wun Lung was generally the most submissive
and peaceable of study-mates. But he could be cobstinate—
as obstinate as a g‘iaciq:l’;.r mule, as Bob Cherry declared. He
was obstinate now. Wun Lung was busy, and he had locked
the door of the study to prevent interruption. As it waa
time for evening preparation, the locking-out was decidedly
inconvenient to the other juniors who shared the study. But
the little Chinee did not appear to have taken that fact into
consideration at all.

What he was busy about nobody knew. He had been seen
conveying parcels, large and small, into the study: and
bundles of sticks, and coils of cord. His minor, Hop I, of
the Second Form, had gone in to help him. And the study
door was locked against all comers. And as Bob Cherry was

July 18th, 1914
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already late to begin his preparation, it was no wonder that
he was getting exasperated.

Ile thumped on the door, and rattled the handle, and
shouted through the kevhole,

“* Wun Lung, let me in!"

There was no reply, save a low chuckle from the interior
of the study.

Mark Linley came along the passage and joined Bob Cherry,
followed by IHurrce Jamset Ram Singh, the Indian junior,
Both of them wanted to get into the study to begin their
preparation.

““What's the matter?"’ asked Mark.

Bob snorted.

“* That Chinese villain has locked us out, and he won't
open the door. He's up to something or other in the study.
I'l skim him! I'll scalp him! I'll——"

Mark Linley rapped on the door.

“Wun Lung! Let us in, old chap. We've got to do our
prep.”’

“* No loom!" said Wung Lung's solt voice within.

““ What the dickens does he mean by no loom?"’ execlaimed
Bob Cherry.

Mark Linley ilaughed.

“ He means no room ; it's his beautiful pronunciation.”

“ The pronouncefulness of the csteemed Wun Lung of the
august English language is terrific,”” gravely remarked Hurree
Bingh, whose own pronunciation of Eughsh was considered
vather terrific by the Remove fellows.

“No room for us in our own study?' bawled Bab. “T'll
show him whether there's no room. I'll skin him! TI'll
slaughter him! I'll strew him in little pieces round the study
when I get in. You Chinese villein, you—you yellow saveloy,
open this door !

'““ No open!"

* We want to do our prep.”’

“Me busy!"” .

“I'll busy you!" roared Bob. “T'lU—=I'll wring your
Chinese neck. Don't you understand that we've got to do
owr prep, you—you heathen?’

‘“No comee in., Me busy!”

* You—you—you—"" ]

“Doee plep in Form-loom,” said Wun Lung cheerfully.
Goec away and be quiet.”

" But our books are in the study,” said Mark Linley.

" Bollow othee bookee!"

“I'll bust in the door!” roared Bob. " And then I'll bust
imn Wun Lung!” And Bob Cherry brought his boots into play
on the lower pancls. Bob's boots were of a large size, and
his legs were decidedly powerful The sound of his assault
on the door rang along the Remove passage with a deafenin
din. Johnny Bull came out of the next study to object; anﬁ
Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent came along from Study
No. 1, also to object. And a dozen fellows yelled along the
passage from various doors, lurid threats of what they would
do if Bob didn't stop that row.

' What on earth’s the matter?" exclaimed Harry Wharton.

* Matter!"” panted Bob. ‘' Mutter! That—that benighted
heathen has locked us out of our blessed study, and I'm going
to bust in the door and break his Chinese neck, and pull his
heathen ears, and jump on him and squash him."

Bang, bang, bang!

“ Hold on!"” said Wharton warningly. * You'll have the
prefects up here if you make that row, Bob, Loder's in the
passage downstairs.”

‘“ Blow Loder!"

“"Yes, cheese it, Bob!” said Mark Linley. " Loder’s
always looking for a chance of being down on Wun Lung
since the time he put medicine in his pie. Cheese it!"

“Well, T'll give him one more chance!" said Bob, and he
stooped and yelled through the keyhole. * Open this door,
Wun Lung, or you'll have Loder lLiere.”

“ Blow Lodee!”

“* Will you let us in?’

* No can. ‘No loom in study for handsome Bob Chelly.”
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‘*“ No room for me in my own study, you pigtailed heathen I”
g E{eutcn too hig 1"
* Ha, ha, hal" _

“Why, you—--you cheeks heathen! 1'll show yon whether
my feet are too big or not, when 1 get near enough to use
them on you. I'll squash you!”

“ No wantee to be squashee |”

“ Open the door, then, and I'll let you off.”

“* No wantee letteo off.”

““What are you up to?’

“ Snuffee !"

* Wha-a-at "

“He's up to snuff!" grinned Frank Nugent. *‘ And he
won't let you in, Bob. You'd better give it up. You know
what an obstinate little beast ho is!”

“I1 won't give it up.,” roared Bob Cherry indignantly.
“Do you think I'm going to be turned out of my own study
by a benighted pigtailed heathen? 1'll bust the door inl

Bang, bang, bang! ;

“Shut up that row!"” roared Dulsover major along '_tha
passage. *‘ You silly ass, how do you think we're going
to work with that hullaballoo going on?"

* Cheese it, you howling idiot!"” yelled Tom Brown.

Bang, bang, bang!

There was & heavy step on the stairs, and Loder the prefect
came striding down the Roemmove passage with a cane in his
hind. And there was & raurmur of * Cave!" Loder of the
Sixtlt was a bully as well as a prefect, and he had old
arudges against the Remove fellows, and especially against
Wun Lung. On a celebrated occasion Loder had forced Wun
Lung to fag for him, aud the little Chinee had mixed a
strong medicine in Loder’s pie, with painful internal results
to Loder. Wun Lung had a peculiar sense of humour, which
was not at all appreciated by Gerald Loder. S5

“ What's all this row about?’ demanded the prefect, in his
most bullying tonc. ‘‘ Do you know you can be heard over
half the [louse? How darve you kick up this row?"”

Bob Cherry ceased kicking at the door. He did not want
to give Loder a chance to get at Wun Lung, much as the
little Chinee had exasperated him.

““ What are vou kicking at that door for?”’ demanded Loder.

** Practising a boot solo,"" explained Bob Cherry, and there
was a giggle fregn the juniors in the passage,

er trowned. :

“ Take fifty lines for making that disturbance,” he said.
“1f you're locked out of your study, you should appeal to
a prefect."”

* Bow-wow !I"”" myrmured Bob disrespectfully.

Loder grasped the handle of the door and turned it. Then
he rapped sharply on the panels.

- an this door at once!”

“You needn't chip in!’ said Bob.

““ Hold your tongue, Cherry!"' Loder intended to ch}godin
and make matters as unpleasant as he cpuld for everybody
concerned.  ** Who is here?”

““ Me hele!” came Wun Lung’s soft Oriental voice.

““ What are you doing1”

“Me workee!"

“ Open this door at once.
mates out. 1 am going to cane you.
Loder.

** No opee "

“If you refuse to unlock this door at once, Wun Lung, I
ghall call your Form-master.”

“ Look hére, you chuck it, Loder!” said Bob angrily. *1
don't want you to interfere !"

“ Silence! You hear me, Wun Lung? Open this door at
once, or I shall eall Mr. Quelch to deal with you!” rapped
out Loder,

There was a moment's pause, and then the key turned in
the lock. Wun Lung knew that the prefect meant what he
said. and he could not have refused to open the door at the
bidding of the Remove-master. The door opened, and Loder
strode angrily into the atud{. Then there was a yell, as he
caught his foot in a tangle of cords on the floor, and stumbled

You must not lock your study-
Open this door!” said

over. He fell with a bump into the midst of a w*eir_d—lmitiﬁﬁ
contrivance of silk, and ecloth, and cane, and sticks, a
ropes.

“0Oh! Ow! Yow! Yah!" roared Loder.

i Hﬂ, .’L'Iﬂ-,. ha 1"

There was a shriek from Wun Lung. '

“You duffee! No blakee kitee! You blakee my kitee,
Lodee, you sillee duffee!” ;

Loder had certainly broken the kite, Wun Lung had
told the truth when ke said that there was no room for Bob
in the study, The floor was covered with a kite of tre-
mendons size, upon which the two little Celestials had been

at work. g g ; :
The study swarmed with the materials for it. Chairs and

FRANK RICHARDS ©sn‘ohigew Shitndid Gomplensscbodare “CHUCKLES,” 3*
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locked it. They jumped up in amazement,
young idiot!" * Don’t!" shrieked Hobsomn.

pm———" = S ==

Wingate and Courtney were having tea when Hobson of the Shell bolted in, slammed the door behind him, and
“What are you up to? '* roared Wingate.
“Wun Lung—he's got a keg of dynamite—he's golng to kill Loder!™
(Nee Chapter 2,)

A = — e ———

“QOpen that door, you

table and shelf and
attached parts.

Loder, sprawling over Wun Lung's handiwork, had cer-
tainly caused breakage. There was a tearing of silk, and a
snapping of canes and strings. Some of the fastenmings were
mat?e with two-inch pins—as Loder quickly discovered as he
sprawled on the damaged kite,

“Yow! Ow—ow! Groooh!"

“ Getteo off my kitee!” yelled Wun Lung.
my kitee!”

“ Oh, erumbs! T'm punctured all over!
skin you!"” gasped Loder,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Loder scrambled furiously to his feet. He was “stuck’
in a dozen places by the long, sharp pins, and he was in a
towering rage. Wun Lung jumped back as he flourished his
cane, and littla Hop Hi made a dive under the table to
escape, Loder trampled furiously on the kite, smashing it
right and left under his heavy boots, Canes and sticks
spapped under his stamping, and cloth and silk rent in all
directions.

Wun Lung had been busy for hours on that tremendous
kite, but it was prettv certain that he would have most of s
work to do over again, and would require very much new
material. The Chinee almost daneced with rage as Loder
trampled the kite out of all shape and form.

THe Macner Lisrary.—No. 336,

MONDAY-—. “MY LORD FISH!"

MONDAY—

mantelpiece were covered with un-

“ You blukee

I'il

Yow—ow !

e T

“You lotter? he velled *“ No blakee kitee! You
beastee Lodee! Stopee! Me killy you if you blakee kitee!™

And Wun Lung sprang at the prefect like a tiger-catl.
Loder grasped the little Chinee by the pigtail with his left
hand, and with his right brought the cane into play. Then
Wun Lung danced as the lashes of the cane came round his
back and legs,

Swish—swish—swish—swish—swish |

“Ow—ow! Stoppee! Yow-ow-ow!
Ow-ow-ow !"

“ Chuck 1it, Loder !" shouted Harry Wharton,
1f vou hit him again, we'll pile on you and pitch you out!”

loder ceased to lash at the little Chinee. ¢ was panting,
and his arm was aching. He hurled Wun Lung sprawling
on the damaged kite.

1%®

“There, you young hound, that will be a lesson to you!
he panted.  * Now, if there's any more row here, you'll hear
froin me, yon young rascals!”

And Loder strode away down the passage, followed by a
loud hiss from the Removites, Hop Hi crawled out from
rmder the table. Wun Lung sat and looked at his wrecked
kite. He ¢id not scem to mind very much the tremendons
licking he had received. His concern was all for the
damaged kite,, The little Chince kad a true Oriental insensi-
bility to pain,

Chuckee! Stopeel

“ By Jove!

A Magnificent, Long, Complete School Tale

of Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars. Order Early.
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“My kitee!” groaned Wun Lung. “ My kitee smashee!

Me killy Lodee!”

“ You young ass!” growled Bob Cherry. ** It was all your
own fault!” Bob rather repented him of his violent attack
on the study door, which had brought Loder on the scene
with such direful results to Wun Lung’s handiwork, ** Clear
all that rubbish away, fathead!”

““ My kitec blokee! Me killy Lodee!” _

And Wun Lung sorrowfully gathered up the remains of his
kite, and Bob Cherry and Marﬁ and Hurree Singh were able
to get to their preparation at last.

SECOND CHAPTER.
Danger !
H.&RRT WHARTON & CO. kept their eyes upon the little

THE

Chinee that evening. Wun Lung was not exactly like

the other fellows in the Remove, His training at

Greviriars had not quite obliterated his earlier tramning
in the Fl:’c'-wer:,' Land. e had suffered very severely at
Loder’'s hands, and the famous kite was almost wholly
destroyed. : ; 3

There was no telling what the little Celestial might do,
especially after his threats that he would “killy” Loder.
Wun Lung came from a country where life was cheap, and
it was quite possible that he might do something wild and
rockless that would get him into serious trouble.

Wun Lung was very quiet that evening, however, After
prep was over, Bob Cherry told him he could have the study,
and fill it from floor to ceiling with his blessed kite if he
liked. But Wun Lung shook his head.

“ Blokee,” he said, '‘ wantee new stuffee to makee new.
Makee to-mollow. Makee Lodee solly he blakee kitee!”

Bob looked at him sharply. _ :

“ Look here, you young ass, what have you got in your pg-
tailed noddle?’ he demanded, * You can't go for a prefect,
you know that "

“Me killy Lodee to-mollow!"

“¥You silly heathen—"

“Blowee Lodee up with dynamite,’”” said Wun Lung
calmly., ““Me fetchee dynamite to-mollow, and blowee up
Lodee studee and killy Lodee!” 3

“Well, if you wait till you get a keg of dynamite, there
won't be muich harm done,”” said Bob, laughing ; and he left
the study. _

The next day was Wednesday, a half-holiday, and the
chums of the ﬁ(‘.m'ﬂ?e were too busy on the cricket-field +to
give much attention to Wun Lung. The Remove were play-
ing the Upper Fourth that afternoon, and after Harry
Wharton & Co. had gone down to the cricket-field, Wun Lung
ecame out of the School House,

Bolsover major and Skinner were lounging on the steps,
and they gréeted the little Chinee as he came out,

“ Going to kill Loder?" asked Skinner humorously.

Wun Lung nodded.

“Good! * Call us in when you start,” said Bolsover major,
with a chuckle, * It will be worth seeing. What are you
going to u agger, machine-gun, or pickaxel”

“Me blowee up ee."” 3

“Well, he blows us up often enough,” grinned Skinner.
* How are you going to blow him up?”’

“Me stealee dynamite flom the works in Courtfield,” said
Wun Lung. ‘“Me blingee keg hele, puttee in Lodee studec,
and blowee up Lodee!”

““Ha, ha, hal” )

“You'll catch him at tea-time, then,” said Bolsover major.
“My minor is fagging for him, and he’s got to get tea for
Ioder and Walker and Carne at five. Blow "em all up
together "'

““Me savvy

And Wun Lung walked away.
Cicse, and disappeared out of the school gates,
maljnr stared after him curiously.

“My hat!” he said. *‘The little beggar looks in earnest;
and he's a queer, savage little beast, too! 1 wonder if he
weans it !"”’

“Well, he can’t get hold of any dynamite, anyway,
Bkinner,

“1 don't know. He's a sly beast, and he might bone a
keg from the powder works at Courtfield, if he really means
it: and he's a giddy savage, you know, He comes from a
country where they murder people at twopence a time!”

Axinner whistled,

“ Well, "tain’t our business,” he said.
gﬂmes in, anyway., If he's 'ﬁt a keg of dynamite with him,

shall give him a i'nl]jr wide berth, I know that!”

“1 say, you fellows "—Billy Bunter rolled out of the
School House—'*have you seen Wun Lung? 1've been
locking for Him, but the little beast dodged me. I wanted
to do him a good turn, too!"”
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Bolsover
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“We'll see when ho
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ednesday.

“Wandering in your mind, then?®’ asked BSkinner sar-
castically. ‘' First time [’ve heard of you wanting to do
anybody a good turn!”

“Oh, really, Skinner! You see, he's got to go to Court-
field to order the new rubbish for his silly kite, and I was
going with him to help him carry the things,” explained
Bunter. *The little Eeust is eimply rolling in money,
and

““And you want some of it!” grinned Skinner. *‘'Well,
I'll tell you mmething, Bunter, Wun Lung's gone to lay
in supplies for a big feed.”

Bunter's little round eyes glistened behind his spectacles,

“ He'll be back before tea-time with a big parcel,” said
Skinner confidentially. *“If you want your whack, you spot
him as he comes in!"

“What-ho !’ said Bunter.

And he rolled away towards the gate, to keep watch and
ward for the return of the little Chinee.  Skinner chuckled.

“1f the mad young ass brings any dynamite home with
him, Bunter.can find it out,” he remarked—‘* what?"’

And Skinner and Bolsover strolled away to watch the
cricket. The Upper Fourth were batting first, and their
wickets were going down at a good rate before the bowling
of Tom Brown, the New Zealand junmior, and Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. In little more than an hour Temple, Dabney
& Co. were all down for fifty rums, and then the Remove
started their innings,

Meanwhile, Billy Bunter was lounging ‘in the school gate-
way, watching for Wun Lung with the patience of Penclope
awaiting tho return of Ulysses. Billy Bunter was in his
usual state of impecuniosity, and he had sought in vam to
raisc a loan upon a postal-order he was expecting. That
expected postal-order md become rather too well known in
the Remove at Greyfriars, and nobody could be found who
was willing to cash it in advance. Fellows who had some-
times done so had never seen the postal-order.

And Bunter was hungry, as usual, having eaten only
enough for three at dinner. But he was getting tired of
his vigil by the time he spotted the little Chince coming down
the road from the direction of Courthield.

Bunter blinked at him eagerly through his big spectacles
as he came up to the school gates. He was carrying a large
parcel—a very large parcel; there was no doubt about that.
And it was heavy, too. The little Chinee was Eeraplrm
as he tramped along in the warm sun, with that big parce
on his shoulder, t was Wwrap round in old news-
K:perls, but under the wrappings it had the shape of a small

rrel.

““Hallo!” said Bunter affably, as the little Chince came
i?] “t., the gates, “Can I help you carry that little lot, old
chap?’

Wun Lung shook his head.

“ Dangelous !”” he said.

“Rot!” said Bunter, ‘' What is there dangerous about
grub? The only danger is not getting enough of it!"”

ii H’u Elu‘h 1"

** What have you got there, then?”

“ Dynamitee,’

“Wha-a-a-at!"”

“ Dynamitee !" rﬁ{:’iiud Wun Lung calmly. *‘ Me blowee up
Lodee study and killy Lodee!”

“0Oh, don't be funny!" said Bunter. “1 know you're
laying in a big feed, and I'm jolly well ,Fcring to have my
whack, TI'll help you carry it if you like!”

* Lats 1"

“ Look here,” said Bunter threateningly, * you'll whack
out that grub, or I'll give you a joll gooaj h:dmg—mﬂ "

And Bunter laid a fat hand on the big package.

“ No makee dloppee kegee—explodee!” exclaimed Wun

Lun%.
Wi ﬂﬂh 1!! o
Billy Bunter yanked at the newspaper wrappings and tore

them off. He was quite sure that those old newspapers simply
concealed a parcel of tuck. He started, and his round eyes
grew rounder behind his glasses as the wrappers came away
and disclosed a keg. It was a keg—there was no doubt
about that. The newspapers fluttered down inh torn pieces
disclosing the wooden keg to plain view., Bunter b inked
at it amazedly.

“ What on earth have ?'nu got there ?"" he demanded.

He blinked more closely at the keg, and even the short-
sighted Owl of the Remove could not fail to see the word,
painted in large white letters on the keg :

“DYNAMITE.”

Bunter stood rooted to the ground for some moments, his
jaw dropping, and his fat body shaking like a jelly with

¥

“T'm on!”

terror.
“G-g- 'F‘:'EMI lord !’ he stuttered. *“Oh, my hat!
Yarooooh " And Bunter spun round and fled at top speed

in wild alarm,
Wun Lung grinned, and walked on across the Close towards
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the School House. And fellows who saw him, and read
that terrible word 1n white letters, dashed off in all directions.
An exceedingly clear path was left for the little Chinee, as
he stalked coolly on.

Billy Bunter came up, panting and perspiring, among the
erowd on the cricket-ground.

“ Help!"" he gasped. * Loek out! Oh, my hat!"

*“ What's the matter with you?"' grinned Skinner,

. '\I;‘}'II:tt II'I:'II.EI.-[I Chinese villain—dynamite ! panted Bunter,

at |

* Rats!"” said Bulstrode.

**1 shouldn’t wonder,”” said Bolsover major,
going near him, anyway."”

" fle’s got a keg of dynamite !
Loder !" shrieked Bunter. *“ He told me so!
be murder done! Oh dear! I'm off "

And Bunter rolled on past the pavilion, and took cover
therce, as the safest place. There was a buzz of excitemoent
round the ericket-ground. Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry
were at the wickets, but, with the exception of the fieldsmen,
no eyes were upon them now.

Bunter's news made the juniors gasp. Wun Lung was so

ueer in some of his ways and in %ﬂs mode of thought that
they would not have been rcally surprised if he had planned
that truly Oriental revenge upon the bullying prefeect.

“ Where are you going !"" exclaimed Skinner, as Bolsover
major started towards the House.

“'I'm going to see if it's true.”

“Come back! That heathen young villain ain't safe "

** Bosh !"" said Bolsover,

He ran towards the little Chinee, who had almost reached
the House by this time. He caught the glaring word
“ Dynamite "' on the keg, and halted. IHe did not eare to go
any nearer. Bolsover major was no coward, but he knew
that if the keg really contained dynamite, it would explode
if it were let ?u]l and with an explosion terrible enough to
wreck half the school.

“ My only hat!” gasped Bolsover.
erumbs !’

Wun Lung glanced at him, and started walking towards
him. The keg swayed on his shoulder, as if the weight were
almost too much for him. Bolsover major spun round, and
fairly took to his heels.

“ Allee lightee !"" called out Wun Lung. *“ No blowee you
up. Me going to killee Lodee. You come and see me
killee Lodee.”

But Bolsolver major did not accept that kind invitation.
If a keg of dynamite of that size cxploded in Loder's stud s,
it would certainly kill evervone in the House as well as
Gerald Loder. 'un Lung grinned, and walked on to the
House. As he mounted %hu steps, Coker and Potter and
Green of the Fifth came out. They stared at the little
Chinee and his peculiar burden,

** What have you got there?” demanded Coker.

“ Dynamitee.’

*“Wha-a-a-at !"

“I'm not

He's going to blow u
There wiH

“ He's got it! Oh

: “ It's dynamite !”” shricked Potter. * Oh, crumbs! Run
or it!"”
Potter and Green dashed down the steps and fled. Coker

stared Dblankly at the keg for a moment. He knew that
thero was an ammunition factory at Courtfield, and the keg
looked like one of those in which explosives were packed.

And the word ** Dynamite " stared him in the face.
“ Take that away!" said Coker f&intI;. “You young
Don’t you know that it is dangerous? Take it away!”

ass !
“ Me killee Lodee.”
“Kill Loder! You'll kill yoursclf if that goes off !

gasped Coker. “ Hold it tight!” he added, almost in a
shriek, as the keg swayed on the little Celestial’s shoulder.
“Don’t you know that dynamite gocs off by concussion?
Careful !

“ YVelly heavy.

““Oh, my hat!""

Coker made a wild break for the Close, and ran as he had
never run on the cinder-path. _

The little Chinee calmly walked into the House with his
terrible burden. Hobson of the Shell met him at the
corner of the S8ixth Form passage. He looked at the yellow
face of tho little Chinee, which wore an expression of almost
fiendish ferocity, and caught the word painted on the keg.
‘Hobson almost fainted. He backed away, his face white
with terror, as the Chinee came on,

g Km}F off I gasped Hobson. *‘Go away! Help !
Murder! Oh crumbs! Keep away!”

“No stopee me!” saild Wun Lung. * Me goee killce
Lodec. You touchee me, dlopee kegee, blowee up hand-
some Hobson 'stead of Lodee.”

i nw Ii‘!‘

Hobson tore open the nearest door and bolted into a
study. It was that of George W’inﬁatc. the captain of Grey-
friars. Wingate was at tea with Courtney of the Sixth
when Hobson bolted in and alammed the door behind him,
and :-:rrkc-d it. Wingate and Courtney jumped up in amaze-
ment,

** What are you up to?" roarcd Wingate,
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ITobson stuttered,

" Wun Lung—dynamite—keg —blow up!"” he managed to
articulate,

“ What! Rot! TUnlock that door, you young idiot "

* Don’t open it!" shricked Hobson. * I tell you he's gos
a kl’g of dynamite! Ile's going to kill Loder !

“1” h’ rot !

Wingate dragged the door open and ran into the passage.
Courtney followed him. Wun Lung had reached the door
of Gerald Loder's study, with the keg on his shoulder. He
looked round, and the keg almost slipped from his shoulder
Just as the two Sixth-Formers read the terrible word upon it.

Wingate and Courtney jumped back into the study far
more quickly than they ﬂlﬂ.d jumped out.  The fearful
feroeity in the Celestial’s face was worthy of a Chinese pirato
at his 1'c-r¥l_au=.'&gL~3I:. Wun Lung was a past-master in the
FH-':‘HIIE.I' Chinese art of making fearful faces.

: Er!;,r hat!” panted Wingate. ** Did—did you see his
a |

* Ho means murder !

“ Good heavens! I've told Loder often enough something
would come of his bullying that kid, but—but—-"

: TIhv;.r guard th"r[’;r Ehl}_l. of a d%nr along the passage. Tt was
Loder’s door., 'un Lung and the keg of dynamite were i
Gerald Loder’s study ! ¢ i oA &

——

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
An Awfully Narrow Escape!

ERALD LODER was scated at his tea-table with his
friends Walker and Carne.  Bolsover minor of the
T'hird had E;upurud tea for the bully of the Sixth, and
then gone his way with fury in his breast. For Loder

was short of funds that day, but as he had asked fellows to
tea, tea had to be provided. So he had informed the fag.
And as Bolsover minor knew that he would get a record
hcking if tea were not ready by five o'clock, tea was ready
when five o'elock struck from the clock-tower.

How the supplies had been obtained Loder did not take
the trouble to inquire.  Whether the fag had paid for them
out of his own funds, or had raised them on ** tick,” or had
raided them from other studies, Loder neither knew nor
cared.  He had a good tea, and that was all he concerned
himself about.

Loder and Carne and Walker were enjoying themseclves,
But that festive meal was interrupted by the sudden opening
of the door without a knock. Loder looked round angrily.
and half rose from the table as Wun Lung walked in with
the dynamite-keg on his shoulder. He caught the word on
the keg, and sank back into his scat, his face going white.

Walker and Carne gasped. The dynamite-keg was not so
terrifying as the cxpression upon Wun Lung's face. The
almond cyes gleamed, the Oriental features were twisted
into an expression of awful feroeity that was positively
fiendish, and the white tecth gleamed through the parted
lips like a wild animal's. If ever murder was expressed in
a human countenance, it was expressed plainly then in Wun
Lung's yellow, twisted face,

The Chinee slammed the door behind him with his dis-
en aﬁ-ud hand, and turned the key in the lock., Click !

oder & Co, stared at him helplessly. They were almost
frozen with fear,

“ W-w-w-what do you w-w-w-want?" stuttered Loder.

‘Go away!” murmured Walker faintly. * P.p-please go
away! Take that thing away! Oh, my aunt! o—go—
go awgy !"

Wun Lung's eyes blazed.

“ Mo comee hele killee Lodee 1™

« Lodeo blak

" Lodee blakee my kitee and whackeo Wun Lung. Me
killee Lodee. Lodee beastly bully!  All ﬂhapﬂusg lad if
killee Lodee. Me fetchee dynamitee flom Courtfield—me
utaf?laa l;trcgen dynamitce—blingee hele to kille Lodee !

w I L

Wun Lung grinned ferociously, and raised the keg in the
air above h:ga. Eead with both hands, as if with tho iitent of
crashing it down on the floor.

" Stop I shricked the three seniors together,

“ No stopeo !

“Don’t! Don't do it! I—I didu't break your kite!™
scrcamed Walker.,  * Lemme get out! Gimme a chance !
Oh—yow "

“D-d-don’t drop that keg!" scrcamed Carne. * For
Heaven’s sake—for merey’s sake—hold it—hold it! D-d-don't
drop it! Lemme gerrout!™

““No comee ncal dool, or me dloppee keggee! Getteo

outee window 1"
“ Right! Only hold on a minute, for merey’s sake ! panted
Walker.
5
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Walker and Carne fuirly bounded to the window and threw
it open.  Loder rushed after them,

“ Stoppec, Lodec!” yelled Wun Lung.
me dloppee kegree at oncee !

‘' Meroy [V

‘' Stoppee where you are, yvou lottee! Me killy you!”

Walker and Carne went head first out of the window and
sprawled on the ground outside,

It was a rough tumble, but they did not care for bruises

“You goee, and

then; they would hardly have cared for broken boncs. so

long as they could get out of reach of that terrible keg in
the desperate hands of the Chinee,

Loder stood at the open window, not daring to =cramble
out. Wun Lung held the keg ready to hurl to the floor; and
Loder knew well enough what would be the effeet of the
hurling of a keg of dynamite—a terrific explosion, in which
the study would be smashed to atoms, and both himself and
the avenging Chinee blown to little bite. Indeed, if the keg
were full of dynamite the explosion might bring the whole
House tumbling down in ruins,

Loder leaned weakly on the window-frame, his face white
as chalk, his eyes fixed upon the savagely contorted face of
the Chinee,

“ You leady to die?"" asked Wun Lung, grinding his teeth,
and fixing a basilisk-like glare upon the scared and shivering
bully of the Sixth.

“Ow !

“You sayee players before me killy®"

“ Don't do it!" groaned Loder. ** You'll—you'll be hanged!
You desperate young villain, yvou'll be hanged "

““ No hangee if blowee to bittee.”

“ B-b-but you don't want to blow vourself to bits!"” pleaded
Loder. ‘' I—I—I'm sorry I licked you yesterday.: I'm sorry
I busted vour kite. I'll buy you a new one. I-—I'll help
you make it. I'll do anvthing!”

Wun Lung shook e head.

“ Me killy! You go downee on knecs and shuttee eyes,
and me killy!™

" Mercy!” howled Loder. " Don't!
take eare how wvou hold that keg!™

“ Me dloppee it now o

“ Hold on! Oh, good heavens

The handle of the door rattled,

“ Are vou there, Loder!’ called out the wvoice of Mr,
Quelch, the master of the Remove,

" Yes, sir!"” stuttered Loder,

** Why is the door locked!” |

“That murderous villain Wun Lung has locked it, sir!
He—he's got a keg of dvnamite here, &r!”" groaned l.oder,
““ He's going to murder me ! Speak to humn, sic!”

“ Wun Lung!”

“Yes, Mistel Quelchec?™

“* Let mo in!"

“You goey 'way, Mistel Quelchee, or yeu killy, tool
Dynamitec explodee and killy evelybody !

“Wun Lung! 1 appeal to you, my boy!” camegg Mr.
Quelch’s shaking voice through the kevhole. ™ My dear boy,
put that dreadful thing down at once!”

* Me dloppee it——"

“" Don't!” shricked Loder,

“ Comee backee ! velled Wun Lung, as the terrified prefect
started serambling out of the window. ' Comece backee, or
me chuckee !

Loder, in horrible terror of fecling the keg of dynamite
erash on his baeck, droppesl back into the study, trembling
every limb. Most sincerely at that moment did Loder of
the Sixth repent him that he was a bully. But who could
huve forescen this—even in a savage, untamed young rascai
from a barbarous land? Loder, shaking as if he ﬁm] the
palsy, stood gazing with distended eyes at the little Chinee,
who had now lowered the heavy keg to his shoulder agamn.
Loder began to hope that he did not mean to explode it,
after all—thourh he held 1t g0 carelessly that it might have
slipped to the floor at any moment. And than——-o

“Wun Lung!" Mr. Quelch's voice was far from steady.
He knew that if a keg of dynamite exploded in the study
the door would not proteet him much. The Form-master had
come there at the risk of his life. ** Wun Lung! Do you
hear me?"

* Me healee, handsome Mistel Quelchee,”

** Open the door, my good boy. If Loder has treated you
badly he shall be punished., 1 promise you that!”

* Lodee blukee my kitee! AMe killy Lodes !

'“ You must not think of such things, Wun Lung. Remem-
ber vou are in England now, My dear boy, open the door!™

Wun Lung hesitated, and then moved towards the door.
Loder made a movement towards the window, and Wun
Lung turned on him with a snarl.

“* You keepee quictee, Lodee!”

Loder stood stock-still,

TuE MaGyer Lisranry.—No. 336,

For Heaven's sake,

“I—1—-I'm q-¢g-quict!” he stuttered.

Wun Lung balanced the keg on his head while he unlocked
the door. It swaved on his head, and at every sway Loder’'s
heart leaped to his throat, Would this fiightful suspense
never be over?

Alr. Quelch pushed the door open and eame in. At the
sight of the little Chinee, with the keg bulanced on his head,
the Remove-master turned white,

“ Wun Lung, pray be careful!”

“ Allee hght !

* Does that keg really contain dynamite, Wun Lung?™

* Allee fullee dynamitee !

* W-w-where did you get 1t

“ Me stealee flom powdee factoly in Courtfield, and cally
it hele.™

“Wun Luong! Pray
carefully !

* Me blingee dyvnamitce te killy Lodee ™

The Remove-master panted.

* You must not kill Loder, Wun Lung. Don't you know
that it 18 very wicked to think of such things? Take that keg
away! I order you!”

“ Lodeo velly wicked to blakee my kitee.”

“1—1 am suvre it was an accident ! stammered the unhappy
I'orm-master.

“ Lodee stampee on kitee, blakee all up!”

“ Then—then he shall pay for it!”

“ [—1—I'll pay for it with pleasure!” quavered Loder.

“ Me wantee killy Lodee: but no wantee killy hand=ome
Mistel Quelehee,” said Wun Lung, "* Handsome Mistel
Quelchee velly kind to poor little Chinee. No wantee killy
Mistel Quelchee,™

Mr. Quelch was very glad to hear that, at all events. He
drew a deep breath of relief.

“ Then take that keg away at once, Wun Lung !’

“ Mistel Quelchee goey away, and me killy Lodee!™

“ 1 will not go!" said Mr. Quelch firmly. ‘

“ Ded-don’t go, sir!” stammered Loder, with chattering
teeth, ** He's in your Form, sir. It—it's your duty to stay
heve, sir!"’

“ 1 know my duty, Loder!" said Mr. Quelch coldly. "1
shall stay. Wun Lung, if you let fall that keg you will

destroy me as well as Loder ! _ :

““ No wantee hurtee handsome Mistel Quelchee,” said Wun
Lung regretfully. ** Velly glad killy Lodee, but no wantee
hurtee handsome mastel.  If Mistel Quelehee no goey, takee
'way keggee, and killy Lodee 'nother time.” :

Mr. Queleh made an inward vow that if he once got rid of
Wun Lung and the terrible keg, the young rascal should never
have another epportunity of killing anybody at Greyfriars.
Once he was outside the school, the murderous Oriental
should never enter it again.

* Take it away, Wun Lung!”

“ Velly well!™ .

Loder gasped with reliel.

Wun Lung walked to the door, and then turned once more.
The keg rocked on his head, and Loder gave a shriek.

* Careful! Careful!”

“ Mo killy you 'nother time, Lodee!™

“ Go!" groaned Mr. Quelch. * Please go!”

“ Me rocy, but me killy Lodee to-mollow ™

And Wun Lung walked out of the study, with one hand
carelessly supporting the keg on his head. Wingate was in
the passage, but he promptly dodged into his study. Wun
Lung stalked down the passage, and flying footsteps pattered
i all directions as he was seen coming. )

Loder sank down in the armchair in his study, almost
fainting.

“ The murderous young villain!"" he groaned. " Oh, dear!
1t's a wicked shame to admit such a savage, murderous young

raseal into the school! Oh, dear!”
“ e will pot remain!”’ said Mr. Quelch grimly, and he

followed Wun Lung from the study.

Carry it very

pray take it away!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Paying the Piper!

UN LUNG walked out of the 8chool House with the
keg on his head. The ferocicus look had departed
from his face now, and he was onee more the grin-
ning, amiable Little Chinee.

In the Close was an alarmed erowd, and they scattered to
a safe distance at the sight of Wun Lung. The cricket mateh
on Little Side had stopped now. HMarry Wharton, with his
bat in his hand, came towards the little Chince.

Iiob Cherry velled to him: :

* Keep baek, vou ass!| He may drop it!”

Harry did not heed. }

“ Wun Lung, take that thing away!” he said.
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‘* Begad ! " said Lord Mﬁ.uleverer.
as he wants.”

——

“Mo takee away,” said Wun Lung.
to-day. Killy him to-mollow!"

*“ Be careful with it!" said Wharton,
a hand. Lower it to the ground.”

““ You no flaidee touchee "’

“¥Yes, I am a bit,”" said Harry, who was wvery white.
* But you may drop it any minute, the way vou're holding
it. Don't you know what would happen then?”

* Me knowee."

“ Lot me help vou."

If Wharton had once got the keg safelv to the ground he
would have taken care that the reckless Chinee did not touch
1t again.

But Wun Lung shook his head. That shake of the head
made the Neg rock, and Wharton started back, with a throb
at the Irwa.r‘l\,

“Wun Lung, be careful !"

* Allee higutee! No touchee. Me cally keggee away ™

“I will help you—"

* You standee backee or me dloppee !

Wharton stood back, and the lttle Chinee passed him.
From a distance anxious eyes watched Wun Lung as he
progressed across the Close with the keg on his head. He was
no longer supporting it with his hand, and the fellows feared
every moment to see it come down with a ecrash, They
dodged behind trees and the corners of buildings in alarm.

" Look out!" shriecked Nugent snddenly,
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**No killy Lodce

" Let me lend you

‘““If the poor kid can get any comfort out of tuck, he shall have as much
And the schoolboy earl and his companions appeared, laden with good things for the
bereaved Chinee., * Handsome Lord Maulevelel velly kind ! " murmuied Hop HI. (See Chapier 14.)
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Wun Lung bad stumbled on the gravel path.

He made a clutch up at the keg with both hands, but
missed it, and it rolled from his head and shot towards the
ground.

There was a yell of horror from the Greyfriars fellows,
and they ran in all directions. Mr. Quelch, who was just
coming out of the house, sprang back into the doorway, and
Wharton leaped after him,

Crash !

The keg smote the ground with a deafening concussion.

The explosion should have followed.

But it didn't.

The keg rolled harmlessly on the ground. with a peculiar
rattle inside it, which scemed to be made of stones cljnking
together,  Wharton looked out of the house. . Mr. Quelch,
breathing hard, followed him. Wun Lung was picking up
the keg again. But 1t was only too clear, after that coneus-
sion with the ground, that the keg, m spite of its label, did
not contain dynamite,

Harry Wharton gave a yell.

“ Spoofed "

““ He—he has been plaving a trick ! hr;as[md Mr. Quelch.
“Good heavens! And I—I believed-—'

Mr. Quelch broke off. choked with rage. The terrible scene
in Loder’s study, which had been so fearful a strain on the
Remove-master’s nerves, had been only a comedy, after all.
The keg did not contan dynamite—it was packed with stones,
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Wun Lung had procured an old, empty keg to terrify Loder—
and certainly he had succeeded. ut unfortunately he had
succeeded in terrifying Mr. Quelch as well, which was a much
more scrious matter.

The Remove-master made a bound down the steps. lle
rushed across to the litile Chinee, and grasped him by the
shoulder. The rough shake he gave him caused Wun Lung

to drop the keg again, but that keg had lost its terrors now.
It r;ﬁEd hmnfc—m y away, and Mr. Quelch shook and shook

the little Chinee as if he would shake him to picces.

“You young rascal!” panted the Form-master.
dare you! How dare you!”

“Paken in, by thunder !” muttered Gerald Loder, at the
window of his study. ‘' I—I ought to have known he was
spdofing ! Hang him! The young rascal | But he'll get it
pretty int for this! Quelchy was in a blue funk, and he'll
make that little heathen beast squirm for it.”

The fellows were gathering round now. They understood
that the dynamite keg was harmless, and that the whole thing
had been one of Wun Lung's peculiar jokes. But it was no
ioke for Wun Lung himself now. Mr. Quelch shovk him till

is teeth rattled.

“You young scoundrel!
How dare you!" | :

“ No hurtee Wun Lung!” gasped the Chinee. * No harm
donee. Only jokee on Lodee, because Lodee blukee kitee™

“ Oh, my hat!"” murmured Bob Cherry.

“ Begad! The kid's in for it now !"" murmured Lord Maul-
everer. * He's going to get it where the chicken got the
chopper—what 1" _

“Serve him jolly well right!"” growled Bolsover major,
“ A trick like that is rather past the linat.” .«

There was no douht that Wun Lung was going to ™' get it
Mr. Queleh left off shaking him, and dragged him away
towards the house. The juniors followed, expecting to see
the littlo Chinee marched into the Form-master's study for
a record caning. But Mr. Quelch stalked on to the Head's
study. Wun Lung was marched into that dreaded apartiment,
and the door closed behind him and the Remove-master,

“ Phew !"" said Bob Cherry. ** That means a flogging "

“1 must say he deserves it,” said Ilarcy Wharton with
a deep breath. * Blessed if I didn’t fecl in a blue funk while
I was ncar that keg.”

“ You fellows all lost your nerve,’” said Billy Bunter, “1I
was going to take it away from him, if—if it hadn't come
out that it was harmless. { was just going to rush upon him

“1low

You impertinent little rascal!

and seize him——

‘“* Ha, ha, ha !"

“ Hallo, hallo, halle!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
Wun Lung's catching it!"”

There was a sound of wild yelling from the Ilead's study.

Wun Lung was paying the price of his little joke,

““Well, if there had really been dynamite in that keg, he
would have been cxpelled from Greyfriars, as sure as a gun,’’
said Johnny Bull. **I think he's jolly lucky to get off with
a flogging, after the scarc he gave us.”™

“He jolly well didn't scarc me!” said Bunter.
going to rush on him——"

“ Oh, cheese it!"”
Wild howls were proceeding from the Head's study. The

Head did not often flog a junior, but those who had experi-
enced such kindly attentions bore witness to the fact that
the old sport knew how to lay it on. He was cvidently laying
it on now with tremendous energy.

The howls of the Chinee rang through the house.

Five minutes later, the door of the Head's study opened,
and Wun Lung almost crawled out. Wun Lung was famous
for his indifference to pain; but this time there was no doubt
that he had been hurt. He came along the passage bent
slmost double, and wrigghng and squirming at every step.

** Had it bad ?"" grinned Skinner,

Wun Lung groaned.

“Ow! Me hurtce—me cuttee to picece! Ow, ow, ow "

“* Berve you joll |

“* Listen !

"I was

well right !

“1 gwess you asked for it I’ said Fisher T. Fish. *' I kinder
Emkﬁ}i that scaring a Form-master is a bit too thick—just a
ew !

“Ow, ow! Yow, ow!”

Wun Lung crawled away to his study, groaning at every
step; but he received little sympathy from the Remove
fellows. Joking with a dynamite-keg was a little too
" thiek ' even for their taetes. Harry Wharton & Co. re-
turned to the ericket-ground to resume their interrupted
match ; but when they came in to tea, they could hear Wun
Lung gasping and mumbling in his study. Bob Cherry
looked in on him before he went to tea in Study No. 1.

* Feel betier ¥’ he asked.

“Ow, ow! Me painee all ovec.”

“Well, you asked for it,”” said Bob., ‘' Come and have tea
with us.”
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“* No wantee eatee "

“Oh, buck up ! said Bob good-naturedly.

““No can buckee up!” groaned Wun Lung. " Ow! Me
}:IHF Lodee—me killy Mr. Quelchee—ugly Mr. Quelchee—me

illy—2"

Bob Cherry grinned and left him. Wun Lung, =till groan-
ing from hig castigation, and mumbling dire threats that he
would * killy "' somebody |

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Wun Lung's Scheme!

WUE]"T LUNG did not enjoy himself during the next few

AVH.

The effect of the flogging lasted some time, and
after that, his Form-master was very sharp with him,

Mr. Quelch could not forget the horror of those moments n

Loder's study, when he had risked his life, as he believed, in

-persuading the little Chinee to take away the keg of dyna-

mite. There had been no danger, after all, and it was no
wonder that the Remove-master resented that strain on his
neeves, and felt that the situation had been a little ridiculous.
Mr. Quelch had generally been very kind to the little Chinee ;
bt all that was changed now., Until he had had time to
forget the matter, Wun Lung was certain to receive the very
keenest cdge of Mr., Queleh’s tongue.

But. besides the resentment of his Form-master, there was
the still angrier vesentment of Loder and Walker and Carne.
The throe Sixth-Formers were furious, Scores of eyes had
goen Walker and Carne seramble out of Loder's study window
and bolt. and they were chipped about it without merey.
Many cars had heard Gerald er pleading for merey; and
some of the fellows found amusement in pnitating ham, till
Loder was nearly frantic with rage. The three seniors
“took " it out of Wun Lung. They never met the little
Chinee without cuffing him, and nearly every day one or
snother of them licked him with a cane or a ericket-stump,

Wun Lung was paying the price of his joke on Loder; and
he found it a heavy price to pay., He would come into Study
No. 13 and confide to Bob Cherry amnd Linley and Hurres
Jamset Ram Singh that he would ** killy ** Loder or Walker
or Carne; but they only smiled at his truculent threats now.

“ Don't talk rot "' said Bob Cherry, ** We know it's all gas
now. And vou can't grumble if you get licked—yon asked
for it! You can't scare a prefect out of his hife for nothing.”

** Me killy Lodee!™

" Haln?™

* Ugly Lodee

ngly Mr. Quelchee-—ugly Walkee 1 growled

Wun .i:ng_ “ Me goee for them. You waitee,”
* Bosh !
“ You waitee.  Mr. Quelchee—ugly Mr. Quelchee—solly

when Wun Lung deadee,” said the litile vlestial darkly,

Bob Cherry laughaed,

“Crammon !

“The gammonfulness is terrifie, my esteemedd Chinese
duffer.” pemarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a shake
of the head, ** You do not take us m twicefully.”

“ Me lunnee away "’

“1f you run away, vou'll be yanked back by your pigtail,”
gaid Bob, ** Don’t talk like a silly ass, kid. Grin and bear
" e

" No Eﬁiﬂﬂl} aind beal it, Me lunnee away so no catchee—

on see |

Bob Cherry locked sharply at the little Chinee. The little
yellow face looked deadly serious. After the farce of the
dynamite keg, Bob did not believe in the seriouzness of Wun
Lung's direful threars, DBut now the hittle Celestial's words
worried him a little. He did not want Wun Lung to get
himself into further trouble.

“ Look here, kid,"” said Bob seriously. *' Put that rot out
of your head! You deserved all you got for that trick. If
Loder doesn’t let you alone, we'll go for him. DBut if you
think of runming away, I'll ick you—see!”

** No catchee !

** Oh, I'll catrh you soon enough, you young duffer ™

“ Gove on kitee,”

“ Wha-a-at !"

“Fly away flom Gleyflials on kitee, and handsome Bob
Chelly no catchee,”

Bob burst into a roar of laughter.

“ Ha, ha, ha! Well, go 1t1"”

“You waitee, you see!” said Wun Lung darkly, and he
wriggled out of the study.
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Bob Cherry was doing his preparation, and he turned back
to it with a grin., Mark Linley looked a little sericus.

*“ You don't think he means that gammon, Marky?' asked
Bob, ratching the expression on the Lancashire junior's face.

“ Well, I suppose not,” said Mark slowly. * But he's a
queer hittle beggar. They're famous for making kites in
China, you know—they make them large cnough to lift a

man. The httle duffer may have some dotty idea in his
noddle.”

“Well, he couldn’t go [ar, even if his blessed kite lifted him
off the ground,” said Bob laughing.

Meanwhile, Wun Lung was very busy with that famous
kite. He did not make a workshop of the study any longer.
He had selected a lumber-room near the top of ige house, and
stacked away the lumber, leaving himsclf plenty of room for
his work.

Every day, in their leisure time, Wun Lung and his minor,
Hop Hi of the Second Form, repaired to the box-room, and
worked on the kite.

Some of the Remove fellows gave them a look in some-
times, and eyed the huge contrivance with wonder and
intorest.

It was growing under the hands of the two Chinese juniors,
and when 1t was finished, there was no doubt that it would
be a most tremendous affair; though many of the fellows ex-
pressed a doubt whother it would fly,

If it would fly at all, it was certainly large enough to lift
a little fellow like Wun Lung, and w{tir] im into the air,
And Wun Lung made no secret of the intention he had ex-
plained to Boby Cherry. On BSaturday the kite would be
finished, and then he was going to fly away from Greyfriars.

Handsomo Mr. Quelch—now changed into ugly Mr. Queleh
—waa “‘closs " with him, and he did not want to hive. 1o
was going away on the kite, and when he was dead, lus
spirit was going to haunt Loder, and Walker, and Carne, and
torment them for the rest of their lives. So Wun Lung ex-
plained with a perfectly serious countenance.

The Remove fellows chuckled as they heard it.
not take him seriously at all.

While they worked on the kite, Wun Lung and Hop Ih
talked in their own language, of which the other Greyirars
fcllows did not know a syllable. What plans they might b
laying in that weird *' lingo '’ the jumiors could not gue--
But they grinned at the idea of Wun Lung flying away on
his kite, big as it was.

On Saturday afternocon, Harry Wharton & Co. looked into
the box-room after dinner to see how the kite was getting on.
Wun Lung and Hop Hi were hard at work as usual, talking
in & language which Bob Cherry compared to cracking nuts.
Wun Lung looked up with a serious and solemn face as the
Famous Five came in,

“ Nearly finished?” asked Harry.

* Neally leady!” . .

:: guu' re going to fly the thing this afternoon?'t

es.”

" Leave it till we've finished the cricket, so that we can
lend a hand, kid.”

" Lighto 1"

““I hear you're going to fly away on it,”” grinned Johnny
Bull. ** Better lay in a supply of tuck for the voyage, if
you're starting for China."

“* Ha, ha, Ea!”

Wun Lung nodded.

“ Me goee fly away this afternoon,’” he said. * No wantee
livee, now ugly Mr. Quelch closs wiz me., Me comee ghosteo
hauntes Lodec—dlive Lodee madee, and he killy himself,
p'l'aps. What you tinkee?”

Harry Wharton looked at him searchingly. He did not
understand the mysterious workings of the Oriental mind.

He had heard of the ** hari-kari” of Japan—of suicido
adopted as a resource even in the case of shght difficulties,
as if life had no value. KEast is East, and West is West, and
nover the twain shall mect!

Was it possible that the queer little Chinee was in earnest,
and that his Form-master's cross-temper, and Loder's bully-
ing, had really made him come to a desperate resolve? Or
was he *‘ pulling the leg "' of the Remove, as he had done in
the case of the dynamite-keg?

Wharton was inclined to the latter belief: but he acknow-
ledged that it was impossible to be certain, The queer little
Oriental might do anything !

“We'll keep an eye on this young asz when he flies that
blessed thing,” Harry Wharton remarked, as the Famous
Fivo left the box-room. * There's really no telling what he
might do, he's such a queer and unaccountable little beggar.”

“The gueerfulness is terrifie,” agreed Hurree Singh. * But
you do not thinkfully consider that he will go up flyfully on
the esteemed kite?”

_ * Well, it_"'s biz enough to lift him, or both the queer little
images."”” said Harry. ** That 1s, if it flies at all 1"

" Bet you it won't,”” said Johuny sceptically.

" Anyway, we'll keep a fatherly eye on him,” said Frank
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Nugent, laughing. “It will be fun to fly that tremendous
thing, anyway, if it will ly at all.”

And the Famous Five went down to ericket practice.

It was a windy day. During the morning therc had been
A keen breeze from the sea, Eut. later in the day the wi.l
had changed, and it was blowing now towards the sea, and
with increased foree.

It was a good wind for Aying a kite, though most of the
juniors doubted whether Wun Lung’s huge contrivance would
ever rise. But they were curious to see the experiment.
Wun Lung had made kites before that had flawn, in spite of
their curious shapes—new to English cyes. :

It was nearly teatime when Wun Lunyg and Hop 1l cama
out of the School House laden with bundies. Ilarry Wharton
& Co. were coming off the ericket-ground.

** Hallo, hallo, halla! Is that the kite?' asked Bob.

“ Yes. Puttee together outee doois.”

“ Well, I suppose you wouldn't be able to get it through
the doorway,” said Bob. * Are you going to fly it in the
Close "

“Goce outee,”

“Well, come along!™

* Allee hghtee.” '

And a big crowd of juniors followed ths ¢wo little Celestinls
out of the school-gates, to the spot on Jourtfied Common
which Wun Lung had selected for the experiment with the
glant kite.

————

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Carrled Off1

HE wind was blowing hard towards the sea. At .the
end of the common the big trees in Friardale Womdl
were groaning before the gusts. Wun Lung and
Hop Hi fitted the kite together on the grass, attaching

and fastening the many parts securely. The kite was of an
immense extent when it was completed.

Half the Remove stood round looking on, some of them
lending a helping hand. Most_of the follows fully believed
that the giant kite would not fly ; or that, if it did, the strong
wind would knock it to pieees. But Wun Lung c¢vidently
had complete faith in his Eandiwork.

A strong rope was attached to the kite, the spare length of
it coiled round the little Chinee's waist.

“ All leady !"" Wun Lung announced at last. :

“ Good !" said Bob Cherry. ** Mind that rope doesn’t
caught on you, or you will be dragged along if the
really gots gmng.”

“ Lighto !

“ Do you want us to lend a hand?"'

**No. Hop Hi helpee.” . e

Wun Lung spoke to his minor in Chinese, and the diminu-
tive Celestial took one end of the great kite. Wun Lung
took the other end, and they raised it carefully from the
ground. Huge as it was, they handled it easily enough.

The iuniurﬂ. stood back to give themn room, watching them
curiously. T

* It might pull him off his feet,” Nugent rr.-m_nrl:-rd, Yol it
goes up at all, and if the rope E‘nta caught on him."”

Harry Wharton knitted his brows. hodp ]

“ We'll keep closo to the young ass, and collar him if he's
whisked off tlEm ground,” he said. * It's quite likely one of
his blessed Chinese tricks to give us a scare.”’

“ The likelyfulnesa is termifée.” ; :

Wun Lung major and minor ran along with the kite. Tn
the sarprise of t{m juniors, it rose quite casily, and Wun
Lung paid out the rope slowly, uncoiling it length by length
from around his body.

“* By Jove, it's going up!”

“ Ripping I" exclaimed Johnny Bull,

“ Hurrah !" : :

The kite was not only goiag up, but it was travelling now,
and Wun Lung ran after it as he paid out the rope.

Harry Wharton & Co. run after him. ;

They did not intend to let the little Chinee get out ¢f their
reach if they could help it. ; : =

In the gusty wind the kite rose higher and higher, till it
looked smaller to the sight of the juniors with upturned fuces
below,

Suddenly there was a shout from Bob Cherry.

“My hat! He's off the ground!”

It was troo! ‘

Either the rope coiled about his slim little body h:d
becomo caught, or else Wun Lung had secured it deliberatels.
As the kite still rose, and the rope ceased to pay out, the little
Chinee was swung off his feet, F

Hop Hi gazed aftee his major with an expressionless face.
I'robably in his own country he had often seon similar weights
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lifted by means of a kite. But it was a new sight to the
Greyfriars juniors, and they were alarmed.

The Famousd Five rushed desperately after Wun Lung,

He was swinging several feet clear of the ground, the rope
fastened round his waist, and his hands clinging to it above,

““ After. him I’

id Bmp him l]‘!

““He'll break his neck!'

“Collar him !"*

But Wun Lung swept over and through a dense mass of
bushes, arnd the juniors, scrambling in pursuit, were delayed
several minutes defﬂrﬁ they could get through.

When they had torn their way breathlessly through the
bushes, Wun Lung was a hundred yards distant, and still
g,w::n'.n{I on and rising higher.

Bob Cherry panted.

" The young ass!
break his neck !’

“Come on !"” gasped Wharton.

The Co. were excited and angry now. It looked as if Wun
Lung was in danger; and yet nlf the time they knew it was
quite probable that he was aware precisely of the lifting
power of the kite, and would presently descend and chuckle
gleefully over the rough-and-tumlb:ic race he had given them,

All the juniors were in hot pursuit, but the Famous Five
E}EH ahead. They were running their hardest to overtake the

e,

Wun Lung was seven or eight feet from the ground now,
swinging on the vertical rope; but the kite showed no sign
of being dragged down by his weight. It could probably have
supported a far greater weight. Unless the rope was released,
the Chinee would rise higher and higher, until the kite ccased
to mount—and then meost likely he would come down with
a rush, to meet instant death in a fall upon the earth.

' The juniors panted breathlessly as they raced on. Up and
down over the rough groupd, plunging through bush and
bramble, they raced on. Not a sound came from the sus-
pended Chinee, And a new fear was entering Harry
Wharton's breast; if Wun Lung rose higher, it was quite
likoly that he would be blown out to sca. Bevond the wood
lay the cliffs, and beyond the eliffs lay the wide bay and the
sea. And the kite was etill mounting, hardly larger than a
bird now in the decp blue gky,

Crash !

Wun Lung was swept over the wood. He swept into the
trees and disappeared. But the kite was still flying high
vverhead, and the juniors heard crashing and crashing among
the foliage in the wood.

Pursuit eould go on no longer.

The wood was thick, and the juniors had to pick their way
through it. Wun Lung was being dragged through the high
branches.

The erashing of boughs and twigs died away in the distance.

Harry Wharton & Co. halted, breathless, in the wood, as
silence followed the sounds that died far away towards the
BEW .

Through the thick branches everhead they could see
nothing, and they could hear nothing now of the Chinee who
had been carried off, suspended like Mahomet's coffin between
heaven and earth,

“ My word !"" Nugent gasped, What's
become of him?"’

“He may have eome down in the wood 1"

“* Not mueh good looking for him here.”
Wharton.
keep on?’

They panted on through the trees. They reached a foot-
path, and then the lane that lod to the village of Pegg. Thew
scanned the sky for the kite, but it was not to be seen. 1lad
it fallen in the wood? They hurried on, past the gates of
Cliff House School, and reached the beach. Bob Cherry gave
a sudden vell,

" There it 181"

Like a bird in the blue sky, the kite eame into view again,
sweeping high and far above the cliffs, )

The rope hanging from i1t was invisible in the distance ; but
a dark object swinging in the air caught the eyes of the
juniors.

It was two hundred vards at least in the air, and at that
distance it was impossible to recognise Wun Lung.

But they made out the Chinese clothes worn by the Celestial
junior, and the swinging object had a human form. The
hands were fixed on the rope, and the legs were swinging
locsely,

The juniors gazed upward in horror.

The i(itf- and 1ts burden were far bevond the reach of help;
they could only look an with horrified eves

Away out to sea swept the kite and its swinging burden.

High over the ¢liffs, high over the white surl on the beach,
hirh over the rolling waters of the bav.

Wharton set his teeth; his face was chalky white,

Tue Macxer Linrary.—No., 336

He'll be dragged over the trees, and

“The young duffer !

Harry
Let's

said
“He was keeping right on for the coast.

*"He's gone ! he muttered.

“He'll be drowned !’ Bob Cherry gasned, with chattering
teeth. * Poor little chap! Poor old Wun Lung !

*“It's horrible I’ panted Nugent. *'Can’'t anything be
done !

“ What can we do?"

_ There was nothing to be done. It was now but a mere dot
in the distance that they were watching, far over the sea, and
the kite itseM had disappearcd, On the beach a number of
fishermen and longshoremen were also watching curiously,
L:'ttﬂe dreaming that a human form was suspended from the

e,

Harry Wharton turned away at last, sick at heart.

What chanece was there that the little Chinee, carried out
over the broad waters of the German Ocean by the flying
kite, would be scen or picked up by & ship? There was no
chance at all? And the land was left far behind., Wun Lung
had gone to bis doom !

“ He meant it after all!” Johnny Bull muttered huskily,

Wharton started.

In the excitement of the chase, and the horror that had
followed, he had forgotten Wun Lung's declaration that he
intended to escape from Greyfriars upon the kite, and go to
his death, with a truly Oricntal idea of thus avenging himseif
upon his persecutors,

“My hat ! said Wharton.

" And he's done it I

“The mad young ass ! Wall, we did our best !"’

“It might have been a rotten practical joke after all!™
groaned Bob Cherrv., " He was as full of tricks as a monkey.
But -but it was real earncst this time."”

“It's horrible "

" And—and we'd better tell them at the school " said Bob,

That was evidently all that could be done. With heavy
hearts the chums of the Remove turned their faces towards
Greyfriars,

““ He said he would do it——"'

PR

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,.

Terrible News!

ARRY WHARTON & CO. came in slowly at the school

H gates, They had to take the news to Mre Quelch, and

it was not a pleasant task. And the almost certain

fate of the hittle (hinee was weighing heavily upon their

hearts. Hop Hi met them in the gateway, and they paused.

Did Hop Hi know alreadvy of his major's fate? They
hesitated to break the terrible news to him,

The little Celestial blinked at them with his almond eyes
mquiringly,

“ You see Wun Lung?’ he asked,

“Yes, kid,” said Harry gently. * You don't know what's
become of him, do yvou ¥

Hop Hi shook his head,

“I—=I—=1'm afraid you must make up your mind for some
bad news, Hop Hi !V

“ Badee news?"

i ?{iﬁr”

“Wun Lung deadec ?”

“We—we don't know "

“He Ayee away?”

‘The kite carried him off,” said Wharton. “I'm afeald
he's gone out to sca, kid. But there is a chance yet that he
may be picked up and saved.™

Wharton felt in his heart how little echance there was; but
he wished to put the best look en the matter for Hop I1i.
He knew that the two gueer little Orientals were united by
a voery strong bond of affection,

“ Gonee outeg over =ea?”’

“ Yo.ep"

“Then he dlownee?"

“*He mayv be saved yet ™

IMop Hi shook his head,

“No savee Wun Lune,” he =aid.
fil Al L [iil""'".

“Wun Lung knowee he
He comee backee hauntee Lodee and ugly Mr.
GQuelchee, Aftel deadee. See?”

Wharton smiled fatativ. It was not impossible that the
little Chinee, with his queer beliefs, might have supposed that
il]“f"l;" hi:{ death his sparit could return to haunt tlpte bully of
the Sixth.

“Wun Lung deadee ! said Hop Hi.  * See Wun Lung no
mole,  Me blokee heart, When Chinee heart blokee, cly
velly mueh,  Ki, ki, ki, ki, ki, ki, k!

“What !

“Ri. ki. ki, ki, ki V" shrieked Hop Hi.

The junwors stared at him in astomshment.

If that was the (Chinese wav of mourning for the departed,
it was certamly a very extraoramary custom. Hop Hi flung
himself face downwarde on the ground., and plucked up hand-
fuls of earth and threw them upon his head, at the same
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" The Famous Five gazed desperately after Wun Lung. He was swinging at the tall of the monster kite, several |

| feet clear of the ground, the rope fastened round his waist, and his hands clinging to it above,
| yelled Bob Cherry., * After him!"

time uttering those wild howls, compared with which the yolle
ui a jackal were pure musie.

“Ki, ki, ki, ki! Ko, ko! Kij, ki! Ki-ki-kil”

“Hop Hi 3

“"Ki, ki, ki, ki' Ki-ki-ki!”

““(zreat Becott ! muttered Bob Cherry, puiting his ingors
to his ears. *‘* I'm sorry for the poor hittle ¢hap, but really

1

T —

‘““ Don't do that, Hop Hi-—"

ki, ki, ki, ki, ki, ki!"

A crowd of fellows gathered round, atiracted and astonashed
by Hop Hi's extraordinary motions and yells.

“ What on carth’s the matter?”” asked Temple of the
Fourth.

“Kid gone mad " asked Dabney,

“ Shut up that row, vou silly voung as=!" roared Coker of
the Fifth, stirring the squirming little Celestial with his boot,
“ You're bursting my ears! Chuclk it."”

R ki, ki, ki, ki, k1™

*“ What's the matter with vou?'" shricked Conee.

“Pon’t touch him!" exelaimed Wharton hastily,
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(See Chapter 6.)
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his brother—-Wun Lung. 1le's dead, or as good as dead.”

“* What "

Wharton hurriedly explained. Coker snorted sceptically.

“Rot ! he said. *“° It's some more of his tricks."”

“We saw him carried out to sea!"” said Nugent.

“Bosh! He was spoofing you somchow.”

* Look here, Coker——"

““1 tell you, I don't believe it!" snapped Coker. "1 don't
believe anything after that keg of dynamite. It's all rot!
After he's fooled you for a bit, he'll come in, grinning like
a Chinese graven image.”

The chums of the Remove looked at one another., Was 1t
possible, after all, that there was some trick in 1it, and that
Wun Lung had taken them in once more? But they remom:
bered the swinging form in Chinese garments, carried onl
avier the surf, and vamshing into the distant blue over the
seia,  Where was the possibility of deceit?

“1t's true enough,” said Harry Wharton

“(ammon 1"

“We're going in to telt Mr. Queleh.”

“More focls you!" said Coker. *1I don't beliovo & word
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of it. 1 believe the young villain will come walking in pre-
sently, grinning as usual. You're a set of asses! Rats!”

The Famous Five walked on to the School House. They
would have been glad enough to take Coker’'s view, but they
could not. Gladly enough they would have forgiven Wun
Lung at that moment if his supposed terrible fate could
only have turncd out to be another of his queer japes. But
there was no room for doubt.

Harry Wharton knocked at Mr. Quelch’s door, and the
Remove master bade him enter, rather sharpliy. He had
heard the discordant vells of Hop Hi in the Close, aud he
was feeling angry. He looked sharply at the juniors as they
entered,

“ What is that screaming ezbout in the Close?” he de-
manded.

“It's Hop Hi, sir.”

3o and tell him that 1 shall cane him severely if he does
not immediately cease that ridiculous noise.”

“1If you please, sir— - fultered Wharton. _

Mr. Quelch started as he noticed the sombre expression on
the juniors’ faces.

““ What 1s the matter, Wharton?
pened___.‘l:l

“Yes, sir, Wun Lung —

“Wun Lung! Some new trick of his?"” exclaimed the
Remove master, frowning. “ Upon my soul! He is trying
my patience too far. If a Aogging will not keep his ab-
surdity within bounds, I really do not Rnow what is to bo
done with him. What 1s it now!”

“I—I—1'm afraid it's serious, sir.

[ 3
:I.—

“1s what?"”’ snapped Mr. Quclch,
“ [—I'm afraid he's dead, sir!” .

Mr. Quelch jumped up from his chair,

“ Wun Lung dead "

“1 fear so, sir,”

“What do you mean, Wharton?
dent?! Explain at once.” . sacar

“Yes, sir. Wun Lung was flying his kite to-day, and—
and he was carried off by it.”

Mr. Quelch stared.

“ Carried off by a kite? .What nonsense !”

“It's true, sir. It was a tremendous big kite, and Wun
Lung was whisked off the ground like a feather, He was
whisked away over the woud iy

““You are serious, Wharton? Yes, 1 sce you are. The
foolish boy! But what has become of him? Do you mean
that he fell, and—-" .

“No, sir. We lost sight of himm in the wood, but as he
was being carried towards the sca we ran there as fast as we
could, and then we sighted him again. He was carricd out
to sea. We watched ﬁim out of sight.”

“QOut to sea ! gasped Mr. Queitﬁ].

“ Yea, sir.”’

The Form-master sank into his chair again, his face palc.
He breathed hard. The news had been a terrible shock to
him. -Troublesome as Wun Lung had been, Mr. Quelch felt
kindly towards the little Celestial in his Form, and it-waus
terrible to think that the unfortunate boy had been carried
away to his death over the pitiless waters.

“ Good heavens |” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. * This is dread-
ful! You are sure of what you say, Wharton! You actually
saw Wun Lung dragged up by the kite 7"

“ Nearly all the Form saw him, too, sir. It was on
Courtfield Common. Only us five saw him on the beach, but
we all saw him.”

“ Plain enough ! said Bob Cherry. * He was carried out
to sca under our eyes, sir, A lot of Pegg folk must have
scen him, too.”

“You saw him all the time- from the moment he was
carried up till he was swept out to seal’”

Has something hap-

b |

Wun Lung is—is—

Has there been an acci-

“Oh, no, sir! We lost sight of him for nearly hall an.

hour while wo were in the wood. You see, he was carried
nlﬂng-, over the tops of the branclies, and We had to go on
foot.’

“ Perhaps, then, in the interval he may have fallen——

“No. We sighted him right enough on the shore. 1le
was a pgood distance off, but there he was, hanging on the
end of the rope, sir. It must have got tangled round him,
g« «»how, or else he had knotted it round his waist.”

“It is extraordinary!” exelaimed Mr., Queleh. “*1 have
read of man-lifting kites in China, but—but [ should never
have dreamed--— And you say that he disappeared from
sight over the sea?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then 1 fear that there is little hope for him,” said Mr.
Quelch, with a shake in his voice. * There is hittle chance
that he may be picked up by a ship when he falls—in fact,
I fear that there is no chance whatever, This 18 simply
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terrible ! You are ahsolutely certain that it was Wun Lung
hanging to the kite when you saw it from the beach

“He was too far off for us to seec his face, sir, but we
knew the shape and the clothes; and it was somebody, any-
way, so it must have been Wun Lung !

“I—1 suppose there is really no doubt? The unhappy
boy! I am sorry now ——- Ahem! It is possible, however,
that a change of wind may cause the kite to settle some-
where along the shore. SBearch must be made at once. I
will inform the Head. But Hop Hi— " Mr. Quelch
listenied for a moment to the weird howling from the Close,
“Is the boy aware of his brother's fate ¥

1 thought it better to tell him, sir. He saw Wun Lung
carricd off, He helped him to start the kive.”

““ It is extraordinary that he should be sereaming in that
manner. Pray go to him, and-—and consele him, if possible.
That noisc 1s really dreadful.”

“VYery well, sir.”

Mr. Quelch hurried away to acquaint the Ilead with the
catastrophe. In a few minutes more all Greyfriars knew
of the accident, The school buzzed with the exciting news.
Quite a number of fellows shared Coker's opinion—that it
was another of Wun Lung's japes, and that the little
Chinee would tury up safe and sound after pulling the leg
of the whole school. But the fellows who had seen him
dragged away by the kite did not doubt that he had gone
to his death.

Loder of the Sixth was observed to change colour when
he heard the news. Morée than once when he had becn
bullying the unfortunate little Chinee, Wun Lung had
threatened that he would * killy ** himself, and the bully of
the Sixth feared now that the wretched boy had earried out
that desperate resolve. Loder had not a kind heart, but ho
was not brutal enough to escape something very like
remorse.  He wished from his heart that he had been a
little kinder to the unhappy boy.

After Mr. Quelch’s interview with the Head, there was an
order for all the fellows to search along the beach for Wun
Lung, in case the kite, blown away to sca, might have
been blown back again by a change in the gusty wind.

Seniors and juniors were-glad to search; and they hunted
along the shore for the kite until dark, but without seeing
any trace of it.

They returncd to Greyfriars dispirited.

The kite was lost at sea, and Wun Lung was lost with it,
and few fellows ut Greyfriars expected ever to hear of him
again,

- ——

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the Comforter!
DR+ LOCKE sent for Harry Wharton & Co. when they

cume in, tired and dusty and despondent, after
lone ramble over the beach and cliffs, The Head's
face was very scrious,

“ Please tell me all you ean about this matter, Wharton,”
he said. *“ 1 fear that there is more in it than vour have
told. Mr. Quelch tells me that he has heard of some talk
on the subjeet, hinting that Wun Lung’s act was - partly, at
least —intentional.”

Harry Wharton glanced uneomfortably at Mr. Quelch,
who was in the study with the Head. He had not men-
tionied Wun Lung's quecr threats to the Form-master; but
the matter was the talk of Greyfriars now, and Mr. Quelch
had evidently heard about it from other sources.

“Toll me all, Wharton,” said the Head.

“Well, sir, Wun Lung threatencd to get carried off on
his kite,” said Harry; * but we didn't believe he meant it.
After the way he spoofed us—I mean, the way he took us
in with the keg of dynamite—we dudn’t believe a word he
said. The poor ehap wasn't very truthful at any time."”

“ But now--—"

“Ile said he was voing to fly away on the kite, and when
he was dead he would come back and haunt some fellows he
disliked,” said Harry.

“The unfortunate boy may really have believed such non-
sense,” said the Head. * Of course, if you did not take his
threats seriously, you are not to blame —-"

“Well, =i, I half thought there might be something in
it, as he was sueh a queer little begear, and we kept near
him on purpose. We chased after him when he was c{)rn.gged
off the ground, but we couldn’t catech him.”

“ You should have informed someone in authority of his
wicked intentions I Mr. Queleh exelaimed.

Wharton eoloured,

“We didn’t really think he'd do anything of the sort,
sir.  He was such a spoofer - 1--1 mean, there really never
was uny relying on anything he said. Even now some of
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the fellows don't believe he.is dead, and think he will come
in presently, laughing in his sleeve.”

“I wish I cuu?d think so,’”” said the Head, with a sigh.
“ Unfortunately, it geems only too elear that he has gone
to his death. His young brother appears to be in a terrible
state of grief. It is very, very unfortunate that you did
not mention to someone in authority that Wun Lung had
uttered these terrible threats concerning himself. However,
it cannot be helped now; and perhaps you are not to blame
for having failed to take him seriously. But what motive
could he ﬁave for this desperate act? Can you throw any
light upon that?"

"harton looked uncomfortably at the Remove master again,
He could certainly shed some light on the matter; but he
did not know how Mr. Quelch would take it.

* Bpeak freely !"” exclaimed the Remove master,

‘“ He seemed very cut up because Mr. Quelch was cross
with him, sir,” anidv\ﬁ’hurtnn reluctantly.

* And he was very ratty with Loder and Walker and Carne
of the Sixth, too. It was through his being punished over
that joke with the dynamite.”

" He was justly punished in that matter,”” said the Head,
frowning. * This unhappy accident does not affcct that.
Should any other boy be guilty of a similar offence, he would
be punished in the same way. You may go, my boys. It is
unfortunate that, knowing what vou did, you allowed thut
wretched boy to carry ﬂutiil dreadful plans, but I repeat that
1 hardly blame you for not believing him.”

Harry Wharton & Co. retired from the Head's study with
clouded faces, and feeling a [little angry.

Now that the worst had happened, they could see that it
would have been better if they had reported Wun Lung's wild
words to Mr. (}Lueirh or Wingate, but they could not possibly
have known that in advance. They had done their best
in keeping their eyes upon Wun Lung that afternoon.
But they felt that their Form-master blamed them, and
that the Head, in spite of his kindness, regarded them as
being in some degree responsible for the catastrophe.

‘" It's rotten !"' growled Bob Cherry, as they went down the
passage, and nm:%’* their way to the Remove guarters, 1
doun't see why we should be picked on!  Lots of fellows heard
Wun Lung talking that rubbish about making away with
himself, as well as us.”

“ It wasn't rubbish, as it turns out,”” said Nugent.

“ Well, anyway, lots of fellows heard it. and nobody believed
it. Coker doesn’t believe it even now. Suppose we had gone
to (fu-‘h'h}' with such a yarn at the time—he would have pool-
peohed 1t, of course.”

“Of course he would!™

“ We should have been jolly well laughed at for onr troulide,
too, if it had turned out to be one of his rotten jokes, after
all,” growled Johnny Bull. * I can’t see that we're to blame
in the least. And we feel as sorry as anybaody, | suppose.”

The Famous Five had not had their tea yot, amd 1t was
several hours past tea time. They did not feel in mmuch of
a humour for a feed; but they were hungry. and they wont
imto No. 1 Study to get a hasty meal, 1ully Bunter found
thetn there, and blinked into the study through lis big
spectacles as the juniors sat glumly rowd the table, dis-
cussing the tragedy i low tones,

““1 say, you fellows——""

““ Any news?” asked Bob quickly.

“ News ! said Bunter. ** Oh, no!"

““ Then get out and don’'t bother,”" saind Bob irritably, “ 1
can't stand your silly rot now, Bunter.”

“I think you might keep wour beastly temper at such
a tune as this,”” said DBunter, Llinkiug at him indignantly. ** I
was very fond of Wun Lung., He owes mie money, too, and
I shall never get it now.”

“* Liar !"" sauwd Bob.
y “ .-‘!::tmm] Well, if vou don’t want to hear about Hop Hi,

“How is he 7" asked Wharton,

“ Very low indeed,” said Bunter, working his fat features
into a sorrowiul expression. ** My heart—ahem—Dbleeds to see
him! Quite prostrated ! He must have been very fond of his
mea jor—quite different from my minor. I've noticed that
munors generally hate their majors—but those heathens are
queer beasts, ﬁnw«e‘?ﬂ, a3 I was saying, he's frightfully cut
up, and I think it's up to us to lock after him a bit, and
console him, you know. I'm going to take him into my
study and stand him a feed."”

“ [ shouldn't think he'd feel much lhike being stood a feed
now,” grunted Johnny Bull.

“ Oh, there's nothing like a feed to buck wvou up,’ said
Bunter confidently. * They alwavs have feeds at funerals,
vou know, and it bucks vou up wonderfully. I'm thinking
Ef giving Hop Hi a splendid spread aud comforting him, you

now.

“ Well, go and do it, and don't bether,” growled Bob.

“ Ahem! There's a slight difficulty. I'm rather short of
money,”’ DBunter ex Ia.i:mg. “I'm expecting a postal order
by every t now, but I've been disappointed about 1t.  It's
from a titled relation of mine, and it must be here to-morrow
at the latest. Would you fellows mind banding me the
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money now, and taking the postal-order when it comes?
Of course, it will really be the same thit.':? to you.”

The chums of the Remove stared fixedly at Bunter. They
kuew the greedy, unscrupulous Owl of the Remove well, or
they thought they did. But that even William George Bunter
should think of making capital out of a fatal accident to
a Form-fellow took their breath away for a moment. Bunter
was too short-sighted to nctice the expressions gathering on
their faces. Their sitlence encouraged him, and he rattled
on cheerfully.

“Ten bob would do it—of course, I'm only thinking of
Hop Hi. A good feed’s bound to cheer him up, you know,
and I'm a dab at cooking; I'll make it mmply a rippin
spread.  If you fellows will hand me the money now, I
lose no time, and—— Oh—ah—what are you doing, Dob
Cherry, you beast ?'" Bunter broke off with a wild yell,

It was really a superfluous gquestion. Bob Cherry was
kicking bim, and kicking him hard. Bunter made a wild
leap through the open doorway, and Bob's heavy boot caught
him again in full flight, and he dropped in the passage with
a resounding crash. He rested there about a second. He
cacght a glhimpse of the furious Bob rushing after him, and
Eit'lmd himself up and fled. Bob returned into the study,

reathing hard. And nothing more was heard from William
George Bunter on the subject of comforting Wun Lung's
manor.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Yery Uncanny!
1AT evening there were very gloomy faces in the
Remove, and indeed in all Greyfriars. The fate of the
little Chinee hung like a cloud over the school.

Coker of the PPifth still kept to his opmion that it
was a *‘ jape,’”” and that the Chinese junior would come back
grinning after having given the school a scare. But when the
evening passed without a sign of Wun Lun?;, even Horace
Ccker was a little staggered. At bedtime, he confessed to
];:;ttar and Greene that it really looked as if there was some-
thing n it.

“ Of course there's something in it, fathead,” said DPotter
crosslv., ¥ The kid's dead—dead as a doorumil!  He must
have been drowned long ago.”

“ 1 don’t know,” said Coker. * He's got nerve enough for
avything e may have taken in those Remove kids some.
how, you know. Might not have been the Chinee who went
out to sea on the kite.”

“ But twenty of them saw him go up!” growled Greene,

“1 don’t believe that he was such a silly ass!"" declared
(‘oker obstinately. ** 1 admit it looks as if there was some-
thing m it; but I shouldn't be smrprised to see Wun Lung
walk in chirping to-morrow morning.”’

“ Oh, rats!"" said Potter and Greene together.

But (‘oker was always made more obstinate than ever by
opposition.  Potter and Greene's remarks only had the effect
of banishing his dawning doubt on the subject, and making
him adhere to his original opinion.  So while the other fellows
were feeling eonsiderably ** down ' over the terrible fate
of the Chinee, Heorace Coker persisted in regarding the
matter as not serious at all,

There was no doubt in the Remove. They never expected to
see the little Chinee again, unless his body was washed up on
the shore. That he would be rescued alive from the hungry
witers they believed impossible, And there was keen
sympathy for little Hop Hi. Before going to their dormitory,
Harry Wharton & Co. looked in the Second-Form roon to
speak to Wun-Lung's minor. They found him sitting by him-
solf, with a stolid expression upon his little yellow face. The
other fags of the Sccond were sympathetic enough, and the
Form-master had excused Hop Hi from his preparation that
evening, in consideration of his terrible bercavement.  Nugent
minor and Gatty and Myers were trying in a rough way to
comfort the diminutive Celestial, but Hop Hi hardly spoke
in reply. Sammy Bunter—Bunter minor—had gone to Athe

extent of offering him a chunk of toffee. Hop Hi had
accepted the toffee and devoured it. Apparently s grief
had no effect upon his appetite,

“ Well, how are you getting on, kid?" asked Harr;

Wharton.

Hop Hi locked up mournfully.

“ Wun Lung deadee !"" he said. _

“ There's just a chance yet, you know," said Bob Cherry.

Hop Hi sﬂmk his head.

“* No chancee. Wun
Lodee and ugly Mr. Quelcheo,
backee hauntee Lodee.”

““ Ahem "’ wl

“ You waitee. Sea!" said Hop Hi. “If Wun Lung spilit
no comee, sendee ugly Chinee debble hauntee Lodee.”

Lung deadee. Allee faultee ugly
Wun Lung spilit comee
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And Hop Hi grinned with satisfaction. :

“Queer superstitious hittle beggar,” Nugent remarked, as
the Removites left.  ** He doesn't seem really much cut up
about what's happened—only these blessed Orientals never
show their feelings, =o thore's really no telling.™

Loder the prefect had to see lights ont for the Second Form
that night. Whea Loder came into the fag dormitory, Hop
Hi locked at him with burning eyes, Loder avoided his
glance; he was feeling very uncasy it his mind concerning
the late teriible happening,  Trae, he could not have foreseen
that a mere ragging would have driven the Oriental jumor
to so desperate a step, but now that 1t had happened. he would
ghuil}' have recalled hi= conduet.  Bat regreet came too late.

“1-,]._":_'_1,.' Lodee ™ sanl Hop Hi. "‘ l_'p_:|j-,' beastly Lodee !
Wun Lung spilit bauntee veou now Wun Lung deadee.”

“Don't be a little ass," said Loder, much less roughly
than nsual. ** I'm sorry for what's happened to your brother,
Hop Hi. Turn m, vou fags.™

“ You be more solly when Wun Lung spilit comee,”’

Loder did not answer. He extinguished the light, and left
the dormutory,
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“Try not toa tlink about it, lep i, old fellow,’
Iheky Nugent, from his bed.
“ Ki, ki, ki, ki, ki, ki!"

““ Hallo! What are you up to ¥’

“* Me cly for Wun Lung ! ki, ki, ki, ki, ki, ki 1"

" For goodness’ sake ery a bit more guictly I saud Saminy
Bunter peevishly., "1 want to go to sleep. Can't you ery
in the Enghsh way for once?

“ Ky, ki, ki, ki, ki, ki, kil”

* Shut up, you young ass!"

K1, ki, ki, ky, ki, ki kai!”

“ My hat!’ murmured Nugent ponor. ' I1=I don't like
to shut bim up, under the eires, Gatty, but how are we to go
to sleep if he keeps up that row? That's a jolly queer way
of mourning for the dear departed, amn't it?"”

* Blessed if it ain’t worse than sharpening a saw ™' groaned
Catt v, “1 suppose he's got his feelings, and that’s the
Chinese way of expressing thewm ; but 1t is vather thick.™

“ K, ki, ki, ki ki, ki, kit

“Oh, my aunt!”

* Great Scott !
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The racing-car driyer must needs be a man of iron nerve and exceptional skill, for on these qualities depend his
success in racing, and his hfel itseif. Those of my chums who have visited the great race-track at Brooklands, where
speeds of over one hundred miles per hour are commonly attained by the racing-cars, must have had their ambition

1 fired and their enthusiasm kindled for this perilous but fascinating sport of speed.
I've Maoxer LiBrany. —No, 136,
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