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—featuring Wun Lung, the Chinese Junior, and Harry Wharton & Co.

THE FiRST CHAPTER.
Pie for Bunter !

o ILL you lend me——"
Billy Bunter had no time to
get further, )

. Five Remave [ellows
answered in unison, without waiting for
him to finish:

L 11 Nﬂ !Jl

It was a case of five souls with but a
single thought, five hearts that beat as
one |

“I say, you fellows,” hooted Bunter,
blinking in at the door of Stady No. 1
in the Remove through hiz big spec-
t“IIEHIﬂI ;"I want you to lend me—="

i a 3

“You silly asses! Will you lend
Iﬂ'ﬂ_'"

L1 Hﬂ IJ.I

*“1 mean—" yelled Bunter.

“We know what you mean, old fat
man ! chuckled Bob Cherry, " and what
W8 mean is—nol”

“N-Q, npnol” sgaid Frank Nugent,
spelling it cut for Bunter.

“The answer i3 in the negative I said
Horry Wharton, “Now roll away,
barrel.”

“Bhut tho door after you!”
Johnny Bull

*1 mean to say—" howled Bunter.

* Specch may be taken as read [ inter-
rupted Bob, “Weo know what you mean
to say, old porpoise! Your posial order
hasn’'t come! No need to sey sol We
counld guess that one !” _

“The guessfulness i3 preposterously
easy ! grinned Hurrce Jamset Ram
Singh.

“Will you lct a fellow speak? I want
to borrow——-="

“Look here, fathead, money's tight-
just before the holidays,” said Har
Wharton. “Try Study No. 4. Smithy's
got lots. .
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“If wou think I've come here
borrow money—" hooted Bunter.

fl'Eh?H

" What?

“"Haven't you ¥

The Famous Five stared at Bunter.
He blinked at them with a wrathiul
and indignant blink.

fellows,”

{4

“To hear you snorted
Bunter, “anybody might think T was a
fellow always borrowing money o

‘Eh, my hat! Aren't you?!” gasped

* Beast 1¥ .

“Well, if it's not that, what is ¥
asked Harry Wharton, “If you want me
to lend you a boot, I'll do it with
pleasure.”’

(b, really, Wharton! I want vou
fellows to lend me your picnic-basket!™
yapped Bunter. )

“That picnic-basket? There's nothing
in it.*

“1 know that.”

“Well, you can't eat the
Xven you——"

“¥ou silly chump!” roared Dunter.
“I just want to borrow the basket!
You can lend it to me, I suppose? A
chap can’'t walk about the quad with a
pie under his arm! Will you lend me
that basket "

“A pie!” repeated Harry Wharton,
staring at the fat (Owl of the Remove.
“Tf you've got a ple, whal the thump
do you want to walk 1t about the guad
for®*

g I:I den’'t mean a pie!

“Whose pie!” grinned Bob.

“1 wonder if Coker of the Fifth has
missed another pie from hiz study!”
remarked Nugent,

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“"Pain't Coker's pie this time! I
mean, it's not a pie at all I said Bunter
hastily. “I mean to say, I'm going to
get o pie at the school shop, and I want

basket.

AFY
a

I—1 mean—

that basket to carry it in, I think you

might lend a fellow o mouldy old basket,

after all I've done for you.” :
the

“Chuck it over to him, Bob!” said
captain of the Bemove.

Bob Cherry picked up tye picnie-
basket and chucked it over to Billy
Bunter, as reguested.

*Catch ™ no said.

Billy Bunter's fat paws grabbed at the

whizzing basket too late! He caught ip
—with a fat little nose!
“"Wow ! reoared Bunter. “You

clumsy ass—wow! You silly fathead—
ow! You blithering idiot—— Yow-ow-
ow [

“Ha, ha, ha*

“Beast ! hooted Bunter,

Rubhbing his fat little nose with one
hand, the Owl of the Remove picked up
the basket with the other, and rclled
out of the study.

Harry Wharton & Co. dismissed his
fat existence from mind. They were
discuesing the Rockwood match—the
last big E:a.t.um before Greyfriars broke
up for the holidays. It was due on the
morrow; and 1t was & much more
important matter than Billy Bunter and
all his works.

But a few minutes later they were
reminded of Bunter! He had left the
study door open and gone up the
passage. 5o when he came rolling bock.
he passed in view of the juniors of the
study.

The picnic-basket was #n his hand, apd
evidently weighty, Something weas in
that basket now, hidden by the closed
lid and it was extremely probable that
that something was a pie.

Bunter rolled on and disappearcd.

Cricket “jaw ™ was resumed in Study
Ne. 1, till there was & sound of lootsteps
again, this time from the direction of
the staira,
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Two juniors stopped at the open
doorway.

UOne of them was Wun Lung, the
bi;tinese fellow in the Remove. The
other was his young brother, Hop Hi,
bf the Becond Form.

Wun Lung’s slanting eyes beamed into
the study.

“You fellee comee along study blong
me,” he said.

“ Anything on?" asked Bob.

It was tea-time in the Remove, though
he Famous Five, deep in cricket jaw,

ad rather forgotten that circumstance.

ALl vou fellee comee tea!™ said Wun
ung., beaming. “This 1i']l Chinee got

nicey pig—-="

(13 h E.l'l

“Me goey fetch 1i'll blother blong me,
;%:.mg‘ eatee that nicey pie!” explained

un Lung. “Plenty big pie, all you
fellee comey. What you tinkee?”

The Famous Five exchanged glances.

Money was rather tight just before
the hD]iﬂﬂF_ﬂ, a3 Harry Wharton had re-
marked. The chums of the Remove had
intended to tea in Hall—the usoal
kesource of fellows short of that
hecessary article, cash.

S0 that invitation to tea with Wun
Lung really came like corn in Egypt
in one of the lean years| Especially as
the litile Chinee was & wonderful cook,
and could turn out dishes that beat any-
thing from the school shop hollow.

But—thers was & but—and a big one!

“Did you leave a pie in your study,
Wun Lung ¥ asked Harry Wharton.

Yun Lung shook his head.

“Oh, sll right, then! I was afraid it
was gone, if you had ! said the captain
f the Remove, laughing. “It's all right
if you didn’t leave it there.”

“Fathead !” said Bob Cherry. Bob
shared Study No. 13 with Wun
Lung, Hurree Singh, and Mark Linley.
As a fellow in the same study, ho was
more in mind of Wun Lung’'s manrners
and custorms than the other fellows.
“The kid means yes when he shakes his
silly head ™

“0Oh 1" ejnculated Wharton, He had
forgotten that peculiar Chinese cusiom
of shaking tha head in sign of assent,
insfead of nodding like 8 Europesn,

“Me leavee pie along study!” said
Wun Lung. “ Allee light! Plenty nicey
Pie. You comey T

B"H'I‘Imt fat scoundrel!™ said Johnny
il

“That podgy pirste!” said Frank
MNugent.

“That bloated brigand!"” said Bob
Cherry.

The Famous Five had no doubt now
why Billy Bunter had borrowed that
ﬂmm-huskeﬁl They strongly suspected
hat the pile had disappeared from
- Btudy No. 13 while Wun major had

gone down to the Second Form Rooin
$o fetch Wun Minor.

“You speakes along Duntee?” ashked
Wun Lung. He recognized the
description!  “Oh clikey|  ®'posce
_ Buntec spot that nicey ple—-="

_He cut up the passage, Hop Hi after
im, Harry Wharton & Co. followed
on. They were quite ready to deal with
the pie, if it were there! Dut they
doubted very much whether any pie
would be discovered within the precincts
o Study No. 131

Their* doubts were justified! Wun
Iﬂlng stood in the study, staring at the
table! There were books, papers, and
W inkpot on the talle, ut clearly
there had been something else, that was
MW missing.

H*That pie—he gone! wailed Wun

n[% " [ab beastes Buntee baggee that

¥ The burglarious bloater 1* exclaimed
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Bob Cherry. “Look here, he can't haye
scoffed 1t yet | He's taken it out of the
House—that’s why he wanted the basket
—but he can’t have wolfed it; it's not
five minutes since we saw him scoob!
Get after him 1
“Come on [

he Famous Five rushed down the
passage to the stairs. After them
scuttled Wun Lung and Hop Hi. A
minute more, and they were ont in the
sunny quad, asking every fellow they
met for news of Bunter, and hunting for
the fat Owl of the Hemove, up, down,
and about.

T T T

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
After the Feast-———
BILLY BUNTER beamed.

“Prime |” he murmured.
The fat Owl of the Remove was
sitting on & bench in Gosling's
woodshed. That little building was far
from the school buildings, and as safe
a8 refuge as the pgrub-raider of the
Ramove could desire.

On the floor lay the pienic-basket. On
the bench beside Bunter stood. a large

ie in a dish. Bunter plied knife and
ork on that pie, and was happy.

At tea-time, naturally, Bunter was
hungry. Nothing could have happened
more -fortunately—from Bunter's point
of view-—than Wun Lung's proceedings
with that pie. FEver zince class he had
been busy with it. When it was ready he

I ——
-

rCr e

Who was the mysterious
fizure that crept Into the
Remove dormitory at mid-
night intent on kidpapping
the Chinese junior, Wun
Lung ? What malignant en-
mity did he cherish against
the boy from the East ?

had gone down to call his minor to the
feast. Really, he had played inte Billy
Elinter's fatlhﬂ.ndﬁ.

t was a large pie—m gorgeous pie!
Wun Lung muﬁl make any kind afl;_':uie,
but a rabhit pie was his masterpiece.
How he turned out such marvels of
cookery with the limited resources of a
study was quite & mystery. It had a
flavour that Mrs. Mimble's pies, at the
tuckshop, never had.

Bunter would have been glad, when
he spotted that pie, to sit down and
begin on it at once. But that, of
course, was impracticable, as Wun Lung
would be eoming back to the study,
probably with guests, He had to get it
away, and lis own etudy was ne
refuge; any Kemove fellow who missed
a4 pie would have looked in Bunter's
study first thing az a matter of course.
Hle had to get it safe away; and a
fellow walking about with a big pie
under his arm would certainly have
attracted attention—which Bunter, in
the circumstances, did not want to
do.  The pienic-basket had solved
that diffienlty. And here was Bunter,
having the time of his life.

The Crevirviars porter's shed was
rather secluded; it was improbable,
Bunter thought, that he would be looked
for in such a spot. But to make assur-
ance dquhg sure, he had put the key
on the inside of the lock um[t’ turned it.

If a suspicious rotter of a Chinee, whao
suspected Bunter of bagging his pie,
hunted him down, Bunter was as safe
as housea.

3

Iie munched; he gobbled; he
grinned; he beamed! It was, he was
sure, & rabbit pie; but a tenderer and
tastier rabbil pte he had never devoured
in gll his earcer ms receptacle for all
kinds and quantities of foodstuffs,

It melted in his mouth.

. Bunter’s table manners were not con-
sidered polished in  the Greyfriars
Remove. In Wun Lung’s country they
would have gone down better, where
they display appreciation of innd%lzy
noisy mastication. Wun Lung, indeed,
might have been flattored by hearing
Bunter's keen and audible appreciation
of that magnificent pie.

" Prime 1” eaid Bunter, for the sceond
time.

Heo had had slmest enough, and still
helf the pie remained. Actually, the
fat Owl had, for onee, more than l;fe Was
likely to eat. But he was going to do
hLEB best Em polish that dish ¢lean.

ang
“Grooogh I gasped Bunter.

Bunter had a capacious mouth, and it
was packed to capacity when there came
a sudden bang on the deoor of the wood-
shed,

Some went down the wrong way.
Bunter gasﬁod and gi‘urgled and choked,

“Halle, hallo, halle! It's locked !
came a volce outside,

“That fat bounder's there, then |”

“Open this door. Bunter |*

“Let us in, you fat scoundec| 1*

“We're gnin? to burst you 1

“The burstfulness iz going to be
terrific 1"

The Famous Five were there. But
Bunter did not heed. The enemy at the
Fut-:rs did not worry him so much as a
erge scction of pie going down the
WIONE wWay.

“UrrrghI” gurgled Bunter. “ Wurrgh!
Beasts! I'm chook-chook-choking—
Wurrgh | Oooooooocoooooaoch 1

“He's there I said Bob Cherry. “1
ean hear a sound like a pig at the
trough ! That must be Bunicr [

“Ha, ha, ha|*

“L'ill fat beastoe, scoffee my piel”

M Open this door, Bunter, vou fat
villain 1" shouted Harry Wharton. “We
know you're there, you podgy pirate |

“urrrreregh 1Y

“ Do j'nu car, vou bleated bandit?™
roared Johnny Bull.

“ Grocoooogh 1

Eilly Bunter}%‘ﬂt rid af the impedi-
ment at last. He cleared his fat neck
end resumed operations on the pie.

Bang, bang, bang | came at the door.

“1 say, you fellows, dom't kick u
that row 1¥ exelaimed Bunter., * You'll
get old Gosling here at that rate 1

Where's that pie, you pernicious

pincher #*

“Eh—what pie?” asked Bunter,
“¥You frabjous, fat foozler! Yon
bagged that pie from Wun Lung's

study, and walked it off in our picnie-
basket 1™

Bunter gobbled. His voice, as he
answered again, came rather muflled
throvgh 3 mouthfu] of pie.

“1 don’t know what you're talking
about I I've not got & pic here | What
the dekens males you think I've gol a
e i
" What are you doing there, locked up
in Gosling’'s shed 77 =

“I—=I=1'm swotting, old chap! I've
gobt some Latin to do for Queleh, and
I've come here beeausc—beeause it's so
noigy in the Hemove passppe I

“Oh, my  hoatt" aspod
Wharton. e
“Go away, and be quiet, will you?"
called out Bunter. * Yonu might leave a
chap in peace when he—he's swotting
for an examination '
Tue Maener Lispary.—~No. 1,541
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“You've got Wun Lung's pie I yelled
Bob Cherry.

“Not at all, old feflow! I never knew
Wun Lung had a piel It wasn't on his
stutly table when 1 went in, and I never
saw 1t there | Besides, I never went into
his study ! Think I'm the fellow to go
poking into a fellow's study "

“Oh crikey ¥

“I'm swotting maths here!” went on
Bunter. “You know how Lascelles
kecps on ragging me over my imaths,

ﬂ _-.ll
*“Ag well as Latin 7" gasped Bob.

*Oh! I—I mean Latin—Latin for
Queleh, vou know! I don't mean
maths=-I mean Lalin! Look here, you
fellows, do go away! I'm pretty deep
in irregular triangles—I mean, 1sosceles
verbs—"

“Open that door, you fat fibber ! We
want that pie!”

“There's hardly any left, old chap—
I mean, there isn't a pie herel It's
pretty thick, I think, that fellows always
think of me at once if they nnss a pie
or anythingl As if I've got time to
think about pies when I've got to get
this French done for Mossoo——"

" French ™ yelled Bob.

“1 mean maths—that is. Latin] Do
po away and leave a fellow quiet when
he's swotting Latin 17

"Tat heast, Buntee—"

“¥ah! You beastly little heathen 1

Billy Bunter grinned, and went on
with the pie. Perhaps he hoped that
his ‘statemients convinced the Remove
fellows that the pie was not there. They
could not see him through the door,
anyhbw, and thero was a shutter over
tha window. Having finished, Bunter
wag going Lo stick the dish out of sight
and roll away, with all evidence of his
grub-raid safely hidden—the dish in the
woodshed snd the pie in Bunter |

Bang, bang! at the door.

“1 say, you f[fellows, do stop that
row | said Bunter peevishly. “1'm not
coming out till I've finished the pie—I
mean, the Latin—"

“1 suppose we can’t burst in the
door 1" said Harry Wharton. “We'll
burst Bunter-—afterwards! Wuon Lung,
old bean, you've lost that pie ™

“Male another for supper,” suggested
Bob Cherry.

“No ecan!? wailed Wun Lung,
“Alissee Keblle no got ‘nother cabl”

“What ! yvelled the Famous Five.

They gazed at Wun Lung.

“ Missee Kebble gottee only one cat I
satd Wun Lung. “No got 'nother catl
When e findes 'nolher cat, makee
'nother pie 1?

“You — you — you hasily  lLittle
heathen ™™ shrieked ob  Cherey,
“Did—d-did—did you make that pe
ol Mrs, Kebble's cat 3

“ Cattes maken nicey pie!™ said Wun
Lung innocently. “In (:Eim, makes ple
along cat, along dog, velly nicey 1™

“Oh erikey ! pasped Nugent. “I'm
rather glad wo massed that pie, you
fellows 1M

“The gladfvlness ig terrifie I’ gasped
Hurree gamset Ram Singh,

There was o sound from within the
vonodshed., It was a sound such oz a
{’hannel passenger sometimes makee on
a rough day.

“Usrrggh! Grooocogh! You putbrid,
litkle Chinesa beast ! M-m-mean to
«ay it was a kik-kik-kik-cat in that pip-

pip-pic! Oeooch! Oogoer!™

“0Oh, my hat! cexeclaimed  Bob
Cherry., “Poor old Dunter! Dunter's
eeoffed the cat—»

“ Dogg-or IV
“And now he's shooting the cabl”
remarked Johnny Buall,
Tue Magner Lisrary.—No. 1,541,
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“Uurrrth! Groooogh!  Qooocochl
Wooooch 1"

“Whaitee mattee 'long ole fat
Buntea?' asked Wun Lung. *He no

likee nicey pie? Nicey big fat cattee,
makee plenty nicey pic[”

“Oaoooo-er ! Groogh!  Yoa little
heathen beast! Ooooch! 1 say, you
fellows, I—I'm dying! Oooogh!”

Bunter had not guile finished that
Juscious pie. He was not going to
finish it now. For the first time on
record, Buntor had a pie he did not
want to finish.

He totterad to the door and unlocked
it. The Famous Five gazed at a fat,
ghastly, horror-stricken face,

“I say, you fellowa! (Crovoghl
Sus-sns-send for a  dick-dik-doctor !™
moaned Bunter. “I'm dud-dud-dying,
I think. I—I—I feel— OQoocogh !

“Buntes no likea cattee?” asked
Wun Lung.

“Urrrrggh I )

“Micey fat cat, makee nicey pie—

i {}QQ‘EF [EL

Bunter clung to the door, and heaved
gnd groaned. The Famous Five, grin-
ning, walked away and left him to it
His moans followed them.

“Look here, Wun Lung!'’ said Bob
Cherry, a= thoy went back ascross the
quad. “Was it really 2 cat prle?™’

Wun Lung closed one slanting eye.

“Nicey labbit-pie,” he said, * Makee
Buntee tinkes cattes. Makea fat ole
Buntea plenty solly he pinchea pie
blong me. wgiat vou tinkee?"

“Ha, ha, hal”

Harry Wharton & Co. went chuck-
Iinig in to the Hasll,

i'll_q Bunter did not turn up to tea
in Hall, or tea anywhere. PBuuter had
had enough—more than  enough.
Bunter was suffering for his sins.

When Billy Bunter was seen again

2

ly
he had a pallid face, looking as if he

had just come off the Channcl host.
Certamnly he did not lock like a fellow
who had scoffed a gorgeous rabbit-
pte—as, in point of fact, he had. In
tha awful belief that he had scoffed
Mra, Kebble's cat, Billy Bunter heaved
and guaked, and felt that the lhife of
a grub-raider was hardly worth living.
There was no doubt that the artful
little Chinee had made Bunter * plenty
zorry ' that he had pinched ithat pie.

e o e

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Messenger from O !

(14 R. 5IN."
D “A farrin genelman, @
gaicl Trotter.

Mr, Quelch, the master of
the Greyiriara Hemove, glanced apain
at the name on the card that the House
page had brought to his study.

Ho did not need Trotter to inform
him that that card had been sent in
by a forcign pentleman. “Dr. Sin'
would have been a rather remarkable
name for any gentleman whe was not
foreign.

“"You may show him in, Trotter,”
said the Remove master.

“Yessir."

Mr. Quelch was busy, like all school-
masters ot the end of term. But if
Dir. Sin wanted to sea him, he had to
spare & few minutes for Dr. Bin, Irom
the name, he concluded that the vizitor
waz some connection, or relaiion, of
the Chinesa boy in his Form.

He rose to his fect politely as Dr.
Bin was shown into the study.

Dr. Sin was a plump little gentle-
man, with the &lﬁiw comnlexion and
slanting eycs of the Far Kast, Ha
bowed deeply to the Hemove masier

as he came in, with Orienlal polite-
ness,  He was dressed in Eurcopean
clothes, in which it was difficult to per
form the kow-low of hiz native land.
But he got as near as Europeay
tronsers would allow.

All sorts of parents and relations of
Greyiriaras fellows camae ulung ak
varions times, but Chinese visitors
were few and far between. Wun Lung
of the Remove was too many thousands
of milez from home for relatives to
drop in to see him. Ounly once since
he gad been at Greyiriars School had
he visited China to zee his father, Mr.
Wun Chung Lung, and Grandfathes
Wun Ko, and the other members of
tha tribe of Wun. His only relative
wha had seen him in England, so farn
was his minor, Wun Hop Hi of ithe
Second Form at Greyiriarss But the
visitor might, so far as Jir. Quelch
knew, be a relation.

“Dr. 8in?” asked
mastar.

He was careful not to smile oves
the name—odd enough as it was t4
English ears. Teo Chinese ears thers
was nothing, of course, odd obout it
It was quite probable that the owner
of the namme had no idea what the word
signibed in English, ;

‘That iz my wretched name, sin,”™
said the plump Chinese gentjEman.
bowing again. “It i3 honoured by
utterance on your very old and vener-
able lips™

Mr., Quelch started just a little.

He was not accustormned to Chinese
politeness,

Mr. Queleh, who was the shady side
of fifty, liked to think that, to a casual
observer, he looked in the early forties,

But he remembered that, to a
Chinese, age 15 a very honourable dise
tinetion, and that a pelite Chinaman
canitot flatter & man more than by
hinting that he is extremely old.

D, Bin followed up his polite speech
by taking his left f:ﬂ.ild i his right
atnd sheking it.

The Remove master, who had heen
going to shake hands politely with his

the Remova

visitor, remembered n time that =
Chinaman shakes hands with himself.

“Pray be seated, sir!” said Me
Queleh.  “ What—"

“1 have ventured to erawl into your
benehiccut  presence, sk, by the cone
mand of my sun-like master, Mr, 0"

“YWha-a-at "

Mr. Ouclech bad guessed at once thad
“Hin ' was a Chinese name, DBut "0
was A new one to bim.

“Alre, O repeated Dr. Bin. “The
very wealthy and magnificent uncle of
the zon of Wun Chung Lung.”

“Dh!? ejaculated Mr. Quelch,

“Yee, tir, O," said Dr. Sin, mis-
understanding,

OI—I—I see! almost gasped ik
Remove naster. “YWun Lung has am
uncle who 15—is—s mamed

“Precizely, honourable sir! Thi
humble worm has the undeserved
hanour to be secretary io the excellemd
Alr. 0.7

T Oh—-I—I mean, yes! Quite! Aln
) has sent you here to see his nephew

Wun Lung.  Is that it?” asked Mr
t?ueiz—h. “Is Mr.—er—0 in England
then #''

“™No, sir, Mr. © i3 of vencrable
indeod uncounted years, and he hag
travelled no farther than Paris® axe
plained Pr, 8in.  “But he has dis
patched my humble and contemptilla
self to carry messages of greeting &
the z¢n of Wun Chung Lung.”

“I—I zee. You shall certainly zea
Wun Lung,” zaid the Hemove mﬂet‘ﬁa
“Fle has a brother at this school. Na



di&uht you would desire to see Hop Hi,
also,

“It is orly to Wun Luuq that
carry mpy hnnuurah]e master's gre,et-
ings, sir, Alse, Mr, O has instructed
me to ses, for report to him, the
honourabla school in which the son
of Wun Lung displays the light of his
countenance. Mr. O desires to know
how his nephew lives in the country of
the foreign devils—"

Dr. 5in checked himeelf suddenly.

“That is to eay, the land of the
highly civilised and wery honourable
En I sh,” he amended.

Quelch smiled faintly, Ha was
awar& that bepeath the flowing polite-

Ey '|

Keeping a wary oye on Gosling’s slumbering form, Skinner moved the clock hands en an hour.
Bolsover from the doorway. If was the porter’s duly to close the school gates at seven.

ness of & Chinaman, Europeans were

only “foreign devila® in hiz almond
eyeE,

“0Oh, quite!” said the Remove
master. “If you desire to view the

gchool, I shall be very pleesed to show
vou over Greyfriars.”

He glanced for s moment at the
heap of [myem on his table. But there
was no help for it. Relations of the
boys in his Form were a thing that
a Form-master had to endure somehow,
“1f vou would earry your beneficent
éi:}]ndléﬂﬁi to such a lengih,” murmured
r. 3in

“1 ghall be very ploased,”™ said Mr.
Quelch, which was as near to the truth

a8 A Form-master eould tg,‘et in the cir
cumstances. * You would like to see
Wun Lung's studg—"

“TIa that where the son of Wun Chung
Lung burns his joss-sticks to his gods
h-BIur& he sleaps?™ asked Dr. Sin.

Mr. Queloh almost jumped.

“W-nnol" he estammered. *The
boye work in the studies, Dr, Sin.
They sleep in a dmmltnrf—thn whale
Form in gne room. I—I—I think that
~—that such custome as—as burning joss-
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sticks are—are mot practised by Wun
Ll.mg at—at Greyfriars.”

Mr. Quelch wondered for a moment
what would be the effect on the Lower
F!}llll’.h tf Wun Lung started burning

E.s.atml..s to his gods in the Bemove

rmitory.
“Pleazse come with me, sir,” said
Mr, Quelch, “1 shall be very pleased

to show you Wun Lung's quarters here.
Then I will send for the boy to sce
vou in the visitors' room.”

“I eraw!] humbly in the honourable
company of one born & thousand years
before me,” said Dr. 8in politely.

And he accompanied Mr, Quelch from
the study.

|WI 'f

.4.I

'11 [ nm ;

the time he would get & shock !

Dr. 8in did not seem interested in the
Fﬂrm-mﬂms, or the school nerally,
or even in Wun Lung's study in the
Remove passage; but he neamed Very
keen to see the Chinese junior’s E!E'E.“Frll'lﬁ
?Hﬂf‘rﬂ, where, perhaps, he fancie

that Wun Lung burned joss-sticks before
he turned in.

3o Mr. Quelch shepherded him up to
the Remove dormitory.

45 they reached the door of that
apartment, both of them were startled
l:r:" & sound of angmsh from within,

It was o r::r onged groan.

Mr., Quelch started, and Dr. Sin"a
slanting eyes turned on him curiously,

“There 1z someons who iIs sick?”
asked Dr. Sin. *“Bomeone who is about

to, become & guest on hight”
h, no; certainly n-::tl"‘ exclaimed
Mr. Queleh. “No pne should be here

in the daytime—it is against the rules.
I eannot understand——"

He threw open the dormitory door.

“TIerergeh I came a moaning gurgle.

“ Bunter I exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

The Remove dormitory should have
been vacant. Fellows were not allowed
to go I.t? without leave, till bed-time.
That rule was somefimes disregarded,

5

and evidently it had been dlsregardeﬂ
now by the fat ornament of Mr. Quelch's
Form.

Billy Bunter was extended on his bed,

Ho was not ssleep. He was moaning
and groaning; he was gurgling and
gugghng, It was an hour since the aw-
ful experience in the weodshed, but
Bunter had not recovered, He had a
feeling that he never would recover,
He had gone ifo the dormitory to lie
down, in & sick state that was & full
pum:hment for his many sina.

“* Bunter {* rappcd  Mr.  Quelch
angrily. *“What

“Oh lor' 1" gazped Bunter,

e set his spectacles stroight on his

|

* Sale as houses,* chuckled
When he awoke and Iooked at

fat little nose, and blinked at Mr.
Quelch and the plump gentleman by
his side,

“ "r‘. ha.t- ara
EI]H.

on dnmg here, Bunter 1*
uelch
‘Hﬂnaense!
“"I—I'm awfully ill, sir! moaned
“I—I've eaten something that
—that dizagrees with me, sir.”
“You are a greedy boy, Bunter !
“I—1 don't feel as if I can maove,
sir | moaned Bunter. “ My tummy—"
“My tummy scems to be walking
about, sir | Oocooo-or ™
down at once |”
“Oh lor 1™
the dormitory. Dr. Sin smiled slightly
as he passed as if he found semething
Bunter gave him an inimical blink
through hiz spectacles,
barging in when Bunter wanted to be
lett undisturbed. What the dickens did

I ff.*.E:ll s-5-5ick, “sir 1"
Bunter.
down at once [" Ge
“ What 7"
“Take fifty lines, Bunter, and go
RBilly Bunter rolled dlamalj' out of
amusing in the pallid, fat school boy,
It was just like somae beast to come
Tre Macner Lisrary.—No. 1.541.
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ihat foreign-lookin
Remove dormitory? And what was the
slant-eyed I:-hgf-tﬁr grinning at, Bunter
would have liked to know?

However, the fat junior rolled awag,
and Mr. Quelch proceeded to show Dr.
Sin the sleeping quarters of the
Remove, pointing out Wun Lung’s bed,
and his box at the foot of it. Dr. Sin's
sharp, slanting black eyes noted every-
thing with the keenest attention. There
was no doubt that he was interested;
but when they left tho dormitory his
interest 1n Wun Lung’s surreundings
evaporated, Not displeased that
visitor from a far land desired to see
nothing further, Mr. Quelch piloted him
to the visitors’ room, and sent a message
to Wun Lung to call the Chinese junior
thers.

beast want in the

L ]

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Bob Cherry, Too !
13 ALLO, halld, hallol ¥ou're
H looking merry and bright, old
heathen 1M

Wun Lung grinned.

He was ]ﬂﬂkin% very merry and very
bright, as Bob Cherry met him on the
starrs.

“Li'l1 Chinea velly melly 1 he said.
“(toey talkee Chinee along Chinaman.™

*n, ri?pingl” said Bob, laughing.
“You don't get many chances of talk-
ing that nut-cracking language here, old
bean, Bomebody come to see you from
the Flowery Land?”

“Zecletary belong Uncle 0, comee
gee this Chinee,” explained Wun Lung.

“Uncle which #*

Hﬂi”‘

“VYou've got an unele named 01"
ejaculated Bob.

“0O mnicey namee aleng China "
grinned Wun I.lm:ngiB‘J 2 Plenty Chinese

name . Name O

“Q Bo!" murmursd Bob, "Oh
erikey! O Bo! Sounds frightfully
musical | Pulling my leg, you young
ass? How can you have an uncle
named choai"

“No oboe!” chuckled Wun Lung.
“Surname O, comey first in China.
what you eall Chlistian name.”

“0h, I remember now, you've told me
that they put the surname first in China
like we da in the directories,” grinned

Bob. ‘“Ho your uncle’s named O, is he,
and his fiont name is Bo?"

“MNicey name, O Bo,” said Wun
Lung.

“Ohy, fine!” said Bob., “And what's
the jolly old secretary’s name "

“&in. Other name Snnﬁ::

“8in Bong I Ejaﬂui'atcd b.

“Velly good name along China.”

Bob chuckled,. Wun Lung grinned
cheerfully. He had been_long enough
in the West to learn that Chinese names
struck the Western mind as a little
COMio.

Certainly it sounded odd enough to a
Remove fellow at Greyiriara to hear of
Dr. 8in Song. secretary to Mr. O Bol

“You comey along this Chinea sea
Bin  Song,” suggestod Wun Lung.
“Nieey fat man; velly good-tempered.™

“Right-ho I agreed Bob, and he went
down the stairs with the little Chinee.
He was rather eurions to see the gentle-
man who rejoiced in the name—remark-
able to English ears—of Sin |

They entered the visitors' room.

The fat and smiling doctor was seated
at the windoew, gazing out with his slant-
ing eyes into the gquadrangle, where
plenty of Greyfriars fellows were o bo
£OON.

He rcse at once te hiz fect as the
juniors entered, and howed almost to
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tha floor., His black, slanting eyes
leamed keenly at Wun Lung as he saw
iny,
He addressed Wun Lung in his own
language, and Bob amiled as he zaw the
brightness in the little Chinece’s face.

That strange monosyllabic language
was s sealed book to %ub. He ﬁdg_
stood not s single word of it. But to
Wun leﬁ it was the tongue of his
native land, seldom heard since he had
left China, and it was music to his little
yellow ears,

Wun Lung answered in the same
tongue, and apparently made an sllu-
sion to Bob, for Dr. 8in turned to him
with a low obeisance,

Bob, not to be outdone in politeness,

wed as low as he could,

“Fliend belong me, namees Bob
Chelly,” said Wun Lung, speaking in his

ueer English, which was rather

ifferent from the more careful English
of Mr, Sin.

“This humble worm is honoured by
the presence of the handsome and vener-
able friend of Wun Lung,” said Dr. Sin,
;‘I t-af?awl in the dust at your magnificent
eat.

“0Oh, my hat ! murmured Bob,

. Chinese was resumed. To Bob's ears
it sounded as 1f Wun Lung and Dr. Sin
were alternately cracking nuts.

Every now and then he caught the

monosyllable “0,* from which he could
ucsz that the secretary was speaking of
un Lung's unecle,

Then Wun Lung turned to him,

“Bin Bong likee takes this Chinee
dlive in car,” he said. " VYou likea
comey " .

“Yes, rather ! assented Bob, at once.

He had noticed a handsome car stand-
ing outside the House, and guessed that
it belonged to the Chinese gentleman.
Bob guite liked the idea of a run round
in that car.

“We shall have to ask leave of
Quelch [¥ he added.

“*Zoey askee™

The two juniors went to Mr. Quelch’s
study to ask leave. The Iemove
master looked wup from a lLeap of
papers.

“ Certainly there 1s no reason why Dir.
8in should not take you for a drive in
his car, Wun Lung,” he said,. “You
are, I conclude, personally acquainted
with him ™ )

“Savvy velly much, sir,” answered
Wun Lung., “Me savvy Dr. Bin along
China, long time ago. He velly nices
man.”

Mr. Quelch smiled. His own im-
Fmssiﬂn of Dr. Bin, with his fat, beam-
g face, was that he was quite a nice
men. And if Wun Lung had known
him in his childhood in China, there
could be no reason why he should not

entrusted to his care.

“VYery well, Wun Lung,” he =aid,

“you may go, if you take care to return ¢

before the gates ave closed.”

“Me velly careful, sir.”

And the two jupiors returned to rejoin
Dr, Sin. ‘They found him waiting by
tha car outside the House. There was
no chanffeur; Dr. Bin drove
himeelf.

“The honoured master gives leave I
asked Dr. Bin. .

“Yes, that's all right,” said Bob
cheerfully. “We've got to be back for
gates, that's all! That's & good hour”

the car

“Will you deign to honour this
wretched car by stepping inio 7Y
asked Pr. Sin

Bob, grinning, deigned to honour the
car by stepping into it. Wun Lung sat
down at his side. It waz a large, roomy
car, with plenty of space for half a
dezen fellows, and it cecurred to Bob

that kis friends might like to thare in
that run round the country., As if the
same thought had occurred te Dr, Sin,
he turned hiz head, at he sat at the
wheel, and smiled at Bob.

“QOthers, perhaps, would like to ae-
company | he suggested. * This
wretchad ear is unworthy of your mag-
nificent notice, but there ig space.”

“Good eppl™ said Bob, " Like the
ides, Wun 1

* Muchee glad 1"

“Then I'll call them "

Bob Cherry stepped out of the car
again, Thoe other members of the Co.
wera at a little distance, talking to
Lord Mauleverer, Vernon-Smith,
Redwing, and some other Remove
fellows.

Bob cut across towsrds the group.

As he did so the car suddenly
started and shot away down the drive fo
the gates. Bob, in surprise, stared
round as it whizzed awoy—and Wun
Lung gave.a startled ejaculation. Dr.
A, bending over the whee), did not
heed either of them, and the car shot
towards the gates, almost like light-
ning.

—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER

Lats |

KINNER grinned.
S Bolsover major suppressed »
chuckle.
Gosling snored.

It was & hot summer's day. In the
drowsy heat, 1t was not surprising
that ‘i‘gillium Gosling, the ancient porier
of Grevyiriars ngcrl. had fallen
asleep in his chair, in his lodge &i the
gates, It would, in fact, have been
surprising if he hadn't; for Gosling,
naturally, was thirsty in that hot
vweather, and he quonched his thiyst with
a fluid that ha certainly did not draw
from the tap!

There was a faint aroma of gin in the
room, and a fly had settled unheeded
on Gesling’s red pose when B8kinner and
Bolsover major grinned in.

“Fast asleep ! murmured Skinner.

“Hafe as houses !¥ grinned Dolsgver
A or.

Skinner tigtmd across to the mantel
?icqe, on which stood Gosling’s clock.
The clock indicated ten minutes to six.
Gosling, when he gettled down in the
armchatr, had had ampla time for =
little nap befora his next duty came
round—of closing the gates st seven.
But in that Gosling bad not counted
on the practical joking propensities of
certain members of the Remove.

Silently Harold Bkinner opened the
clock and moved the haunds onward.
Bolsover major watched him, grinning.

From ten minutes to six tine made a
sudden jump to ten minutes past seven |
Then Skinner closed the clock again and
tiptoed back to Bolsover in the doorway.

Goshing snored on.

The two young rascals backed out of
the lodge. They grinned cheerily.
Gosling’s feelings, when he woke and
found—as ha would fancy—that he was
late for lock-up, could be imagined.

“(=ates ¥ wera very strict ab Gre;!v-
friars; and Gosling, though no whale
on his other duties, was always keen to
perform that duty right on time. There
was something entertaining, to his
crusty nature, in banging the gates shut,
with latecomers pelting up the read,
hoping to get in in time. Not a second
would Gesling allow—not a split second
—aor the tenth part of one! Right on
time, Gosling would slam that gate,



even if a fellow had only one more jump
to get in.  The trouble of opening the
gate sgain for a latecomer was more
than compensated by the plessure of
taking his name for & report to his
Form-master |

The day before, Skinner had been
three seconds late—but he might as
well have -been three minutes, or three
hours| The gate had clangad on his
nozs, and his name had been takenl
Which had amused Gosling, but not
Bkinner |

Hence Skinner's little joke. Skinner
thought, and Bolsover major agreed,
that it would be fearfully funny to make
the old, grumpy ass shut the gates an
hour before time |

Crowds of fellows would clamour at
the gates, finding them eclosed at six,
instead of seven! Gosling, assured that
it was seven, and not six, would want to
take their names. There would be no
end of s row—to the ultimate con-
fusion of Gosling! It would be quite
s voluable lesson to the crusty old
gentleman on the subject of refusing
a minute’s grace to a fellow bolting
in at the last moment.

“You're going to wake the old barges
up ! whispered Bolsover major.

“Yeos, rather!”

“If he sees you he'll puess who put the
clock on when he finds it's wrong.”

“He won't see me,” grinned Skinner.

He moved away to Gosling's little
window, which was wide open to admit
such little breeze as there was that
hot mfterncon. Gosling’s snore floated
out like a deep note from a trombone.

Skinner took & small green apple
from his pocket. It was small, green,
and hard, and not of much value as an
apple. But it was guite useful for
Skinner's purpose.

Taking careful sim at the red nose
that glowed from the armchair, Skinner
let the apple fly !

Plep 1

“Urrrrggh 1"

Gosling woke!

Instantly Skioner snd Bolsover major
were scuttling in  retrest.- Having
awakened the porter, their work was
done.

“Urrggh 1" grunted Gosling,. He zat
up and rubbed his nose, He had had
quite a smart tap on that prominent
proboseis, and he could guess the cause
as he saw the little green apple lying
&t his feet! He glared at the open
window. “"Drat 'em! Young rips!
Waking of & 'ard-working-man hup
when he's taking a little rest] Rlow
‘em! Wot I says is this ‘ere—all boys
ought to be drownded. Drownded,
that's what T saye |”

Gosling stepped to the window and
glared ocut.

But Skinner snd Bolsover major had
dissolved into space, as it were. No one
was near the porter’s lodge.

Gosling scowled at the universe.

Bome playful young rescal had buzzed
that npple in at hiz window, but he was
gone, and there was no chance of report-
mg him.

But the next moment Gosling forgot
all about that p!ai.‘ful young rascal as
ke looked at the clock.

“My heye I gasped Gosling.

Lvidently—to Gosling—he had slept
longer than he had eupposed. It was
nearly & quarier past seven,

“My heye!” repcated Gosling.

He grabbed his keys and ruzhed for
the door.

Lock-up was strict, and he was nearly

a guarter of an hour late, according to
the clock. Beldom, or never, had
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Gosling been called over the coals tor
lateness in shutting the gates] Hoe
hoped, fervently, that hiz very unusual
error would not be noticed this timel
The Hend would be anmoyed, if he
heard of it and it would not ba much
uso for Gosling to explain that he had
gone fo sleep and forgotten the timel
The Head was certain to take the view
that it was u.]p to a school porter to
postpone his slumbers till the night,

With his bunch of keys jingling in
hiz horny hand, Gosling rushed out of
his lodge. A quartor of an hour late
already, he was not going to be another
second late, 1f he could help it

Gosling seldom moved swiftly; but on
this occasion he fairly whizzed!
Happily unaware thet it was five
minetes to six, completely convinced
that it wes a quarter past seven, Gosling
fairly flew |

Bang | went the gate.

Jingle, went the keys!

Two or three fellows in the read ran
up.
“Here, what's the game?” roared
Coker of the Fifth, glaring at Gosling
through the bars of the gate. “What
areil you shutting us out for, you old
EES Er

CGosling grinned at him.

Late as it was, apparently, there were
still latecomers to be caught!

“I'll take your name and let wou
in, Mr. Coker |* he grinned.

“Teoke my neme ! roared Coker.

“¥Yessir, for report to Mr. Prout!™
grinned Gosling.

“1s the old sss mad!” asked Coker

turning to his [riends, Potter an
Greene. “Mad or drunk, do you
think "

“Spot of both, I fanecy!” remarked
Potter.

“Look here, open thizs gate, Cosling,
you old frump ¥ said Greene.

“1 got to take wour names, sir!”
said Gosling. " Sorry, sir, of course [V

Gosling did not lock sorry.

“Hallo, what's up?” Hobson of the
Shell came up the road and arrived at
the gate. “ What's the gate shut for §”

“Gosling’s gone balmy !” answered

er.

“Look out, you old chump ¥ shouted
Fotter. “Here's a ecar coming down
from the Housze I

Gosling stared round at the roar of o
rapidly-driven car behind him.

From the distant Housze a car came
whizzing down the drive, and Gosling
blinked at it.

It had etarted, even as Gosling shut
the gate, and the driver was quite un-
aware of what had happened till he
Ea{u& shooting roynd the curve of the

rive.

Then there was a sudden, frantic jam-
ming on of .brakes,

“Oh, my heye " gasped Goszling,

It was unusual, of courze, for & car to
be driven at speed within the gates.
T'his was, indeed, the frst time Gosling
had ever seen a car come down fhe drive
Iooking as if the driver fancied that he
were at Brooklands.

He gaped at it.

‘There was & crunching grind of hastily
applied brakes, and the car, jamming to
a stop, almost left the earth. Really, it
was a wonder that it did not skid and
shoot off the drive into the shrubberies
or into Gosling’s lodge. As it was, 1t
stopped only five feet from the gates—as
narrow an escape from -a crash as any
driver could have wanted,

The slant-eyed man at the wheel
panted.

little [less

With a swiftnees and
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presence of mind he would have piled
up the car on the gates—with a result
that it was not pleasant to think of. Car
and gates would have mingled in a
terrific mix-up.

Outeide  startled fellows stared
through the bars. QGosling stood blink-
ing, transfixed. From the quad Bob

erry and a score of other fcllows
come running. The door of the car flew
open, and Wun Lung jumped out.

THE SIXTH CHAFPTER.
Dr. Sin s Agreeable |

E. BIN BONG sat at the wheel

of the halted car, breathing

uickly, Hias narrow escape

rom & crash seemed to hove

ghaken him. No doubt, too, he was

surprised by finding the gates shut when

he knew that they were not due to be
closed for another hour. .

Wun Lung stood by the car, staring
at him in surprise.

“What you startes for without fliends
blong me?” excleimed Wun Lung.

Dr. Bin panted.

“ Bomething wrong with the starter?”
rakﬁd Bob Cherry, coming up, breath-
¢33,

Sin SBong's slant eyes gleamed at him
for & moment.

“The honourable one has stated the
truth,” he assented. " Belf-starter,
recommended by maker as absolutely
reliable, must be out of order! This
huruble one was greatly astonished by
car shooting eway like arrow. By grace
of the god of fortune the brakes are
gquite good, and thers was no danger
for sun-like son of Wun Chung Lung.™

“Jolly lucky you stopped in time,
with the gates shut " suig Bob, * What
the thump has Gosling shut the gates at
six for?”

“M:ight have been an accident, with
the car shooting off like that!" eaid
Harry Wharton. “Thank goodness you
braked in time."

“The thankfulness ia terrific 1™ re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, his
dusky eyes resting rather curicusly om
the Chinese gentleman.

L“ You fellows comey?” asked Wun
ung.

The Chinese junior fully accepted Dr.
Bin's explanation that something waa
wrong with the works, and that that
eudden start had been unintentional.
He had no reascn to think otherwise.

But Bob Cherry could not help feeling
a spot of doubt. Certainly such a thi
might happen—and, apparently, hgg
happened ! DBut Bob, tiﬂugh by mno
means & suspicious fellow, muldy not
help wondering & little whether Dr. Sin
would have preferred to take the
Chinese junior for that drive, unaccom-

panied by his English friends.
Ho did not like thinking so, in view
of Dr. 8in's good-natured, beaming

politenesa. But 1t was at Dr. Sin’s sug-
gostion that he had stepped from the
car, and immedia afterwards the car

had shot away | t was, at least, a
quesr coincidence,
Likely enough, the gentleman from

the ﬂnwaréhland wanted to talk to Wun
Lung in Chinese on matiers connected
with his relations, and did not desire
the presonce of other fellows in the car,
Mora than that, Bob Cherry did not
dream of suspecting! But he could not
help thinking that perhaps that sudden
and unexpected start was not wholly
accidental.

With that spot of doubt in his mind,
Bob Cherry would rather have pre-
ferred to wash out the drive. DBut Wun
Lung was evidently satisfied, and hLe
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roceeded to explain to ihe other
!:u:mhers of the Co. what had been
planned. They were all on the spot
now, with a crowd of other fellows

“Let's 1™ said Frank Nugent.

“Yes, rather, kid!" said Harry
Wharton., *“That is, of course, if Dr.
Sin deesn’t mind.” )

Whether Dr. 8in minded or not, his
flowing politeness left nothing to be
dezired, Tf he had wanted ta leave Bob
and his friends behind that gamo was
up now, for certninly he could not allow

un Lung to guoess,

* Buch honour is almost too great for
this hwinble one!” declared Lir. Bin.
“But if the lofty lord-ones will deign
ta enter this poor car the cup of satie-
faction will be full for this wretched
worm.”

“You gettee in!” grinned Wun Lung.

“What-ho 1" ‘

“{iut that gate open, Gosling, you old
ass I’

The Famous Five
with Wun Lung. A
arguing with Gosling. -

“¥You old ass, it's only six [ Toared
Coker of the Fifth from cutside. " What
do you mean by shutting & man out at

acked in the car
ozen fellows were

“Don’t you ] :

Coker 17 grunted Gosling, " It's nearly
“It'a six 1" roared Cokor. *Look at

my watch 1™

my clock ain't never yet kept wrong

time [ retorted Gosling.

six §"
tallk nonsensze, Mr.
‘arf-past seven—="
“I shuts them gates by mi cleck, and

“I fancy wyour clock’s a hit fast
to-day, Gosling I” remarked Skinuer.
And Bolsover major gave s chortle.

“That there clock ain't never
wrong I' said Goeling stolidly.

“Open that gate, you old duoffer!”
bawled Bob Cherry. " Are you goln
to keep this gentleman here all night?

Cosling opened the gates.

It rolléd

The packed car rolled out.
LWAaY gﬂwu the road, leaving & hot
aygument going on at the school gates.
trosling wanted a lot of convineing that
it was, after all, only six o'clock?
When he was finally convinced on that
oint ha wanied to know who had put
is clock on! But on that subject no
information was forthcoming,

Harry Wharton & Co. enjoyed that
run in the rapid car, which Dr. 3in
drove well in spite of that little accident
n starting.

They covered miles of country roads
t{% Courtfield and Higheliffe, round by

oodend o Wagslmt. C&gacg; and home
by Pegg and Cliff House ool

Dr., 8in talked to Wun Lung in
Chinese and to the other fellows in his
flowing and fowery English with such
urbamty that Bob felt ashamed of Ins
spot of doubt. He came to the con-
clusion that that sudden start had, after
all, been an accident and that Dr. Bin
would have braked and atnpgjfd evin
had not the school gates n o ul-
expectedly closed.

owever that might be, the seerctary
of Mr., O Bo made an cxcellent
impression on all the juniors, and they
were quite sorry when the drive came
to an end.

But they had to be back for ]ﬂEk-UK;
and just before zeven Dir. Bin brought
the car whizzing up to the school gates.

Tho gates were open naw, though
Gosling, at the door of his lodge, had a
sort of hungry eye on them! At the
first stroke of seven from the clock-
tower Clozling was ready to get nto
action | L

But the Remove parly were n time,
with minutes to spare. They turned out
of the car at the gates, said a friendly
good-bye to Dr, 8in, and walked in.
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The car buzzed away with Dr. Sin,

“Decent old bean, that chap!”
remarked Iiarri Wharton, as the
junioras went to the House, :

“The decentfulness is terrific!”

agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Me lLikee velly much '™ said Wun
Lunr

“1 say, vou fellows——

“Hallo, hello, hella! How are you
getting on with the cat, Bunter 7"

~ "“Beast! I szay, you fellows, I'mn feel-
ing awfully l!" =aid ]31]]’;51r Bunter
athetically. “I went to the dorm fo
1e down a bit, and that old ass Quelch
brought a silly Chinese idiot up there
and disturbed me. I say, Wun Lung,
you putrid heathen, was—was there any-
thing else in that pie as—as well as the
—the—groocoogh !—cat 1
L“Lﬂi‘» nicey things1” grinned Wun

Uung.

“1 mean, I never gte it all!” said
Bunter anxiously. “*Thera was some
left. J—I think I—I might have left the
cat—see? What else waa there? Was—
was thers & rabbit az well ¥

The Famous Five grinned,

** Anything else in that pje, Wuni”

asked Bob. 3 -
“"Oh, yes! What you tinkee?" said
Wun Lung., “Cattee only makee half!

Othel half athel t‘hingﬁ. 4

“0Oh1” Bunter looked hopeful, *I-—
I may have caien only the other things
—see ! What other things?"

il HIEE}F ﬂ-ﬂﬂ.l]—"

“ What 1" yelied Bunter,

“ Velly nicey sl 2 .

“Sus-slug 1" moaned Bunter fainily.

“In China makee nicey pie along

spall  and  elug,” said Wun Lung
gimqu. “Nicey allee samee cat and
ﬂ'ﬂlj

*“Oh, vou beast! Urrgegh! Gurrggh!
G rocoogh 1™

Billy Bunter tottered away, his fat
hands pressed 1o his waisteoal, Snails
and slugs zeemed to appeal to bin no
rord than cats! Indeed, this further
information seemed 1o make the [ak
Owl seem worse instead of better! His
complexion took on a green tinge, and
e gurgled horribly.

Wun Lung chuckled as he went into
the House with the Famous Five,

Tinkee fat ole Buniee no pinchee
pie blong me any more I” he remarked.
And the Famous Five admitied that it
was probable that Bunter wouldn'!

At calling-over, Billy Bunier had o
sea-gick look. At supper, marvellous to
relate, he ate nothing! Foodstuffs had
lost their attraction—which indicated
that the fat Owl of the Remove was
feeling very bad indeed.

And when the Remove went to their
dormitocy that night, Billy Bunter's
snore did not, as usual, wake the echoes
a minute after his fak head touched the
nillow, Almost for the first time in
history, William George DBunter re-
mained awake after the rest of the
Form had zone to cleep!

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Man in the Night!

ILLY BUNTER blinked.

It was dark 1n the Hemovae
dormitory. But there was a
gleam of clear summer starlight

from the high windows,

Across ihat gleam, a dark shadow
passed. ]

Bunter blinked at it .

No eye but Bunter's was likely to fall
on it. For it was past madmght, and
the Bemove fellows were deep in the
healthy sleep of yputh.

But for the cpisode of the pie, Buniey

wounld have been more scundly oszleep
than the others.

But that pie haunfed Bunier!

Every time he thought of it he
gqueked and shuddered; and he could
not help thinking of it.

Having missed his supper, he was
feeling empty B3 8 drum. Biit though
he was hungry, he was not feeling m-
clined to cak. The mera thought of
cating, at present, was distasteful.
Something seemed to heave within him
at the thought. He fancied that it was
the cat. Greyiriars fellows had rsome-
times been annoyed with that ecat, when
they heard his melodious voice on the
tiles in the small hours. But tho wail
of Thomas on the tiles would have been
music to Bunter's fat ears, could he
have heard it then! It would have en-
lightened him on the subject of that
ple! )

Sleepless, the fat Owl turned bhis fat
head again and again on the pillow.
Seldom did Bunter hear the chimes at
midnight; but this night he heard
them, and he was still sleepless when
the hour of one boomed out over the
stlent school.

It was s few minutes later that he
blinked and stared at that moving
shedow against the starlight.

His first impression was that some
fellow had got out of bed, improbable
as that waos at one in the morming.

But that impression was immediately
followed by & spasm of terror that
made him forget for the moment that
he was feeling awfully sick and scedy.

There had not been the slightest
zound in the dormitory, and a fellow
could hardly have got out of bed
without a creak or two. And that
moving shadow came from the dirce-
tion of the door. And it moved abso-
lutely without 8 sound, which no Grey-
flrl'n.ra fellow would have been likely to

L
Bunter’s fat heart gave a startled jolt,
It was somo Intruder from outside,
who had entered the room =ilently,
creeping like a thief in the night,

Bunter gazed with distended eyes.

He dered make no sound!

A burglar, in & junior dormitory, was
improbable, if not impossible, But if
it was not & burglar, who and what was
it? Bunter hardly breathed, as he
blinked at it in terror.

All the other fellows were fast nslner.
In the long row of thirty beds, only
B:IIT Bunter was wakeful. And he
would have been glad to be asleepl

Had that pliding shadow approached
hiz bed, DBunter would pmbal?l;,r havo
yelled gut from sheer fright.

But it did not come near his bed.
Palpitating with dread, the fat junior
gazed at it in seared silence, too scared
to think of doing anything else,
lTham was & sudden, tiny beam of
ight.

A flash-lamp had been turned on,
obviously to guide the creeping in-
truder. It swayed quickly along the
beds.

As it moved, & gleam, for a second,
glrmmﬂred on a face; and Billy Bunier

linked, in stupefaction, at a face ho
had zeen before that day.

It was the yellow face of Dr. Binl

For a split second, Bunter saw the
yellow, plump face, the glinting black
eyes, but with a startlingly changed
X Pression. ]

The plu:ry‘ng face was net beaming and
smiling with good-humour, &a it had
been that day. It was set and hard—the
f“ﬁ of & man engaged on a Jdesperata
task. ;

Only for a fraction of a second did
Bunter see ib! ‘Then the light was
shut off, and sll was deeply dusky
again. The Chinaman had spoited ihe
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“ Oh, my heye ! ** gasped Gosling, as a large car, furiously driven by a slant-eyed Chineses, came hurtling down the drive,
The next moment there came a erunching grind of hastily applied brakes, as the driver saw that gates were shut,

bed he sought! &Still without & sound,
the shadow glided on, and stopped by
the bedside of Wun Lung!

Billy Bunter lay stupefied with fear
mingled with amazement.

He had seen Dr, Bin that day—and
be had heard the falk about him among
the juniors. He knew that the man
was soeretary to Mr. O, Wun's uncle;
or, at least, claimed to be such. That
he could intend to harm the Chinese
junior scemed unthinkable! Vet why
was he creeping into Wun's dormitory
in the dead of night—creeping to his
hedside with the stealth of a prowling
animal ¢

He knew his way about there—having
visited the dormitory with Mr. elch
that afternoon, and having had Wun's
bed pointed out to him. But for that,
he could not have known in which room
in the great building 1o look for the
ton of Y‘?’un Chung Lung.

But, knowing so much, he had found
his way to the Remove dormitory casily
enough, and the merest glimmer of
!ig&it- had enabled him to pick out the
bed.
He must have entered the Housn
seeretly  and  surreptitiously—like a
burglar| No one would be admitted at
that hour of the night! What could
hiz pame possibly be?

Lunter l?n;..- quaking—ihough it was
rot, now, the eat that made him quake!
In his terror at this midnight intrusion,
he forgot the cat.

What was the man doing?

He was out of the starlight now, but
the fat Owl had an impression that he
was bending over Wun Lung's bed.

DBunter gave a faint sniff.

A strange, faint, sickly odour floated
to him. He knew the smell of chloro-
form.

A shiver ran through the fat junior,

Amazing, unthiokable a= it scemed,
that the secretary of Wun's uncle should
design to harm him, thers was no doubt,

He was holding a chloroform pad over
the foce of the sleeping Chinese boy,
and Wun Lunpg was passing from slesp
to insensibility.

In & dazed and dizey state, befween
terror and amazement, Buanter won-
dered whether he had fallen asleep and
wad dreaming this,

There was a faint sound in the
silence, the creak of a bed, as a still
figure was lifted from if.

Then Bunter understood. ,

Wun Lung, druigwed into unconscious-
ness, was being taken away; it was kid-
naigpmg that was intended. ]

The shadow passed in the starlight
again,  Bunter's distended eyes fell on
it, and discerned that tho shadow was
now more bulky—it was carrying a still
form rolled in a blanket.

Bilently, but swiftly, the shadowy
figure crossed towards the door, the
litile Chinee a light weight in his grasp.

fow moments more, and he wnuE:i
be gone—and Wun Lung would be
gonal No one in the dormitory had
awakened,
Billy Bunter sat up in bed.
He grebbed his spectacles, and
ammed them on his fat little nose.
Then, in the glimmer of the starlight,
he saw the shadewy lgure more clearly.
It had almest reached the door, carry-
img Wun Lung rolled in the blanket.
As Billy Bunter's bed ecreaked, under
hiz movement, the figure stopped and
the face was turned towards Bunter in
sudden wariness,

Dunter’'s fat heart was almost in his

mouth, DBut he knew what he was
L?f'ﬂﬂ' to do. Billy Bunter was not of
e stuff of which heroes were made,

i

but he was not going to keep quiet when
2 Remove fellow was kidoapped in the
mwiddle of the night. Had the Lkid-
napper been near him  Bunter's
courage, such as it was, might have
failed. But he was nearly at the door,
when DBunter clutched wup his pillow

with both hands and hurled it with all
his force.

Crash (

That sudden missile eaught the
shadowy face, before the Chinaman had
the remotest idea that it was coming.

There was & gasping exclamation, and
& sudden bump, as the man staggered
and went over, Wun Lung [slling to the
fioor in the blanket. Then there was
another bump as the man fell.

At the sams moment, Billy Bunter
bounced out of bed, shrieking,

“Helpl Help! Help! 1 say, vou
falll_i'::wﬁ, hel E' Heial :

13 terrihed ehriel rang through the
Eemove dormitors, and far beyond., It
wobke every echo, and it awakened
every fellow in the dormitory.

Startled voices exclaimed on  all
sides,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!™

" What M

Il'"}".il'h. { F 3

“What the thump——:

“Help!” yelled Dunter. *Hgelp!
He's gof himl Oh, helpl Helpt

Helpl! Words failed Banter, and he
cmitted plercing shriek after shrick.

“Ie that Bunter—"

“What's the row "

“(iet & light

* Bunter, you ass—""

“That fat idiot's got & nightmare,
and 2

“ Bunter——"

Bunter, almost out of his fat senzes
with terror, shrieked and shricked.

Harry Wilartnn, leaping from his Led,
cut across to the door, to turn on the
light, the switeh being inside the door-
WY,
~ Ho gave a startled how!l as he erached
into a figure that was bending over
another figure on the floar. In spite of
the glarm, the kidnapﬁm' was secking
to ka up the burden he had dropped,
still hoping to get away with ik
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Wharton, crashing into him, sent him
sprawling.

Tha captain of the Remove staggered
from the shock; then, catching his foot

in the insensible Chinecse junior on the
floor, stumbled and ie]i] aver Wun

Lun‘aa
& hlﬁ 7 panted Wharton,
body's here—help !”

The door opened and shut.

There was a swilt palter of retreat-
ing footateps in the eorridor outside.
At that stage, the kidnapper realised,
only too clearly, that success was im-
possible, and that he had barely time
to make his own cscape, without the
kidnapped schoulboy,

He was none too soonl The fleeing
footsteps could still be heard in the corri-
dor when Wharton scrambled up, found
tha switch, and flached on the alectria
light.

The Remove dormitory was suddenly
illuniinated, I"E!‘-"EBHII% a crowd of
startled faces, Billy Bunter shrieking
like ano demented, and Wun Lung‘l Ang
senseless on the ﬂﬂm‘, almost at Whar-
ton's feet.

i Sﬂm'l'_’l-

[

THE EIGHTH CHAFTER.
Bunter’s Bombshell |

1 ILENCE! Silence at once!™
S The doninitory deor opened,
and Mr. Queleh’s voice barked
n,

The Remove master, in dressing-

gown and slippers,. plared into the room,
L5

ldom had he looked so angry. 4

“8ilence !” he repeated. *“What 13
this disturbance, at thizs hour of the
mght! Wharton, why are you. out of
he%? Bunter—-—"

Shriek, shriek !

* Bilence, Bunter (™

Into the wilds of Brazil
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monsters | Faﬂ _ali
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“Bhut up, you fat aes 1" breathed Bob

Cherry, :
“Oh! Oh lor'l Oh crikey! I say
guu fellows, iz he ei” stuttﬁrm?
WL

unter. “0h crumbz! Oh dear!
hll-l

“Wharton! Tell
this distarbance means !

me at onca what
hooted Mr

Quelch. “Why are you out of bed—and €

Vernon-Smith—

you, Cherry, and yom,
Elmng—whaf. does

what iz Wun Lung
this mean?”
“I=—I hardly know, sir!” stammered
Harry., " S8omeone has been herg——>"
“What is the matter with Wun

Lung " Mr. Quelch stared down at
the motionless figure of the Chinese
junior. '

Harry Wharton, kneeling ‘beside him
lifted the little Chines’s head, an
rested it against his knes. Wun f..nng’n
slanting eyes remsined shut, his lipa
clozed, his face set snd expressionless.

“He seems unconscious, sirl’ gaid
Harrg. “I—I don’t know what's hap-
pened. Bunter woke us all up, shriek-
mg, and I cut across to turn on the light
and rap into  somebody—he's gone
now.”

“You think someone has been herei®
exclaimed the Remove master, ' Some
boy from another dormitory, do you
mean "

#I—1 think not!] I don’t know it

“Bunter zeems 1o know, sirt"™ said
Vernan-8mith, “He woke us up "

“Bunter, tell me at once what has
happened here ! exclaimed Mr. Quelch.
His frowning brow had relaxed now.
He realised that it was not a midnight

gasged Bunter. “Hae
ark—oh lor’! I saw
Oh erumbal

" rag, as he had at first zuspected.

“"Dh crikey 1M
erept in in the
him, just a shadow, sir—
I—I wasn't frightened—-="

There was a chuckle from some of the
Not only bad Bunter been

juniors.
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frightened almost out of his fat wits,
but he was frightened still] His fat
knces were kuocking together as he
stood,

“He got to Wun Lung’'s bed, and then
I smelt chloroform !” mumbled the fat
Owl. "Oh ecrikey 1”

*Chlorolorm ™ exclaimed Mr,
nelch,

“¥es: I knew the smelll Oh dearl
1 buzzed my pillow at him when he was

etting Wun Lung away, snd knocked
iim over and called for help! Oh
crikey 1"

Mr. Quelch grzed at Bunter blankly,

The Remove fellows stared at him,
almos:t petrified.

“Nightmere I'' murmured Skinper.

“Home nightmare, too, I guess!®
grinned Fisher T. Fich,

“Wanderiog in his poor liitle mind 1*
murmured Wibley.

“Draw it mild, Bunter, you asal™
whispered Peter Todd.

But Mr. Quelch, after a long look at
Bunter, bent over the inaemi%la little
Chinee. That Wun Lung weas uncon-
scious was clear; that circumstance bore
out Bunter’s strange tale, startling as
It was.

The Remove master gave a sniff [
“He knew the narcotic scent that
lingered about the little Chinee, where
the pad had been pressed over his sleep-
]I]Er HEL:

“ Chloroform has been used ! he 5ni$
quietly. *Wun Lung is under the infin
ence of it now."

“Oh, my hat!" gasped Bob Cherry,

“Is Quelch going to make out that
Bunter's telling the fruthi” murmured
Skinner,

But it was dewning on the juniors
now that Bunter was telling the truth.
Wun Lung was chloroformed;
blanket on which he lay had evidently
been wrapped round him when he was
taken from his bed; and he was within
two yords of the door. A few feet from
him lay the pillow from Bunter's bed!

Mot one, but DBunter, had been
awake, Bomething had stopped the
unknown intruder, who was carrying
Wun to the door. Bunter had dena it

But now that it became clear what
had happened, the mystery was rather
dee narf than cleared. For it was
evident that some person unknown had
crepd into the Remove dormitory, with
the object of kidnapping the Chinese
junior. And that was utterl amnzinq‘,

“Lift the boy on hi bed, please|™
=aid Mr, Quelch,

Three or four juniors rushed to carry
Wun Lung back to his bed.

He was placed therain, and mada com-
fortable; but he remaincd unconscious,
and Mr. Quelch seanned him anxiously,

The Chiness junior h:.d not been
harmed apart from the cifect of the
drug; and it was a matter of Lime
before consciousness would return. For
the present, Wun Lung remained
mnsensible to all that was going on,

The Remove fellows exchanged very
startled looks,

‘The man into whom Wharton had ran,
and whom he had knocked over, was
plainly a kidnapper, and hea had aue-
ceeded in getting away, only just before
Mr. Quelcﬁ arrived, He might yet be
in the Housel i

A deep voilee boomed in at the door-
wav. DMr. Prout, the maoster of the
¥ifth, stared in.

“YWhat iz all this? Ts that vou
Quelch? What—what—— * Prout stares
at the crowd of startled faces, *This
disturbance, Queleh—this extraordinary
disturbance at such an hour— Bome-
one has gone downstairs, Quelch, 1 dis-
tinetly hesrd someone running down
the stairg—"



*Please call up the prefects, Mr
Prout | BSomeone has beon here—thqra
has apparently been an attempt at kid-
napping | The House must be searched
for the man at once——"

“Goodness gracious 1" ejaculated Br.

Prout. e fairly blinked at the
Remove master., *Impossible, Quelch !
whﬂ-b—‘"

“This boy, sir, 13 under the influence
of chloroform |" barked DBMr, Quelch. "1
cannot leave him for the moment ] Will

you %i'l:a the alarm or not?"”’

“Oh! Certaimnly 1" gasped Prout.

He rolled away.

Lights flashed on below; footsteps and
volces were soon heard.

“May we go and help, eiri™ asked
Bob Cherry.

“You may not ! rapped Mr. Quelch,
*Go back to bed, all of you, at oncel
I have little doubt that the wretch has
already made his escape—there 13 no
danger. Go back to bed, my boys.™

Unwillingly, the Remove turned in.
Most of them would have liked to
scamper over the House in scarch of the
mtrader, ]

Mr. Quelch sat by Wun Lung's bed-
side, his eyes anxiously on the face of
the Chiness junior., Billy Bunter
fielded hiz pillow, and wenl back to bed
—bhut not to sleep. He had forgotten
the cat—but he could not forget the
kidnapper! Ho sat wp in bed, hug-
gin 19 fat knees, his eyes and spec-
tacles fixed on the open doorway. Ee:en
Bunter, however, realised that the kid.
napper was not likely to come back.

Footsteps came up the passage, and
Wingate of the Sixth came in, All ayes
turned on the captain of Greyfriars.

“Has anyone been found, Wingate "
asked Mr. Quelch.

*No, sir; but & window was open on
the ground Boor—a pilece had beon cut
out of the pane,” sa.iLFWingate. “ Home-
one has entered—and 1 suppose he
cleared off the same way e

“Please ask Mr, Prout to telephone to
the police station at Courtfeld,
Wingate.”

"Yes, sir*

The Greyfriars captain left the dormi-
tory again.

“ Bunter !

“QOh dear! VYes, sir!”

“I1t sppears that you were the only
boy awake in the dormitory, Dunter,
when that—that unknown persen came,
You deserve great credit, Bunter, for
having acted as youn did. i.t- secms clear
that you have saved this be
falling into unknows and lawless hands.”

“Oh! ¥Yes, sir!” said Bunter., “I
know it was jolly plucky, sir—"

LE] Whﬂtl?"

“I wasn't frightened in the least—"

“Never mind that! It seems that you
were the only boy here who saw the
wretch. You have spoken of havin
eeen & ghadow. Can you give any kin
of further description of tga man which
would be useful to the police i

“QOh, yes, sir! I saw him—" said
Bunter at once, *“A Chinaman——"

“A Chinaman!” exclaimed Mr,
Queleh.

“ Dear old Bunter can see in the dark,
with the help of a little imagination |
murmured Skinner, and thero was a
subdued chuckle from the beds near
Skinner's.

“Bilenee, please! How do you know
that the man was a Chinaman, Bunter ?*
psked Mr. %lmleh, with a very doubtful
look at the Owl of the Remove.

“I saw him quite plain for a moment
when he turned on the flashlamp, sir,

an
“Oh " exclasimed Mr. Quelch. “Ha
turned on a light!”*

from
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“Just for s tick, sir—I supposo to find
Wun Lung's bed. Then I saw him, just
for & tick.”

“Thot is very fortunate,” said the
Remove master. “Speak carefully,
Bunter, and kindly kcep to the exact
facts!* Mr. Quelch was only too well
scquainted with the manners and cus-
toms of that member of his Form! “Yon
arg sura that the man was a Chinaman?
If so, it should be easy for the polico
to trage him. You are surc of this

. Bunter?

*“h, ves, sir. I'd zeen him before.™

Me. Quelch jumped.

“You had seem him before, Bunter !”
he ejaculnted.

“Yes, I knew his face all right!" said
Bunter,

Peter Todd gave the fat Owl a warn-
ing look.

It was like Bunter, when he found
himself the centre of attenlion, to draw
the long bow. snd furnish sll sorts of
details from hiz fertile fancy. Peter
had no doubt that DBunter, who
never could tell a plain, unvarnished
tale, was going to add some thrilling
trimmings of his own invention. Mast
of the Hemove fellows had the same
impression—and 1t was preity plain that
the master of the Remove shared that
1mpression.

But Bunter did not heed warning
looks. By this time he waa recovering
from his funk and beginning to swell
with importance., He had a feeling that
he, William George Bunter, was a hero |

“Tell me when and where you saw the
man beforq, Bunter!” said Mr. Queleh,
his gimlet eves boring into the fat Owl.
“I warn you once more to relate only
the exsct facts—"

*“Oh, really, sir—"

“Where had you scen the mani”
rapped Mr. %ualﬂ{l.

“In this dormitory, sir, this after-
noon, ™

“Yha-a-at 1"

* Bunter, you ass—" breathed Harry
Wharton.

“For goodness’
hissed Peter Todd,

Mr. Quelch, who was sitting by Wun
Lung’s bedside, roze to his feet. He
stared, or, rather, glared at Bunter,

“Bunter | What do you mean? How
could you have seen B stranger—a
Chinaman--in this dormitory in the
afternoon? What do you mean?”

“He came up with you, sir, while I
was there."”

“Are you in your senzes, Bunter? The
Chiness gentleman who came up with
me this afternoon was Dr. 8Sin, the
secrefary of Wun Lung's uncle.”

“I know, sir! He was the man!”

EBilly Bunter blinked round, through
his spectacles, at staring faces. The
Remove fellows gazed at him as if
hypnotised. Bunter, roally, might have
dropped a bombshell, to judge by the
effect of his statement.

Mr. Quelch broke the silence.

“Bunter | I warned you to state the
facts.™

“That's the facts, sir!” said Bunfer.
“It was that Chinese chap, Sin. I saw
his chivvy when be fashed on the
light—"

Mr. Quelch drew a long, deep hreath.

“What you state, Bunter, is absolutely
impossible! De. Bin i3 & respectabls
gentlernan, known te Wun Lung in his
early boyhood in his own country, and
he came to the school with messages
from Wun Lung's uncle. You are
making & ridiculous mistake, Bunter|”

“Oh, really, sir—"

“1 trust,” sdded Mr. Quelch grimly,
"that it i= only a mistake, and not a

sake, [athead—"

foolish statement deliberately made to
cause a sensation.”

“Oh crikey!”

“In any case, it is groundless and
absurd [ Say no more [

“But I say-—7"

“Be silent 1" rapped Mr. Quelch.

And Billy Bunter, alter an indignant
snort, was cilent.

THE KINTH CHAPTER.

Bunter Piles It On !
GRE?FRI!&RE, the next morning.

was buzzing with the startling
story of the happenings in the
Remove dormitory overnight.

From the Hixth to the Sccond Form
every fellow in the school was discussing
it.

Billv Bunter, as the fellaw whe koow
most about tf, was much 1n request; and
before mornming echool he had related
the story at least a dozen times to enger
hearers,

Every time he related it, however, it
differcd a littla.

William George Dunter was constite-
tionally unable to keop te the facts!
For the life of him, Bunter could not
help improving on a story every timwe
he told it

The facts were creditable enough to
Bunter. He had been in & blue funk.
but he had found courage cnough to
intervene, and 1t was unmistakable that
he had prevented the Chinese junior
from being carried off in the dead of
night. Had Bunter been content fo stick
to tha facts, all Greyfriars would
willingly have given him the credit that
wias his due.

But the facts were not enough for
Bunter! The credit that was hia due
did not suffice for the fat Owl! Ha
wanted moral

B0 he gave himself more, with a
liberal hand; the result being that a

ool many fellows doubted even the
acts |

Just before the bell went Iarry
Wharton & Co. came on him in the
guad, telling the story for the umpteenth
time to a crowd of fellows, most of
whom were grinning.

“ Leaping from my bed,” Bunter was
saying, "1 rushed at him! ‘Let that
Lkid alene, you scoundrel!' 1 shouted.
My very words! The other fellows may
not have heard me, as they wire all fast
asleep. He turned on me, grinding his
teeth, his eyes Hashi fire! But he
couldn't scare me ! I w nEptd him with
the pillow, and knocked hm spinning!
Crash! he went. Crash! .llrmt- like
that

The Famous Five exchanged glances as
they heard that.

Evidently Bunter’s desire to make a
good story of it had been too strong for
him! This was quite different from
what he had told Mr., Quelch in the
dormitory the night before,

“He sprang up, drawing hiz knife I

went on Bunter cheerfally, “ The blade
flashed before my eyes!
“What did 3you draw? asked

Temple of the Fourth.
“Eh? I dido't draw anything.”
“Not the long bowi®
“¥{a, ha, ha "

_*Oh, really, Temple! He came at me

like a—a tiger, brandishing the
dagger—"

“He had a dagger as well as & knifa "
asked Hobson of the Shell.

“I mesn the knife! He came at ma
brandishing the knife—springing at me
like—like—liko—*"
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“Like & jack-in-the-box?” ashed
Temple.
“Ha, ha, hal”

“Like a tiger ' hooted Bunter, “Or
—or & leopard! I got in one with my
left, and knocked him right over! The
knife crashed on the floor.”

Temple grinned round at the Famous

e,

* Anybody pick up any jolly old knives
or daprers :'fn your dorm ’;ast. night #* he
ashed.

* Nobody's mentioned it,” answered
Harry Wharton, laughing.

“He—he must have Ernhbﬂ& it up
again when he bolted,” said Bunter
hastily. “Anyhow, there 1t wos! It
barely missed me as he slashed. In fact,
it ent a zlit in my pyjama jacket,
grazing the skin—-"

“Let'a see the jolly old pyiama
jachket I suggosted Hobson.

“I'li show it to you, if you like!™ said
Bunter scornfully.

“Do " said a dozen voices,

. " Only—only it's gone to the wazh, as
it happeng—*"

“Ha ha, hal”

“1 wonder if that fat ass could tell
fhe truth if he tried?” remarked
Johuny Bull t«huui;

hifully.
“Oh, really, Bull—*"

“Ihd anything at all happen in your
dorm last night, you fellowa?” asked
Templa.

“"Look Lere, wou cheeky beast!”
roared Bunter. * You azked me to tell
you what happened, and I'm telling
you., You can cackle, but you'd have
cackled on the other side of your
mouth if you'd been in my place—
facing a desperate ruffian  single-
handed I’d like to see you standing
up to his automatic like I did! Yah!”

“Oh seissors 1 velled Hobsan., “ Did
he have an automatie, too?"

#I—I mean, his dagger—that is, his
kvife—"

“Not much difference between a
dagger, a knife, and an automatic
pistol 1" remarked Stewart of the Bhell.
“Did he shoot you with the dagges,
Bunter, or slash your pyjemasz with
the pistol? Or did he take deadly aim
with the kmfe—"

“Hsa, ha, hal”

“Yah ¥ snorted Bunter.

The bell rang, and the Greyiriars
fellowa hoaded for the Form-rooms—a
ood many of them chuckling over
unter’s tale.

Harry Wharton tapped the fat Owl
on & podgy arm, as the Remove fellows
wenk 1n.

“Look here, Bunter,” he said quietly,
“vou did & pretty decent thing, snd it
rcally leoks as if you stopped some
blighter from kidnapping the little
Chince. Leave it at that [*

Bunter blinked at lum.

“Yf fellows nsk me to tell them what
happened, why shouldn™t I %" he asked.
*Of course, 1 know youw're jealous of

my pluck——"
*You fat frump”
“¥ah! 'This eternal jealouzy i3

Pmttr sickening,” said Bunter scorn-
ully, “¥Yon hate me secing the Chif
House girls because you're jealous of a
fellow's good looks—"

“Oh enikey 1™

“You've left me out of the eleven
hecansa you're jealous of &
fellow's cricket, though you know jolly
well I'd Like to go over to Rockwood to-
day and get out of lessene——"

“¥You pernicious Egrpﬂim—“—’f

“ Now you can't hide your jealousy
becanse I've ashown pluck !  szaid
Bunter contemptuously. “I ecall it
sickeping ! It's not ms if it's anything
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niew—I've shown pluck before, I =up-
pose! I don't brag of it—some fellows
are plucky, snd some are not!  VYou
fellows are pot, and I am! T'm unot
blaming you——"

“Oh ecissors "

“But facts are facts!” said Bunter.
“¥You'd have been scared stiff at the
mera sight of that villain's antomatic
dagger—I moan, knife—that is, pistol!
Think T was scared?® The fat Owl
aniffed. “My advice to you, Har
Wharton, is this—if you ean't help fec
ing joalous of a fellow who puts you in
tha shade, don't show it.”

The captain of the Bemove breathed
hard and deep, whilst the other
memberg of the Co. grinned.

“I suppose,” sald Harry, "that 1
musin’t burst him all over the guad,
after what he did for Wun Lung last
night-. But——*

‘“Oh! You admit I did something "
snecred Bunter, “Mora than you'd
have done, I fancy ! 1'd like to see you
riush on a Berce and desperate kid-
napper, armed to the teeth, with only
a pillow—"

“I'd like to see you do it too, old
fat top ™ said Harry. “Look here,
Bunter, you can’t tell the truth, and
it's no use expecting it; but take my
tip and don’t stick Wun'’s uncle's gecre-
tary into your silly yarns. That's out-
side  tha {]mit. Leave Dr. Sin out
of it.™

“Why, you silly ass!” gozped Bunter.
“That part's true—I—I—I mean, that’s
as true a3 the rest.”

Havry looked at him.

“Does the silly owl really fancy that
he saw Dy Bin, or is it gammon, like

the rest of hia rot? he asked. “"You
fellows know " ) _
“Blesed if I do!™ said Nugent. “I

don’t think Bunter quite knews himself.

Ha Eeta awfully mixed when he's tell-
mg hbs”
“He car’t fanecy s0!”  geanted

Johnny Bull. “It's rot!”

“The rotfulness is terrifie " _

Bob Cherry did not speak. Like his
friends, he thought it guite impossible
that the kidnapper of the night could
have been the sleek and smllmﬁ Dr.
Sin. Yot at the back of his mind was
a strange twinge of doubt. )

Of that doubt, however, Bab said
nothing so far. He wanted te think
tha matter over carefully beiore he
put such a thought into words,

“I saw him quite plainly,” Bunter
went on, “Think I don’t know a China-
man again when I see him the second
time on the same day!”

“Can't vou see it's impossible I ex-
claimed the captain of the Remove.
“PTr. Sin is Mr. O's gecretary—"

“I know that ¥

“Mre, O 13 Wuan's uncle——"

"1 know that, too !

“Wun's uncle i3 fond of him—he's
often sent things to him here, jolly
valuable things, tco. Wun writes him
letters in Chinese. They haven't seen
one znother for a long time, but they’re
fond of one another.™

“YWhat about it?"

“Well, vyou fzt msa, do you think an
affectionate uncle, like old O, would
have a sceretary who would kidnap his
nephew ! Dr. Sin couldn’t have come
here, or to England at all, if Wun's
uncle hadn’t sent hum to see the kid.
But for old 0, Sin Bong wouldn't aver
havo entered the schdol at all”

“Well #* grunted Bunter.

“Well, doesn't that meke it per-
fectly plain that it wasn’t Dr. Sin who
butted into the dorm last night?”

“Looks ke it,” admitted Bunter.
“ Only—"

“Only what 1™ r

“Only it wae Dr. Bin!” said Bunter.

“You blithering owl, 1'm trying to
make you understand that it wasn's,
and ecouldn't be 7 howled Wharton,

“No good trying to make me under-
stand that it wasn't, when it was,” said
Bunter. “Have a litile sense.”

“Do you think tha old sportsman’s
secretary runs kidnapping a3 s side-
hl}:ali’*;: hmt?ld Johnn %iuﬁ :

now he got Wun last night.”

“Oh, you fat idiot]™ ¥

“ Beast |

“Look here, Bunter,” seid Wharton,
almost in despair, “this is a caso of
attempted kidnapping—the police will
have to take it npl Inspector Grimes
will come to question you about it.™

"1 know that.”

“¥ou can't tell him that idiotic tala
about Wun's uncle’s secretary! Do be
a scnsible chap |”

“I'm bound to tell old Grimey the
fruth, 1f he asks me,” said Bunfer.
“Wharrer you mean, Wharton? It's
against the law to refuse information to
the police.™

“You mosin't tell a police-inspecior
lics ™ howled Harry.

"I'm not going to, you asal I'm
ggmg to tell him that I saw that man
in bagging Wun Lung, because I
did—""

“ You pernicious porker, you didn't(”
said Frank Nugent, " You didn’t, be-
cause you couldn’t have! Bin waa very
likely back in Paris with his governor
when that hi’pEcnﬂd lagt night—*

nt

“Hea coul have been in Paris
when he was in the Bemove dormitory,”

[EY Ghump IJ‘-'

“Beast [

“Do have a little sense, Bunter ™
m‘;%_nd the captain of the Remove,
“Wun likes that chap Bin Song—he
knew him long age in China. He will
be feariully upset if you start a rotten
story abeut the man.”

*1 know he’s an ungrateful littla
beast—Inok how he treated me yester-
day, alter all I've done for him!
Still, I ghould think he would ba grate-
ful, if 1 help the police to get hold of
the kidnapper.”™

“It's no good talking to him,” said

Jc:y% !Eu]]. “Boot hun 1*
“Then—then you’re going to tel]
Inspector Grimea that it was Dr. Sin

in the dorm lazt night * gasped Harry.

“Of course I am "

“Well, he won’t believe it—that's one
comfort! But if you've got the sense
of a bunny rabbit—"

ii Bﬂﬂﬁti f]

Bunter rolled into the TForm-room,
And when, & quarter of an hour later,
he was called out to ses Inspector
Grimes, who had mrrived at the school,
he gave Harry Wharton & Co. a die-
dainful blink as he went. Evidently, his
fat mind was made up, and the juniors
could only wender what would come of
his—to their minda—recklessly libellous
statement concerning Mr. O's secretary.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Dark Doubts !

OB CHERRY had rather s wor
ried look.
He was the only member of
the Co. who had.

It was & great day for the Remove
cricketers, and their faces were bright
and cheery when they packed inte the
train for Rookwood.

Thera was only cne elass that
morning for the members of the eleven,
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Inside the box-room, Wun Lung stared round him in surprise. He had expected to find Bolsover and Skinuer there e
in bullying his brother Hop HL  * Fattee foo], Buntee 1** he snapped. * Tell plenty big whoppee He I'™

cackled Bunter, the

and the two or three fellows who had
leave t0 go with them.

After frst school, they left for the
reilway station; leaving less fortunate
fellows to continue work in the Form-
TOOIL.

That alone was rather a catch! And
i was a glorious summer day; and
there was going to be a great game ab
Rookwood; and they were—ihey i{nged

oing to wind up the summer with a

crious victory over Jimmy
gilver & Co, ;
The Famous Five had special cause

for satisfaction, becanse the whole of the
Co. were in the team this time. Frank
Nugent, who did not often get a chance
of playing for School, was in the eleven
against Rookwood, greatly to the satis-
faction of himself and his chums.

So the Famous Five were merry and
bright as the train rolled away with
them=—hbut Bob's face clonded every now
and then with a lock of worry.

The party were separated slong the
train, and the fve, as it happened,
had a ‘carriage to themselves, the
passengers in the other seats geiting out
after a time. Then Bob Cherry, after
long cogitation, came out with the
gubject that was on hiz mind.

“¥ou fellows—" he began.

Harry Wharton smiled.

“Cough it up,”’ he said. "I c¢an see
that som ‘s been biting youl
Don't say you don’'t feel equal to &
nmg.:la of centuries ab ookwood
to- H-F-"

“Dozens ! esid Bob, laughing. "I
wasn't thinking ebout the cricket—"'

“Not I ejsculated four voices.

“Nol About Wun Lung—"

“The kid's all rcight,” said Harry.
“You don’'t suppose that the kidnagpﬂ
will butt in in the daytime after him,
do you”

“No, ass! But who the dickens is
that kidnappert™ said Bob.

EVERY SATURDAY
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Chinese junior had fallen into his trap

“The who-fulness is terrificl” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a
dusky grin. .

“The fack is,” said Bob, “I'm rather
worried about what Bunter said. It
seemns puch ufter rot——"

“It is utter rot!” zaid Johnny Bull.
“¥ou're not ass enough to suppose that
thers could be anything in it, surely.”

“Well, no! But—" ;

“Bunter's a blithering goat,"” said
Harry. “It looks as if he really fancies
that he saw Dr. 8in. But he's short-
sighted, it was in the dark—a flash of
the 1 ht for only a moment, as Bunter
hm:urselﬁ admits—and we know jolly well
that he was in & blue funk and
trembling like a jelly. He'd seen Dr.
&in that afterncon, and fancied that
he saw bim again.”

“But it’s queer that he should faney
specially that Chinaman—s man he'd
only seen once, for a few minutes——"

“0h, Bunter would fancy anything!
He's fancied knives, and daggers, and
automatic pistols since.” ]

“Yes—there's no telling with that
silly ass[" said Bob, * But——"

“The butfulness appears to be pre-

osterous 1" remarked Hurree Jamseb

am Singh, with a curious lovk at Bob's
troubled face. “You have something
else in wyour absurd mind, my idiotic
Bob ™ :

“Well, yes,” said Bob. *“I shouldn't
take the slightest notice of Bunter's
rot, only—only—look here, you men!
That man Sin barged in yesterday, and

ueleh seoms to have shown him over
the school. That's natural enough, of
course, but—but that was how he came
to step into the Remove dorm, where
Bunter saw him.”

“What abeut it, old chap?”

“T mean, after that, Sin would be
able to find the place, if he wanted to—
and that kidnapper last night knew all
right {"

4l

ngaged
‘“‘ He, he, he [ "
without suspecting.

“Oh 1 said Harry slowly. ™A lot of
the fellows have been wondering how tha
man knew that YWun Lung was in that
special room; a stranger couldn’t know
much sbout the interior arrangemonts
at the school.”

“Might have §cme from one room to
another till he found the right onel”
suggested Johnny Bull. “We don't
know how long be'd been in the House.”

“Yes that's so, too!"” sawd Harry.
“Might have been on the prowl for a
cnupfe of hours, for all we know."

Bob Cherry nodded. *

“¥es, I see that!” he s=aid. “It
looked as if the man knew the room—
but after all, he may have scouted
round and found it"™

“He must have, yvou mean!” said
Johnny.

“The ezsteemed Bob has not finished
endfully yet!'” murmured the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

“Cough up the rest, Bob,” said Harry,
smathng.

“Well, there was that queer thirgg
that happened in the afterncon,” eai
Bob, slowly. “The way the car started
all of a sudden just after I'd etepped
out of it—=" ] .

“That was an accldent, wasn't it 3"

“Dr. S8in eaid 1t was,” admitted Bob,
uncomfortably, “and he secemed »so
decent, I should hate to—to think—but
logk here, it was owing to a suggestion
from him that I got out of the car. Then
it shot off —with Wun Lung still in it

But for that stunt of SBkinner's, putting
Gosling’s clock on and getting him to
shut the gates an hour early, it would
bave Sﬂutzt{lml out——"

“Hin would have sto Ee& A3 EOOnN AS
lﬁb If:c:rt- it under control " said Johnny
u

“Oh, my hat |"” gasped WNugent., “ Bob,
old manl You fancy that he was going

(Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

to cut off with Wun, and wa= only
stopped by SBkinner's iiw:n]-mn on (Gosling.”

“T'm telling you fellows what's in my
mind,” answered Bob. "“At the time,
I rather suspected that it wasn't any
aceident, but that he wanted the kid to
Irimself for a Chinesa pow-wow, without
any foreign devils barging in. After
the car had had to stop, owing to the
gatea being closod—"

“3in would have atﬂflpud it anyhow,”
said Jobnny Buall. *"He had it under
control pretity quick.™

Bob gave him a look.

“Shut up a minute, Johnny, old
man " murmured Wharton. “Carry o,
Bob! It's all'moonshine—but carry on.

“Well, I hope it's all moonshine,” said
Beb. “I'd never have given it a
thought, but for Bunter thinking that
the kidnapper last night. was Dr. Bin.
Then—then I couldn’'t help thinking
how it looked. Putting it that 3in was
after the kid, he wag going to pretend
to take him for a drive, and hike off
with him He found that Wun was
taking a friend—and diddled that
friend out of the car, and shot away.
The gate was closed, and he had to stop
—so he called it an accident with the
starter. And—and he had taken =a
squint at Wun's cleeping-quarters, as
a sccond string to his bow—meaning to
drop in for him at night, if he failed
iETz tT'E-‘ day—as he did, owing to Skinner,

a 1z

Harry Wharton whistled. ;

“Blessed if you haven't mapped it out
Ii'i;g s detective novel, old chap,” he
said.

“Bit too much like a novel for me ™
said Johnny Bull. *Bin drove us reund
for fifty miles or more, and brought us
all back safe, Wun and all.”

“Ha cuulr]’n’t do an-thing, fathead,
with five fellows nlnn%' with the kid, if
that was his game. Ii 8in's the man,
we gaved Wun Lung by going cut on
that drive with him.”

“I'm ready to save him again, or any
chap, for a run in a ripping car like
that " grinned Johnny.

“Fathead !

“You're the fathead, old chap! It's
just a coincidence that these things
ﬁappenﬂd, and ihat that fat ass fancied
he saw Sin" .

“That's what worries me.” said Bob.
*“Is it more than & coincidence 1"

“What motive could Sin have 1" asked
Nugent. “He szeems a docent chap,
and Wun knew him long ago, and likes
him. He's old O's secretary, and will
have to go back to his boss, He couldn’t
talce hig boss’ nephew, Kidnapped, along
with him, could he?”

“No good asking me why he did it
if he didl Why did anybody, if you
come to thati” asked Dob.
somehody."”

“Dh, that's easy enough,” said Johnny
Bull.  “Wun's people are frightfully
rich—I hear that that old uncle of his,
Mr. ©, iz fairly rolling in oof. The
rotter wag after a ransom, I suppose,
a.-ls he can’t have been after anything
':'_ =, +H
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“Well, what was it then?” said Bob.
" 8in must know all about his governor's
wealth, and he might——"

““*It's possible, I suppose,”™ said Harry
Wharton. “But it really all hangs on
Bunter fanerving he saw Dr. Sin-—and
Bunter's short-sighted, funky, silly,
stupid, fatheaded, and would say any-
thing to make fellows listen. He takes
himeelf in. thoueh he takes nobody else
in—I really think :hat he believes
sometimes, that he's expecting a pustaf
order in the morning. Even if Bunter
thinks he's I:eﬂin.g the truth, the chances
are that he izo't. Wash it out, old
bean.”

“Wall, T thought I'd get it off my
chest and see what you fellows think,”
eatd Bob, *“If there seemed to be any-
thing in it, T ought to tip Wun Lung to
be on his guard.”

“Guard yourseif when you do!
%}I‘i;mﬂd MNugent. “Wun Ekea that

vinese chap, and he might tap you on
the nose.”

“Wun certainly wouldn't believe there
WaS un&thmg in it, and he would be
]Dllr offended,” said Harry. *“There
really isn't, Bob! If Fyou want my
advice, forget all about it.”

Bob glanced round st the Co,

“¥ou fellows think the same?” he
asked.

“Yes, old bean ™

“That does it, then!” said Bob. “I
suppose there's nothing in it, really, but
it worried me, Let it drop.”

And the subject dropped.

Bob, perhaps, could not quite dismiss
s lingering doubt. But nothing more
was said about it; and the other fellows
dismissed it from mind—which Beb alsa
did, when the party arrived at Rook-
wood School. Cricket with Jimmy Silver
& Co. required all a fellow's attention :
and, with the willow in his hands, Bob
forgot the existence of Dr. Sin Song,
though, as it happened, he and his
friends ware to be reminded of that
sleak and smiling gentleman before the
last Ilnalt was bowled in the Rookwood
matchi.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Too Thick I

ILLY BUNTER, in third schoot
that morning, had the look of &
fellow who was feeling that his
wrongs and grievances were got-

ting altogether too much to be tolerated,

Considering his deeds overnight,
Bunter's opinion was that he was, or
at least ought to have been, the hero of
the hour. Fellows should have cast
admiring glances after him as he
paszed. He should have caught =
whisper here and there:

“See that chap? That's Bunter—
chap who tackled the kidnapper, you
know I

Instead of which, most of the fellows
gceried to take his herole action rather
as a joke than anything else.

Boiled down to actual facts, Bunter
had buzzed a pillow et & man who was
trying to get a Remove fellow out of
the dormitory to kidonap him—and
fellows asked, wouldn't any chap have
done it?Y

Adding daggers, automatics, and
other deadly weapons did not seem to
have improved matters.

Tubb of tha Third came up to Bunter
in break, and asked him whether the
kidnapper had had one machine-gun,
or one under cach arm! This, as even
Bunter realised, cast ridicule on the
whole ﬂ':mﬁ'.

Nevertheless, whether Bunter had
done much or little, he had saved Wun
Lung from being carried of in un-

known lawless hands. And even if his
embellishments found ne credence, it
was ratMer hard lines that the actual
facts shouldn't.

 Ho had seen Dr. Sin! Nobody be-
lieved he hadl Mr. Quelch was
annoyed with him for making the state-
ment. YWun Lung was still more
annoyed and angry. .

The most charitable-minded fellows
supposed that the fat Owl, confused and
scared in the dark, had made onc of
his usual idiotic mistakes. Othors aaid
out openly that he had made it up, just
to cause a sensation. They belicved in
Dr. 8in’s wvisit to the dorm no more
than they believed in the daggers and
automatics, putting 1t down, along with
thoso lethal weapons, to Bunter's fat
unagination.

Whether Inspector Cirimes believed
him or not, Bunter could not tell.

He had told the Courtfield inspector
the truth—and & little over. It was up
to Mr. Grimes to winnow the wheat
from the chaff, and his final opinion he
kept to himself. But his manner to
Bunter was very grim and discourag-
ing. Only too clearly ha did not regard
Bunter as a bold, fearless, daredevil
follow—but as a fat and fatuous ass,
who hardly knew what he wag talking
about !

All this was, Bunter thought, tco
thick |

Added to sll thiz, he was eticking in
class, when the fellows in the eleven
wera gone over to Roockwood to play
cricket. Bunter, as ususl, left out of
the team by inferior players who dis-
liked being put in the shade!

Even that was not alll

For, in break, Bunter had beheld a
etartling sight—nothing less than Mrs.
Kebble's tom cat, Thomas, sunning him-
golf and trimming his whiskers on the
porch of Gosling’s lodge. _

That was not an uncommon sight, and
it -astomished nobody but Bunter. Butk
thae fat Owl gazed at Thomas a% if he
could hardly believe either his eyep or
his spectacles |

Up to that moment he had firmly
believed that he had devoured Thomas,
in what he had supposed, at the time,
to be & rabbit-pisl

Obviously, he hadn't!

Thomas, evidently undevoured, was
enjoying life as usual. And it was
borne in on Billy Bunter’s mind that
Wun Lung had pulled his leg about
Thomas, to punish him for pinching the
pie, and that he had had an evening
of seasickness and a wakeful night for
nothing |

So it was no wonder that Billy Bunter
had intense exasperation in his fat face,
in third school, and felt that things were
getting altogether tos thick |

Neither did Queleh go easy with him,
as might have been expected, when a
fellow had been up at night, deing
heroic deeds. . ]

Quelch was annoyed by his mention
of Dr. Sin—still mere anncyed by his
repeating that name to Inspector
Grimes. He suspected Bunter of taking
advantage of the happening in the
dormitory, to spin & fanciful and sen-
sational yarn—which was, in fact, a
proceeding quite in Bunter's line.

Bunter had to work in third school,
just as if he wasn't the hero of the hour
and hadn’'t lost his beauly sleep in
heroie stunts! And as he did his work
badly, ms usual, he reaped a crop of
lines.

When tha Remove came ont after
morning echool, he found a little com-
fort in the fact that a crowd of fellows
gathered round him at once, to hear
more sbout the mysterions affsir in
dormitory.



But he soon discovered that they were
énly bent on “drawing * him, and en-
eouraging him to roll out bigger and

bigger whoppers—greeting the same
with howls of merriment. 7
And, in fact, even Bunter realised

that he had piled it on a Ihttle teo
thick, on reflestion. A description of &
desperado with a pistel in each hand
and a dagger in the other, could not
réally be expected to carry conviction.
In the fervid flow of mvention, Bunter
provided the villain with three hands—
which was really excessive,

t dinner Billy Bunter frowned atb
rows of grinning faces .

One face at the table was met grin-
ning—AMr. Quelch’s, That one was
frowning more darkly than Bunter's.

“ Bunter !” Mr. Quelch rapped ouk
the nome at the end of the meal.

*¥Yes, siv!” grunted Bunter.

“I hear that you have been wms
foolishly exaggerated and  absur
descriptions of what happened in the
Remove dorinitory last night, Bunter.”

“{h, rea.ll;r, gip———"? )

“Your action, Bunter, in intervening
was creditable—all the more, because i
have no dounbt that you were very
much frightened at the time—-~>"

“ Mot at all, sir] I—"

“But your exaggerated occounts of
the occurrence, Bunter, are absurd, and
I warn you to make no more foolish
statements on the subjoct.™

Grunt from Bunter| 'This was the
gort of thing a fellow had to expect from
Quelch when he covered himself with
glory !

“I must mention another matter,
Bunter,” =aid Mr. Quelch, hiz voice
growing deeper. “You have conneccted
the namoe of & very respectable geatle
man with that ocourrence.”

*1 saw that man Bin, siv—""

“1 am willing to believe, Bunter, that
yau fancy sol Eut it ean only have heen
g foolish, frightened faney. You must
not repest that statement.”

“1 eaw him, sir 3

“1f you believe 50, Bunter, I com-
mand you to keep your belief to your-
gelf. and not to mention Dr. Bin's name
again i .

Bunter made no answer to thak; 1n-
deod, his feclings were too deep for
words. He went out of Hall, with the
Remiove, boiling with indignation.

“1 zay, you fellows, what do you think
of that 7' he gasped, in the quad. " Did
you hear lum 1" )

“Well, it’s time you chucked it, old
fat man!” remarked Wibley. *“"Why
not toll the truth, for a change "'

“ [t's the truth, you silly fathead!™
hooted Bunter. “I tell vou that the
kidnapper waa that man Bin i

“ Look here, chuck it I’ said Bolsover
major. *‘Stick to tho daggers and
pistolz and machine-guns, if you must
tell crammers! What's that man done
to you for you to tell lies about him 3"

*“1Pain't lies!” shricked Bunter.
“Von rotter, are 5o0u making out that I
tell hea?” .

“Oh crikey IV Faspud Bolsover major,

“"Ha, ha, hal .

“"To you ever tell anytlung else?”
yelled Wibley. ‘

“ Hardly ever | chuckled Skinner.

“71 say, vou fellows, I really did see
him. It was that man 8in who was
yanking Wun Lung out of the dormi-
tory, and can jolly well say—
‘E‘am;:mnhl Who's that beast kiclking
me '

Bunter spun round as a boot landed.
Ha mot the angry stare of Wun Lung's
planting eyes. _ .

Wun of the Remove was showing little
gign of his strange experience of the
previous night. The effect of the drug
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had passed off hefore morning; and by
thia time he was his usual self once
more. But he was looking very angry,
and hiz slanting cyes pgleamed at the
Owl of the Remove. :

“You shuttee up, you fat dafies!™
said Wun Lung. “ You no talkee plenty
too much lie aleng Dr. Sin, secletaly
aleng unele blong me ™

“You ungrateful beast!”  roared
Bunter. “Didn’t 1 save you from being
kiduapped by that man Simi”

“You speakee names Sin again, me
punchee silly fat head !’

“I tell you it was that man Sinp—

Smack came on a fat ear!

“Yaroooh ! Why, you checky heathen
beast, I'll mep up the gquad with you !™
roared Bunter, in indignant wrath.

And he ruzhed at the little Chinee,
with his fat fists Dailing the air.

“Qeo it, porpoize ! grinned Bkinner.

“Stand up to him, Chink!1” chortled
Bolsover major. 3

Wun Lung, grinning, dodged Billy
Bunter's charge, and smacked again as
the fat junior barged past, landing the
smisck on Bunter's other car.

“Ha, ha, ha I”

“Wow! I—I—I'll smash that beasily
heathen 1 gasped Bunter.,

He whirled round at Wun Lung, and
stumbled over a foot that the littlo
Chinee put in his way.

Bump 1

“ Yoo-hoop ¥ epluttered Bunter, as he
sat on the quad. .

He did not remain sitting.  Wun
Lung grasped his collar, twisted his fab
head over, and banped the same on the
hard, unsympathetic earth.

anter’s wild ropr woke all
ecloes,

“Yarooch! Leggo ! Yaroop 1"

“Now you no talkee any more along
nicey Clunaman Bin ! said Wun Lung.

And he walked away, leaving Dunter
rubbing hiz head and roaring and the
other fellows yelling with laughter.

“And that,” gazped Bonter, “is
ﬁ:&titudel Talk about a serpent's child

ing sharper than a thankless tooth!
Ow! My napper i

**Ha, ha, ha "

“Vow-ow-ow! I joll
let that man Sin bag
Wow | My napper!
Dw 1!]- i

“Your napper alwavs was too thick,
old eyater 1" remarked Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“ Beast 1 _

Billy Bunter rolled away, rubbing his
head. ” Really, it was too thick—not only
the head, but everything else! For once
in his fat career, Billy Bunter had told
a spot of truth, and his reward was
general disbelief and a smacked head.
It was no wonder that William George
Bunter was indignant, and that he was
wrathy 1

i

tho

well wish T'd
1 now ! !'..I-,'Ilwl
It's too thick!

—rr— ———

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Ruthless Vengeance !

" HAT you wantee ¥
W Wun Lung, gencrally the
politest of mortals, snapped
as Billy Bunter put his head
inta Study Neo. 13 that afternoon.

The lhtila Chinee was sealed at the
study table, writing a letter—in the
weird-looking Chinese characters that
were written in columns from right to
left. Wun Lung’s correspondence might
have been left about anywhere with
perfect safety; even Billy Bunter could
not hava pried into 1t.

Wun's studymates were asway, Bob
Cherry and Hurree Singh and Mark
Linley being over at Rookwood with the
team. Ile had the study to bamself,
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and he was writing & long letter to Mer,
Wun Chung Lung, in far-away Cantom,
when the fat Owl of the Remove
blinked in.

Bunter favourcd lum with a fat =neer.

This was the way the beastly litile
heathen treated a fellow whe had very
likely saved his life!

In point of fact, Wun was not un-
rameﬂ, Ingratitude for serviees ren-
ered i3 not a fault of the Chinese by
anf’ TH2ALs, 5

{lad Bunier asked Wun for anyibing
in return, he would have piven it
without a moment's hesitation or a
second thought, )

But the fat junior's stalement that 3in
Song was the kidnapper worried and
distressed and exasperated Wun,

IHe lbiked the mnn, whom he had
kunown in early boyhood at home; and
Dr. Bin was, morcover, a8 mMescnger
from his Uncle O, whom, a3 an -:"Id-:rlé
gentleman, Wun was bound to regar
with the deepest respect, according ta
Chinese ideas. In such maticrs as
respect for age, the Kast has nothing
to learn from the West.

Wun did nol think of believing [or
& momnent that his vnele’s secretary had
anything to do with the Lkiduapping
attompt. It scemed to his mund too
abzerd to be considered—in fact, the
mast ridienlous and outrageous nonsense
that even Bunter had ever invenied.

Placable az he was, he was angrv,
and his anger was not likely to diminish
so long as Bunter persisted in what he
considered a veckless slander.

S0 he gave the fat Owl a look like
cold steel from his slanting eyes, aud
snapped.

“What you wanteet le repeated
“Me no wanteo see ugly Buntee )™

“Well, I lika that:” =aid Dunter.
“Ugly—irom a yellow-faced, cock-eyed
Licathen ! Yah ™

“You goey 'way ™

“Oh, all right ! aeered Bunter, ' 1f
vou daon't want te know what they're
doing to your heastly Little heathen of
a minor, all right '™

Wun's expression changed at onee.
He jumped up from ilie table and came
towards the doorway.

There was 2 very sireng bond of alfee-
tion between Wun Lung end Wun Hop
i, his youngz lrother in the Second
Form. And it was not exactly un-
comnmon for thoughtless faga Lo rag the
small Chinece a little. Hop Hi had hoen
found once with his pigtail tied o the
leg of a desk! ]

“Where Hop 111" asked the Chinese
Removite quickly.

“Oh, if you don't want to know, I'm
ftot going to tell you !” jecrod Bunter.
e Eﬂﬁi&‘h‘ﬂr major and Skinuer may have
hiked himy up into the top box-room,
and they may not! If you can't be eivil
ta a fellow-"-— Don't barge mo over,
you rottens heathen I :

Wun Lung pushed the fat junior aside
and cut out ﬂ} the study.

He shot away down the passage.

Billy Bunter grinned after him, anel
then rolled after hum.  Wun Lung
moved quickly, but for onee Buntey's fag
Little legs moved guickly, foo.

They fairly twinkled as he eut after
the little Chinee. .

Wun Lung ran across the landing to
thae upper stairs, with Bumter pufﬂug
and blowing on his track.

The top box-room was on ihe dormi-
tory floor, forbidden in the day-time.
If the bully of the Remove and the
melicitona Skinper wore. ragging  the
smtall Chinee, it was exactly the secluded
spot they miglt have chosen—{ar from
the possibility of ycilas being heard,

Wun Lung ran up the staivs, with
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gleaming eyes. After him panted the
Owl of the Remove.

Staivs did not appea!l to Dunter.
Goenerally he mounted them very slowly,
and never mounted them at all if he
could help jt,

Diut no doubt he had hiz own reasons
for kecping Wun in sighi on this ocea-
sion. Pulfing and blowing, panting and
pulling, Billy Bunter put on speed, and,
marvellous to relate, kept almost at
Wun's hecls.

Wun Lwag cut past the dormitories
aend reached'the box-rooin.

He hurled open the door and rushed
it headlong.

Bunter panted after him and stopped
at the door.

Inside the box-rpom, the Chinese
junior stared round him with surprised
eves. le had not doubted DBunter's
news ; there had been no rcason why he
should.

But be knew now that Lis Oviental leg
had been pulled. There was: no one in
the top Lox-room.

Hop 1li was not there; Dolsover
major and 8kinner were not there, and
Wun Lung stared round angrily at boxes
and trunks, and notlung elsc.

He turned and stared at the fat, pant-
ing Ow! in the doorway.

Fatteo fool, Buntee | Tell plenty big
whoppee lie [ be snapped.

Blam |

Bunter dragged the door shut.

“Fatee dutfee " snapped Wun Lung;
and he ran back to the door. .

Cliek 1

In hiz hurried entrance, he had not
noticed that the key had been placed on
the outside of the aocor,

He became aware of it now
turned in the lock outsida.

A fat, breathless chuckle came through
the keyhole.

“¥ah! Beastl! Yah!™

“Silly fat Buntee!” exclaimed Wun
Lung. “You unlockee that dool! Ale
no wantee stoppee here 1™

“He, he, he ¥

Wun Lung wrenched at the door-
handle—uselessly. He understood now
why the fat junior had tricked him up
to the top box-roomi. He had locked
him in there, with ne possibility of get-
ting out until the fatuous fat Owl chose
to unlock the door,

“He, he, hel” ecackled Bunter,
through the keyhole. *FPerhaps you're
sorry for smacking a fellow’s head now
after he saved your lile, you ungrateful
little heathen !

“Me smackee Buntee fat head plenty
more, you no [ettee me out ™ hooted
Wun Lung. * You tinkee me stop along

this room "

“He, he, hel Bort of |” chuckled
Bunter. “You can stay there till after
tea, you cheeky little beast] Serve you
olly well right to miss your tea—see?
‘Il come and let fu}u out for call-over !

And the fat Owl rolled away, with the
key 1n his pocket.

Wun Lung; on the wrong side of a
strong onk door, listened to his depart-
ing footsteps.

He was & prisoner. Even if he
ghouted at the top of his voice, no one
was likely to hear him. He was booked
to miss his teal

That, to Billy Bunter's mind, was
about the most erushing and devastating
1'nlljgeunee that & fellow could possibly
take.

Bunter knew what it felt like to miss
a meal. It was avwful, fearful, ex-
cruciating—like a nightmare, only
worse |

That ungrateful heathen who had
smacked his head wos going to miss a
meal—a ruthless, merciless ven%inncal
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Bunter wos implacable.

Awiul vengeance a3 it was, bhe did not
rolent,

Heo desernded the stairs, grinning, and
rolled out of the House, still grinning.
That afternoon being & half-heliday,
Lord Mauleverer bad walked down to
Courtfield. and Bunter decided to do the
same, in the hope of discovering his
lordship at the bunshop. Bull grinning,
he rolled out of gates.

Bunter's luck was in., He found
Mauly at the bunshop, and Mauly—per-
haps comforted by the reflection that
Greyfriars was about to break up for the
holidays, and that he would not be see-
ing Bunter after that for guite a lon
time—stood tea, and steod Bunter an
Bunter's conversation.

Perhaps, az he parked muffins and
cokes, Bunter felt a pang of remorse as
he thought of the hungry Chinee 1o the
tﬂf hox-room—tea-less |

f s0, remorse came too late, and
Bunter’s terrible vengeance had {o go
1tz doestined way

——

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Shock for Dr. Sin !

n HAT jolly old Chink again1” re-
marked Bkinner.
“That echap Sing Song,”
eald Bolsover major.

Plenty of fellows regarded the plump

Chinese gentleman curiously as he drove
in at the gates of Greyiriars in a hand-
soma little two-seator.
. The previous day, Dr. Sin had srrived
in & large car. This time he was in a
spmall two-seater. If it was his ides to
take Wun Lung for another drive, there
was no room this time for Wun's friends
to go with him.

Thar Dr, 8in had been anywhers near
the school sinee he had left the previous
afternoon, nobody but Billy Bunter
helieved. But Bunter’s strange tale was
all over Greyiriars now, and it caunsed
fellows to eye Dr. 8in very curiously
many of them wondering what he wﬂuf&
have said had he known what Bunter
had been eaying about him.

He was pot likely to hear. No-
body would think of offending his feel-
ings by repeating Bunter's nonsense—
unlese, indeed, Mr. Grimesz felt it his
duty to see hins sbout the matter. But
it was generally supposed that Inspector
Grimes would teke no more notice of
Bunter's "rof ¥ than anyone else.

Dr. Sin certainly did not look as if he

had heard anything disagreeable. His
plump, good-natured face wore 1ts
smooth, sleek smile. Some of the

fellows “capped * him, and he acknow-
ledged the salutes with polite grace,

He left his car outside the House, and
Trotter showed him in to Mr. Quelch.
That ntleman rose to greet him
courtecusly but with a little constraint
in his menner.

He had not expected another visit
from Dr. S8in. He was too busy to want
visitors in the last days of the term.
But, worst of all, Inspector Grimes had
asked him where Dr. Bin was to be
found—a gquestion he had not been able
to answer., INow that he saw Dr. Sin
again, he could searcely do other than
ask him hi: address, to be passed on to
Mr. Grimes, which was exceedingly un-
pleasant and distasteful to Mr. Quelch.

“This miserable worm pleads for a
thonsand pardons for his impertinence
in crawling into your benehcent pre-
gence, (0 born-before-me "' gaid Dr. Sin.

Dr, Sin spoke exccllent English. wore
European eclothes, and esecmed ae-
quainted with the manners and customs
of the Western world; but probably he
haed not been long away from Chins, At
all events, he preserved unchanged the

flowing and long-winded courtesy of
that ceremounious land.

Mot at all 1" said Mr. (%ue]nh.

“In excuss. 1 must explain that, in
the estimzble and numerous company of
school friends of Wun, yesterday, this
foolish person forgot and omitted cer-
tain messages from Mr. O, explained
the secretary. * For this reason I ven-
ture to blot the sunshine of your vener-
able presence once more.”

“I quite understand,” ssid DMr,
Quelch. “I will send for Wun Lung, i
you desive to see him again. Trotter I

“ Yesssir 17

" Please ind Wun Lung, of my Form,
and send him here st once.”

“ Yessir I ]

Troiter departed in search of Wun
Lung. Owing to the remarkable man-
ceuvres of William George Bunter that
afternoon, he was not likely to have
much luck.

Mr. Quelch begged his visitor to be
seated, and waited for Wun Lung Lo
appear. e did not expect to have to
wail more than a few minutes

Heving asked Dr. 8in's pardon, which
Dr. Sin graciously accorded, he resumed
work on a stack of Latin papers while
he waited.

Ten minutes passed, and then Trotter
reappeared—alone |

*J can't find him, sir!” said Trotter.

“Dear me! Possibly the boy has
e out of gates, as it iz a half-
oliday,” said Mr. Quelch., “IDo you

know whether that 15 the case, Trotter "

“I've asked a lot of the young gentle-
men, Bir, and they ain’t seen hum sunce
soon after dinner, sir,” said Trotter. *1I
ear that a lot of the Remove "ave gone
over to kwood, sir”

“Oh, no doubt I said Mr. Queich.

Flenty of Remove fellows were likely
to follow the team if they were able to
raiza the railway fare. That detsil pre-
sented vo difficelty to Wun Lung, who
had plenty of money.

He turned to Dr. Sin.

“"Wun appesrs to have gone oul,™ he
said. “ Possibly he has gone to Rook-
wood School, where his friends are play-
ing cricket this afternoon. I am sorry.
As he has been ambsent, it appears, since
soon after dinner, it seems very pro-
bable that he left to go over to Rook-
wood.”

Dr. Bin rose to his feet.

“It is urgent that the estimable mes-
sage of the sun-like O Bo should be
given to his nephew,” he said. “The
weight of my negligence is very heavy
on my foolish mind. DBut there 1s, as
you say in your besutiful Englith lan-
guage, nothing doing.”

“(Ume moment, sir 1" said Mr. Quelch,
as the Chinese gentleman was sbout to
take hiz leave. “1 am compelled to
mention & matter as dizagreeable to me,
I can assure you, &s it can possibly be
tﬂ"g’ﬁ'ﬂ.-?

he glant eyes narrowed, the black
;)upils glinting at the Greyfriars master
ike bright Eam-pmnt:n

“This dull-witted one must confess
that ha does not mur-
mured Dr. Sin.

“T.ast night, Dr. 8in, an attempt was
mada to kidnap Wun Lung io this
school.”

“ Impossible !*

“T should have zaid so yesterday, =ir;
but unfortunately it is only too true
Some unkoown person entered hia
dormitory  at ni?ht, ndministered
chloroform, and would have carried him
off, had not another boy flung e pillow
at him and awakened the others in
time."” .

*“What dreadful tale is this!” ex-
claimed Dr. S8in. “ What wretch, what
vile creature unfit to be touched by the

understand 1**



A gasp ol dismay escaped from Vernon-Smith’s lips as Nugent started to run a second.

muzzle of & pariah dog, can have done
this unheard-of wickedness? But your
lice—the efficient and admivable
glish police—they have seized this
dastardly scorpion, and have him safe
with manacles on his disgusting limbs 1

“T am serry to say, no; the rascal
escaped on the alarm being given,
doctor. The matler is, of course, in the
hands of the police.”

“I breathe freely, venerable sir, in tha
certain knowledge that the admirable
police will not fail te seize upon the
villain.”

“No doubt—mno doubt! But—I am
extremely unwilling to mention it, sir—
but the boy who gave the alarm—a very
short-sighted and stupid boy, named
Bunter—was so foolish as to fancy that
Fyou

Dr. Sin started o little,

**That you were the kidnapper last
night,” said Mr. Quelch. “Pray do not
be offended: no one, of course, balieves
for n moment so wild a statement, and
it is explained by the faet that the boy
Bunter was frightened at the®ime, and
probably hardly conscious of what ha
did or what he saw.™

“But the boy does not make such a
statement  seriously, surely, sirl” ex-
claimed Dr. Sin. "Is he in his right
genses T

“ Unfortunately he has made that wild
statement, sir, and actually repeated it
tt.::_- the police inspector who guestioned

)

*“It 1a bevond understanding, sirl I
am overwhelmed with grief and shame
that such words should be uttered in
connection with my peoor name. But the
lily-like =on of Wun Chung Lung docs
not believe this!™

“"MNo one does, sir, and Wun Lung
least of all. But Inspector Grimes
would like to exchange words with yon
and he asked me your address. 1 mull;i
not give it; but perhaps now i
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again ? The Bounder did not stir.

“My poor address iz the Hotel
Majestie, in the beautiful seuth-west of
the great city of London, bearing the
enumeration of one.”

Mr. Quelch had to think a8 moment or
two befora he wrote down “ Hotel
Majestic, London, 3.W. 1.7

III

“Thank you, Dr. 8in,” he said.
anm sure you understand that this 1y
merely formal. The police inspectar has
his duty to do, as your name has been so
unfortunately mentioned in connection
with this matter.™

“I understand, sir!” said DPr. Sin.
“The respected police lord iz very wel-
come to know my wretched address. I
take my humble leave, O venerable one,
born many thousands of years before
mer!!

And Dr, 8in took his leave.

He was unfailingly polite, but he gave
arn  nnpression o ieing hurt, if not
offended, by Bunter's absurd mistake,

Mr: Quelch frowned as he sat down
to his Latin papers again, Ho was
annoyed and distressed by the necessity
of speaking to Dr, Sin on 20 disagree-
able a topie, and his chicef feeling was
& desire to reward Billy Bunler wilh
s5ix of the very best,

If Dr. Sin was hurt, howover, he re-
covered quite quickly after leaving the
Romove masier.

He did not immediately re-enter his
Car.

Porhaps, with all his sleck, snnling

good hamour and fowing Oriental
politeness, Dr. Sin had » spot of sus-
nicion in hint At all events, he wallied

into the quad and entered into talk with
several fellows he found there, one after
another, on the subject of Wun Lung.

But all ke could learn was that the
Chinese junior had not been seen smoee
early in the afternocon

That was natural encugh, as Waun
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Did the Idiot intend {o face the bowling

Lung had gone to his study to wrile
home te Ching, very soon alter dinner,
since when he had been locked in the
box-room, at the top of the house, out
of sight and hearing.

As nobody was aware of ihat,
however, the Remove fellows to whom
Dr. Sin spoke supposed that Wun Lung
had gone out, and that, as he had gone
so carly, and had not come in, Lo had
gone over to Rookwood, to szce the
mateh, as six or seven other {ellows had
done.

That was Dr. 3in's own final impres-
sion, and he got into his two-scator at
last, and drove away. EBut he did not
take the London road.  His car was
small, but it was very fast, and it
covered the ground at a tremendous rato
—for Rookwood !

If Wun Lung was with the cricketers
at Rookwood it would be guite a
simple matter to get him to the caz
At least, go ihought Dr. Sin.

Dr. Sin's sleck faco smiled occasion-
ally over the wheel as lie drove hard and
fast. Dr. Sin Song was, as only Dunter
knew, tho man who had come in the
might, and, having failed i (he night, e
Was Lg’ing‘ it on again by day. Awd if
Wun Lung had gone over to Honkwoed
to see Harry Wharten & Uo. play
erickoet there, as now s=comed coriain,
nothing could have swmited Do Sin's
plans better, for what could be more
netural and unsuspictous than fo oifer
him a lift back to Greyiriars i his ear,
during which drivo he could deliver &l
those forgotten mwessages from Alr
(. Bo?

Though, f Wun Lung had a Liit {fren
Rookwood in the snuling P Bin's ger,
it was mora than doubtinl wicihey hra
would ever see Greyfrars ageanl
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAFPTER.
A Close Finish !

OB CHERRY hardly breathed,
B Harry Wharton almost held his
breath
Johnny Bull and the Nabob of
Bhanipur stoed as if transfixed, gazing
from the pavilion at Rookwood.

Those four members of the Famous
Co. had their eyes on the fifth member
of the same—TFrank Nugent [

Other fellows had their eyea oo
Nugent also, keenly and anxiously, but
not with the same breathless intensity as
Trank's special chuma _

For it was touch and go with the
Rookwood match—and everything hung
on the willow in Frank's hands.

Jimmy Silver & Co. had token the
first knock in that mateh. They had
put up ninety for Rookwood. Grey-
friars followed, with ninety-six, In
their second innings Rookwood scored a
level hundred.  Greyiriars stood at
nincty-two for their second knock when
the last man came in. Last man was
Frank Nugent—and he had the bowling.

Two to tie—threa lo win—and Jimmy
Silver with the ball! Jimmy, the best
junior bowler that Rookwood could
produce |

At the bowler's end was Herbert
Vernon-8mith~—with compressed lipa.
The Bounder was feeling savage. Aas
good & man as any in the Greyfriara
team, so far ss cricket went, he was not
a2 good loser, and he had no patience
with the chances of the game. Had the
batting been in Smithy's care the game
was won—=&ll was over bar shouting!
Smithy could have knocked up the three
that were wanted on the back of his
neck, so to spesk. .

But last man in had the bowling—and
it was Frank Nugent. Good man and
true, but at the tail of the eleven, and
at the tail on his meritsl

Frank did not often play for the
School; but Le had shown such good
form lately ihat Wharton felt justified
in giving him a chance in the Rookwood
mateh—which, as Frank’s best chum, he
was cager to do if his duty as cricket
captain permitted. TFrank was glad
enough to play, and he did not grumble
at being put at the tip of the tail. But
now, as it happened, the zame depended
on the tip of the tail!l

1f Frank went down to Jimmy Silver's
bowling, the game was up! If only—
only Smithy had had the bowling!
Lcen as Harey was to see his best chum
do something in the match, he would
have given a good deal to hand that
over over to Smithy, bhad it been prac-
ticabla.  The Eauuéﬂr was in tremend-
ous form; he was the man for a close
finish. He had bagged lwenty-six an
his first inmings—ugent only four, And
now—eow Smithy had to stand and look
jdly on while the “ rabbit ” of the leam
eaved the pamne, or let it dewn with a
b !

The Co were cagerly keen—the other
batsmen at the pavilion were anxious.
|mithy was savage, as well

His eyes gleamed along the pilch at
MNugent as Jimmy Silver prepared Lo
bow!, with o lkeen field watchisg for
chanees

There was, in Binithy’s opinion, only
one thing, or two, that Nugent could
and cught to dol

Mo comtld o all sut 1o block the bowl-
ing, aind keep the gume alive for Smithy
to win it in the noxt over, Or he could
snafle a gingle, and thus hand over the
Bowling to Smithy for the finish !

Tne Macser Laemany.—No. 1,541,
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If only the wss bhoad ecnse enough
to do the first, or gumption enough
to do the second!

They were not Nugent’s thoughts!
He was there to play the Roockwood
game, not the Bounder's pame. Ha
wes feeling uncommeonly fit; he was
at the top of his form, and he was con-
scious of being equal to & dozen overs,
if ther had been wanted. Ho was not,
in point of fact, thinking of the dis-
gruniled batsmoen at the other end at

all. He was concentrated on Ji+mm_‘?’ﬂ
bowling, and what he was going to
do with it.

The ball came down, and Frank
blocked it! Smithy breathed sgain—
tha ass to

was, apparently, goi
display the scnse !.Eat Smithy d;;fred!

But when it came down again Frank
saw it whers he wanted ip, and hit.
The leather flaw, and the batsmen ran.

There was no chanco of s eateh,
though the Rookwood field was very
good. The ball trovelled fast and far,
and this time for two. Two, at least!
The flannelled figures crossed the pitch
like lightning |

Vernon-Bmith grinned with relief at
Nugent's wicket. Thizs was the single
he wanted! Then he glared as Nugent
started back again.

He glared, and enapped his teeth!
The fosl was going to try for two,
instead of letting Bmithy bag
bowling |

He did not stir for & long moment !
Nugent was racing back, and the
Bounder stood and stared.

Bob Cherry clenched his hands.

“Is that fool glued to the ground?™
he hissed.

“ Bmithy 1" yelled Wharton.

“By gum, if he chucks away & wicket
mw_____ﬂ

" Bmithy 1Y

But Smithy woke up, as it were, and
ran | Onee started, he ran like ilght=
ning. He glared at Frank in passing.

“You fool ™ he flung ai him as he
wint. - :

Frank hardly heard him. His bat
clumped on the crease, and he was safe.
Vernon-8mith tore home. He was safe
hiome before the leather came whizzing
1K,

It was guite a safe twol But it was
not the single that Smithy wanted. It
feft the batting in Nugent's hands.

“Tie, #at least!” breathed Harry
Wharion.

“One to win ! said Johnny Bull

Jimmy Bilver grasped the ball again.
Pevhaps the captain of the Remove, at
the bottomm of his heart, wished that
it had been a single. The game was
won with Smithy at the batting end.
With MNugent there, it was still on the
knees of the gods! But there was
Mugent, and his chums watched him
breathlessly A tie was a tie; but what
was wanted was a win, and Bmithy had
victorv in his pocket! But Nugent was
there to take what most of the fellows
fancied would be the last ball bowled
in the Reookwood mateh.

At that thrilling clinax of the gaine
nobody was hikely to notice a plump
gentloman, who had walked on the
ericket ground, though, st .any other
tiote, hia vellowisl: complexion and
slanting. black eves wounld have drawn
a sarond glavce—Chinese were fow aud
far between

Dir. 8in avrived at the pavilion, ks
slanting eyves roved over the Greviviars
men who were out, and over half a
aozent other IRemove men, who had
turned up during the aiternoon to see
the gFome.

There were plenty of fellows round
the field, ruost of them, of course, Rook-
wood men. But here and there a Grey:
friars cap showed, and Dr. Bin scanued
them  ail

keanly. But woder no
Greyfriars cap, or straw, was =&
Chinese fase to be seen. Wuyn Lung

did not seem to be present. :

Haryy Wharton, watching Frank with
his heart almost in his meouth, felt a
touch on the elbow. [He madoe en
irritable movement, as if to brush off
& troublesome fiy

“Estimable young gentleman—"
said D, Sin.

“Shut up!” .

Wherton did not even know 1t wes
Dr. Sin; bhe paid no atteation to the
mode of address. He did not look at
him. He was only conscious of beiug
bothered by somebody when Frank was
about to taﬁe the last ball of the game—
he had no doubt that it was goicg to be
the lastl .

Certainly he would not willingly have
beern wenting in  politeness to a
foreigner, a stranger in & strange land.
But ga was living and breathing cricket
at the moment, and simply could pot
give anybody attention at that thrilling
climax, . .

Dr. Sin blinked at him. Acguainted
as he was with the manners and
customs of the Waestern world, Sin
Song probably had much to learn about
the games of that part of the globe,
sud the keenness of the “foreigo
devils ¥ thereon.

He turned to Bob Cherry,

“ Honoured young sir—" he began.

“Don’t bother " yapped Bob, aver
his shoulder.

Dr, &in  breathed rather hard.
Chinese politeness seldom failed, in
any circumstances; but among the
foreign devils it enapped under certain
strains, He turned to Johnny Bull

“ Esteerned young friend——" hae
started. i

Johnny paid no heed, only turning
& broad shoulder to Dr. Bin without
taking his eyves off the pitch, :

“ Estimable Highness "—Dr. Sin
addressed the Nabob of Bhanipur
next—"1 am here to speak to the Lily-
like son of Wun Chung Lung.”

If Hurree Jamset Singh heard, he
did not heed. The ball was coming
down now, hot from Jimmy Silver's
hand=—and the Roockwood match hung
on the next few seconds. ] ‘

Dr. 8in Song stood with his slanting
eyvz gleaming to and fro.

The day befora these forcign devils
had been politeness itself to Mr O's
seeretary.  Now they treated him lika
n parah dog. _

omething, it seemed, was going on
in the field that banished all other con-
giderations. Dr. Bin had seen cricket
slayed before, but he did not gras
fmw that particular game was stand-
ing. It scemed to him that these
youthful foveign devils were asz con-
centrated on staring at o boy who held
a flat stick in his bands as a Chinaman
might have been when burning joss-
sticks to his gods. Which was absurd
and annoying to Dr. Bin.

Or else. 1t meant that they had
changed their opiniton of him since
vesterday—and that that change was
due to what e had learned frowm Mr
Guelch. .

In which caze he might not find ik
s easy at he had reckoned, to pet
hald of Wun Lung at Rookwood.

Anyhow they had nothing to cay to

him. They utterly disregarded his
presence, turning their backs on him,
They did not noiice thie aungry,

(Continued on poge 22.)
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AFTER SCHOOL HOURS. “The Greyfriars Herald.”

(1)
We're not always keen on writing,
Beastly Virgil s a bore,
But the “Herald " is exciting,
So we slam our study door
To keep out the other poeta
Who are nothing but a pest.
Then I write tha verze, and know it's
Bound to he the very hest!

A TOUR OF GREYFRIARS
The Cloisters

(1.)
T tluil December’s cheerless nights
When winde are hewling through the
ables, .
The Cloisters iz the home of frights
If we may credit all the fables.
For here the phost is seen to walk,
An abbot clad in rebe and sandals,
Thuz goes the tale in whispered talk
Among the dormitory candles.

(2.)
T do not actually know
A fellow who has seen the spectre.
I've heard it's whiter than the snow
And fiercer than a tax collector.
At any rate, has home is here
When Christmastide comes reund to
freo him.
But walk right in and do not fear
For T am with you—tiill I see him !

{3.)

01d broken stonez lie at 1he basze
Of every ivy-covered column,
And there's an air ahout the place
{4 czamething simster and solcen.
Perhaps it's dreaming of the days
When monks walked here in deep
reflection.
We'll leave it thus, and go our ways
Upon our journey of inspection,

The Ed.'s told me many a time,
“I'he limericks you write are a crime !”
Well, hare’s one to-day,
And whatever he may say
Abouk the metre of some of the lines,
He can't find any fault with the
rhyme.

{2.)

Throngh the keyhole londly bawling

Dicky Nugent's voice is heard,
When we find out who iz calling
Weo admit him like a bird,
For hiz stories of Jack Jolly
And of Dr. Birchemall,
Antidotes for melancholy,
Are well-liked by readers all.

(3.3

With its bright and breezy [eatures

atill the “ Herald ** leads the field.

Scholars, prefects, even teachers

Have found something which appealed

To their love of all things vouthful

In our Greyviriars masterpiece;
It’s not learned, deep, or truthful,
But it's fun shall never ceasel

THE GREYFRIARS

.' !Illu_ 1, . '.:! :
MR. CAPPER
(Master of the Upper Fourth)

C 13 for CAPPER~Algernen !

What a name to fasten on.

A mild and fussy little beak

Wha lives on Algebra and Greek.
The Upper Fourth will all agree
Their master might be worse than he,
He doesn't often use the cane,
Although the net amount of brain
Within the Upper Fourth 12 nought !
(Or =0, at least, I've often thought!)
No, Capper isn't Quelchy's tvpe,

He talks a large amount of tnipe
About his views so wise and deep,
While grateful scholars fall asleep!

And we, who writhe in pain and sorrow,
Would swop onr Quelch for him to-

marrow |

ANSWER TO PUZZLE
His unecle kept ducks!

A WEEKLY BUDGET
OF FACT AND FUN
By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER

GREYFRIARS GRINS

The heavy roller broke down when wa
tried to roll the ericket pitch Jast
Wednesday. Bunter also broke down
when we triod to use him 2z a substi-
tute 1

Loder was angry because we lavghed
when he sat on a drawing-pin the
other day., He didn't see the point of
the joke.

The iced gmger-beer on sale at the
tuckshop is guaraniced to malke anyona
ferl cool. This is very useful, bhecause
the price of it makes you go hot all
Over.
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. PUZZLE PAR

When DBunter was staying with
hiz uncle, he had an ege for lis
breakfast every morming. His
uncle didn't keep chickens, he
didn’t buy, borrow, beg, ar steal
the eges, and nobady pave them
to him, Where did he get them

Anywer at foot of column 2.

Why is Tom Dutten like a Swis
clock 7 Beeanse we can make neilaer of
them here (hear).

What did Buntor do when he woke
up hungry in the nightt He had a roll
and & turn-over in bed.

What letter helps you most in exams?
The letter P—because it makes an acs
pass.

Coker was seen to be langhing heartily
at something in his study to-day. It is
beheved that he was fﬂl‘.rking at his
features in the glass.

Fishy offered to tell Bolzover's fortuna
tha other ovening. He said he could
look into the far future. Had he been
able to look into the near futnre, ho
wouldn't havae tried to te]l Dolsover'a
fortune. .

Why does DBunter alwavrs keep his
word! Because he can never find any-
one to take it
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ANOTHER TOUR OF GREYFRIARS NEXT SATURDAY!
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suspicious gleam in his slanting, black
cyeg, bocapse they did not notice him
at all, or remember his existence,

There was a tap of willow meeting
Ieather, That was all that the Grey-
friars fellows noticed.

If Smithy had hoped that Mugent
would have sense enough, gumption
enough, to black the rest of the over,
he had to give up that hope.

Nugent swiped the ball.

Arthur Edward Lovell, of the Rook-
wood Classical Iourth, was seen to
make 8 bound; but he did not get the
ball. It flew, snd the batsmen wore
running. Bats elumped home, and
there was a roar:

“"Good man, Nuogent [

“Oh, good man!”

“Groyfriars wins I

“Hurrah "

The sudden tension broke up. Dr.
Sin’s contempt for the intelligence of
foreign devils intensified as the juniors,
only & moment ago strained at atten-
tion, shouted, and yelled, and waved
their hats, and roared. Bob Cherry,
brandishing o cap with utter reckless-
ness, landed it on a vellow face, bang
on & palr of slanting eyes, and there
was o howl from Dr, 8in. Then the
Greyiriars fellows became aware of his
existenca.

e
-

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Dr, Sin Is Susplelous !
exclaimed Harry

it R. BINI?
D Wharton.
“The esteemed Sin!"™ re.

: marked Murrce Jamset Ram
Singh,

They were surprised to see Dr, Sin
on the Rookwood cricket ground. And,
in fact, in the exuberant satisfaction
of having beaten Rockwood with &
wicket to-spare, they did not specially
want to bother about him. Still, now
that the etress was over, they remem-
bercd their manners,

“Dh, it's you!"” Wharton coloured a
little as ha recalled that he had told
some troublesome bargee to shut up,
and realised that it must have been
Dr. Hin. *Oh, glad to sce you, sirl
Quile a sarprise |

“Did you look in to see the game?"
asked Bob, anxious to say something
civil—now that he had leisure so to do.

Dr, Sin's eves slanted from face to
face. These young foreign devils were
all peliteness again.

Iid thew, after all, suspect him? Or
had it cmijr been their extraordinary
interest in the boy with a fat stic
that had ecaused them to disregard
him§

e wondered. He was aware, of
eourse, that foreign devils had all sorts
of strange ways—absurd customs which
they took with great seriousness.

But while he wondered, his plump,
smiling face expressed only beaming
good humour.

“The son of Wun Chung Lung is
here!™ he asked. "I have called at
your magnificent school to see him,
aud have learned that he came to this
delectable place to see cricket.”

“Did he!” asked Harry. “I haven't
seen him, Dr. Sin. If he came over,
ke's about somewhere,'

“I'll look for him, if vou like™ gaid
Dlob.

“¥ou overwhelm thiz humble slave
with beneficent kindness' said Dr.
Sin. "1 have much to say to Wun
from his uncle, the sun-like Mr. O, and
if he is here, no doubt he will honour
my wretched car by returning to his
echool in my loathsome company.'

Tue Maigwer LisRarT.—No. 1,541,
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“I dare say he'd be glad of a lift
back, if he's here,” said Harry. *Sece
if Wun's ebout, you fellows, will you 1"

Nugent and Vernon-Smith had joined
the Greviriars fellows at the pavilion,
and the Rookwood ficld came off.

Harry Wharton squeezed his chum’s
arm, again forgetfing Dr. Sin,

“Topping, old man!"” he said. “By
gum, we were on tenterhooks!”

Frank grinned.

“Not sorry vou shoved
what "

* Hardly, old man!”

“Bmithy was a bit worried, I'm
afraid. I forgot for the moment that
Remove matches are Smithy's private
property.”

“Oh rats ! saild Smithy.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Anybody seen
Wun?!"” bawled Bol: Cherry.

“One what?’' asked Arthur Edward
Lovell, of Rookwood.

Bob chuckled

“A Chinee! I'm
Chinee.”

“There's one* said Lovell, with a
nod towards Dr, Sin,

*That's not the Wun I want”
grinned Beob,  “That one has come
here logking for the other Wun. You
sce, the kid's name 15 Wun.”

“0Oh, my hat! What a name ! snid
Lovell, ;

A dozen fellows looked round for
Wun Lung. But nobody had secn a
Chinee at Rookwood before Dir. 8in

mo in—

looking for &

arrived. It was clear that YWun had
not, after all, come over to see the
Eame,

That information, conveyed to Dr.
Sin, brought the gleam of sugpicion
back to his eves.

Wunr was not—as he believed--at his
own school. 'The fellows thers had
taken it for granted that Wun had
gonge over to Hookwood, as he seemed
to have cleared off for the afterncon,

Dr. 8in could see now—with his keen
slanting eyes—why thess fellows had
grected him so cavalierly, It had not
hoen concentrated interest in the boy
with & flat stick—it - had hecn suspicion,
They suspected him, and were keeping
Wun away from him.

Now they were pulling his Chinese
!:E- S8in Song had not & doubt about
1

He did not reveal his thoughts in his
smiling face., He thanked the juniors
st considerable length for the trouble
they had taken, and went back to the
spot where he had parked his two-
seater.

Harry Wharton & Co., taking leave
of the Rookwooders, and, pﬂ.ﬁ!{in%‘ into
their bus for Latcham BStation, forgot
him  again, except, perhaps, Boeb
Cherry.

Bob had forgotten all about Dr. Sin,
and his vagune doubt of him during the
day, cricket Alling =all his thoughts,

But he could not help being struck by
Sin's arrival at Rookwood, to take
Yun Lung back in his car.

Thers might be nothing. in that, or
there might be much. Bob could not
help feeling an uncomfortables jelt of
doubt.

However, he packed in with his
friends, and the Greyfriara orowd
rolled awmy for the station,

“Hallo, there's the jolly old Chink !
remarked Peter Todd.

Bob stared.

A little two-seater was following the
motor-bus. Dr. Bin was dnving it
That fast little car could have beaten
the bus hollow, but the doctor coun-
tented himself with keeping pace,

Bob Cherry knitted his brows.

“¥You gee that, Harry ™ he said, in
8 low voice,

TEh—ves ' grid Wharton. " What
about it?”

“If Wun had been there, and Sin
had given him & lift, Wun couldn’t
have taken any of his friends with him
~in a little two-seater.”

Wharton looked at him, and then
at the following car,

“That's 301" he assented. “ Bpt—"

“He would have had Wun to him-
gelf 1" gaid Boh,

“To drive back
chap ¥

“I wonder 1” muttered Bob.

i[&rry Whgurtnn laughed.

: It's all right, old bean | Anyhow,
Wun wasn't there, so, as the jolly old
lawy:m:;a say, the question doos nat
M‘ls'?';"h tis h }!

; at is he following us for ?" asked
Bob quietly. s

;: Eﬂ.!;ﬂ& way home, I suppose.”

"Hals keeping us in sight.”

He's weleome—we're rather nide to
look at, you know.”

“Oh, don't be an ass! It looks to
me a3 if he suspects that Wun was there
all the time, and fancies that he may
be in this crowd.™

to Greyfriars, old

“0h, my hat!” said Harry. “If he's
heard what that fat idiot, Bunter, said
about him, he might, I hope he

hasn't! Look hers, Bob, if it’s as you
fancy, he will follow us to the station
and watch us ﬁet out, to spot Wun
among us. Well, ha won't!”
“1 wonder I said Bob again.

“"Two to one in doughnuts ha
doesn’t 7 8

“ Done 1™

Tha bus ran on to Latcham. Tha

two-seater shadowed it there., Latcham
Station was off the main road, and no
motorist could be supposed to have any
reason for turning off the main road
and stopping at the station, unless he
was gomng to teke & train.  Harry
Wharton had no doubt, therefore, that
when the bus turned off, Dr. 8in would
drive straight on and ﬁisappear.

Instead of which, the two-zeater
turned after the bus and followed it to
the stafion!

And that was not all—for it stepped
when the bus stopped. Dr. Sin dif nat
get out—evidently not intending to take
a train. He sat in his car at a distance
with keen eves on the Greyfriars erowd
as they streamed into the station. Now
that they were in the open, he could
sce that ng Chinese was with them. As
that was all that Dr. Sin wanted to see,
he backed and turned his car and drove
BWAY again.

Bob rga-.v-:a the captain of the Remove
& significant look as they went into the
station.

“You owe me two doughnuts!” he
said quieily.

“Looks as if he thought we were pull-
ing his leg,” said Harry, with a puzzled
brow. " But—"

“And it looks as if he think: we've
left Wun behind, to keep him clear, and
gs if he's gone back to look for him ™

Harry Wharton whistled.

“Well, we can’t go after him to see,”
he said. “But——  Look here, Bob,
even if it's as vou think, it enly means
that he thinks we distrust him, because
of _E»uuter's rot. That's all there ia
in it.™

“I'm blessed if I feel sure |”srid Bob
uneasily. “I know it sounds thick, but
it all seems to fit in. Look here, if that
sportsman barges in at Greyfriars again
for Wun, I shall jolly wall sec that the
kid doesn't go out with him =zlone, and
chance 1t "

“Ten to one he won't ¥ )

And in that, at least, the captain of
the Bemove was right—Dr. Sin dida’t!
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Twisiing Bunier’s fat head round, Wun Lung pressed the edge of 3 sheet of notepaper into his neck,

Bim I Mercy | " howled the fat junior.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Bad Outlook lor Bunter !

& E, he, he! Stll there?”
Billy Bunter squeaked
through a kevhole.

: It was getting near tima
for calling-over. Bunter had rolled
home from Courtfield—rather slowly,
for he had taken cargo aboard in bulk
at the bunshop. After which, he had
taken 8 long rest before ha negotiated
the many staira up to the top box-roon.

But here he was et last! TThe
Chinesse  junior deserved exemplary
unishment for smacking Bunter's fag

ead—even so devastating a punish-
ment 83 missing a meal]l But he could
not be leit in the box-room after the
bell rang for calling-over, or he would
ba missed and looked for. Bo here was
Bunter at last o let him out.

“Little fat beastes Buntoe!”

That reply showed that Wun Lung
was still 1n his prison.

“Ho, he, he! Tired of it?" grinned
Bunter. “I say, Wun, I've done you
rather & good turn by locking you up
here. I've heard that that man Bin
called for you while I was out this after-
noon |

“(h, nastea little beastea Buntee |V

“Well, you jolly well know what he
was after, afler what he did last
night,” ssid Bunter. “He was going
to hike you offi i he got a
chance 1"

. “ Buntee telles plenty hisz
e 1™

“I've saved your life very likely—"

“Fatteo duffes ¥

"Well, lack here, do you want me to
let you out?” demanded Bunter, *If
vou do, make it pax! I'm not going to
serap with you, Wun Lung—ii's a bit
beneath a fellow’s dignity, serapping
with & benighted heathen, Besides, I'm
tired | I’'ve traipsed up all these beastly
stairs to let you out, out of cheer kind-
ness.  Make 1t pax?”

“Mes killy fat Buntee [*

whoppee
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“Stop him ! Hold

He was convinced that he counld feel the sharp edge of a razor-keen Chinese knife
with which Wuan Lung was determined to cut off his head !

"Well, vou beastly little savage
heathen | exclaimed Bunter, in indig-
nent alarm. “Nice way to falk to a
chap, after all I've done for soul
Mind, I shan't let you out till you make
it pax! T'll take your word, though
you're only a8 putrid heathen !

“No makee pax] EKilly fat ole
Buntes 1*

“ Beast 1"

Billy Bunter blinked unecasily at thae
locke-:g door. A fellow who “made it
pax ¥ was bound to keep the peace!
The fat Owl would willingly have left
Wun locked in till he gave his weord
through the keyhole. But Wun had to
turn up in Heall when the bell rang.
If Mr, Quelch discovered a member of
his Form Iocked in & box-room, he
would want to know who had locked
him in—and he would want to know
very emphatically |

“You opee door, little fat beastee
Buntee |” came Wun Lung’s voice from
within. “Me killc};guu plenty too dead,
cuttea off silly b B

“Oh crikey " gasped Bunter. .

Even the fat Owl did not quite
believa that the incensed little Chinee
would to the length of cutting off
his head! 8till, with beastly heathens
from the Far East, a fellow never know
what to expect! Billy Bunter was
worried and alarmed,

“T—I say, old fellow, don’t you be
shirty 1”” he breathed through the key-
hole. "1 say, to tell you the truth,
old fellow, I only locked you in to shave
vou—I mean, to save you—because I
guessed that willain Bin  might be
coming ! See?”

“ Buntee silly fibbee ¥

“Beast| I mean, lﬂﬂ.lrh hctreﬁ old chap,
I'll Iet you out if you'll make it pax|
And loo hﬂﬁJ

“Killy fattea ole Buntee !

“Then you can jolly well stick thero
fill dorm ¥ howled Bunter. “Go and
eat coke—or cats and dﬂ-ﬁ}, you beastly
little heathen blighter| ah 1"

“Cuttea off fat head L'long ale fat
Buntee ¥ yelled Wun Lung thrangh the
keyhole.

Billy Bunter rolled away. Ie had no
doubt that Wun was fearfully shiviy—
after an afternoon 1n a hbox.room.
Whether his fat head was in danger ar
not, he fully expected reprizals—-as Wun
refused- to make it “ pax.”

S0 he departed! Wun had to e leg
out for roll-call; but Billy Bunter was
not lething him out in this fevocious
frame of mind.

Bunier's idea was {o pass on the key
to someone else, and hunt cover beforn
the vengeful Chince was locse, Ile
came to Skinper i the Kemove pas.
gage and hailed hirn.

“I zay, Skinner, somebody's locked
Wun Lung up in ithe top box-roowm A

“YWhat havae they done wiih
other 7" asked Skinner humorously.

“Eh? Ths other what "

“The other lung.”

“You silly asst I mean that Chineso
beast | yapped Bunter. "I «ay, ald
chap, here's the key—will you go up w
Wun Lung snd-—"

“*I'm a good walker,” saitd Skinnerp.
“But I could hardly walk to Hook-
word, old fat bean! Try & sofier
maon, ™

“Eh? Wun Lung isn't ot Rookwaol,
vou aszl He's in the tap box-room—
I locked him in, hours ago, to pay e
hittle beast out for smacking mny head.”

“0Oh, my hat!” ejaenlaicd Skinner,
staring at him. “ Iz that whern ho was
when that Chinese sport=mian was ask.
ing for him ™

“Yes, and a jolly good thing, foo, as
that man 3in's afier bim tn kulnap
him ™ hooted Bunter, "The [lact i, 1
—I1—1 locked the Liitle Lieast up fo save
him from kidnapping, you know; but
he's ungrateful, and—"

"oz, I fancy he'd be a bit ungrateful,
i he's been locked in the top box-room
all the afterncon!” chortled Bkinner,
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“Uneratefu! enough to dot vou in the
eve when be gels out, T fancey.”

" Well, you go and ot hm ont,™ sug-
geited Bunter. “I1f he asks sbout me,
tell him I've gone to mect the team
coming back from Bookwood.™

“My dear Ananias, you can tcll your
awn lies,” gaid Bkinner, “and if you
want a fellow to fag up balf a mile of
staircase, vou'll have to ask some fellow
whose name isn't Skinner [”

And. as Skinner walked awayw, laugh-
ing, Bunter proceeded so to do; but he
found nobody willing to negotiate long
staireaszez, in addition to breaking &
House rule, even for the important
purpose of saving his fat little nose
from u punch when Wun Lung get out.

Then ha remembered Hop Hi of the
Second Form, and rolled away in search
of that =small Oriental.

Wun Hop IIi, learning from Bunter
that “some fellow ™ had locked his
major in the top box-room, willingly
tool the key and scuttled off to let him

out.

Billy Bunter saw him start, and then
Lunted deep cover—from which he did
not emerge till the bell rang for eall-
Dver.

Whether Wun Lung looked for him
or not. he did not know; but when the
Remove turned np in Hall ke found the
little Chinee there with the rest—and
Wun's slaniing eyes gleamed at him.

“YVou waitee picees,” murmured Wun
T.mg. “Me goey along study, sharpee
big knifre, cuttce off fat head blong
voun”

* Beast !

After calling-over Wun Lang cut off
to his study, And Billy Bunter, in a
staie of considerable trepidation, hunted
cover onca morc—and did not emerge
From it till prep.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not An Execution !
& SAY. von fellows "
I “Iallo, hallo, hallo! Siill got
“Your
Chevry.

it on ¥
“Xh, whatt”
napper!” Bob

chnckled

THE MAGNET

“Ha, ha, ha!™

The Vamous Five were in Siudy No. 1
after prep, playing the Roskwead mateh
over smaln, as it were. But they ceased
to discuss that great victory over Jimmy
Bilver & Co. as the study door opened
and Lhe fai Owl of the Remove popped
in hike a fat rabbit inte a burrow.

They cliortled cheerily at Bunter's fat,
worried face. DBunter did not chorile.
Ile was looking fearciully serious.

By that time sali the Remove know
that Wun Lung was hunting Bunter,
with the declared intention of cutbing
off his head. Nobody, of course,
helieved that Wun Lung was going to
do anything of the sort; but fellows
found it amusing to pull Bunter's fat
leg on the subject. Se guite a number
of them affected to take the matter with
great seriousmess, with the result that
tlee Owl of the Remove was getting into
a bluer and bluer funk.

“1 say, yvou fellows, coming down to
the Rag* he gasped. “I—I—I'll come
with you if vou arel I sn

“You fat villain 1" said Harry Whar-
tan, “Wo've heard about your trick on
Wun Lung. That Chines chap cume
over to Hookwood, thinking was
thera—"

“It—it wasn't o trick, you know!
I—I—I did it to save Wun from being
kidnapped—" §nspe:i Bunter.

“(Oh, my hat!

“] knew that man Sin was coming—at
least, I—I thought he might, so—so I—I
kept Wun out of the way, seef It
wasn't because he smacked my head.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! Look here, you fellows, etand by a
chap if that aavagg heathen gets after
me! That beast Toddy, in my study,
has let me down! What do you think
he said when I told him that youn
cannibal was threatening to cut my hea
off? He said I could get snother just
like it from Gosling's woodshed——"

“Ha, ha, hal you could !

“Oh, cackle ! howled Bunter, “I've
a jolly ?-u:-d mind to go to Quelch! Of
course, I know the little beast is only
gammoning; still, you never know, wit
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thesa  Oriental savages — all  thess
Oricntals are really saveage beasts—"

“Thanks, my esteamed  idiotie
Bunter ! remarked Hurree Jamsel Ram
Singh, “In fact, the thankfulness
terrifie.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

it Well, 1 don't mean
ain't bad, for & nigger—

“The thenkinlness is terrific and

preposterpus.™

*'mlla, halls, hallal Hera he
comoes 1 roared Bob Cherry. * Lool: out
for your napper, Bunter] Lucky it's no
value, old fat man.”

Billy Bunter gave & squeak of terror
as & litile yellow face looked into the
study with slanting eyes.

“Fattee cle Buntee here 1 asked Wun
Lung: " Mo comey cuttea off fat head
blong Buntee.”

“Keep him off [ yelled Bunter, as he
dodged round the table.

un Lung stepped in! His right
hand was held behind him, evidently
hiding something—and the terrified fat
Owl had little doubt that it was a knifel

The Famous Five, being nearer Wun
Lung, wera sble to observe that it waa
& half-sheet of stiff notepaper |

“1 say, you fellows, turn himi out I
velled Bunter. I say, eall Quelch up
here!  Call ngaba—eall all tha
prefects! 1 say——

“Killee ole fat Buntee!” said Wun
Lung. “Chiresa fliend no sce mo this
aftelnoon, beeause fattees ole Buntea
playes tlick! Killee ole fat Buniee
plenty deades”

“You ungrateful little beast, I did it
to sive vyour life—— Kecp off!”
spluttered Bunter. “That man Sin was
after you to kidnap you, same as he was
last night, you beastly little heathen 1™

Four members of the Co. chortled. Bug
Bob Cherry had a thoughtful look. He
could not belp wondering whether
Bunter had, inadvertently and unin-
tentionally, saved Wun Lung from the
kidnapper's clutches by that trick. But
it was clear, at mll events, that Wun
Lung did not think so.

“Ring off that rot, Dunter,” said
Johnny Bull, *and jolly well get out
into the passage, if Wun's geing to cut
YOUr hea-i) off. We don't want this study
mucked up.”

“Why, you beast—" gasped Bunter.

Wun Lung began to circle round the
table. Billy Bunter backed round the
other side, his eyes and his spectacles
glued on the little Chinee. Every
moment he dreaded to see the little
Celestial’s right hand whisk into view,
with some deadly Oriental knife in ita
grip.

Bunter had, of course, no eyes in the
back of his head—owing to which, he
backed into & hassock. stumbled over it,
and sat down with o heavy bump.

The Chinece was on him the next
moment with the spring of & tiger of his
native land!

A terrific yell came from Dunter.

i HH-IP 1

s Ha{ ha, ha!*

Wun's left hand gripped & fat head,
bwisting it round. Something sharp was

mizm io Bunter's podgy neck at the

ack.

Owing, again, to the fact that Nature
had not endowed him with eyes in the
back of his head, Bunter could not see
that it was s sheet of notepaper.

To his terrified fat mind it waa the
keen edge of a crecse, & dagger, or some
fearful sort of Chinese knife.

He squeaked wildly.

“1 say, you fellows! Stop him! Held
him! Yarooch! Mercy! I never did
it, and I won't do it again. Bpare my
life| Yarooocoooh I

you, Inky—you



“Ha, ha, ha ! came a roar from the
Remove passage. A dozen fellows or
more gathered to stare into Study No, 1.

As they could all see the edge of the
sheet of notepaper pressed to Billy

Bunter's fat neck, they wore nog
alarmed. Bunter was!

“Help, you fellowz [" he roared. “1
gAYy, mum-mum-mom-murder! Fire!

Bounder.

]ivipl Yerooooop (¥

“ Oh crumbs [ gasped Harry Wharton,
langhing almost too much to speak. ™I
say, Wun Lung, don’'t do it here!
Carpets cost money to clean”

*Take him out in the passage!”
gurgled Nugent. * Look here, you can't
slanghter pigs in our study.™

“Help! ¥arcop! I say, you fellows,
I— Hescuo ! raved Bunter, wriggling
lika a fat eel az the Chines pinned him
to the floor.

“You ne wantee this Chinee Lkilles
Buntea study blong you?” asked Wun
Lung, “Allee light! Killy ’'long
passage ! ¥You, Buntee, you waitee long
passage, 5 posee me letter you get up "

“Lh! Wha-a-t? Oh, yes! Hather!
Lezgo! JI—I—I-—T'll wait, with—with
pleasure,” gasped Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal”

The Chinea released his guraﬁp, and
Bunter bounded, or, rather, bounced, to
his feet! He made one long jump for
the passage,

i a fellow pass, you beasts!” he
roared, as the juniors there clozed round
him, velling with laughter.

“Hold on!” chortled the
“Wuan wants you i

“Beast! Let me pass, before that
mad heathen gets me !” shricked Bunter.
“I'm not going to be mum-mum-mur-
dered to please you! I'm pgoing to
Queleh! I'm going to the Head! T'm
going to— Yamuuﬂnuui"

He spun round, as Wun Lung touched
his fat neck from behind with something
that felt very sharp. )

“Yarooh | Eeeg{ that knife awny!”
yrlled Runter, eep that——" He
broke off suddenly as he saw the half-
shoot of notepaper in Wun's hand.

He hblinked at it, his eves almost
popping through his spectacles.

“1Ia, ha, ha!* yelled the Removites,
The expression on Billy Dunter’s fat
face, at that moment, wai worth a
guinoa,

“Why, you—sou—you little Leathen
beast ! gasped- Bunter, ¥ You—you—
you ain't got a knife at all—"

“Ila, ha, ha!l” .

“It's only a bit of pip-pip-pip-paper!
Why, you-—you—you :

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter blinked round at a erowd
of fellows, almost in hysterics, He
realised that his fat leg had been pulled,
and that his valuable life had not been
in danger. Itrally he might have
realised that a little earlier, as it was
highly improbable that the Remove
fellows 1'.'-:u5d be yelling with laughter if
his fat head was really in deadly peril!

“ Pip-pip-pip-pulling my leg!” gasped
Bunter. )

“He's guessed it!” gasped Tob
Cherry. “What a braint™

“The brainfulness is terrific.”

“Cuttes off fat head blong Duntes !#

grinned Wun Lung, flourishing the
rhoot of paper. “ Buntee velly fatice
funkes™

“Ha, ha, ha ™

Y You—you—you—-="> pasped Dunter.
“xext time that kidnappor comes afier
vou, I'll jelly well let hom bag  you.
Yah !

And BEilly Banter rolled away—re-
aszured, but snorting with indighation
—leaving the rest of the Ilemove
yelling.

EVERY SATURDAY

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Wun Lung’s Holiday Party !

& IBEE leadec?"
I “Eh, what? Oh, Lke f{o

read?! Helpl” gasped Bob
Cherry.

It was a few davs later, and WWun
Lung came on Bob in the guad, with a
letter in his hand,

The brightness in his little yellow face
indicated that that letter had given him

reat pleasure. Beldem had the little

hinee looked so bucked zince he had
been in the Greryiriars Removea,

It was a playful jest on Wun's part
to ask Bob if he would like to read that
letter! It was written in columns of
Chinese characiers, every one of which
was a deep and insoluble mystery to
cvery fellow at Greyiriare.

“MNo likece leadee?? grinned Wun
Lung. “No can leades? Me tellec
youl Nicey letteo flom Uncle 0.7

“0Oh1™ =aid Bob.

“Yes, Unele O™ assented Wun Lung,

Baob grinned.

“T spe! Nunky's written
Jetter ! Wou're a jolly clever kid to be
able to read it! It mesns something,
I suppose?” asked Bob, glancing at the
neatly brushed but utterly mysterious

you &
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Greyfriars since. Bob could not help
woudering whether that was becaute he
had feit himself suspected on Rook-
wood day, On the other hand, it might
simply mean that he had gone back to
rejoin biz emplover on the Continent.
Bob was unable to make up his mind
definitely whoether he suspected Dr. Sin
or not—but he had made it up very
definitely not to give him a chance of
getting Wun by bimsell 1f he called
afrain. awever, Dr. Sin had not
called again, and Bob's thoughts were
chiefly turned on the summer holidays
—till now!

Wun Lung, clearly, wasz delighted
with that invitation for the holidays
from his Uncle . But an uncomfort-
able suspicion flashed into Bob’s mund,
of the hend of Dr. Sin behind it—the
hidden hand of the yellow man!

“Youw're going i’ he asked.

“What wvou finkee?” grinned Wun
Lung, —

op gonp?

“Hop Hi no goey!
Hop Hi too small goe
He gocy along feinds, all  sames
efore,”™
Bob nodded slowly. Wun soretimes
went with otber Greyfriars fellows for

(Continued on next page.)

Tucle O tinkee
tlavel about.

symbals. “Good
news from nunky,
Wha;;” t good |

T enty 1] o
heamed Wun Ll.u%g;
“"Unele O O

wantee see  me,
long  him, heli-
days]l Wantee me
zomey ‘long Paris
long plenty
placee.”

“0Oh!™ exelaimed

Bob again,
“Yes, Uncle O

SUNNY

&)= AH SHO'IS
NS/ GWINE T JOIN

THAT THERE

agsented Wun, '
again wmsunder- R
standing. ' BRO(KS FIRE WO K
“:Zj‘rmttﬁ‘rfh hﬁ 1d ‘,f
gon 17 =gl oy, i s
» But he could not ) CI.UB YES SUH
help a thoughtiul u
shade coming over
hia face,
The attempted
kidnaqg}:ring of Wun ESSUH . . .. Sunny Sambo is sho gwine to
was already half- have a swell Guy Fawkes night ! With all the
forgotten in  the ennies he'll have saved up in BROCK'S CLUB
school, There had e'll be able to buy the grandest selection of
been mno mewl| BROCK'S Fireworks ever ! Yessuh ! So take a
attempt. PBut that,

very probably, was
becanse precautions
had been carefully
taken, It would naot
have been casy for
thae , kidnapper fo
get in, and still less
pasy for him to Qﬁt
out again, had he
paid a sccond vistt
to Greyfyiars in the
zmall hours,

But of the kid-
napper, no troco
had been dis
covered., Mo doubt
Mr. Grimes had
interviewed  Sin
Song—but  f =0,
there was equally
ng doubt that he
wag zatisfied with
that gentleman, and
regarded  Buonter's
startling tale with
the came incredu-
]lt-:f a3 eVoryone
else,

Mr. (Vs secretary
had wmot visite

7
B

tip from Sunny Sambo.
BROCK'S FIREWORK CLUE Metice and get a
Club Card, Start saving by giving the Shopman
a penny or whatever you can spare,
it on your card. Add a copper or two each week,
As the "' Fifth ** draws near, no doubt Dad will
swell your savings a bob or two.
have the time of your life choosing BROCK'S
latest firework thrillers !

Go to a shop displaying
He'll enter

Then you'll
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the holidavs, but generally he went with
Jiis minor to stay with a Chinese family
in the country. It was natural for M.
) to thisk the small fag too young to
Lknock about on a Continentnl holiday;
but, at the same time, there 1t was—
Wun was going slone; and the kid-
napper was still at large, ond there
existed at least the possibility that the
kidnapper was Blr. O's scerctary !

Bob liked the little Chinee, whom he
had befriended cver since Wun was put
iuto his study in the Hemove, But
even had he not liked him, he would
have felt worried abount him now.

The shade that came over his face
did not esc:(a};l:a Wun's keen almond eyes.
The little Chinee grinnmed,

“You tinkee ‘long kidnuppee!?” he
asked. “ You tinkee that velly bad man
gefice chance hg.fg“ee this poor 1°ll
Chinee. long holidavs abread.”

“Well, yes. old chap, I do” said
Boh. He did not intend to tell Wun
of his lurking doubls of Iir. Sin, which
e knew that Wun would not have
shared in the very least. Morcover, he
was far from sure that there was any
foundation for those doubts. But there
was no doubt in his mind that the kid-
napper, whether Dr. 3in or ancther,
11i'quld very likely jump at a chance like
thirs.

“Ae, too!” said Wun, rather un-
sxpectedly. “Me no savyvy that velly
IE:-;?.!:IF man, but me savvy he lookee “findee
this pool li'll Chince, sposee can. Me
likee velly much peoevy ’long Uncle O,
but me no likee dloppee 1nto hands
blong that velly bad man. What you
tinkee 1 '

It was o relief to Bob's mind to see
ithat the little Chinee was fully alive to
his danger,

“But you're going?” he said. "Of
course, it’s & ripping trip. But-—do you
think it's safe, kid?**

“No tinkee safee, sposee me
None!  Tinkee plenty safee
plenty fiends blong me comey.”

“0Ok!”  ejaculated DBob, and he
grinned,

It wos Wuon Lung':s idea fo go, but
to take 8 party of friends with him.
If the kidnapper really was Dr. 8Bin
Song, he had rather over-reached him-
self, by his attempt on the Chinee at
the school. That attempt had put Wun
on hiz guerd—not against Dr. Sin, but
against  all attempts st kidnapping,
which come fo the same thing.

“*You comey ?" asked Wun.

“Eh, what? I? exclaimed Bob.

“Likee nicey old DBob Chelly comeay !
You Dblingee fliends blong you—
Whalton, Flanky, Bullee, Inkee—what

you tinkee?¥

“Oh, mv hat!” said Bob Cherry,
etaving at the little Chinee, “What
the dickenz will Mr. O zay if you take
a mob of the Remove along with you?”

“Tinkee he likee! Wilitee lettee,” ex-
rlained Wun Lung. “Me tellee Uncle
0, me Jikee comee, but me no comey,
eposee fliends no comey, ‘long  kid-
nappee, Two-thlee day age, vou savvy,
MNaw Unecle O wliie this letiee—he say
vomey,  blingee  fliends—likce  seo
Ricpds 1™

1 soe!” assented Bob,

Wun had pur the matter to his uncle,
before speaking to Bob abont it. The
mysterious-looking missive in his hand
contained Mr. O Beo's gracious invita-
tion to his school friends.

If, indecd, the kidnapper was behind
ihis, be could not have wanted Wun to
arrive with s party; but on the other
land, Wun had made it elear that ho
was not coming alone, so that left him
no choice.

goey
spOses

THE MAGNET

“Unele O velly nicey ole man,” went
on Wun. “Velly lich—evelything velly
vicey ! Sposee me goey, Dr. 8in comey
{olches ™

Bob Cherry made up his mind on the
spot to accopt that invitation. If Sin
Song was coming to fetch Wun, the
ligtle Celestinl neaded a friendly eye on
him, Morcover, the prospect of a
scamper on the Continent in the summer
helidays was aftractive enough, s
“¥ou likee comey ‘long thiz lill
Chinee 7" asked Wun Lung anxiously.
“Plenty safee ’long handsome blave
Baob Chelly.”

EBob chuckled.

“I'll speak to the other fellows” ha
said. “1f they ean fix it, we'll jolly
well come and see you safe, old son.”

*Tankes muches.”

Bob lost no time in looking for his
ciiums. (Generally the Famous Five
were more or less together in the holi-
days, and they had had trips abroad
before. Bob had no doubt that it could
be arranged.

He found them in Study No. 1. A
fat voice greeted his ears as he ap-
proached that apartment.

“I say, vou fellows, do talk sensel
Can't you be serious for once, when wa
break up in a day or two, and a fellow
isn't fixed up yet for the hels? I can
tell you plainly, that if the matter isn't
scttled now, I mayn’t be able to give

ou any of my time thesa hols at all
Mauly's asked me to stay at the Towers,
but I told him I should be at Wharton’s
pl-ﬂﬂﬂ—'u

“What have you been telling Mauly
whu&;_:era for 7

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo[* boomed Bob,
a3 he tramped in. “Here you &re!
Cut off, Bunter—roll away like a good
barrel.”

“(Oh, really, Cherry——"

“1 want to Eg_f:k to you chaps shout
the hols,” said Bob.

“Bo do I!* hooted Bunter.

“You've done your funny turn, old fat
man [¥ said Harry Wharton. * Now roll
away, and shut the door after yon !

“If you fellows are going to fix up
about the hols—"

“Just that!1” =aid Bob. “Bunkl
Clear ! DBuzzl Whiz! Travel! Scootl
Lend me that cricket bat, Franky!
Watch me get a boundary with
Bunter ¥

Slam! The study door closed on
Bunter by the time Bob grasped the

cane handle of the hat, It was impro-
bable that Bob Cherry conld have hit
a boundary with Bunter as the ball, but
Bunter did not seem to want him to
make the attempt.

The fat Owl vanished, with a slam
of the door, and Beb proceeded to put
Wun Lung's invitation for the holidays
to his friends, 3

And in the inferesting discussion that
followed, 1t did not occur to the chums
of the Remove that, outside the study, a
fat ear was glued to the kevhole !

THE NINETEENTH CHAFPTER.
Luck !
T slon in elass,
That thoughtful expression
Valuable oz Mre. Queleh's instruction
to his pupils undoubtedly was, Billy

HE next morning Billy Bunter's

fut face had a thoughtful expres-

was not caused by any unusual aticntion
to his lessons.

Bunter gave 1t less attention than ever
that mormng.

Break-up was a more importang
matter; and getting fixed up for
hols when Greyfriars broke up, Bunter's
usial problem, left him littla time or
attention to think of lessons.

Every now aad then that morping a
podgy grin glided over Bunler's fat
features.

It indicated that his
solved—at leact, that
had been.

When the Remove went out, the fat
Owl tapped Herbert Vernon-Smith on
the arm. Smithy was booked for a sea-
trip with his chum, Tom Redwing, in
the vacation, and he had already told
Bunter fwice that no member of the
tribe of Bunter was wanted on thet trip.
He was prepared to tell him a third
time, or a fourth, if necessary.

Asg it happena&. it was not necessary.

“Don’t count on me for that trifa of
yours, Smithy,” said Bunter casually.

“Eh " ejaculated the Bounder.

“"Horry, and all that! But Y've
thought it over, and I can’t come., Even
on the hols, & chap has te be a bit par-
ticular, vou know! There's a limit;
and you're the limit, if you don’t mind
my mentioning it 1

And Bunter rolled off, leaving the

Bounder too astonished to kick him
before he was out of reach.
* In the quad the fat junior ran down
Lord Mauleverer. Mauly, as scon as he
saw him coming, accelerated. Maulyr
did mot deal in plain English like
Bmithy; he preferred to dodge Bunter
and leave him to guess the rest.

“* Hold on, Mauly, you aszs 1" squesked
Bunter, rolling after him. “I say,
about the hols, gMauIE—-”

Mauleverer, so to speak, stamped on
the gas.

“Y¥ou stlly ass!” roared Bunter
breathlessly. *1 only want to tell you
thﬂizj I 'ff“:t' come.”

roblem had been
unter thought it

hi
Mauleverer slackened down. If
Bunter wanted to tell him that he

couldn't come to Mauleverer Towers for
the vacation, Mauly was more than
ready to give him & hearing. He had
been afraid that Bunter was going to
tell him that he could come,

The fat Ow] gave him an indignant
blink.

“I just want to put it clear, that's
all 1 he vapped. *1've thought it over,
Blauly, and vou'll have to wash it out.
Sorry, and so on, but I should be fear-
fully bored at your place, and I can't
come 1V

“0Oh gad!" gpasped Lord Mauleverer,
blinking at him.

“That's all,” said Bunter. *“Thought
I'd let you know, in case you were
counting on me."”

And he rolled off, leaving the
astounded Mauly Etlli_b’]inkmg.

“Wibley ! I say, Wib ["” squeaked the
fat Owl, bearing down on William
Wibley of the Remove.

“Hallo!” said Wibley
“Want to hear me say
Na

Bunter gave him a disdainful blink, his
very spectacles gleaming with disdain.

“Don't you Hatter yourzelf |” he re-
torted. " You were talking about an
amateur theatrical party for the hols the
other day, and I said I might be abla
to join u

“And 1 said there'd be a dead por-
%?FSE Iying about if you did 1" assented

fibley. " Like me to say 1t agRIn |
There'll be & dead porpoise lying about
if vou de 1™ :

“1 thought I'd mention,” said Bunter,
with crushing dignity, “that I spoke

cheerfully.
No' again?
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rather hastily, and that, on second
thoughts, I ean see that it wouldn't do.
All very well for chaps like you, Wib—
riﬂ'-:a.li{( to put it plain—but I've got
my social position to consider| Wash
it right out [ . .

OF rolled Bunter again, leaving, for
the third time, sn astonished Removite
staving after him.

The Famous Five came mext. They
were standing in a cheery group in the
quad, discussing plans and ways and
means, it having been unamimously
degided to mecept the invitation of Mr.
Q0 Bo asnd his nephew, Wun Lung-—-
subject to the approval of the old folks
at home, of which they had no doubt.
The discussion ceased as Billy Dunter

redled up. S
“] say, you fellows, wash it right

out I said Bunter, coming to the point

at onee. “If I've given you an impres-

sion that you could count on me for the

EVERY SATURDAY

hols, 1'mu sorry; but there's nothing
doing '™ )

Harry Wharton & Co, gazed at him.

“That's definite 1” added Bunter. 1
ecan't come [V

e Etiekinﬁv poor old Mauly!” asked
Johnny Bulil.

¥ Oh, really, Bull! T don’t mind tell-
ing vou fellows what I'm doing these
hols,” said Bunter. “T'm going to look
after that Chinese kid."

“Wha-a-at?” cjaenlated sl
Famous Five together,

Unaware of the fat ear at the keyhole
of Study No. 1 the previous afterncon,
they were surprised to hear this.

“1 mean it,” said Bunter Armly.
“Ile's an ungrateful little heathen
beast, I knowl Btill, I never expect
gratitude. Do I ever get any from you
fellaws, for instance? DBut, to tell the
truth a

“Oh, don't!" gasped Bob Cherry.

the
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“ These sudden changes——"

“Oh, really, Cherry! To tell you
fellows the truth, I'm rather worried
about that kid, with that Lkidnapping
seoundrel after him. I'm geing to ask
himy home with me; he'll be safe at
Bunter Court, with dozenz of footmen
and menials about, you know. I shall
order all the keepers to keep watch for
that kidnapping villain, I've protected
him once, zud I sort of fecl that it's
up to me to keep on protecting him—
e

“Great pip ¥

“¥ou fellows are going off for the
holidays, leaving him in danger—the
sort of thing I should expect of you,
really! I'm not that sort!™

And Bunter rolled away once more,
this time leaving five Remove fellows
staring after him blankly.

(Continued an next pagel)
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ERE'S guite a large pile of letters
on iy desk this muminﬁ, g0 I
think the best thing I can do is to
start answering them without delay.
The first one comes from a chum who
has forgotten to put his name and address
on hig letter. However, the envelope was
post-marked “ Brighton,” so I assume
that my chum lives there. Of course,.he
wight be on holiday. He informs me
ghat he is starting business in the very
wear future and ia rather worried about
thying early in the morning. Heis such a
hevy slecper, apparently, that an alarm-
clock fails to wake him. Can I help him
in any way ! If you ean sleep through
the noize made by an alarm-clock goi
off close to vour car, chum, I'm afraid
know of nothing ¢lse likely to wake you

up. If you concentrate your mind over-
night upon the absolute necessity of
gelting up at & certain time, you ought to

wake up at that time automatically.
Try doing this, if you have not done so
already. Getting up at the right time ia
really a matter of will power after all,

The next guery comes from Ionald
Raynor, of Manor Park. Daonald tclls
me that he is thinking of

RUNKING AN AMATEUR MAGAZINE

and asks me to give him a few tips on
editing. Of course, & lot depends on
what kind of mapgazine it is. Ilonald
should pet hold of a number of con.
tributors with a keen sense of humour,
for the more humour there is in a school
magazine the better it will be received.
Avoid anything  stodgy ™ and get as
many of your school-fellows as possible
to send in articles and stories. If there is
& boy in the school who can write Jight
verses—after the style of the Greyfriars

Your Editor is always pleased to hear
from his readers.

Write t0o him : Editor
“ Magnet,” The Amalgamated

Press, Ltd., Fleetway House, Farringdon

Street, London, E.C.4.

Bhymester—this is sure to prove a

pular feature. In fact, my chum
would do well to model his paper on the
lines of * The Greyfriars Herald.” Keep
it bright and sparkling, and be bang
up to date with such things as spori
features. Articles on hobhies arc always
interesting, too, and it's a good plan to
offer a lLittle prize for the best con-
tribution. If there are any boys at the
school who have travelled, they should be
agked to write up their adventures. The
best advice T can offer to an amateur
editor is to keep his paper as different as
possible from other papers. Don't try
to imitato the bip ° dailies,” but give
vour magazine an individuality which
will be all its own,

A letter comes from a reader who saya
he has spffered a severe set-back. 1 do
not know whether to be sorry for the
sufferer. Set-backs do more good than
harm. They harden the fibre, s it were.
If cur path were all soft going, with
everybody saying nice things all the time,
it would tend to make us ccase trying.
Take it from me, chum, a snub very often
does a lot of good. I know a chap who
preity nearly alwaye prouses at every-
thing and everybody, in fact, one would
imagine that he had been dumped into
the world to keep others up to scratch.
If my chum has been growled at, there’s
no need to brood over it, We all get
snubbed some time or other, and it very
often does us a power of good,

O you happen to posscss a diary ¥
D f eo, tal?!\!::a my t,]I;; and nake t.;;m
entry in it: * *‘The Hﬂlidﬂ-;'f
Annuel * comes out on September 1st.”
It would be a pity to overlook this red-

leiter day, na there is sure to be a rush
for this world-famous Annual, and orders

should be placed right away, otherwise
somebody is going to get * left "' | This
five-shilling favourite 13 out to break all
records. In it you will find splendid
long complete yarns of Harry Wharton
s én., Tom Merry & Co., and Jimmy
Bilver & Co., not to mention interesting
articles, breezy poems, and a Greyfriars
variety show in which all readers can
join if they wish, Four fine colour platea
complete this bargain book. Drop a hint
to that kind uncle or aunt to-day!

And now for a few
RAPID FIRE REPLIES
lo readers’ queries..

J. Harrls (Carshalton Beeches).—Quecn
Astrid of Belgium was killed in a motor-
car accident in Switzerland the latter

art of August, 1935, King Albert loat
Eiﬂ life while mountaineering in Bﬁliium.
on

Clem. Foster (Stepney).—A boo
birds and their care can be obfained from

A. W. Gemage, Ltd., Departmental
Store, Holborn, E.C.1, at a fairly reason-
able price.

Claude Cooper {Reading).—Tt is easier
to swim in ‘eea water than fresh water.
1've tried it and know !

If you have finished reading this week's
long story of Greyfriars, you will be
eager to know what lies behind the efforta
of Doctor Sin to separate Wun Lung
from his school chums, The Famous
Five have appointed themselves body-

ard to the little Chinese junior for the

olidays, and next week’s yarn finds
them off to Paris to stay with Wun
Lung's rich uncle. It's entitled :

‘““THE HOUSE OF PERIL "

" Nothing can happen if we stick close
ta Wun Lung,” declares Bob Cherry, but
the Removitea quickly discover that it"s
not going to be as easy as it seems.
Forces are at work of which they yet
know nothing—unserupulous, ruthless
men, with money and power behind them
—determined to spirit away the Chinese
junior who has become, unlr.nuwh!:-fl ¥, the
centre of the grestest mystery that has
cver befallen the chums of Greyfriars.
This splendid yarn by Frank Richards
will live in your memory for all time.
Be wise, and order a copy of next
Saturday’s MAGNET to-day.

YOUR EDITOR.
Tue Alacwer Ligrary.—No. 1,541
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Wun Lung wes talking to hiz minor
under the ehwn when Bunter came inte
the offing. Neither of the Chinese
svemed pleased to see Bunter. That, to
William Goorge DBunter, was a trifie
Lisht us air.

“1 saxv., Wun—="" he bogan.

15r

“Ae tallee ‘long Hop Hi!

sald Wan
Tounge,
“1 want to =peak te von v
“xNo  wantee speak Clong fat o ole

Buntee 1™
“I'in gomg to ask vou home for the
holidays ™ zaid Bunter, with ¢ignity.
Wun's eves opened wide in surprise,
Tt was not uneammeon for Billy Buntey
ta ask himself home for the holidays,
but it was very wncomtion indecd fov
him to ask any other foliow.
“Fou muekee jokee?? asked Wum
Lungr. ] )
*Oh, really, Wurn, 1 wean 1t '™ sand
Bupier. “The fact 15, I'm anxion-
about vou, and I want you Lo come home
with me for the helidays, to keep an
eve on vou., You see, voull be safe af
Bunter Court—absolutely safe from that
kutnapper. You'll come, old chap?”
Wun zimply blinked at him. Hop H:,
with a curious look at Bunter from his
slanting oves, walked away, leaving his
mpjor with the Owl of the Remove,
Wun continued {to blink st Buoter.
Never had he been so astonished sinee
the day he had Jeft China, ;
TWow, do come, kid P urged Bu_i':*.

“You Jnlared a rowen trick on me the
cther day, but 1 can take a joke. Ho,
hey, he?! I've always liked you, old

chap ! I've never thonght you & beastly
little uncivilised heathen, or anything of
that sort 1"

0L elumbs ™ said Wun Laung.

“Not at all"™ deelared Bunter, T
like you no cnd, really ! ' fearfully
anxions about your safetyl I want to
keep you under my eye—see '—till we're
back at school again  You'll come "

“Tankee velly nmchee ! said  the
astounded little Celestial.  “But no
¢an'! Ale goey along 'nother placee

“Oh! Don't :ay vou've fixed np for
the hels already, old chap '™

“Me fixes” )

“Well, look here, whatever 1t s,
wash it out and come home with me !
urgod Bontor.

“at ole Bunleo velly nieey Tlong this
13 Clanee ' grasped Wun Tung, ™ Dat
no can waslwere our, Me gaey long unele
Blong e )

Billv Bunter gave hio o =y bhok
through his big spectacles Thanks fo a
fat car, and a kevhole, he was well
aware that Wuan could not wash ouf the
arrangoments made for the swnmer
vacation, But he was not going tu let
Wun suspect that e knew.

“Well, if ven really can’t ctme—""
e sawd thoughifully,

“Nelly mucliee solly—uoe can " said
Wun Lung.

“Meew T dell von what ™ sand
Bunter, a3 if struck by oo sadden Tviglhn
wlea, TN come along with vou, old
follow. I don’i suppose b will be ool
of @ holidoy—hut T doo'™ cave! T pever
waz a fellow 1o think of msell. as 1
dare =ay youve noticed. T come
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alohg with you, whatever it's like—and
gco that nothing happens to you in the
hols '

Wuan

1 Enm{i at him, morg and more
s ised.

Nothing had becu =aid, =o far, ahout
the proposed Counnmental 1rip. Wun's
'l:a'l.tq.i vac 1n the home of a Chineso
fanuly In a guiet country place, was not
much af a cateh! Really, it looked as
if Billy Dunter, for the fivsk time in his
fat career, was nob on the make! It
loaked as if he fell o deep and friendly
coucern {or the bittle Chinee, and was
prepared  to make zacnifices for the
same. Which, i Dunter, was euough
to aszionish apy fellow., He had asked
Wun home=—mind, that failing, was pre
parcd lo zshare any sort of an old holi-
day with him, for the mere sake of
looking afier his sofery?

1 mean 30" deelaved  DBunter.
“Call 1t done, old chap, what?”

No dould. had ¥YWan placed the faith
m Lilly DBunter, to which DBuoter con-
sitlered that he was fully entitled, he
would have felt pleased and lattered,
and grateful, and it would have been
“done,”

Whoerenpon, have

Bunter would

THE LAUGH OF A LIFETIME!

“THE JOKER OF THE
REMOVE!™”
By Frank Richards.

Featuring all your favourites of
Greyfriars in a screamingly funny
yarn.

it's in the—=

GEM

On Sale Now - 1d-

- -

learved—with surprise o1 course -=thot
it was not going to be Wuon's usual stay
wirh a quiect family 1 ibe country, but
a jolls ramble on the Continent, regavd-
less of expoose ! :

Bunler was prepared {o regisfer sug-
prize when be heard that §

But Wun Lung, with all lus sefi and
polite wavs, was no fool, For a long
minute, e gpazed at Bunier, in sheer
surprize: then, slowiy, the astonished
cxpression on Lis  hrtle  yellow  face
changed wilo a grin,

“Iat old Buntee vellr fonnes!" he
remarked, " AMe savvy ! DBantee findee
out me goee along lich unele, along
Continent. along party, and he likee
stickee on !

Banicr blinked at him.

Flarry Whorton & Co. had not guessed
that onel  He had not expected Wan
o guesz it ! Buot Wun evidentdly had!

Wun grinned : Banter breathed hard.

"You checky heathen P he exclaimoed.
“Yharrer vou mean? never Loaow
anvihimg aboul 0! MHow conld I koow
that sou had a letier [rom the old bean

I = e ies

sk s e

i Paris vesterday? You never showed
it to me like you did to Bob Chorry !”

Wun Lung chuckled.

“Bleased® if I see anything to cackle
at " wyapped Bunter. I hadn’t the
faintest 1dea that you'd fixed up a run
on the Continent with Wharton's gang !
Not the faintest! Why, only a few
minntes ago I was iclling them that I
conldu't give them auny tine this vac,
because 1 wasz going to look after you !l
You can ask them, if you Lk

Wun chortled, ; :

“They haveo't fold me anyihing—in
fact, I'm pretty cectain they're keeping
it odark on purpose ! Anvhow, I don't
kaow anvthing abont it "

“Fla, ba, ha!” yellod Won Lung.

“You enckling  little  heathen™
howled Buater, I suppose you'll bo
making out next that 1 heard them
talking in the ztudy! [ was vowhere
near the door.™

“Ea, ha, bha ' shricked Wan Lung.

He durned to wallk away, ahnog
doubled up with mevciment.  Billy
Bunicr glared ofter him, with a glare
ihat might have cracked his spectacies,

Buuter had banked on this! e had
laid his plans with the greaicst artiunl
ness.  IHe bad bad no doubt that he
was backing a winner ! It did noi look
like it now!

There waz nolthing doing.
couthd see thak

“Beast ! roaved Bavler. Y Ungrale-
ful little beast! This is what 1 gel for
risking my hfe to save vou from kid-
napping !  Xah!™

Wun Lung stopped and inrned back,

Uneonscionsly, unter  had  touched
the right chord !

Bunter was unaware that gratitude
for seevices rendered is a stvour eharae-
tevistic of the Chinese, o probably
wonld not have believed it, had e been
told. MNoeveretheless, it was so=—and Wun
Lung waz net onle willing, but cager, to
acknowledge the olaim,

“This Il Chinee nel unnglateful,
Buutee 1" caid Wun Lung. **Me savvy
vou save this 1 Chinee Hom bad man
likeo

Dunier

comey  kKidnappee, Bposcy You
cotney long holidav, you comey.  Allee
light ”

“Oh 1

_g!.f\ns}md Bimnier.
“"You likee comey®”

“Well, T can’t sav I'm keen on it
grunted DBunier. * DBot—"

Wun Lung grinned.

*Buntee no keen; Duntee no comey
wilh——""

“What I mwan to say 15, T'll comet
aaid Bunter hostily., “That’'s what 1
mean, old chap—1'll certainly come!
And T tell vou what—1'11 jolly well
stick to vou all through the holidays?”

Aund Billy Bunier—not alwzyz a man
of hiz word=—kept that promize to the
very letier!

-rlll

TIE END.
(Litele we they vevlive 1l Hurry
Wherian A €6, arc bouked for the

srezl fheilling  holiday erporicnce  of
their Toea, B¢ sure and goin wp with
them wext Saturdaw in: “THE IHSE
F  PERIT!—ithe  srost qowerful
aehool parn Frenk Riekwerds has ever
Wit
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THE GREAT

EGGSPERIMENT!

A new, end masierly story,

enormous expense — from that world-famous
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I.

“ What cheer, Lickham 1 "

Deetor Alfred Birchemall called
out that cheery ing from the
gateway of 5t '8, whore he
was waiting to welcome the
prodigels who were retuwrming for
the new term. And Mr. I. Jolliwell
Lickham, the Fourth Form master,
dropped his two hevvy mutcases
m@f showed his fangs in a beeming
gmile.

“‘How do, air 1 ** he cried hartily.

“ Enjoy your wack 1" inquired
!hn:id %Iiaa_d-. nuﬁi Mr. Lickbem
nodded viggerously,

" Yes, rather, %ir! I stopped
at & viol inn; but I'm fecling as
fit a8 & fiddla! Have & good time
yvourself, air 1

“ Topping, thanks, PBut I'm
glndagﬂ:lha samo to be back at the
dear old skool,” eaid the Head,
with an affeckshunate glance at the

y old ivy-covered )é;ila behind
E;:u. * After all, Lic . one
can have too much of a good
tlh.i.'ﬂ ! HL

“ But not when it’s hollerdays,
gir, said Mr. Lickham, with &
gshake of his head. **'We shall
pes gome sad fizzogs as the boys
ptart streeming through this gate-
way, I'll wager "

“ Nonsense, my dear fellow !
If I'm anything of a profit, most
of the yungsters will be jolly glad
to be g:ck under my benign and
jentle rule H%zin.”

Lk Hﬁ. h-ﬂ-. ! ¥ I

“Dashed if I see anything to
cackle at, Lickham ! remarked
the Head, rather warmly. * 1 am
surs that most of the boys look on
me 85 a kindly and benevolent
jentleman with a hart of gold 1

“ ¥ou mean & crocl and mersiless
tirant with a hert of steel, don’t
you, siri™ larfed the master
“of the Fourth.

Doctor Birchemall glared.

“ Took hers, Lickharm, wyou're
talking out of the back of your
neck | Why, it's & well-known faki
that I'm honnered and esteemed
by everybody from the mitiest
gonicr to the inkiest fag ! ¥

“ You're the only one who knows
it, then, sir,” said Mr. Lickham
cheerfully. “I bet you wouldn’
half got a shock if you knew what
they called you behind your back 1 ™

Mr. Lickham then wisgled to
summon an ice-cream hoy who was
peddling slowly by on his box-
tricyclo.

The Head eyed him grimly as he
priered s tuppenny cornet.

* If you mean to imply, Lickham,
that the skollara in my charge call
me narmesd behind my back which
they wouldn't dare use to my face,
then 1 rofuse to beleeve youl"
ha cried.

Mr. Lickham sat down on one
of his suitcases and licked the top
off his ico-cornet with noisy gusto.

“Bet you & bob I'm mnght,
ln].rpul he said.

Thoe Head eullered.

“ Really, Lickham, 'm serprized
at you! You know very well 1
never gambol for munny.™

cbtained — at

“All right

¥
then, sir,"”
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Pick Hussell

d

rinned Mr.
ickham. *“ Make
it & duzzen doeputtst™

Doctor Birchemall's &

leemed, If there was one thing
o never counld reaist, it was doe-
nutts. He had a proper pashun
for them !

“ Doenutts with jemn in the
middle ? " he said cautiously.

* As much jam as you like, sir.”

“PDonel!™ cried the Head.
“And I don’t mind tolling you,
Lickham, that those doenutis
are already a8 good 29 mine !
Thére's only one difficulty: how
are we going to prove who's the
winner 1 "' .

Mr. Lickham sucked reflecktively
at his ice.cornet before replying.
Then he chuckled.

*1 know a jolly gcm‘l way, BIr,
if you're willing to do it. oW
that ice-cream boy's outfit and
gtand here at the gates selling ice-
creams 88 the boys retwn—dis-
guised beyond reckernition, of
corse. You'll =pon hear what they
say about you behind your back,
then !

* Jolly good wheezo, Lickham 1 "
grinned Doctor Bircherall. )

The Head put his fingers to his
lips and gave a shrill wissle that
poon brought the ice-cream
Bp&edin?‘ back to the gates.

The lad loocked somewhat ser-
prized when the skeem was put up
to him. DHut he was by no moans
averse to a rest under the trees
in the quad while someone else
did hia work and he soon fell in
with it,

The Head shed his cap and gown

boy | and a d

and put on the white jacket and
cap which the ice.cream

Yo En handed him.

a tuclted his beard inside the

jacket and kept his chin well down

go that it would lock as if he were
clean shaven. He pulled the
peaked cap well over his eyes and
rubbed some brick-dust and durt
into his cheels to give hiz com.
plexion a different coller, Then he
presented the ice.cream boy with a
crumpled comio paper from hia
troweis pocket to keep him amewsed
and returned to the gates.

Mr. Lickham farely rubbed his
eyea when he saw him.

“My hat! Your own mother
wouldnt know you now, sir | he
gasped. “ I fansy 1 Bhﬂlaﬂlﬂl the
wool over the boya' eyea right,
Lickham ! ¥ chuckled the Head.
“ And now for the grate eggsperi-
ment |

11.

“ Here we are again, chaps!”

Jack Jolly of the Fourth, who
was in ome of the front seats of &
sharrybong carrying Bt. Bam’s
fellowa back for the new term,
pointed ahead of him as he spoke,
groan went up from the
fellows behind him. )

“Back to the chain gang!
sighed Frank Fearless. " Why can’t
hollerdays last for evert™

“ Hear, hear!?® .

“It wouldn’t ba so bad if the
Head wasn’t such a hﬂ%ﬂ%hﬂ-ﬂf{n g
broot t ' said Bright. “ Butheis;
and the only thing we can do is to

ut up with it in silence—yarwo |

w! Woooop ! "

**Ha, ha, ha!"

The fellows larfed, as Tuight
stood up to get a better viww of
8t. Bam's and bumped his béad
againet the roof of the shazry in
doing so.

** Sounds as if you're not likily to
put up with much in sileney old
chap | " remarked Fearless. 1You
should have kept eye onthat
notisa hanging up in the front ofthe
sharry—" MIND YOUR HEAB!""

Bright rubbed his injured nfipper
and grinned rewfully. The pext
moment he uttored a yell of alam,
for the sharry driver had applied
his  hrakes unnggapuctrﬂdlg and
Bright, with a duzzen other fedows,
wag pitched out of his scat. '

“ Yaroooo ! What the thumpl”

“My hat! We nearly cmahed
ibat time!” pasped Jack .Jully.
* That ice-cream chap was right in
tho middle of the road. I suypose
he thought he'd stop wa an then
we'd buy one 1™ =

Leaning over the smide of the

ahar?bung, the 8t. Sam's f-llows
found themselves gazing at a Mme-

what weerd.l lee-aram
cycle-boy. He had a pebulier
mottled eountenance and his chin

was tucked inside his white jacket.
A close observer mite have notised
s crafty gleem in his eyes. He
jingled his bell and gave thim o

r.

“ Tea-cream, yung jents ?* he
eried, in a shrill, falsetto voice.

“ Good ideal" cried Feadess.

GREYFRIARS MASTER SEEN Réii.Eij;.

SKATING

If you'd becn on the Front at
Hastings one day last week, you'd
have seen & sight for sore eyes.
We know chaps in tho Remove
who would cheerfully have paid
a fiver to see it |

Bolisve it or not, our esteomed
and venerated Form.mnster, He
Samuel Quelch, Esq., M.A., created

& riot speeding al the prom.
SN RO R ATRE oo P

No, we're nob pulling your leg,
dear reader. It really happened !
We can produce witnesses who can
show you the marks where they
were knocked over in the course
of his hurricane ride.

Just to relisve your patural
anxioty, Quelehy didn't go off his
rocker,

Foliable correspondents assure
us that the explanation of this
amazing happening is  quite
different.

Five minutes before hia roller.
skating exhibition, Mr. Quelch was
reposing peacefully in & deck-chair,
fast aslesp. Hia ankles were rest-
ing on & rail His feet were
praotruding over the promenade.

Juﬂ-t' oY hiIl:h it iﬂ Btrﬂ-té’dq &

inning youth wearing a Grey-
%:Ia.rﬂ cap wuas seen cautiously
ap hing, bearing in hiz hands a
pair of roller-skates which he hed
just won on the mer.

By Our Special

Correspondent

With deft movements, the youth
fized the skatos to the feet o' the
gleeper. Having finiched hig ask,
he jabbed him 10 the calf with &
pin and tock cover.

Mr. Quelch bounded to his feeb
with a yell. Or rather, he didn't
bound to his feet. He bounded to
his roller-skatea! With freszied
movements, he tried to ahi-dy
himgelf. But all he succeedsh in
doing was zig-zagging wildly down
the prom ! ;

Estimates of the time o

rformed Dbeforse & poliesqgn

rought him to a stop vary corend.
erably ; but we should say he was
on the go for at least ten madim tes.

Quelchy won't forget his exjd-
ience for ten YE&R&?

Yes, we can tell you the ni. opof
the joker. DBut we're not goingto
do so all the same | He's in the
Remove and he's & well-lmmwm
japer. But wild horses ww'é
drag his name from us, not ioly
for his sale, but for Quaiohy.'n, too.

Wo don't want our Form-mastos
to be convicted of manslaugk: r |

re—

“ Stop the bus, I could just do
with a cooler myself | *

i Hﬁ-ﬂri hear t ¥

The driver of the ahmyhuu%
stopped in front of the gates and al
the lellows twnbled out—with one
eggeeption.

That ¢ggs§£tiun waa Bright.

Bright fully intended tting
down with tho rest ; but at the last
moment he happened to look down
from the shary at the ice-cream
man, and what he saw made him
change his mind,

1t was only 8 momentary glimpse;
but it was
quite eouff for
Bright. For
what he had
fsesn Was &
glimpse of the
Head's bidden
beard !

Bright stayed
in the sharry-
bong and
watcheod—
fascinated.

What strange
mistery had he
stumbled on, he
wondered. What
on earth was the Head's littla 3

Doctor Birchemall was always
doing uneggspected things; but it
waa the first time on record he had
ever disgunised himself as an ice-
creamn man !  What mischeel was
he up to?

The mistery was soon egolved.
The eolution came to Bright in a
flash, as econ as he heard what the
bogus ice-cream man said to his
first customer. The first customer
in question happened to be Jack
Jolly and the Head's first remark,
uttered in his shrill, falsetto voice,
was l ** Are youglad }-gx;‘r& back at
skool aguin, yung jent 1™

“ Ch, ::mu]?n:ngr ! E ‘t}reeﬂwd Bright.

Thers was 3 jeneral impression
amongst 5t. Sam’s fellows that
Bright wasn’t quite as bright as his
name. But he waa bright enufi on
this oecasion to see what a dickens
of & row mite come out of this |

Suppose the Head started askin
the fellows what they thought o
their hemdmaster ¥ Bright farely
shuddered, as ho thought of what
the fellows would answer.

The next moment his worst fears
were realised ! :

“Well, well, I am serprized
you're sorry to be back, yung
jent ! " he heard the bogus ice-
cream man say. ‘' Don't you like
your "eadmastor, then

As ho asked the question, the
disguised Doctor Birchemall handed
Jmi: Jolly an ice.cornet and oyed
him under lowered eyebrows with
shifty eyes. With Mr. Lickham
lissening all ears at the gates, the
Head waa frightiully anxious to get
a faverable roply to that question ;
but evvidently he was beginning
to have his doubts | .

Jack Jolly, who was facing the

sharry, pawsed for a moment before
replying. He nitted his brows as
E-hc-ughnghﬂ was faced by & strange
dilemmer. But he replied at last.
“Why, of corss I like my head-
master ! ¥ he cried, in ringing tonea,
“*He's a fine old Englich jentilo-
man that nobody ﬂﬂuld%lﬂlp ]iining“’
The disguiscd headmester blinked
for & moment. He had never
:gg scted such warm praise [rom
e kaptin of the Fourth. But once
he got over the ghock, he beamed
all over hia face,
* Glad to 'ear you say so, yung

'* That's

B=

jent 17 he txilled.
actly wot I've bin told about "ima !
Next, PIEEI-‘EB P

“"Sixponn
-:‘r{ieg:d Frrmk ——
“ Comin® over, yung jent !
wob about you ¥ " aske(i the bogus

tub, please!l”
earlcss,

ik

ice-cream m:a.;:], with a leer. is 3
vou & with jyour yung frien
about Eﬂﬁf ‘Ead ? it 4

It was Frank's turn to pawse
for a mormaent now ; but at tha end
of his pawse he nodded viggerously.

“Yea, rather!® he said. *“A
more kind-harted man than our
Head 1% would be impossibul to
find. I like him tremenjously.™

Doctor Birchemall almost per-
formed a Highland fing i his
delite. He turned a sly glance back
at Mr. Lickham and he farely
chuckled with glee, as he paw
that the master of the Fowrth was
nashing his teeth m the gateway.

“" Do you like your 'sadmaster,
too T " he asked Merry, aa ho scrved
him with a dubble wafer.

“ I honner and respect him hke
anything 1 * sang out Merry.

After that, it was a meer pro-
cezzion of fellows, all full of praise
for the Head and lawding him up
to tho skiea !

At last the fellows ell climbed
back into the sharrybong, con-
tentedly munching their ices, and
the sharry roiled through the old
gateway of St. Bom's up to the
skool House, Aa scon as it had
departed, the Head rushed up to
Mr. Lickham, as cgpsited as a
Second Form fogg !

“Ha, ha, ha! I bet yvou don't
half feel diddled now, Lickbam !
he chortled. * You owe me a
duzzen deenutts, my dear lellow—
with jam m the middle |

beat a farm holiday, in my opinion

I felt a glow of anticipation come over me. Bome-
where buried desp in all of us 18 that prinitive love of
the eountry—that longing to return to ihe goil from

Mr, Licltham licked his dry lips.

“ All sereen, sir ; put them down
to my account at tho tuckshop,”
he mutterad. * It farely beats me,
though. X felt sure they'd call you
all :ﬁa namea they could think of
behind your back ; but instead of
that, they he praise on you |
It’2 & nock-out | ™ .

Mr. Lickham piclked up his suit-
cases and truodged off to tﬁm Houze.
The Head hurried off to the tuck-
shop, pawsing only to swop clothes
with the yung icc-cream vendor
behind Foseil’s lodge.

And forchunitly neither the
Head nor Mr. Lickhare found out
ithe real reagon why the juniors
had all sung the Head's praises.
To have solved that mistery, they
would have had to lissen in to the
sharry, where the fellows were now
farely busting their eides with

larftar,
“Ha, ha, hatl Bright, old
chap, you're & jeenius!™ roared

Jack Jolly. “ What a lucky thing
ou thought to wave that notiss
in the sharry just behind the Head's
ica-cream cyelo i ”
“ Yea, rather | ¥ chuckled Frank
Fearless. " We all saw through the
Head’s little skeem at ooce when

-we spotted the notiss | Let’s keep

it a8 & sgoveneer,”

And Frank's sujjestion wna
adopted ; and the mnotiss was
given & proud place on the wall
of the Common-room. The notiss

- road as follows ¢

“ MIND YOUR HEAD ™

(Doctor Birchemall t2 on  the
h again in another ' eog-
citing ' instalment next week.)

“ JER-SEE " THE POINT.

Smith Minor tells us that in order
to be far from the madding erowd,
one ghould go to the Channel
Izlands.

Judging by the crowds sean thore,
Smith Minor is evidently indulging
in a bit of * Bark!”

HE WOULD BE DIFFERENT !

Aftor playing tenniz all dey for
nearly & fortnight, Temple of the
Fourth ia suffiering from an attack
of—

No, not * toomis  elbow,”
#* HOUSEMAID'S ENEES1"

but

CHANGE YOUR STUDY ?

Meraly write to us, stating vour
requirementa and mentioning what
fea you are Lf:rapm'ﬂd to pay for the
transfer and leave the rost to us!
Our staff of exports will sject
present oceupants and mstal yon
in your new abode on the firsd
day of the New Term ! Satisfac-
tion guaranteed !'—BULSTRODIE
& CO., Study Agents and Removal
Contractors, Box Nuo, 231,
GREYFRIARS HERALD.

Robert Ogilvy tries

ROUGHING IT IN
THE COUNTRY

“ Why not go back to Noture for a week ! " asked
%)at‘ura we started the vao,

i " You can't

whence we sprang, as
I heard a chap put it
on the wireless, one day.
A holiday on a farm |
I fairly thrilled at the
prospect.

Well, to cut a long
story ehort, 1 got theic
ganction Bt homea to
epend & tweek with

uasell at a farm. Wa
E::El::?ﬂﬁ an Ei:l]‘ inh a

By L&) that
sounded iu%g the thin
for ue. [+ mentione
the call of the wild and
back to the land and
added that ono could
combinag theas with all
civilised ecomforts and
amenitice including run-
ng water, b. & ¢. The
charges wero somewhat
severe, but ag we weren't
paying, that didn't mat-
ter much.

Off we went to revel
tn rural blisa.

But when wo arrived
it wosn't long before wo
found thet ferm lile
18 not what if used to
be 1

To begin with, the
place looked more liko
the Bank of England
than a formhouse, Next,
we found that it didn’s
contain & solitary cow,
chicken, pig or sheep,
nor & single cornfisld.
There was & golf courso,
croquet !awnt? ant:ji 'I:n:m;i.
ing greens—Dbui the only
thgng they grew was
decorative flowers !

Instead of the old-
time duckpond, they
had & super-swirnming-
pool.

Instead of a stone-
flagged, low - ceilinged
living-room, cool on the
warmest day, they had
8 gligumtiﬁ maple-sprung
ball - room where they
plaved hot jazz at
night.

Thers was wireless in
grery  bod-romn, tele-
vigion in the smoking-
room, half-a-dozen
billiard tebles and scores
of pin-tables. Thore waa
a small army of boiled
shirt waitera and unis
formed bell-hops.

But we didn't sze n
singlo yokel. JAnd ine
stead ot the rumbling of
old farm-wagzons we'd
oxpected fo hewr, we
heard ithe purring ol the
fleet of fust ears owned
by the pucsts.

Oh, ye¥, tho plare waa
a fmm — only they'd
turned it into a road-
houss !



