


THRILL-PACKED STORY OF S(HJOOLBOY ADVENTURE AND CHINESE CUNNING—
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—Telling of the Excitmg Hﬂhday Experianeaﬁ of HARRY WHARTON & CO., ut GREYFRIARS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter Takes Precaulions!

“ AKE up, Bunter—it's
bedtime 1*
“Tla, ha, hal®
Billy Bunter, prohably,

was the only fellow in the Greviviars
Remove who ever reguired \mkmg L
al bedtime.

Even Billy Bunter did not reguire it
when he was at school, But the Owl of
the Bemove was not ab Greyfriars now.

His plomp person was disposed in a
deep armmchair in the hall at Wharton
Lodge. His spectacles had shid down
his Fat liitle nose—his eyes were shut,
andl his mouth was epen.

Billy Bunter had had his supper half
an hour ago; and perhaps his exertions
had tired him. Anyhow, he slept and he
snored,

Havry Wharien & Co. bad had the
racic on.  Bunter’s nasal solo had
necompanied it like an extra trombone,
It was not musical. But it was, on the
whole, pr&ferahle to Bunter's conversa-
tion. o he snored- peacefully ull
bedtime came round. Then he had to be
waoken up. _

The Famous Five gathered round him,
with smiling faces. Bob Cherry bawled
in one fat ear. Johnny Bull shouted in
the other. Bunter snored on! Once he
was safely enfolded In the embrace of
Marphens, Bunter was not easy to wake.

Frank Nugent tapped the fat nose.

“Urrggh!” mumbled Bunter; and
snored again.

Hurrce Jamset Roam Singh pulled a
fat eart

YAlmmmmmm ! mumbled Bunter.

Ie shook his head as if to shake off a
tronblesome fly., PBut the action was
ruite unconscious.  He oid not open his
gyes.  Seither did he shot lis mouth.,
Hiz snore rumbled on.
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&, "l-Iv only summer hat!” murmured
Bab Cherry. “ He can sleep [

“The sleepfulness is terrific | grinned
Hurrce Jamset Ham Singh,

“Talk about Rip Van Winkle!”
cjaculated Hn.rrly Wharton. “ Bunter
cauld give him hity in a hondred and
lu'zl't him hollow 1"

“Wake up, Bunter !”

Snﬂm!

* Bed-time, old fat mani”

Snore !

“We've got to travel to-morrow!™

Snore |

“Are you coming up to bed,
gnrgling grampus#

mnore |

"Moo wakee fattea ole Buntee!” said
Wun Lung, the Chinese junior of the
Greviriars Remove.

The little Chince of Greyfriers was at
Wharton Ledge with the Famous Five.
(In the morraw they were crossing the
E'Ila.:lnE-I on & hn-[ula}r irip, to join
Wun's um:!ln:: an ancient Chinese gentle-
man, who bore the remarkable  and
distinguished name of O Bol

Harry Wharton & Co. were looking
rumar-:i keenly to that trip. So was

tily Bunter, in his waking moments.
ﬁu.l: at the present moment Bunter had
forgotten all about the trip. He was
dreaming of a pie ho had eaten at
supper, and of a cake that, owing to
lack of spoce, he had not eaten.

Wan Lung ap‘pmached the armchair
with & grin on his Jittle yellow face.
He had a pin in his hand,

“Hold on—" ecxclaimed Havry
Wharton,

“Allce light—me wakece!” grinned
Wun Lung. And he gave the slecping
beauty 8 geotle prod with the pin,

“ Yarcooh!|"

Shekes and shouts had not awakened

you

Billy Bunter! The pin did 1t? It
awakened him  quite quickly and
suddenly. He woke with & roar,

jumping.

“Oh! What's that? Something bit
me!” yvelled Bunter, and he smacked ous
wildly with & fat hand, no doubt
supposing that there wore mosguitocs
about.

Smack !

“Ow ! yvonred Bob Cherry, as that

fat paw cought him swddenly amj
unexpectedly on his features. " Wow!
You clumsy ass—yow-ow "

“Ha, ha, ha?" velled the Co.

“I s=ay, you fellows! Ow! I've

|k

knocked my hand against something!
yelped Bunter, blinking round over s
spectacles that had slid down iz fat
DOa0,
“It was my face,
idiot !* roared Bob.
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Oh, was it?

yvou blithering

Well keep your s=illy
face away when I'm swatting Hies:"
vapped Bunter. *“A beastly mozquito
or something bit me and woke me
up o
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Blessed if I can sce anything to

cackle at!™ ?runted Bunter. “I was
having a lovely dream, about & pic—"
“ Bed-time, old fat man,” said Harry

Wharton, laughing. “We've got to
start lmmndmtﬂly after lunch Lo-morrow,
and you N pever be up i you don's
turn In.

“Oh, all right!” Billy Bunter set his
z-p{'.Ltaﬂlcs stratght on Ins fat little nose.
“I say, hold on & minute, though—I
can't come for a minute.”

“If you want to say good-night to my
uncle and aunt, they’'re in the library.”
saicl Harry. - “We'll wait~but buck
un b

Bunter rolled away across the hall.

e did not, however, head for the
library door. He headed for that of the
drmng -Yoomn.

“In the library, fathead!” called out
Harry.
Grunt from Billy Bunter.
That was his only reply.
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Flo was not, apparently, thinking of
:a‘}-mﬁ good-night to lhe old colonel
end Miss Wharton, More imporiaot
matters vocuplicd hiz mind.
dizappeared inio the dining-room,

the six Removiles staring after him.

“What is that fat duffer at?" grunted
Bob Cherry, rubbing the fcatures on
whicl: a fat paw had landed.

“ Bunter '™ called ont Wharton.

Bunter reappeared in the doarwagy.
Il blinked at the group of juniors 1n
the hall through his big spectacles.

"I say, where i3 it ?” hie demnanded.

“ Where's what, fathead?”

“The cake!™

“Eh! What cake®

“The one I didu’t eal al supper.”

“Oh, my hat!” said Johuny Bull.
“Was there anything on the table at
gupper that you didn't cat?™

“Oh, really, Bull! The Fiﬂ Was
criough for me—it's nol muich I cat, as
vou know, I thought Wells put that cake
on Lthe sideboard ! "hat has that silly
ass of a buller done with that cake,
Wharton ¥

“Blessedd ifF T know! M you're
Lungry——=" gusped Harry Wharton.

Hospitality at Wharton lodge was
nnlimited, But  really 1t seomed
mmpossible for even Billy Bunter to he
hungry again alrcady! e was loaded
wilh pic right up to the Plimsoll line.

“Well, 1'm not exactly Lungry now "
admilted Bunter. “Bub a fellow might
wauke up in the night Lungry! T do
at Greyiriars, sometimes! I was awfully
hungry that night when I was awake,
the gkt when I resened Wuen Lung
from the kiq;llmipr:r, It might happen
again! [ thought I'd take that cake up
“.ﬂt.'}h“:ﬁ‘ in case of accidenls™

“But it’s gone '™ grunted Bunter, 1
believe Wells knew that I had an cve on
it, and that's why he's locked it up!
can't see anvihing in the sideboard, but
¢ hox of biscuits.”

O

“T'll take them!™ gromted DBuniee.
“After all, I don't expoct much lhiere—
thiz i=r't Bunter Court! I cxpect to
have to rough it a bil, Lere.”

ir ':Ih *

Bunter rolled back into the dining-
room for the bizcuitz. Harry Wharton
gazed after  him—ile other  fellows
grinned.

“Nicey ole Buntee velly nicey guesk,
long any fellee’s bLonsc!™ mmrmured
Wun Lung. * Velly vicey mannel:, old
fat Buntee.”

“The nicefulness is Leveific ! grinned
Hurrce Jamszet Ram Singh.

Billy Bunter reappearcd once mote
with the biscuit-box wunder his arm.
Having looked into it and obscrved 1hat
it was full of niee, fruity biseunits, the
fat Owl was, on the whole, satisfied, 1lc
would have preferred the cake; but the
biscuats were good, and there were
several pounds of them, Two or threo
pounds of biscuits made an a%]rcea,hla
little snack, if a fellow woke up hungry,

The juniors went up the staircasc.
Bunter, with the biscuit-box under lis
army, grunted. I was & silver-plated
box and rather heavy.

“I say, vou fellows——"

:Uh. come on, fatiy !

I think one of you mighr carry this
box as far as my room! DBlessed if 1
ever saw such a lazy lot!¥

“You fat, slacking frog—-="m
Johnny Bull, g ¥

“Beast 1"

“Oh, hand it over 1” said Bob Cherry.
Tl earry it!™

“Ass!” said Johnny, “ Why can’t the
lazy porpoise carry it himselfy”

“My dear chap, can a fellow be
better occupied than in saving Bunter

began
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trouble ** asked Bob, *Come on! Raco
yor upslairs ™

“1l'm not going to race, you silly asst”
:ragpnd Bunter.

Aiob Cherry scampered up with the
biscuit-box.  His friends scampered
after hin, DBunter followed at the paeo
of an old and wvery falipuned snail.
Bunter liked to take stairs slowly, He
had more to carry up than most fellows.

Ly the time he reached the passage
on whichh the juniors’ rooms opened
Wun Lung had gono along to lis room,
and the Famous Five had gone into
Harvry Wharton's “den.” BDunter rolled
on Lo his own raom.

On Lis bedside table stood the silver
biseuit-box, left thero by Bob Cheiry.
ITe: pave it & blink of satisfaction. Fven
Runter was not prepared at the moment
1o deal with the contents: he had no
room for even a single biseuit,  Bub it
wias g comfort Lo see it there, al]l ready
1f he woke wp bungry. 1f he woke up
at all, thera was no doubt that he weould
wake bungry, Bunlee could always rely
on that.

It did not occur to Bunter's fat mind
thut anyibing had happened to that
hiseuit-box while 1t was 1n Bob's hands,

ITad hie looked inte it again, he would
have mnade the sinrtling and dismaying
discovery that there was nothing n it

Unaware of that awful state of affairs,
Bunter turned in. And ones more there

dAnERas i niEYFER R TR AN IR R RSN

Unscrupulous, ruthless men,
with money and power behind
them, are determined to kid-
nap Wun Lung, the Chinese
junior of Greyiriars. Whai
chance have Harry Wharton
& Co., alone in the rambling
old house of Mr. O, in Paris,
of preventing them ?

B EEER (RIS PO U PR R P ERU IS EROTET N
was a sotind as if a particularly savage
trombone had got loose front a juzz
band !
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry’s Burglar-alarm !

& IVE it a name, DBob ! said

Havry Wharten, with a sornile,

The clhums of the Roemove

were  gathered in Harey's

silling-room, otherwise his den. All of

thein were ready for bed, but Bob, it

seemed, had somelthing to say to his
fricuds before they turned in.

Bob's face wore & grin as he came
into  ihe roow.  Having tipped the
bizcuits dut of the box into a corner of
the wardrabe in Bunter’s room, e was
rather amused by fhe idea of the fat
Owl sitting up in bed and reaching ont
for the same. Only the box remained,
and even Dunter could not eat the box.

Buot the grin faded off lus Face, leavs
ing him Inoking wverv serious. Huwtor
and biscuils were dismissed from his
tind,

“{ro if, old man! yawncd Johnny
Bull. “I'm jolly sleepy !

“I'm worried about old Wun,” sad
Baob,

“ My dear chap, he's all right here,™
said Harry Wharton, " And it's only
for ta-might; toanorrow we're off for
the Channel boat.”

“YWhat the dickens have you got
there ? asked Frank Nugent, s= Bob
Cheery drew somerhing frow his pockek.

8

Tt was 2 eoil of thin cord, with s small
bell fastened to 1t.

“Burglar-alarm ! gaid Dob.

“Oh my hat*

“My dear chap—— murmured Harry
Wharton,

“Now, look here,” said Bob, “you've
not forgotten that, & week before Grey-

friars broke up, Wun Lung was jolly
nearly k;dnaﬂged from the Hemove
dormitory. that fat m=ss Bunter

hadn’t been awake, and buzzed a pillow
at the blighter, he would have had
him 1*

“But he's not likely to try it on here,
old Lean 17

“Well, I don’t seo that,” said Baob.
“1Ic never dared butt in at Greyfriars
again after we'd been put on our
guard. Put it seems to be jolly likely
that he's been keeping an cyc open;
and, if he has, he knows that Wun has
corne here, and he might think it a
jully good chance to try the same game
again.”

“ U ! murmured Wharton.

“¥ou know why we've fixed up this
teip with Wun,” said Bol. " Of course,
were jolly glad to accept old Mre, O
invitation for a holiday on the Con-
tinent, but chicfly we're poing with
Wun to sce that that Lidnapping
blighier doesn't get hold of him. N
wouldu't have gone without us; he
knows that ho will be in danger if the
man's still after him, and it's prett
ceriain that be is. Well, we should look
protty  blue if the blighter got him
under our very noseés at the very start.”

“The blucfulvess would be terrific !
agreed Hurrco Jamset Ram Singh.

“Ho—with vour leave, Wharton, old
man—I'll hix up this cord in the passage,
and if the blighter gives us a look-in,
he will give us a ring at the same time
seg B
Harry Wharton laughed.

“All serene I he said. “(Go alicad
with it! After all, T suppose thero’s &

—

chance that the man, whoever he is, is

watching for another opportunity.”

“¥on can bank on that,” said Bob.
“Whatever the brute's motive may be
for getting hold of Wun, it must be
pretly strong.  Ie took a lot of risk
breaking into tho school to get lus
clutches on him. It stands io reason
ithat he will try again if he gets a
chance. ™

“¥ou think he may have been
watched coming here aficr leaving the
school ¥ asked Jolmmy Bull, staring.
“Never saw any jolly old shadower
abiout, for ane.”

“Well, he would hardly let us sce
him,” remarked Iarry  Wharton.
" But—" Ife looked euriously at Bob
Cherry., “ Look here, Bob, cough up
the vest ! What is 1677

Holr coloured a little.

“Old Mr. s segretary, De. Bip, 13
coming for us toanorrow,” he eeid.
“Feo's taking us across the Channel.
Well, you know witat Buniler said that
night at the school—ihat he saw the
kidnapper, and that he was Dr. Sin I®

“Bunter's always talking rol—and
that's the silliest rot that even Bunter
Iias ever talked ! grunted Johnuy Bull.

* Look here, Bob,” exclaimed Nugent,
“you don't believe that rubbishi® That
blind Owl made a silly mistake! How
could Wun's uncle’s secretary be after
Wun to kidnap him?  It's not sense 1V

“Might have been a Chinaman, and
Bunicr took him for Dr. Sin, asz he'd
secn  Sin that day,” s=aid  Harry.
“ Mothing in it, of course.”

“"I'm not saying that there's anything
in it said Beb. "I like that chap
Sin, same as you all do. But—but 1t
1zn’t only what Bunier said; there's a
lot of little circumstances that all seem
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to fit together. Mind, I don't believe
that Dr. Sin iz the man, but I think it
looks doubtful encugh for ws to teke
cara that Sin nover gets Wun Lung io
himself.” .

“Not so jolly easy, a3 Wun likes the
miany  and  trosts him,” said Harry.
“Wun would be jolly offended if he saw

anything of the kind.”
“Well, I'm going to keep on m
guard, at any rate | declared Bob. “

don't like distrusting a man, but I'm
not going to take chances of poor little
Wunn getting clutched by a kidnapper
before he reaches his uncle in Paria, 1f
we notice on the journey that De. Sin
tries to pet Wun away from the rest
of the party—"

“We won't,” said Johnny Bull.

“Well, if he doesn’t, good; but if he
does, I'm going to take jolly good care,
if I can, that ho doesn’t get by with
it,” said Beb. *And if—F'm admutting X
don’t believe it; it’s only = puﬁﬂibﬂitgm
if Bin's the kidnapper, he knows that
Wan is here, and so——"

“Rot 1" said Johnny Bull. .

“Even if he's the kidnapper—which
he isn't—he won't butt in to-night, as ho
will have lots of chances on the journey
to France,” said Frank Nugent. " Stiek
up your jelly ald burglar-alarm, but I'1l
bet you we shan't be rung up1*

“After all, no harm m taking pre-
cautions,” said Harry. “Get gomg,
Bob, old man, and let’s get to bed !”

The Famous Five went out into the
passage. i

All the rooms eceupied by the Grey-
friars perty opened on that passage,
which could only be reached from the
landing at the staircase.

The burglaz-alarm,
ealri‘y to manage.

he floor was of cak planks. Across
it Bob trailed the cord, with the bell
in the middle. There was nothing to
fasten the ends on on the old ocak
wainscot, however, i

“Going to knook in nailsi” prinned
Johnny Bull. “You'll have the house-
hold up here to inquire if you start.”

“No, ass i* . _

Bob Cherry had evidenily made his
preparations for this stunt. From a
pocket he drew two screws, & small
gimlet, and a small serewdriver. Ham-
wmering, certainly, would have caused
surprise in the household. Screws could
be driven in without noize.

Bob bored two holes on either side
of the passage in the wainscot. Inte
them ho drove the serews, leaving the
heads well out, to tic on the cord.

The cord was ticd across, taut, abouk
six jnchea from the floor.

The other fellows watehed him, grin-
ning. They did net think it likely that
Wun Lung's cnemy would come in the

thercfore, was

night. But if he did, he was certain
to_meet with a surprise.
Even if he carried & light, e would

hardly sec the dark, thin cord stretched
0 close to the dark oak floor. And it
wasg improbable that a burglarious kid-
napper would carry a light—at least,
anything more than a gleam or two
from & pocket torch.

Inevitably, if any man came a]ﬂnﬁ
that passage 1n the night, he woul
stumh?e over the cord, probably land
with a hump; and certainly ring the
bell, whether he fell over or not.

"Not bad—what?"” asked Bohb.

Bob was a handy man with tools, and
he was rather proud of this masterly
device.

*Oh, fine! grinned Johnny Bull
“Tf it's still there when anybody comes
up in the morning you'll hear the bell
ring all right.”

The jumors chuckled.

“You'll hear something else, too,™ reé.
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marked Nugent;
shouldn't wonder.”

“Ha, ha. ha 1™

“Fathead! T shall cut out early and
take it up ! =a1d Bob.

“Let’s hope you won't oversleep
yourself, then, and leave it for Wella l”
chuckled Nugent. *“If vou fellows hear
sinteen stone come down wallop about
eight in the morning you'll know that
Bob's made a ecatch ! ) .

“0Oh rats'™ sald Bob, while his
friends chortled. “Let’s goet to bed.”

“ Time we did,” said Johnmy Bull.

And they went to their rooms, and
the passage was left in darkness. ‘l'en
minutes later thoy were all fast asleep.

Harry Wharton did not know how
long he had been asleep when the alarm
came, but when his eyes suddenly
opened it was still pitch dark and
avidently mowhers near dawn. He
fairly bounded up in bed az ho was
euddenly startled out of slumber by the
ringing clang of a bell in the passage
and the zound of o heavy bump,

“owear words, I

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
No Biscuits for Bunter !

ILLY BUNTER smitled in ihe
darkness.
It was half-past twelve.
Seldom digﬂ the fat Owls

round eves open at that hour of the
night. At Greyfriars, no doubt, he
wauld have slept and snored till rising-
bell and never openad them once.

But circumnstances slter cases, Billy
Bunter had two reasons for awakening.
One was that he had slept before he
went o bed, and so was not quite so
slecpy as usual; the other was that there
was %'md available i#f he woke up—
which was not the caso at school,

The pie, which had seemed almost u
to his fat chin when he went to bed,
had had more than twe hours in which
to scttle deeper snd deeper into the
extensive recesses of the intevior Bunter.,
There was now  space available for
more. Bunter dreamed of food; his
sleeping as well as his waking thoughts
always ran on that entrancing subjech
Turning his fat head on the pillow, he
hali-woke, and the remembrance of food
was sufficient to finish awakening him,
He smiled as he sat up in bed. Food
was there, ready to lis fab hand-—not
the cale he would have preferred, but
very nice hiscuits—and lots of them.
No wonder he smiled !

From sheer laziness he did not switch
ot the bedside light; there was no need
for a light to grope for biseulis in o box
and masticate the same. {

He reached out, felt the box in the
dark, lifted the lid, and groped within,

Then the smile faded froim his plump
face.

He gasped o

His fat fingers, groping in the hiseuit-
hox, encountered only empty space !

“0Oh lor' 1 pasped Bunien

He was almost thunderstruek.,

With hiz own eyes, not to mentron his
spectacles, he had seen that biscuil-box
nearly full of biscuits before he carvied
it out of the diming-room. Now it was
empty ! It was amazing and dismeying
and eatastrophie. 1t was ineompre-
hensible. It seemed like block magic.

He groped for the bedside lam}p and
gwitched 1t on. In the light he leaned
over and blinked into the biscuit-box.

Hiz fat fingers had not deceived him,
unless his little round eyes were deceiv-
ing him, too. The box had not o single
hiscuit 1n it !

“Oh erikey [ stuttered Bunter.

Ha sorted out his speciaeles, jammed
them on his fat liitle nose, and blinked

into the box. But even the aid of his
hilg round spectacles brought no relief.
There were no biseuits,

Bunter gaxed into the empty box with
feelings that could have been exprected
in no known |nnguafu-

He was hungry. The thought of feod
made him hungrier. This was bitter,
1t was ona of those unexpected, awful
blows that might overwhelm any fellow,
What, in the name of all that was myes-
terious amd inexplicable, had become of
those biseuils?

“ Boeast I ejaculaled Bunter suddenly.

e guessed it! 1t Aashed into his
fat broim why Boli Cherry bad so oblig-
E]ngly offered to carry up that biscult-

0.

The iniguitons, unspeskable heast
had bagped those biscuits to scolf them
himself. .

That Bob had tipped them D_Ig‘ tto
the wardroba with the playful idea of
giving him a hunt for them did not
even oceur to Bunter.

If a fellow bagged food, it could only
be for one imaginable objeet, so far ua
Bunter knew—and that was to oatat.

Bunter had ne doubt that those
bisewita had been scoffed. 11k did nat
even think of doubting that. 'Chat utter
beast had scoffed his biscuits, leawi
him the cmpty box—mmsult added to
njury 1 T

“*Beast I’ hissed Bunter. “T1'll jolly
well punch hia nose, the awful rotier!
Stuffing my biscuits, the greedy beast!
It's simpi% gigkening the way some
fellows stuff feod! Greedy beast!”

Bunter glared at the biscuit-box. He
would have liked to bang it hard and
heavy on Bob's head. The beast de-
served that and more—indeed, a fellow
who deprived Bunter of food desecved
something lingering, with Leiling oil in
it. Bunter wounld bave liked to roll
along to Bob's room, Toot him out, and
punch him—punch him right and left,

It was a happy thought—but, unfor-
tunately, it had to remain only a
thought, not to be translated into action,
Tor it was an unhappy iact that il the
punching began, 1t was Buuter who
would bag most of the punches and tho
hefticst ones.

Bunter groaned.

A few pounds of biscuits would have
seen himy through niecely till worning.
MNow, like Mrs. Hubbard’s poor dog, he
had nouc.

He was too hunﬁr}' to go to sleep
again. That dreadful disappotnbiment
scemed ta have given a keun edge to
his appetite. At Greyfriarvs, no doubt,
where food supplies were not available
in the small hours, he would have
settled down and made the best of a
bad jeb. DBut at Wharton Lodge
supplica were available and ample if a
fellow could get at them. The biscurts
wero pone, and Bunter's fat thoughtis
reverled to the cake—which, after all,
he would have preferred to the hiscuits,

His mouth watered as he thought of
the cake.

If that beute Wells, the old ecolonel’s
butler, had locked it wp it was out of
reach. Buot had he? Bunler bad looked
through the sideboard in the ﬁll\}llF
voor for it in vain,  Still, e might
have overlooked it. There exisfed tho
pozsibility that it was there.

Anyhow, there were other things; a
dish of fruits on the sideboard—
Lananas and apples and things, A
bunch of bananas would be better than
nothing: a dozen or so apples would &ll
odd spaces.

Buunter rolled out of bed. : ;

Fand, at all events, was available; if
not the vake, something else. All was
grist that came to Bunter's mill, )

He put on a pair of slippers which
he hadp borrowed from Whartou's room,



He did not put on a deessing-gown, a3
he lad badl so far no opportunidy to
bag one. But the night was warm, antl
he could go down in lis  pajamas.
'Ii‘{nbndy was likely to be up at thal
191IT.

Teaving the bedside light on—gleam-
ing on tho cmpty bisewit-box—the fac
Owl rolled across to his door and apened
it.
The passage outside was dark, glim-
moering only with the summer starlight
from the high window at one end; Dbut’
Bunter knew his way about Wharton
Lodge, and it was easy enough to find
it i the starhight gleam. Fyen Bunter
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. ﬂumuﬁh t* A howl in the darkness, followed by a resounding {
with a rush, prepared to deal with any would-be kidnapper who had fallen a victim to the burglar-trap.
Wharton in surprise, as the beam of Clresry’s Hashlamp revealed a {at figure on the floor.
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER

Bob Cherry's Catch !
UMD Y Clang=—jingle—ting-ting-a-

lipier !
B Hevry Wharton leaped out of
Led. e

Ile had not had much belief in the
}_,.;r-_.aii_-.i]il;.' of a kulnapper penctrating
inte Wharton Lodge that night; he
had thought it very unlikely that any-
badsy would be caught in Bob Cherry’s
burglar alarm in the dark hours. But
there was no mistakiog that uproar from
ihe passage.

Bomehody had walked into that taut

ot
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There was a fazh of light as Bob
Cherry came running from his door, &
flashlamp in one hand, and & heavy
stick in the other. Bob, who had pre-
paved the trap for the i-(i:iqupur, was
ready to deal with the kidnapper if he
fell into it. He came speeding down the
passage, flashing the light belore him,
the stick half raised.

“Urrggh!"” came o
“Wurrgh! I say, you

¥ Bunter 1

“Has Bunter turned out 1%

“Ow! Wow! I say—wow " howled
Bunter.

fﬂ sping gurgle.
cllows—"

e

bump, brought the Greyfriars Juniors out of their rooms

* Bunter ! ** yelled
“Ow I* howled the podgy junior,

“* Some idiot fixed a siring across the passage !*

did not quite like to switeh on clectric
lights all over the house when every-
body was in bed.

He rolled away down the passage
towards the stairs, ‘The starlight was
coough to show hirn his way as bo
groped o,

!:{:3 passed the vooms occupicd by the
other juniore. A few vards more and
he would have reached ithe landing.

But Bunter did not cover those few
yards. .

Suddenly his fcet caught in something.

Ele pave a  startled gasp as he
sturnbled headlang. ;
He did not know what it waz. Al he

knew was that his feet were suddeniy
f:l-.ac-lm-ﬂ backwards under bl and thac
e went headlong over,

*Ooooogh!” gasped Buuter,

There was a sudden, staviling clang-
g of a bell. It mingled with a wild,
terrified splutter, and 1t was followed Gy
a sound Ek? the delivery of a ton of
coals az Bunter landed on the old oak
floor.

Bunp !

Bunter iried to extricate himself from
ihe tangled cord, caunsing the bell o ring
louder than ever.

Clang! Jingle! Ting-ting-a-ling !

eord i the dark, caught in it, stumbled
over it, and coine down with & bump,
ringing ‘the bell. Following the bump,
and mingling with the clinking of the
bell, was a sound of spluttering and
rasping and panting.

Without even sfavinz te switeh on a
light, Harry Wharton tore across {o the
door and rushed into the passage. If 1t
wias Woan Lung's enemy there, there was
ot a inoment to lose.

Other doors were opening at the same
moment.  Fvery member of the Co. had
been awakened by the sudden uproar in
the middle of the might.

“Who's that?" came Johnny Bull's
VO,

" W hnt-

“ Look ont !

“Ooocoooogh ! came spluttering from
ihe dark., “Oooogh! Wowil Woooogh!
Ow ! Goooooooogh [

CSamebody’s here ! panted Wharton,
“Wun Lung! Are you safe, Wun
Tang #7

“Me allee light ! The little Chiness
hud been awakened with the rest, and
F ni:. out in the passage. * Me here, allee
igeht.”

% Thenk poodness] Bhow a light!l”

r

Nobedy had expected Bunter to turn
out at an alarm. He was not likely to
wake, in the first place; and in the
second place, an alavm was more likely
te hurey him under the bed than out
into the passage.

But there he was—howling in the
dark, yowling and spluttering. Bob
Cherry's light fzshed on him.

Bunter was szitting up on the floor, a
dazed and dizey expression on his fut
face, gurgling for breath, and holding a
fat hand to a fat nose.

That fat nose had tapped on Lthe floer,
and sepmed damaged,

“Where 15 he '” exclaimed Bob, flash-
ing the light up and down the paszapge,
Mo one waez fo be seen but Bunter, sit-
ting beside the cord.

"Ohw! My nose! Wow !

“Wheve that velly baddee man ' px-
claimmed Wun Lung,

To the surprise, and rather to the
alarm, of the juniors, the Chinee had a
long., curved dagger gripped in hia
hand. It looked as if Wup was pre-
ared to use drestic measures with the
Eidnapp&r, if he came. There was a
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epot of Oriental fierceness under Wun's
outward aspect of & Greyfriars junior.
“Ow say, you fellows—wow
groaned Bunter. I say, what silly
wdiot stuck this silly string scross the
passage? Owl1”
“Wha-a-t i gasped Harry Wharton,

!H‘

“Oh erumbs ¥ pasped Bob., “"'Wag—
was it you ! Oh, my hat [”

“Was it wvou fell over?” roared
Johnny Ball.

“Rh? Of course it was!” yapped
Bunter. "Who did you think it was,

vou silly idiott What blighted maniac
put this cord here for a fellow to fall
aver "

“Oh, my hat!” stuttered Nugent.
“Bunter! Not a jolly old kidnapper,
after all! Just Bunter " .

Harry Wharton, bursting into a
chuckle, ran along to the switch_and
flashed on the passage light. Billy
Bunter, sitting there in pur '!u-st.rlpml
pyjamas, was revealed in all hiz glory.

Bob Cherry glared at him as if he
could have eaten him. .

“You blithering, blethering, bloated
bloater | he hooted. *What did you
want to walk into it for?”

“Eht I didn't want tol” gasped
Bunter. “I never saw it 1"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
atl T've hurt my nose! 1 came down
wallop !” roared Bunter. “Bang-wallop!
Wow | What silly idiot plaved this silly
trick 1" :

“Robert Cherry that ilk1”
chortled Johnny Bull.

“Ha, ha, ha 1" y

The juniors chortled. Evidently there
was no kidnapper, It was William
CGeorge Bunter who had walked into the
burglar alarm and come down bump !

Nobody, of course, could have foreseen
that. Bunter was not, as a rule, a fel-

of
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low to take his walks abroad in the
small hours. Generally he was safe,
onca in bed, till morning.

“0Ole fattee Bontee velly funnee |™
chuckled Wun Lung. “ Whattee Buntes
goey walkes for, "long davk

“Yes. What the thump were you up
to, Bunter 7" demanded Wharton.

“Ow!l I was hungry [”

"Wha-a-t 1"

“That beast
biscuits, and I
for the cake !

“h crikey !

“I never knew the beast bad laid that
rotten trap for me!" gasped Bunter,
“Duarty trick, making a fellow come
down bump-wallop 1"

“You pernicious porker ™ hissed Bob.
“It was a burglar slarm, to catch the
kidnapper if he blew in.”

“¥Yah! Beast! I jolly well know you
fixed it up for me, after prigging my
bikkersl ¥ah! Rotter! Cad f Beast !
gasped Bunter. “You knew jolly well
I should go down for something to eat
after you pinched my biccunits! Yah!”

“You—you—ryon * gasped  Bob,
“Tf I'd known you'd barge out in the
middle cf thae night, I'd have locked you
in, you burbhing bloater. Your hiscuits
are in your wardrobe, you fat chump !
Get back, and 1f you come out again
wallop you with this stick I

“Yah! Beast]”

d'::i.I will, anyhow,” added Bob, and he

1d.
Whack, whack, whack!

“Yow-ow-ow " howled Bunter. e
bounded up, bounded along the passage,
and halted into his room. Bob had only
time for three licks before he disap-
peared. But, to judge by the howls
that floated back, they were good ones!

Then Bunter's door slammed, and a
key turned.

Cherry prigged my
wes going down to lock
gazped Bunter,
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In the passage the juniors grinned at
one anather, with the exception of Bob
Cherry, DBob snorted. His burglar
alarm was, he was sssured, quite a good
idea, and a useful precaution. Bunter
had mada the whole thing look absurd.

“That chuckleheaded chump has
busted the cord!” growled Bob, “A
chain cable wouldn't stand his weight
falling on 181

“Going to mend it grinned Johnny
Bull.

“Yes, ass!”

“Oh, all right! Call me when yon
ecatch a kidnapper with it. I'll come
out and eat him!” Johnny, grinning,
marched back to his room.

“Fathead 1" grunted DBob. *Look
here, 1f you fellows can't do anything
but znigger hke a lot of gorillas, you'd
betfer go back to bed I

And the Jjuniors, still sniggering,
went |

Bob repaired his burglar alarm. Ha
went back to his room at last, perhaps
hoping that there would be & cotch
later.

But there was no catch! DBunter had
found the biscuits, parked them, and
gona to sleep. Thera was nobody else
to be caught. Bob Cherry’s burglar
trap was still undisturbed when the
summer morning dawned on Wharton

Ladge.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry’s Problem !

OLONEL WHARTON _ smiled
genially as he greeted Dr. Sin.

It was a bright August morn-

ing. The old colonel was stand-

ing in the doorway, when a handsome
littla two-seater ran up the drive from
the gates. and a plump Chinese gentle-

man stopped tho ear opposite the door-
way and jumped down.

Dr. Sin was in European garb, but
his yellow complexion and slanting eyes
of jetty black betrayed the Oriental. EHo
did also his manners and customs. He
came up to the colonel with o series of
low bows, as near io thoe * kow-tow ™ of
his native land &s Furopean garments
would allow. After which, he soleinnly
shook hands with himself in the Chincse
manher.

Colonel Wharton had met a ghuﬂd
many Chinese, ot one time and another
and generalll:,' they  had nduptn&
European manners along with European
elothes. DBut Dr. Sin, though he spoke
English  well, was fresh from the
Flowery Lmui, and retained the man-
novs and customs thereof, little changed.
He put his Rowing and almost over-
powering politeness into English instead
of Chinese, that was all.

“{) born-many-centuries-before-me, 1
erawl in the dust at your magnificent
foet 1 said Dr. Sin, having finished
bowing. “With extreme humility I in-
trude my loathsome person into your
jadelike presence.”

“Qh!” ejrculated the colonc). *Ah!
Yes! Quitel I am glad to see you
again, Dr. Sin ¥

“I'hiz slave iz too much honoured !
declared Dre. Sin, as he cntered the
house with the old colonel.

Harry Wharten & Co. were in the
hall. They greeted Dr. Sin in & very
friendly mauner. )

Bob Cherry was as friendly as the
rest. When he saw Dr. 8in, he was o
little ashamed of the deoubt of that
siniling gentleman that lingered at the
back of hiz mind.

Many little ecircumstances had con-
curred to give colour to Billy Bunter's
amaring statement that the lodnapper
in the liemove dormitory at Greviriars



was no other than old Mr. U’z socretary.

And wet, in Bin Bong's presence, it
seemed impossible to lmﬁ:-'.-'e &0,

Hiz good-humour was plainly genuine.
Ho looked good-natured and kind,
kidnapper was, presumably, a bad man;
but if Dr. Sin was a bad man, his looks
utterly belied him. If ever a man
looked kind-hearted and good-hearted,
Dr. 8in «id.

Wun Eung eclearly liked him wvery
much,

He had konown Dr. 8in in carly boy-
hood, in far-off China; ho had liked
him then, and he hiked hin now.

And Wuun, soft and polite as he was,
was cortainly no fool; he was as keen
as Sheffield stecl; and 1t scorfied very
unlikely that he could bo deceived as io
the man's character,

And yot——

Bob ha.‘rd]y krew what to think and
what to believe., He hated being dis-
trustful. He liked Dr. SBin. Al

eL—

Yet, though he joined in the friendly
grecting with sincerity, he koew that
the poinful doubi lingered, and that he
was going to keep a shavp cve open,
to sce that Dr. Bin had ne chance of
getting away with Wun  Lung, 1f—

agatnst  all  appearance—he  was  the
cn-pm]y and the kidnapper.
Billy Buuter, on the other hand, had

no doubts.

Bunter krew, hecause he could not
help knowing, that Dr. 8in was the
man ho had seen kidnapping Wun
Lung in the dorm ab Greyfriars. lle
had seen his plunp, yellow face by the
plecam of a flashlainp, and he knew.

Nobody believed Billy Bunter. The
gencral opivion was that bhe was talk.
ing rot, as ususl; or making an idiotic
mistake, alsp as usual! Unly  Bob
Chervy gave any heed to Bunter's
strange tale; and Bob's mind swayed in
incessant doubt.

The fat Owl blinked morosely at Dy,
Bin through his bhig spectacles.

Having no doubk that he was the kid-
napper, the fat Owl regarded him as a
villain of the deepest dye, and all his
flowing good-humour and politencss as
g0 much “eye-wash.™

Dr. 8in went in with the colonel,
after spoaking to the juniors in the
hall, to bestow hiz exuberant polifencss
on  Miss Wharlon. Billy Bunter
hlinked after himn with a frowning, fat
brow.

“1 say, vou fellows, it's a bLit thick,
that kidnapper coming here!” he ro-
marked.

“Bhut up, idiot ! said Johony Bull

*0Oh, really, Bull—"

“Chucle it, you silly ass ™ zaid Harry.
“Haven't you been told often epough
not to tell that silly stery over again?”

“It happens to be true ! said Bunter
sarcastically.

“How could it be—coming
yvou?" inguired Nugent.

“Beast! I'm not at all sure that I
want to start on a holiday with a kid-
napping Chink I said Bunter morosely.

Wun Lung's slanting eves glea.mes.
He came over to Bunter, with a dark
and grim look on his liitle yellow face.

“¥ou shuttes up big mouth blong
you 1 he said quietly.

“You chesky little heathen *

“Buntee talkee too much—plenty too
much | Shuttee up! Savvy

“Is that how you heathens talk to &

from

chap you've invited for a holiday?"
sneered Dunter. ]
“¥ou savea this lil' Chinee ’long

kidnappee, ’long Gleyflials,” said Wun
Lung. *Me glateful—me takea you
‘long holiday, along uncle blong me,
likee you wantes. But me no wantes
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ou talkes *long fiend blong me, Dr.
i1 | Epus;gu':r-uu talkes like that, you
no FDI’IIL‘.‘}".

Billy Bunter drew himself up to his
full hoight—which, however, was not
mnposing. e gave the little Chinee &

disdainful  and  devastating  blink
through his big spectacles.
“¥ou cheeky heathen!" he said.

“Do you think I care two pins whather
I come or not on thizs second-rate trip?
I've & jolly pood mind o ring u{x
Mauly, at Mauleverer Towers, and tell
h"slin I'm coming there after all for the
hols.”

“Maulee no standee [" grinned Wun

Lung. “All  light—sposee you no
wantee Comey, you no comey ! All
light.”

“I'm not the fellow to turn a fellow
down !” said Bunter haughtily. “I've
said I'll ecome, and I'll come. It's
hardly the sort of party that I care
for—still T'll come !

* Alles light—but you ne talkee any
mole ‘long D, Sin ! said Wun Lung.
“Me likee that fellee ton much:
me no likee you talkee ‘long him.”

“Yah!" snorted Bunter.

However, he made no more remarks
on tha subject of the deoctor.

Hiz claim to be included in the party
for the Continent rested on the servico
he had done Wun Lung. Wuan was
grateful for that service—to the extent
Bunter required. But there was a
limit, and the limit was—DBunter's un-
pleasant remarks on the subject of his
Chinese compatriot.  Bunter had to
chuck it, or be chucked! BSo Bunter
chucked 1t!

After all, it did not worry Bunter!
Nobody, certainly, wanted to kidnap
Bunter | Billy Bunter's fat person was,
g0 to speak, of no value to anyone but
the owner! If Wun chose to travel
with a kidnapper, in hourly danger of
being snaffled by him, he could joily
well do so, and be blowed !

Dr. 8in joined the Wharton Lodge
party at lunch. He was guite popular
thore. He had called at Wharton
Lodge before, to make the colonel’s
acquaintance and arrangements for the
holiday—and he had made quite a good
imnpression on the old military gentle-
man and lus sister, Miss Amy.

It was hardly possible not to like the
plump little gentleman, beaming with
good-humour  and  overflowing  with
cxotic politeness.

Billy Bunter knew what he knew, =0
to speak, and was not to be imposed
on. But at lunch, Billy Bunter, as
usual, devoted himself to the [oodstuffs,
disregarding everyvthing ¢lse; a cannibal
at table would hardly have drawn
Bunter's attention from the [ood. Bob
Cherry nzensibly found his hngering
doubt melting away. e was glad of
it, for his frank end cheery nature dis-
liked, more than anything clse, a feel-
ing of distrust towards & man with
whom he had to be on outwardly
friendly terms.

But—and that discomforting *but "
cropped up again before the cheerful
meal was over. The arrangements for
the journey to Folkestone, to fake the
Channel beat, were discussed over
lunch.  Colonel Wharton was going to
drive his pepliew ond his friends in
his car. Dr. Sin was poing lo take
Wun with him in the two-seater.

Bob's heart gave a sort of jolt as he
heard thal.

It was & natursl enough arranpe.-
ment.  The family car &t Wharton
Lodge was roomy—but six fellows and
the driver would Ll 1t pretty coe-
pletely. Dr. 8in’s car was a two-geater
—room for one passenger with Dr, Sin.

)

Naturally, thab passenger would be thw
Chinco.

But—

Bob's cheery face was worried as
ho left the lunch-table. If—he admitfed
the unlikeliness—hbut if—if Dr. Sing v/as
the kidnapper, he would have Wun in
the two-seater, all to himself, and
what was te prevent him from missing
the other car on the road and vanish-
ing ko space with the Chinese junior?

Nothing |

Bob was looking forward to the holi-
day—he liked Wun Lung—but it was,
more  than anything eolse, t6 see the
Chinese boy safo that he had joined up
for the trip. If there was even a
remmote chance that Sin Song was the
mysterious kidnapper, was this seeing
Wun safc? And there was, at least, a
remote chance—more than that!

Bob tramped out on the terrace by
himself, trying to think it out!

He had set himself the task of sceing
Wun safe through the holidays—safe
till he was back in the security of
Greyfriars School. And he realised
now, more clearly than before, what a
knotty problem ho had =zet himself.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

The Hidden Hand!

id SAY, vou fellows'®

Harry Wharton held up his
hanad.

" Nothing about Sin '™ he said.
“That's I.mrrnd."g

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Find a new record, Fatiy!" said
Jolimny Bull. “OQr, better still, ring off,
and keep rung off 1M

“Bplendid  idea—if  possible ! re-
marked Frank Nugest, “Bat it's no
good asking Bunter to pesforin impos-
sibilities,™

“Will you
snorted Bunter,
Llow him!
portant.
olice.”

“We've lunched rarly on  purpose.”
answercd Harry., “We've got to catch
the afternoon boat at Folkestene.”

“Now you Lknow perfectly  well,
Wharton, that I like & nap after lunch !
E‘m{:’h say you deon’t—you jolly  well

'E' _r:

Harry Wharton laughed.

“You'd better go to sleep in the car,
then,” he said. “ We're starting at oue
o'clock, sharp.”

“Then wou start without me,” said
Bunter firmly. “I'm going to have my
nap ! It's not rany comiorts I get at a

lace like this—I don’t expect the
uxturies of Dunter Court. Put I'm not
going to miss my nap, and that's flat 2

“Don't, by any means I said the cap-
tain of the Remiove cordially. Y (a
to eleep, old fat man, and sleep as long
as vou lhike !

“You'll wait tall I come down?”

0y, no, we shan’t wait! When yeu
wake up, vou can fake the (rain home,
in the luxuricz of DBunter

Il m  feliow speak®”

“It's not about 8in,
It's about something imn-
I hear that we're to start at

and voll n

Court.”

“faood  egpp!  said  Johnny  DBull
Leartily. * Do, Buanter !

“The goodiulness of tlhe ezg -

terrific !

“Jolly good idea agrced  Frank
Nugent. " Remember us to the princes

and dukes al Bupler Court, old fat
man !”
Billy Bunler breatlied hard and

cep.
“Well, I'm not going without myr
nap [? he said. “That's that! Go and
cat coke, the lot of vou ™
Tue Macyer Lippapy,.—No, 1,512,
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Runter polled away, with his fat
little noze in the air. The four juniors
grinned, apparently not at all dismayed
hy the axx'iI:il possibility that Bunter
might be fast asleep whon they stavted,
and in consequence Jeft behind., It
might even have been suspected that
that idea rather bucked them ! !

Bunter, however, did not go up 1o his
room. He rolled out into the gardons,
probably to take his nap under a shady
tree, with one ear open for the cars
when they were brought round froin the
garage.

The four continped to stroll on the
torvrace. :

Bags had been packed, everything
was in readiness, and they were only
waiting for their elders. DBob Cherry
had left his friends soom after lunch and
was not with them now. They sup-
posed that he was giving some finish-
g touch to his packing.

owever, when he reappearcd at
last he came from the direction of the
garage, They did not notce that cir-
cumstance specielly; neither did they
observe that there was rather & flush in
Bob's face. IHe was always rathey
rudcly, any how,

The five of them )
chatted.  All were anticipatin
with pleasure and lockin
rather curiously to seceing Wun's uncle
when they veached Faris, Mr. O was,
Wun had todd them, a gentleman of
very vencrable years—almost as old as
his grandfather Wun Ko at Canten.
He was fond of his nephew—indeed, the
juniors knew that, for he had often sent
the Chincze junior valuable gifta. Liko-
wise, it was Ji-ii'iﬂ"-"..'!l that he was childless
and inmensely rich, He had evincod a
desire at one time to adopt Wun Lung;
but neither Wun's father nor granad-
father would assent to that. Even for
Mr. (s linmense possessions they did
not want to part with their *Little
Pink Toad "—which was Wun Lung's
“milk-name ™ in the family circle at
home, .

Harry Wharton & Co. were quite
enrions to sea the encient gentleman
who had travelled, it seemed, from far-
off China for no other purpose than to
seo his favonrite nephew.

He was, Wun had told them, an oid-
fashioned Chinaman; nothing of the
*modern ” Chinaman abort him. He
lived in the past, when the Manchus
reigned ovor the Flowery Land, and
regarded all the happenings of the last
twenty years az a series of bad practical
jokes—rather like some gld gentlemen
of Europe who cannot take quile
seriously anything that has happened
since the War,

For zuch a *dichard® Chinaman to
undertake o journey to the farthest
Weost, throngh the countries of the
foreign devils, was rather extra-
ordinary, and showed that his affection
for Wun Lung must have been very
strong.

Snare |

That musical sound fleated in on the
conversation of the Famous Five, and
they glanced round, grinning.

It proceeded from & haminock under
a shady tree on the lawn. There,
evidently, William George Bunter had
found repose.

“Jtolly near one!”™ remarked Harvry
Wharton, *“0Oh, here comes the car !

Brown, the eolonel's  chanfleur,
hrought the family car round from the
garage, and left it on the drive opposite
the deoorway, ready for the numerous
passengers to pack in. .

He walked back to hring out Dr,
S3in'a two-seater, which had been parked
in the garage till wanted.

Bob Cherry looked after him with a
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rather curious expression on his face,
But he said nothiog,

Bagpage was piled on the hig car,
Cnimuﬁ Wharton came ont with D
Bin, aml the juniors went in to say
good-byve to Aunt Amy, Then Harry
Wharton ran acress to the hammock, to
give Bunter a shake, If the fat Owl
chose to snore on that was his own lock
out, but Wharton felt that it was up {o
it to give Bunter a chance.

Bhake, shakn!

The hammock swung. Billy Duanter
%'runte.;] atid opened his eves behind his
ng spectacles,

“Beast ! Lemme alone ™

“We're just poing to start, fathcad !"

“¥ah! Beast!”

“3tick there if vou like, vou blither-
ing bloater 1" soid Harry, and he ran
hack to the drive to take his place in
ithe car, .

Bunter sat up and glared aiter lum.
He did not want to turn out of that
hammock., But still less did he want Lo
he left behind.,  Ile sat and glared,
leaving it 111l the latest possible moment
before he tuirned out.

As it happened, there was delay, and

no hurry for Bunter to move. DBrown
seomed  a  Jong  time  bringing  the
Chinese gentleman's car round. Al five

minutes past one he had not arvrived
with it. CUolonel Wharton glanced at
his watch and frowned. He had habits
of military punctuality; morcover, it
was a very long drive to Folkestone
from the house in Sarvey, and Channel
hoats, like time and tide, walt for no
Inan.

Dr. Sin glanced round with his slant-
ing black eves. .

“Wretched cer belonging  te
poor  person  does not appear
upg:mxim:r.t& 1" e remarked. :

“Good gad, what does the man think
he's doing? execlaimed the colonel
testily, Doz he want the boat to be
lost® Oh, here he 13 1™

Dr. Sin started, and all the fellows
stared, as Brown apprared with the car.
It was clear that be was having sevious
trouble with 1.  Engine trouble was,
as it wore, “writ large " all over the
car and all over DBrown's worried,
perspiring face,

“What is the matter, Brown?" ex-
claimed Colonel Whartan,  "Is there
anything wrong with Dr. Sin's car?™

“There ain’t anything night with it,
sir I"" answered Brown. 1 ean’t make
it out, unless some of the young gentle-
men have been larking with it

“MNonsense 17 said Ceolonel YWharton,
ond tho jumiors staved Dblankly at
Brown—with the exception of Dob
Cherry. Dob seemed interested in the
landscape in another direction.

“Yaon won't get that car on the road,
sir, without overhauling,” snid Brown,
“From what I can make out there's
been cinders and ashes poured into tho
petrol-tank—and if that ain't larking 1
don’t know what it 15"

“ (zood Fad 1 axclaimed the colonel.

Dr. Sin's slanting, black cyes opened
wide. For a moment lhe smiling good
humour deserted his plump face.

this
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“Harrv,” exclaimed the colonel,
“surely no ong—-"

“Of course not, uncle ¥ exclaimed
Wharton, “Nobody here has larked
with Dr. 8Bin"s car! Why should
anyone?"’

r. &in, with a zet face, walked to the

car. Brown left it te him; but the
{Thinese gentleman could only azcertain
that the chaoffeur had stated Lthe facts,

Quite a lot of overhauling was required
before that car was hikely to be a going
concern againn That handsome httle
two-seater was, for the time being,
E;c;f:dkud. Dy, Bin sct his lips very

“It is extraordimary ™ barked the
calonel, I cannot understand it in the
leaat—it is incompirchensible. 1 can
only apologise for such a foolish {rick
being played—if indeed it is one™

. gin did not answer, For once hia
almost unfailing politencss failed. With
a pgrim brow, he plunged inte the
mysteries of the two-seater, while the
(Greyiriars [fellows cxchanged glances,
fechng extremely uncomfortable. And
Billy E]Junlnr, taking a longer yest in
the hammock than had beoen anticik-
pated, grinned.

- T—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Not Bunter!

OHNNY BULL caught Wharton liy
the sleeve and palled him back—
out of hearing of the colonel,
Harry gazed at him inguivingly.
“That fat chump ! breathed Johuny,
I Eh ?:-:r i
“Somebody’s  crocked  Sin's car!™
hiszed Johnny Buell,  “That blithering
ichiot Bunter—-="
“Oh ! cjaculated Wharton.
“That potty porpoise—="
“Oh, my hat!” said Frank Nugent,
Nugent and Hurvee Singh followod
the two juniors as they moved away
from the cars. Bob Cherry, on the
other hand, had entered the colonel’a
car and scomed deeply interested
disposing of some avticles of bagpage
therc, ;
For some rcason of his own Bob did
not secm to want to moet tho oyes, or
the remarks, of his fricnds at preszent.

They did net observe it, however!
Certainly they were not Likely to think
of Bob in connection with the mys-
terious happening to Dr, Sin’s two-
seater, o o taced

" That otty, tifling, b face
porker 1™ sfld '?}-:ﬂmﬁy H-f]i, NFEI:h e
viction. ' Nobody else would be idiot
cnough ! That’s how be's going to got
time for a nap before we start,™

“(Oh, my hat!" pasped Harry,

“The csteemed, idiotic Bunter ! ex-
claimed Huorree Jamset Ram Singh.

They glanced across at Billy DBunicer,
sitting up in the hammock an the lawn
and grinning. DBunter did not venture
ta go to sleep again, lest the pavly
should start and leave him stranded
But he remained resting ins fat wowd
lazy limbs in the hammeck, glad of the
delay, whatever its cause.

“he awful az=!” muttered Nugent.
“"Took here, Sin's car 13 crocked—lis
temper seems a bit erocked, tool JE
we're not going to lose tho boat we shall
sll have to pack into the other car, Sin
and Wun Lung and all.”

“Wo can pack in all right,” =aid
Harry, “ but——-""

“"Bat it will be a closs RAEY' zaid
Johnuny Bull, " And we're going to bo
packed like savdines all the way to
Folkestoana to pleaso that fat, [rowsy,
frumptions, frabjous, foozling freak 1"

Johnny tramped across towards tho
hammock. His friends followed hin.

Dr. Sin was =till grappling with 1le
internal troubles of the two-scater,
watched anxiously by the colonel and

Wun Lung. Bob Cherry, inside tho
eolonel's car, seemed busy. But four
fellowzs had leisure to  bestow on

Bunter, and they bestowed it on him,
Ie grinned at them as they came up
to the hammoek, evidently amusaod.

“1 say, you fellows, we ain't stavt-
ing, after all,” grinned Buotere
“ HBomething wrong with the Chiok's
car—what? Ife, he, hel”

“You fat scoundrell” said 1larry.
“What have you been doing to Di.
Sin'a car ™
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Careless of the passengers he was jostling, Bob Cherry
away from the train with Wun Lupg at his side.

“"Eh—nothing ¥’

“Mot sticking scinethin
juice ¥ prunted Johnny Bull.

”.El'l.-—nﬂ- lr:

““Then who did ?"” demanded Nugent.

“Not much use asking who did,”
?mwled Johnny PBull, “Only ono
ellow here is idiot enough to damage
a man's car, and only one fellow
wanted fo delay the start—and it's
Bunter | We may lose the boat, be-
cause he waunfs to squat in that ham-
mock. Heave him out of 11"

“1 say, vou [ellows-—-"

“Heave him out?"

I say—— Yarooh!” roarcd Dunter,
as the four juniors grasped the lLam-
mock and heaved, “1 say, leggol
shall fall out—yarcoch !

Bump !

Billy Bunter landed in the grass.
e roared as he landed. He sat in
the grass, and continued to roar.

"Owl Waw!  DBeasts!  Varocoh!
Waow 1"
*“Boot him ! =zaid Johany Dull.

intp  the

“The bootfulness is the proper
caper [

“Cra it !

Billy Bunter bounced up. He

bounced and bolted. Four juniors cut
after him, dribbling him.

i{e rushed for the drive; and only as
Colenel  Wharton  glanced  round,
frowning, the four ceased ta boot
Dunter. DBunter, however, rushed on,
and scrambled headlopg  into  the
colonel’s car for refuge.

“Hallo, hallo, halle ! Bob Cherry
Frinned at him as he scrambled breath-

esslv 1n. “Gol o move on at last,
fatty "7

“Owl  Wow! Ooocogh! gasped
Bunter, as he collapsed on a seat. I

say, old chap, keep those heasts offt
Ow 1"

Harry Wharten & Co, looked into
the car from either side with wrathful
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looks. They did not want to draw
the old colonel’s attention to Bunter,
or they would certainly have grabbed
him, and vanked him headlong out of
the car. But they looked at b os if
they could have bitten him.

“I've a jolly pgood mind,” szaid
Havry, *lo heave von out of that car,
you fat freak, and leave vow behind,

You ever play =uch a sotten trick
aguin—""

“Ow! You beast!’ gasped Dunter,
“What have I doue, I'd like to know?
Ohw |7

“"You frabious  freak!™  lissed
Johnny Bull. “ii we lose the boat,
we

“We can't lose it!" said Harrvy,
“Old Mr. O is expecting us in Poaris
thiz evening.  We've got to manage
with my uncle's ear, somehow.”

" Lots of room, if we chuck that fat
Wadder of lard out " growled Jobnny
Bull. “And it's his doing.”

“The terrific idio i

“What on earth has Dunter been
doing 2" asked DBob Cherrv, in sur-
prise. “T thought he had been snoe-
ing siree lonch,”™

“He's crocked Dr. Sin's cop—="

"Wha-a-t 1" gasped DBob,

“You heard what DBrown  said?
Somebody’s been monkeving with the
car—and it was Bunter, of course!™

“Tt wasn't ¥ howled DBunter.

“It wons, vou fat villain! I've a
jolly good ming—"

I tell wvou 1t wasn't'™ shrieked
Bunter. “I haven't bLeen anywhere

near his rotten car 1”

“Bhut up!” hissed Jolhnny  Bull,
“You tcll ancther whopper, and I'll
have you out on your neck. and bang
vour fat head on the car!'’

“Deast! I tell you I dide't!"
spluttercd  Bunter. “I  never went
near the ear, and npever even Lnew
wla fr—*

&

pushed his way to the door of the carriage in'time to see Dr. Sin hurrying
Was the man trying to give the Greyfriars juniors the slip ?

“That does it!' gronled Johnnx
Bull, and he reached in and prabbed
the fat junior. “Now, you frabjous
footling freak——="

“Hold on!" cxelaimed Bob Chwerry
hastily, He pushed the excited Jolaim
back, and Buater wrigsled out of lus

grasp.  "Loek here, DBumier neves
tonched Sin's car :
“Don’t be an ass! You Lknow ila

been crocked '
“T know !
T

“Oh, don’t talk rof ! snovied Johuny
Bull.  “Tf Bunter didu't, whe did:
Think fthere’s any other chap heye
potty enough to play sueh o wad
rriclk 2™

Bob Cherry reddened.

“Well, it wasn't Buanter!”  he
snapped. Buntee’s been in that han-
wock all the time, Leave e fat ass
alone, fathead !

The four juniors stared at Bob
blankle. That el a trick eould have
been playred by anvone but Bunter
seemed impeossible ro {hen,

Obvionsly some person had deliber-
ately erocked Ihr. Sin's car, and made
17 unposiible to use it on the run down
to Folhestoue. Who, Lbut Bunter:

“Look here, Bab, don't be o a=z"
said DNugent. “You jolly well Lrow
as well as we do that ir was Thpuer”

It wasn't!Y grunted Baob.

“Then who was -+ Fhi
Johmny Buall.

“(h, ask me avelher!
wasn't Bunier !

13 Hﬂh [I‘J

“The rotfulne:s iz torrine '™

“Dhon't be an ass, Bob "

But Marry Wharton did not speal:,
He was giving Bob s verv startloo
look. Something in Bob's fushed, dis-
comfited face brought an almast wibe.
Levabls suspicion nto his mind,

Tre MicxNer Lisrary,—No. 1,512
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“T zay. veu fellows, T told you—>""
spluttered Bunter. 1 should think

Bob

yvou could take a fellow's wordl
don’t you, old

knows 1 never did it

chap "

"q'm:. I do,” =aid DBob Cherry.
*Chuck if, von fellows! T tell you
that it wasn't Bunter, and 1 jolly welk
know it wasn't! Now let it dropl”

Harry Wharton compressed his lips
and =sand nothing.

The matter had to drop, anyhow; for
Dr. Sin by -that time b sabisficd
himself that there was no hope of got-
ting the two-seater going without such
delay az meant losing the Channel
boat. ) ]

“ After all. there 13 roomn in Iny car,
gir,” (lolonel Wharton was  saying.
“We ecas manage very well. Lqm-ﬁ
your car here with my chauffeur, air!

De. 8in was breathing hard.  His
eck politeness was cracking under
this straiu like thin ice. DBut he forced
Limself to remember it

“Tt 15 noibing,” said Dr. Sin. ™A
larkizh joko—yes.  Some unthinking
prreon has played a trick on my poor

var. 1 aonly regret that exeessive
crowd in one car will incommode
rsiiinable vounp gentlemen—-*

“That iz nolhing, sir,” raid the

colonsl,  The fact iz, we have no
more Lime to lose, unless wa are o
e late for Ilelkestone”

“Allee light !” said Wuan  Lung.
“Wa tluvel velly micey ‘long big car.
Ae likee all light.”

Colonel Wharten looked round.

“You bovs ready?”

“Here we are l”

Ll 244 B T .

The numerous passengers packed into
the hig car, and Colonel YWharton sat
at the wheel Tt was undoubtedly
rathep a cram, roomy as the car was—
espocially  for  Billy Dunter, who
wanted room for two, snd was given
rather less than room for one. DBut it
could not he helped.

Auyhow, crain ar not, the party were
off at last, And Dr. Bin, crammed in
among the rest, resumed lis smiling
good  humiour, and  dismissed—or
appeared to dismiss—that untoward in-
culent Trom his mind,

The car rolled eway from Wharton
Todge, and took the long road to
Folkestone, Wun Lung, whether he
would have been safe or net in the
two-seater with Dr. Sin, was guite safe
in the crowded car 1n the midst of his
friends.

A gy

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Across the Channel !

OLONEL WHARTON waved his

‘ : Lhaud as the gangway was taken

i, From the swarming deck

of the Channel steamer, the

Crevhriars fellows waved back, hands
and hats. :

The steamer was thickly 1'130;}13131.&1:!.
Holidey-makers  innumerable  were
erossing the (hannel that sunny August
afternncn.  From stem to stern there
wera  jostling crowds  and  buzzing
VOICes. :

Of the Orevfriarvs parvty, only E!IIy
Bunter ¢id net bother about waving

farewell to the old military gentleman,
who had driven them to Folkestone,
anid was sccing them off. Bunter

rolled down to the grul department

at onee for a little light refreshment.
But the rest waved to the old colonel,

standing like a ramrod amid the erowd

seoing the boat off, Dr. Sin, pelite to
Tne Magxer Liprany —No. 1,542

THE MAGNET

the last, cxecuted the nearest mpproach
te a kow-tow that he could manage.

The siren zoared, and the t
glided away, and the ramrod figure
grew indistinet in the distance, Folke-
stoniec zank into a blur, and the sunny
Channel shone and glimmered round
the steamer,

Everybocdy was in high spirits—only
Bol seeming o have s spot of worry
ot his wind, and MHarry Wharton a
vather thouvghtful look., Wharton had
had no opportunity, so far, of speak-
ing aside to Dob; but as soon as the
steamicr was out in the Channel, he
drew him away on the crowded deck.

“Now, you ass1” he said, in o low
valce,

Bob grinned rather shamefacedly.

“You've guessed?” he asked,

“1 think so. What the thump did
vou play such a mad teick for—a trick
oo silly even for Bunter?”

“You jolly well know.”

“Well, I suppose 1 do,” said Harry.
"HBut—look here, Bob, you'll have to
chuck 1! It's just lunecy, and pothing
elzp, ™

Bob's brow wrinkled with worry.

"I don't know,” he said, 1 can'i get
it clear. But—\Wun's not going to ba
kiduapped on this trip, Harryl Such
a lot of things point the same way, all
of themn trifles, I know, but— Look
what happened before we broke up at
Creyfriars. Dr. 8in came and looked
over the school—and that kidnapper
knew his way all right re the Remove
dorm ! He took Wun for a drive in
his ear, and there was an accident that
toily nearly cansed Wun to po without
hiz friends. He turned up at Rook-
wood the day we played ericket there,
thinking that Wun was with ug—in a
two-soaler—to drive Won home, with
no room for a fellow to go wilh him!
.?-qﬂ&v he turns up o a two-sedter again
R} e

Bob pauzed, looking deeply worried.

“I know it may all be trifles, amount-
ing to nothing' he said. “"DBut yon
can't get away frem it that Duownter
was the only fellow who saw that kid
napper, #and Bunter thought it was
Dr. 8in.”

“That fat, short-sighted owl—"
“{h, “,{IE& T know! Tt it all acd=

1 |

up together,” grunted Bob. “Alined, 1
don’t beliove it—not exactlyv ! T can’t,
the fellow secms so decent! But he's

not
Lrip.

“Have a little sense, old chap! A
kidnapper waonld be bound to be o
pretty thorough scoundrel—-"

“T know that "

“Well, could anybedy tuke Sin for
a soonmdre] 7

Bob was silent for a long momant,

"No,” he sawd, “that’s rot!™

“AWell, then, vou awiul ass!" said
Harry. “Are vou gomng lo make oub
that a decent man, as Bin plamly is,
wounld do @ rotten, raseally, wicked
thing '

“Pron’t atk me to answer rviddles™
growled Boh, with a touch of impaticnk
urritation. *F hke the man; he zeens
a decent sort! Dut there's ton many
things pointing the same way ! I don't
exactly distrust him, but 'in going to
see that Wun's not left plone with him
111l he reaches his uncle’s house in
Pariz.”

“Well, thank poodness we shall Le
there this evening, and then you'll have
to chuck up playing the guddy ox!™
enid Wharton, impatient, also. “ Crock-
ing & man's car—"

“IWas theve any other way !

“71 suppose net—but it's all rot!”

“I'd Eﬂ jolly glad to think it was
all rot. I don't know. But I know this

Fuing to get Wuan to lnmself this

#

—I'm wotching Wun like a cat all the
way to Paris, and if 3in shows a sign
af getting off alone with him I'm going
to put the stnppqr o™

" Ha won't.”

“Well, if he docsn’t, all the better.”

With that, the discussion ended. It
was just as well, for Wharton could not
help feeling annoved at the extra-
ordinary measurcs Bob had taken at
Wharten Lodge; and Bob, worried by
the unpleasant fecling of distrusting a
man with whom he had to be frIEIlﬁl‘F,
and towards whom, indeed, he felt
friendly, wus not guite =0 good-
tempered as wsual,

The Groviriars fellows moved about
the deck, mingling with the innumor-
able passengers, or sat in deck-chairs
and watched the shining sea, and kepe
their eyes alert for the white ¢liffs of
France.

Boulogne was in distant view when
Billy Bunter rolled up from below. His
face was fat and shiny. ‘“There were
traces of jain and other sticky things on
it, and he zcemed to breathe with a
litt'e difficzliy. Clearly, Bunter had
Been punishing the provender. It was
fortunate for the fak Owl that the day
was ealmy, the Channel almost like a
pond, or he would have been in danger
of losing the good things he had taken
g0 long to pack away.

“I zay, you fellows, where's that man
Sin? he asked, rolling np to the
Famous Five on the crowded deck.

Dr. 3in was sitting in a deck-chair,
about two vards away, and he smiled
as the short-sighted Owl inquired after

him, :

“Been that man Sin?” went on
Bunter. “The steward wants to speak
ie him. It's rather important.™

“What the dickens does the steward
wank with Dr, Bin?” asked Harvy.
“Well, there's a bill, you know——"

“A bill ! repeated the Famous Five,

“Oh, really, you fellows! It's under-
stood, ain't it, that we're guesta on this
trip,” said Bunier warmly. “If that
Chink thinks I'm going to pay my own
pxpanses when I'm invited on a holiday,
he's got another guess coming, and I
can jolly well telt him so0.”

“You podgy octopus—"

“{h, really, Cherry—*

“You bLloated bloater—

“Oh, veally, Nugent—"

“Go down and sen the steward vour-
self, you fat foorler I growled Johnny
Dull.

“What's {he goad of my going down
to see him?" asked Busier. “"I'm not
going to pay him! Toe fact is, 1 can't?
I rather expeeled to got my postal order
at Wharion Lodge before we left; but
it never came, after all! Olherwise, of
course, 1 ahenld pay 1he man,  It's only
a Iriflec—1wo poniuls ten i

“Two pounds ton ™
Whartomn. :

" Yes, that'zs all—might be o fow odd

cence. A trifle! I'm not the sort of
cllow to =pread inyveelf because some-
body else is paying the ball.”

“Oh, my hat !

“The sooner Dr. Bin soes that steward
ihe better,” saidd Bunter anxiously. ' la
didn’t zeem to want me (o leave without
paying, for some reason! I'm pretty
sure he will bo afier me if the bill a1t

atl before the boat gets in! Yoo

now that class of people—sordid;
alwavs thinkivg about their monep.”

“You pernicions porkep—-"

“Oh, really. Whartem! Took here,
don’t jaw.  Where's that man Sin?
Can't yvou see his ugly mng anywhere
about 1" .

“Tgly mug approximates close to
estimable young gentloman!™ said a

pasped HHarry



voice behind Bunter as Dr. Sin rose
kromn his deck-chair.

“Onh!” gasped Bunter, revolving on
his axis and blinking at the pﬁlmp
vellow face through Eis big spectacles.
YI—I didn't ses you! J—"

“Don't bother asbout the steward,
Dr. 5in!"” said Harry Wharton hastily.
“We'll see to that1”

“Not at all, estcemed and respectable
sir " answered Dr. Sin. * Instructions
of lofty and jade.like master, Mr. O,
are to put a foot to such things, expense
being no object. This is honeur and
pleasure o humble self.”

And Dr. Sin
himsgelf the hanour and pleasure of foot-
ing Bunter’s little bill in the refresh-
ment department.

Billy Bunter grinned as he went.

“Well, that Chink knows what I think
of him now ** he remarked. “He heard
e call him ugly mug! He, he, he !

“Gentlemen, chaps, and sportsmen !
said Bob Cherry. “ Dr. 3in knows what
Bunter thinks of him. Now let's let
Bunter know what we think of
Bunter!”

“Hear, hear!” X

" say, you fallows—leggo—'
roared Bunter, as five pairs of hands
grasped him. “1 say—yaroooop

Bump !

Billy Bunter sat on the deck, with a
concussion that almost shook the
steamer. There was & roar from
Bunter, followed by & horrible gurgle !
With two pounds fen shillings’ worth of
foodstuffis packed away inside, Bunter

was in no stato to be shaken up! He
gurgled horribly.

“Urrgh! Groogh! Ooco-er!”

The chums of the Remove walked

away and left him gurgling.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
In France [

H ULLONG |” said Billy Bunter,
half an hour later, blinking at
the white honses rising on the
hill, and

shining in the sun.

Bullong '™

"You can suppose so, 1f you hke”
assented Bob Cherry.

o ;}FEH. isn't it?"” demanded Bunter.

i 'E-."

“1 thought we were getting off at
Bullong. If that's not Bullong, what
is k7" i.'apped Bunter.

“ Boulogne,” answered DBob cliger-
fully.
“{-Ia, ha, ha "

“You silly ass!” growled Bunter.
“Think f;ou can teach me how to pro-
nounce French! I say, you fellows,
when we get ashore you'd better leave
the talking to me. I can speak French !
If you want to speak to themn, just tell
me, and I'll do it for you. ¥You'll want
an interpreter to make them understand
vou if you speak English—sec #*

“"¥You'll want another to make them
understand you if you speak French ™
sugg:?sted Bob.

Yah "

Dr. Sin came up, smiling and sleck.

“Here wo approximate to foreign
thores,” he remarked. “May I reguest
voung but deeply respected persons to
remain in my undistinguished company,
cstimable passports being in my sole
possession § andering footsteps in
immense crowd are lable to cause
objectionabla difficulties.”

“I can look alter myself, thanks!™
said Billy Bunter, with dignity.

*Shut up, Bunter |

‘"Oh, really, Bull—"

Rely on us to keep cloze, Dr, Sin ("
answered Harry Wharton.

the great Casino
“I suppose thatl's
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He cangnt Bob's eve as he spoke, and
could not help smiling.

S0 far from any sign of Dr, Sin tryving
to get Wun Lung away from the party,
he was warning the juniors not to got
separated. As Dr, Sin was in charge of
the passports, it would lhave been very

I

specie]l  pronouncement of lhe Freach
word * rien,” meaning “nothing.” The
man in the Customs had taken it for
an English word !

“Alors guvrez, s'il vous plait!” said
the official, tapping Buuter's suilcase.
“Ouvrez, done”

(Conlinwed on next puge.)

went down to give

awkwar for the
Greyfriars  fellows
had they lost him in
the swarming

crovwde,

Dr. 8in, indeead,
Iooked after the
party rather like a
shepherd  locking
after hiz flock,

He saw them
through the pass-
ﬁﬂ-l‘! tnspection, and

e gathered them to
g0 ashore, politely
heedless of Bunter's
objections to being
looked after. Bag-
gafu was taken by
half a dozen ecager
“Iacteurs,” and the
Greyfriars party
went ashore amid a
thick throng.

They passed
through the
“douane,”  where

they had nothing to
declare to the (ne-
toms; though Billy
Bunter very nearly
succepded in giving
the impression that
he was a bold, bad
smuggler, by  his
determination ta
talk French,

A polite official,
hav}ng remarked

Rien a declarer #"
was ready to chalk
Bunter's bag, when
the fat junior
answered at once:

“Wrong !

The French
official appeared to
understan that
F:tgléﬂid word, for
12 he bac i3
challk, RS

“Quelgue-chose &
declarer " he asked,

“I say, vou fel-
lows, what does he
mean by kelker-
shows?™ azsked Bun-
ter. “Look here,
why den't he let me
take my bag
away ™

“ ifnu_ utter ass,
what did wyou tell
him he was wron
fori™ exclaime
_"Hﬂl‘l':'.f Wharton.
"You've nothing to
declare to the

ustoms 1'*

“Eh! I told him
so! I said I had
nothing 1"

¥ on
“wrong 1"
Wharton,

“Well, that's
French for
'Jmthnl%,’ atn’t 1t
yapped Bunter, “If
you don’t know an
easy word like that,
Wharton——"

“Oh erikey 1"

“Wrong " was,
epparently Bunterls

said
hoaoted

e
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“Denk  vourself ! retorted Bunler
mdiguamtly. "My hat! They say the
French are awfully polite people—and
Bisten to kim ! Calling a chep a donkey
becauze he's gob nothing te declare IV

"Ouaveez ™ rapped the man at the
wooden counter. " Cuvrez!”

“YWhat is he saving * hurray * for, you
fellonsgi™

“ For goodness' sake shut up 1" roared
Wharton, * Drag that fat idiet away,
Al -:*ha;:.s’, or wb shall bo here tilf
ordnight 17

= Oh, really, Wharton—"

Twao of {he juniors grabbed Bunter,
and jerked him away fromn the counter.
Wharton cxplained in his best French,
which really was a eredit to Monsicur
{harpentier's instructions at Greyfriars.
But the Customa man'’s suspicions were
arotgedl now, and he insisted on Bun-
ter's bag being opened, and he went
through it with sedulous eare in scarch
of contraband geods. :

He did not notice—though the juniors
did as the contents were zorted over—

that it contained collars marked
“H, W."7 shivis marked “TF. N,
other garments marked L or

“1. C.7 Bunter, who always travelled
light, had evidently borrowed a few
things when he pocked at Wharton
Lodge ! .

Howaever, there was nothing of a
eontraband npature, and the ofhecial
grunted, and chalked the bag at last,
and the juniors got through.

“Lot of time wasted I’ snorted Bun-
tor, as they headed for the platform.
“Might have lost the train through you
fellows! We zhonuld have walked
siraight theough il you'd let we explain
io hiw in French, I hope you fellows
are not going to keep up this sort of
thing all the while we're in Franee ™

“Hhut up! Where's Bob?" asked
Havry, leoking round among innunier-
able lieads. " Bob! Bob! We've got
separated, after Dr. 8in specially told
us to keep together™

Dvr. Sin oand Wun Lune were ent of
gight on the long, crovded platform-—
o was Bob Cherry !

But a powerful voice shouted from a
distance:

“Hallo, halle, hallo! This way ™

“That's Bob1 Come on'”

“1 zay, vou fellows—"

“what up, and come on

“T'va drapped my bullseyes——"

“Prop after them, and stay there,
then, fatlead ! Good-bye

* Beast 1

Billy Bunter rolled after the four as
they pushed through the erowd, heading
for the spot whenee Bob's powerfal voice
hailed. The bullzeyes had to be left io
their fate,

“Oh, here yon  are!”  exclavmed
Flarry, as they came up to Bob, D, Sin,
and  Wun, standing by  the  train.
“Sorry wo were delayed, Dy, Sin—that
wdiot Bunter—"

“There is ample measure of time,”
assured Dr. Hin. *The train does not
etir for many minutez.  Thiz humble
perzon regrets that be did not ob:eryve
delavy and vemain in attendance.”

“1lr. Zin did not notice that you
fellnws were held back in the Customs,”™
eaplained Bob Cherry. " He walked on
with Won Lung, vou see! I thought I'd
better keep with bim”

Wharten pave him a quick look.

There was a faint, but unmistakable,
naie of zarcasm in Bob's tone.

If it was lost on Dr. Bin, it was not
loct on Harry Wharton. It struck hun
rather uncomfortably.

After IMv. 8in's excessive carve of the
partw, till they got into the douane, it
was realiy a little singular that he had
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not noticed the fact that Bunter's
fatuous fetheadedness had caused delay,
and that the other juniors had stayed to
se¢ hun through.

Dnigrﬂnh Cherry had walked on with
De. 8in and Wun Lung, and dis
appearcd through the thronging crowd
witit them. Deoh had his own reasons

for that!

For a second, H;t.rri,' Wharton felt a
pang of doubt. Wounld the Grexfriars
party have seen Wun Lming agamn had
he disappeared through the crowd with
only Sin Bong in his company? Was
Bob's watehfuluess justifiod ?

But he dismissed the uncomfortable
thought the pext moment. It was all
rot—af courase it was all rot |

It was impossible to believe that De
Sin was the kidnapper—that he was
watching, with bis sunling eyes, for any
tritling chapee  that wmrght ocour 1o
whizk off the Chinese junior under their
very noses !

Wharton knew that tlas little ineident
lad strengthened Boh's distrust. He did
not need telling that. DBut he did nol
slhare it.

*Well, here we are!™ he said, rather
nastily. " Let's get on the train”

“I say, vou lellows——"

“This is the tratn, Bunter! Pack in,
fathead I

“1 say, what about going back to look
for those buliscyes——="

“ Kick him, somebody 17

“Beast IV

And the holiday party mounted the
high steps of the train—all aboaid for
Paris !

THE TENTH CHAFTER.
A Near Thing !

i AR ici!” said a polile voice.
" Par ier ¥

“(h  good!™ said Billy
Bunter. I conld just do with
some 1ces! | sav, where are they ¥

“Comnnent ¥ Je dis, par i} saind
the puezled conductor.

e was showing the juniors to their
places in the train.

They followed him along the corridor,
glancing nto compaviment after coin-
partment. The tram for Paris was
thronged, and seats bad been booked in
advance for the party. The rallway
aticndant, o doubt in happy expecta-
tion of a tip from the tourists, bowed
them along, avd stopped aL a vacant
Firet-class earriage, where, evidently,
the seals were engaged for the party,

Bunter blicked rvound with an in-
quiring ard irvitated blink.

“1 say, vou fellows, I den't sce any
icez 1" he exclanmed.

“¥ou howling ass, what on carth
makes you fancy there are any iges?”
exclaimed Harry.

“Ihl Waan't that chap saying ices?®”

“0Oh erikey! Ho was sayving ' par
el '—whie means,  *this way "7
howled Wharton.

“Oh rot ! szaid Bunter. * You don’t
know muech Freneh, Wharton | 1o was
saying 1ces, all vight ! Stfl, I don't zea
any t”

“He was savinz ‘ict,' which means
“here ' 17 hooted Johuny DBubl.

“Raot!"” zaid Bunter. * Wharton said
lie was saving *this wav,’ and you say
he was saying * here "—ho couldn’t have
been saving both1 He was saving jees—
they pronounce it *ececees,” you know,
like the wireless announcerz at home.”

“Oh, my hat!”

Thero wera $ix scats booked for the
Greyfriars juniors. Wun Lung and
Dr. Sin were passing farther on, when
Boh Cherry steppcd out into the corridor
again.

“Where are you going, Wunl!' he
asked.
~ Dr. Bin answered before the Chineso
junior counld sprak.

“In aone carriage there ia insuflicient
space for whole estimable party,” ha
explained. *'I'wo persons sit in noxt.
The jade-like son of Wun Chung con-
dezcends to sit with this humble person.”

“All light, ole Dob Chelly 1" said
ﬁflm, smiling, “Ale sittes ’im:g D,
Sin-—talkca Chinese ’long him. Al

light 1"

Bob stooad in the corvider, breathing
a little hard.

Some such arrangement was unavoid-
able, with a party pumbering eighe.
Indeed, on & thronged train, at ihe
height of the holiday season, Lhe party
‘ﬁ'tﬂﬂ:‘”iﬂ fuck to be able to keep together
Lt aflk.

That did not alter the fact 1hat Dr.
Sin and Wun Lung were going faviher
down the train by themselves, out of
sight of the rest,

“lin voiture | came the calling voices
of the parlers.

More passengers hurried along the
cotridor of the train. Dol Cherry had
i f‘.c-t aout of the way., The porters woere
calling *Take wyour seats?—which
weant that the start was at hamd. liob
stepped into the compartment with his
friends, bnt did not sit down.

“Iere's vour zeat, old bean ! said
Jolinmy Bull.  “ Sguat 17

Ha jerked Bob down into a <cat.

“1 say, you fellows," sgueaked Iy
Bunter, "if that c¢hap’s really got uny
ices——"

“Fathead [

Bob Cherry sat in utter uncasine:s,
It looked normal and naiwral enough—
ke every one of De. 8in's procesdimgs,
Ab the same thme, it gave him a chanen
if e was the kidunapper—also like all
Dr. 8in's proceedings! Bob jerkod o
of his seat and stepped out into the
corridor again.

The conductor came huorrying by,
Bob touched his arm as be passed.

“A quelle heure partons-nouzi® lo
asked in his hest Franel.

"Troizs minutes, monsienr ' answered
the conductor aver his shoulder, as he
hurried on,

The train was to “part™ in three
minutes.  After that, the whole party
was booked for Paviz, as there was nn
changing on thoe “rapide.” I Dr. B
bhad any trick to play, he had only threa
minutes in which to j:-ba._\-;r it.  And e
was in his carviage with Wun.

Bob moved along the corridor to the
doorway of that carriage.

1le heards Dr. Sin speakmo; but, as
he was speaking to Wun in Chinese,
Bab had no 1dea what he was saying.

Wun answered in the same tongue.

Evidently both were there; and Baoly,
relteved i his own nindd, a little
ashamed of his haunting doubt, backed
along the corridor agam.

Then he gave a jump es the plonp

fipure of Dr. 8in emerged into the
corridor, followed by Wun.
Their backs were to Boly as they

walkerd down the corvidor—the divee-
tion away from the Greyfriars carmage.

He stared after them.

Were they leaving the tram?  What
imaginable exevse could Dr. Sim have
made to Wun to cause hnn to leave the
train on which his frienda were all
cmbarked for Pariz? Was that what
he hiad been speaking about to Wun in
Chinese ? 2

Boly caught his breath.
OFE,
They were leaving the lrain—nnt by
the door by which they had entered jt—
to reach which they waould have had to
pass the juniors—hut by another vight

Tle Lollawed
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Almost wild with rage, Bob Cherry

down the train, far out of szight of the
party.

Bob Cherrg hurried after them, care-
less of hurrving passengers, whom he
pushed and poked in his progress. He
hardly knew what to think, but he knew
with erystal elearness what he was going
to do. A few seconds after Dr. Sin
and YWun Lungi_ had alighted, DBob
jumped down. He cut after them on
the platforin.

“Halle, hallo, hallo! Trying to lose
the train, Wun?' he asked, with an
assumpiion of carelessness in his tone.

The two Chinese loolied ronned ot him,
Wun with a smile, Dr. Sin with a
sudden flash in his jetty eyes under the
heavy, slanting lids. DBut that flash
eame and went in the fraction of a

second.
“All light!” sa i Wun Lung.
“Plenty timee takee tlaince, Bob

Chelly T Walkee talkee fol ten minutes
befale tlainee startee.”

“The train starfs in two minotes !
gasped Bob,

“MNo tinkee—=Dr. Sin savyy.?

Bol, breathing hard, looked at Dr.
Sin.  Clearly he had told Wun that
there remained ten minutes before the
train started, and proposed a walk on
the platform—welcome enocugh before
sitting down for four hours on end.
Iloh knew from the conductor when the
train was due to start.

“There iz no cause for uneasiness,
Lhonourable young one!” said Dr. Sin
reassuringly.  Ample time remains for
a wall.”

“They're calling on *En voiture!" "
said Bob. "I tell you the train’s just
going, Wun! Jump on !

Wun Lung smiled.

“All light1” he answeved. “ Dr. 8in
savvy plenty; no losee tlainee !

Bob's jaw squared.

_“Oh, all right I” he said. “IFf there's
time for you to take a wallk, there's time

EVERY SATURDAY

§

for me to take one, too! I'll stick to
you, old chap 1”

“Velly much likee handsome Bob
Chelly walkee 'long this NI" Chinese ™
apreed Wun Lung. He was always glad
of Bob's company, whatever might have
been the views of Dr. Sin Song.

At that moment 1t was rathey cor-
tainty than doubd that was in Bob
Cherry's mind., Anyhow, his mind was
made up not to lose sight of Wun Lung
for a split second. If Won lost the
train, Bob was going to loze it alonz
with kim,

Now that he was with Wun, and evi-
dently intending to stick fo him, he
rather expected Dr. 8in to dizcover that
there was not, after all, time for a walk
on the platferm before the train started,

IMe was vight. Dr. Sin made exactly
that discovery. He called to a passing
porter, and the *factenr ™ answered:

“Tout de suiie, monsiour !

“ At once Y said DBob. * Hear ihat,
Wun £

Wun looked inguiringly at Dr. 8in.

“Thiz foolish one iz in error!” eaid
Dr. Bin. “Esteemed French language
is not so familiar fo me as beauntiful
English, and I have made one ridicu-
lous mistake, or perhaps the person of
whom 1 inquirecf did not answer in
truth-words! We have no time to lose”

“Dh clikey ! exelaimed Wun Lung.

“Come on ! zaid Bob,

They clambered back on the train
topether. Dr. Sin followed them on
board. With what feelings he followed
them, Bob could only gucss.

They had indeed no time to lose.
They were still in the corridor, and had
not yet reached their seats, when the
troin  started and zoomed out of
Boulegne Station. They plunged alon
the rocking train, and Dr. Sin an
Wun Lung took their places; and Bob,
having secn them sit down, passed on
to the juniors’ carriage. Whether Dr.
Sin was plaring a double game or not,

13

rry tore after the receding Mercedes. Somehow, he had to keep in sight the car that was
earrying Wun Lung away from his friends into the wilderness of Paris,

Wun Lung was safe now till the noxt
stop.  And Bob had hardly a doubr
lefe now that the sleek ond smiling S
was plaving a double game !

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Fooled at the Finish !

ARRY WHARTOXN glaneed
curiously at Bob as he came

in and sat down. So  did
Mugent, Johmnny Ball, and
Huorree Jamset Ram Bingh, Bills

Bunter, who was engaped in an extew.
sive and intensive search of his pockets
for stray bullseves, had no attention to
wasle on Bob Cherey or anybody else.

“Well,¥ said Harry quietly, " any-
thing up, Boh®”

DBob was breathing rather lard, and
hiz face was a little Aushed, and thee.
was an uncommonly grim set o his lips

“0h, nothing ! hie answered. “ Wun

and Dr. Sin came near losing the train.
that's all—without us.*
" What rot ! said Johnny Bull, star-
g at him. “How could they lose the
train when they were sitting in the nest
carripge

*“The howlulness is terrific I grinned
Hurree Jamzet REoam Singh.
“What's happened, Bob?"  asked

Harry Wharton,

“Oh, nothing mueh '™ There waz a
very unusually sardenie tone in Bob's
voice, “Dr. 8in thought that the train
didn’t start for ten minutes: he seoin-
to have misunderstood something a
porter said. So he proposed a walk on
the platform to Wun, as there was
plenty of time™

“You don't mean they got off the
train **

H’I d'l'_'l-.“

“Oh ! said Harry.

(Confinved en poge 16.)
Tue Macgxer Liprary.—XNo, 1,512,



F Kb U,

(€ ontinuwed from p:..l'# '1-]

“You see,” continued Bob, still sar-
donie, * Dr. Sin imisunderstood what was
wld Lim: but T didn’t misunderstand
wlhat was told me, so I hiked after

them. And when our plump [riend
found that I was going to lose the train,
too, e found out that he was in error.
I thought he would " !
The four jumiors looked at DBob in

silence.  Jobiony Bull was the first to
speak. -

“Don’t be an ass, old c¢hap! Bin's
a Chinese, and probably knows less

f'rench than we dol  Anybody might
mistake what & Freuch porter yaiﬁmd
aut in a language he only half under-
standsz"

“0Of eourse 1" said Nugent.

Harey Wharton did not speak, In
spite of his belief in Dr. Sin and his
liking [or the man, he could not help
fecling a shock of doubt, Bob had said,
on the Channel steamer, that if Dr, Sin
siowed 8 sign of getting sway alone
with Wun, he was going to put the
stopper on.  Wharton had declared that
it would not happen. Now it had hap-
peted, and Bob had been as good as his
word—he had put the stopper on.

Again., it was only a trifle; Dv, Sin
hacl made an error that any foreigner
in France might have made. But
\Wharton could not help fecling  that
altogether oo many of these trifles were
piling up, one after another. 1t was
1ot half an hour since they had landed
froin the stemmner, and twige, n that
Jovt space of time, Dr. Sid and Wun
had become detached from the party—
Ly secident ot error. Flarry Wharton
was beginning to share Bob's suspicion
that there wos a wellow hand behind
{lwse accidents and ervors.

He said nothing : neither did Iurree
Jameet Boam Singh speak.  But the
nabolr's dark eves rested very curiously
on Bob—and then met Wharton's,  And
the captain of the Remove could sce that
tie dusky jumior's thoughts were very
like his own,

Neither of them had actually reached
the point of distrusting Dr. Sin. But
both of them deeided, in their own
wainds, to act, from that moment, In
concort with Bob, taking care that Wun
was not lefe unwatehed with Bin Bong.
Toen if there was nothing in it. it conld
a0 no harm, to he on the alert.

The tvein boomed ov,

Jobhnny Bull dismissed the discussion
with a egrunt.  His opinion shill was
that Bob's doubts were all moonshing—
and Nugent rather agreed.

Billy ﬁunter, having failed to find any
bullseves, or anything elee of an edible
nature, leaned back in us corner, clozed
iz eves behind his spectacles, and went
to sleep.  Sexophonie effects mingled
with the bootn of the train,

Boly Cherry  sat with a
furrow in his boyish brow.

Ile was certain, or practically certain
wow, of De. Bin's duplieity: and it
worried him. It was g weight on lus
raind nntil Won Lung could be safely
aelivered mtoa his uncle's charge.  DBul
affer that?

Fven after the arrival in Pans, after
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joining with ble. O, what then? Dr.
Hin was (he old gentleman’s scerctary,
and would be with the pariy all the
timne iheyr stayed with O Would he
vohture to carry on, under his master’s
vies ¥ Bob wondered.

When the frain clanged to & halb at
s station, Dob lcaned from the window,
to keep a wary eve on the platfor.

He was ?mta prepared to jump out
and locse the tran af Dr, Sin alighted
with YWun Lung,

Farther down the train, another head
was put out of o window—and Dob
-I*:lﬂl:t:tll a!crng at the sleck and smiling
face of D, Hin,

The Chinese gave him a polite smile
aned withdrew nto his carriage again.
If he had been thinking of getting out,
bee knew that he could not do so unseen
—and doubtless he was keen enocugh to
know what would follow,

Bob did not pull his head in till the
frain had started again: and he was
still stunding at the window till it was
clear of the station. Then he sat down
again, Johony Bull winked at Nugent.

“Sin jumped out with the kid, Bob?"
he asked.

“Ne!" answerad Bob guiatly.

“I dare savy hie's gooe Lo sleep and
forpotten that he's 8 bold, bad
kidnapper!” murmured Johnny.

“He hasn't! I zaw him looking out
of the windaw.™

“ Frightfully suspicious thing—looking
out of a train window !” said Johnoy.
“You wera just doing it yourself!™

“(Ob, don't be an ass!™

" (xive voursclf that advice, old bean [
grinned Johnny, “If looking out of a
train window means that a man's a
kidnapper, you're & bit of a doubtiul
character ! Look here, why neot chuck
playing the giddy ox¥"

Hob Cherry did not roply to that.

The trein rolled on through the not
very attractive landscape of Northern
France. Billy DBunter snored. The
juniors talked or read, or watched tha
scenery, such as it was, Bob Cherry
every now and then taking & stroll
along the corridor and exchanging =
word or a nod with Wun Lung in lus
curriage.

Every time he glanced in, Dr. Sin
gave him a polito smile. I he suspected
that Bob was uneasily watchiul, he gave
e sign whatever of it

The Bapide made a fow stops on
the journey to the French capitel, but
at cach one, Bob was very much on the
alert; and so, now, were Wharton and
Hurree Singli.

But if Dr. Sin had entertained the
wen of trying anvibing on during the
train journey, he realised that it was
not good enough. Nothing had happened
when, at last, the train boomned inte the
{rare du Nord, at Paris, mm the dusk of
the summer evening.

Then Billy Bunter was shaken into
wakefulness, and the Grevfriars fellows
descended. fo join Dr. %in and Wun
Lung on the platform.

“1 sav., wvou fellows, I'm hungry
remavked Bunter. "1 zay, it looks lo
mer az 1If we shall be late for dinner
with old 0. What do you fellows thinl: ¥

He blinked anxiously at the other
follows, without, however. discerning
irt their faces any signs of disquiet on
that urgent subject.

Dr. 5in beamed on the juniors.

“Please ta keep in miv loathsome
company and do not logcse vourselves in
nwmerons concourse,” he zaid. " Cars
await to carry vour precions persons bo
resience of M. OV

The juniterzs were aware that Ae. O
oceupied a mansion in the Etoile quarter
of the I'rench capital. As he was o
rentleman of immense wealth, they had
o doubt that he was doing himself well
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on his travels in the land of the foreign
devils.

Bob, at leazt, did not heed Dr. SBin's
warning not to get lost in the crowd.
lla had a strong suspicien that Sin Song
gave that warning with his tongue in
his cheek !

Anyhow, he kept close by Wun Lun
as the party went with the crow
pouring ouk of the Northern Station.

“Taxil! Taxil"

“ Messicurs, taxi!™

The Greyfriars party did not want
taxi-cabs. They walked with Dre. 8in
top the spot where two handsome cars
waited, cach with a Franch chauffeur
in attendance. One, a Daimler, was
lnrger than the other—and in that Dr,
Sin disposed Billy Bunter, Wharton,
MNugent, Johnny Bull, and Hurree Singh.
Thoe smaller ear, a DMercedes, heo
arranged for himself, Wun Lung, and
Dob Cherry.

Johnny Bull favoured Nugent with
another wink as he saw that arrange-
ment, He could read in Bob's fece that
he had expected the arrangement at
Wharton Lodge to happen over again—
but, on the ofher hand, Dr. Sin had
deliberately selected Bob to go in the
car with Wun Lang !

Baggage was piled on, end the
Daimler moved off first, with five fellons
in it.  Dob, who bad not the slightest
intention of guitting Wun Lung, even
if he had to come out into the open in
dealing with Dr, Sin, was glad enough
that it did not prove necessary to take
EI% disagreeable measnres.

unr Lang sat 1n the Mercedes, and
Dre. 3in, standing at the door, was
speakm% te him as the Daimler drove
sway. Bob stood close behind Dr. Sin—
pecfectly prepared to leap in after him
if he made any sudden move to Jjump
arnd get off with the Chineze junior.

Dr. Sin made no sneh move,

He stepped back from the car and
smiled round at Bob, All the baggage
was on, except two small bags which
Dir, Sin boad left on the pavement.
These, Bob supposed, were to go inside
with the passengers.

“¥ou will take one bag in vour
honourable hand *” azked Dr. Sin as he
steppod across the pavement,

oy nodded and followed him to the
bags., Bo long as Dr. 81 remained out
of the car, Bob was safisfied.

But as they stooped to pick up the
boags, thers was s sudden buzz from the
Mereedes, and Bob spon round.

The car was dashing away with Wun
Lung staring back from the window.

Lol stared blankly,

“Inordinate fool of a chaulfeur!”
exclaimed Dre. Sin. “ Ha stacts without
us—what does he méan? Whot—"

Bob did not stay to listen!

He knew at once how he had bLeen
made & fool of—knew that Dr, Bin knew
that he was suspected and watehed, and
had deliberately pulled his leg.

Bob was keen enougl, in his own way,
but hardly 8 maitch for the artful
Chinee. Too late, he realized that Sin
Song must have fixed this up with the
French chautfeur—that the driver of
the car was carrying off Wun Lung at
Dir. Sin's orders—while the sleek and
smiling Dr. Sin kept Bob out of the ear!

Won Lung was going=-vanishing into
the wilderness of aris—only  the
cunning Dr. 8in and his confederaie,
the chaulfeur, knowing where! From
the door of Wharton ge in Surrey
to the railway-station in Paris, Bob had
watched and pi'uardcd, and had been
most  successful—only to be deluded
and fooled, at the last moment. Almosg
wild with rage, Bob tore alter the
Mercedes—utterly hopeless as he knew
the chase to be.

“*Taxi! Taxi! Monsieur, taxil”




A taxi glided by bie side. The French
taxi-man, seeing an FKoglish monzicur
rupinistg hike a madman after a ear,
nardlv necded 1ellipe that that Enpglish
monsieur was in need of a Lift.

*"Taxi! Paxii”

The YFrenech cabinan’s voice was not
masieal ; it was hushy, and flavoured
with absinthe: but it was sweet and
musical {o Bob's carvs at that moment.
He grabbed at rhe door and plunged
Lo the faxs,

“TFollow that car!” lie panied.

“ {Contment

oy saggered mbta Froneh,

"Votla=—vous voner oo Merecdes—
siivez ! Saiver oot auwtomobile ! Cenk
franes, =i vuus Je sdives jusqula la
mai=an

A hundeed Traves 7or following that
car 1o ifs destioation was pie 1o the
Pavis ealapan. He greinned from ear to
car,

“Oui,  monsienr ! Ca
Larfaitemont 1V

The taxi shot awavy,

Frepeh cabedrivers are reckless, at the
best of tines, "They like 1o make their
passengers feel that one neck iz not
engugh o Jast ont a rrip. But the taxi-
e ontdid hitmesclf—with a2 hundred
francs in prospect,

e careerod away, with a happy dis-
vegard for anybody’s business but his
own, lle shaved corners, he grazed
other vebicles, e made pedestrians

]]ump mearly ont of iheir Gallie skins;

ta  fait!

wr eansed a sergeant-de-ville to wave
both  hands high te the shkies; he
enlangered lis own neck, and Bob

Cheryy's, five or six tines; but he clung
to the Mercedes Like a locch !

Paris hutoed and thronged anheeded
arcsl them,  Beb, breatling hard and
feep, zat wizh hiz eves ploed on the car
abead, and pever lost sight of 16 for a
socond ! The man from the Flowery
Fand had pot bearen i yet !

THE TWELFTH CHAFTER.
The House of Mr. O!

bk FOIE A, wwnsjeur 3 goinned the
taxt-thraver,
dtr raxi jeakedd teoa halt,

ol o aeed stared.

Ile  doubted  whether  the  deiver
of the Mercedes knew that he was
followed,  The Mercedes, af any rate,
had nmade po altompt to dodge pursaik,
It had driven fas=t, and the taxinan had
had to go al! outb (o keop it in sizht, B
that was all; and it was followed naw o
1 destmatign.

Iab Cherry had bad a holiday in
Paris before. 1t could hardly be zand
that ho knew the eity; but he had a
pencral idea of the topography. Te
knew the Are de Trimnpﬁe when he =aw
it, aml the preat avenoe in the wealthy
resichential quarter.

It was in that quarter, as he knew
Frem Wun Loang, that Mr. . Ba rented
a mansion for his stay in the French
capital.

Aund it was in that guarier that fhe
Mearvcodes arrived at ity destination,
rolling in at a gateway zet in a vast wall
of stone blacks, dizappearing {row sight
as the gates shut he;:md It.

In ihe avenuo the taxi stopped, and
the driver locked round, grisning, at
Hob. llo bad earsed bz hundeed
francs.

Bob just spf and stavad.

Thoe driver of {the Meoreedes bad shot
away, while 8in Sorg kept Fob back
fram entering the car. 'Lhiat was clear
—and the motive was clear—the hand
of the vellow ran was belind it.  Bob
bk, thevefore, expecteda the kidoapped
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Chinese junior to be rushed off at speed
to =ome den in a low quarter of Paris—
perhaps to some dizmal alley in Mont-
martre, shers some gang of sour-faced
“Apaches ” might have %.1{;!::1 reatdy to
deal with possible pursuit.

Instead of which, the Mercedes had
aveived in & quarier wlere only the
wealthy dwelt, and driven inuto a garage
attached to a vast mansion.

If that manszion was o kidnapper's den
ihe kianapper, evidently, was in a big
way of business!

Bob zat and blinked at it.

The great stone wall ran a consider-
alile distance along one side of the broad
avenne, It enclosed yards, and garages,
amd ather buildings. Farther on, it
joined wp with the frontage of the
mansion, also of great lengrh.,  Great
hronze grates wore sot in the wall at that
epod, giving admission (o o vast court-
vard, bevond which was the grand
citrancs of the mansion.

The place locked as if some mils

honaive, or billionaire,  lived  in
It Fvoen a  casual glance from

without showed that tha eost of 112
upkeep must have been enormons,

And it was infio ithat bwilding that
Wun FLung had  heen faken!  The
Mereedes had driven in ab the garvago
gaie and dizappeared.

Whar id it—and could if—mean?

“Vo'lla, monsieur!”  repeated  the
Pariz cabman. **Vaila l]u Sl gan,
monsicnr ! Nest-ce-pas [

Bob stepped oot of the taxi.

Up and down the great avenue ran
siremms of  cars Well  dressed

poedestrians passed every moment.  To
think of that imposing manzon as a
hichnapper's den sormed fantastic

Ik Wun Laompg was ilhiere! Ife had

been kidnapped, and he was there!
Boh's hrain seemed to renl as he tried
tn think it out, e had tracked the
Lidnapped  Clines  down—lo  that
vast mansion! Neither had thera been
any conecalment about 16, It was not
vet darl, and dozens of passing eyes
might have seen the Clonese Junior
driven in. What did it mean?

Beb began to wonder whothoer, aftee
all, he had made a mistake—a sories of
tdierly ddiotic masiakes!

Lvery incident ihat had  intenzified
hiz suspicion of Do Bin was capable of
innoeent explination—and was the ex-
planation, after gll, innorent?  Had
he, after all, bren foolishly suspicious,
led away by Billy Bunier’s absurd
staterment that he had recopnised the
kidnopper in the Hemove dormitory
as Dr, Sint

And vet

Bin Song had dehiberalely led lum ta
believe that he was gong in  ihe
Mercodes with Wun, and had tricked
hitn at the last moment, keeping him
st of the car! Why, if all was well?

Bob stood in perplexity. The Paris
calman eyed lim and waited.,  Bohb
sorted out & buandved-frane nole and
passed it to him.  DBut he =signed fo
liim pot o drive away.

He knew where Wun Long was! He
knew that he was kidnapped, though
now a tormenting ooubt was at the
back of his mind. To drive to the
nearost polico station was easy, and he
knew cnough French to explain the
matter there, DBut What woere they
likely to think of a tale of kidnapping
i conneciion with that grand mansion
in a fashionable quarter of Paris? Hob,
who was heginning to doubt, himself,
could picture the amazement and
doubt, if not derision, in alficial faces !
Thoe police were a last resort.

Where his chums were, ha did not
know., He had seen nothing of the
Daimler, with the other fellews in it,
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singce it had driven away from tho
Gare du Nord., He had not the
remotest 1dea where 1o find them., In
fiiz haste to kesp che kidnapped Chines
in sight e had had no time o think of
other things., He could net consult
witlt the Co,

What he could do ¥as o purzle. But
he was not going to leave Wun Lung
imamared behind those immense walls
unfriended.  TFor several long minutes
ho thought, and thought, while the taxi-
man walted patiently—perbaps in hope
of anather hundred-frane note to follow
thae first.

“"Look here,” said Boh, at last. He
changed at opce inte French, as the cab-
man stared. * Voyrz—ecoutcz 1™

Bob wishod, at that moment, that he
had doue a little less ragging in the
Fronch class at Greyviriars, unﬁl paid a
litils  more  attention to  Moosicur
Charpentier’'s instruaetions,

“Our, mlsieur ! said the cabby,

“Jde desire savoir o qui In maison??
Bob's Frenelh might have nade Alosson,
at Greyiviare, shrug his shoulders dver
s earz. But it wae al least, compre-
hensible 1o the cabman. © You—I mean

vomi—vons  allez  demander—on  vous
dirva & qui cetto maison  belongs—I
inean  apperticnt-—le  nom  de  pro-

prietaire, niest-gopas?"

“Ooi, mensiene,” prinned the cab-
man.  “lrea facile, w'sieur, puisgque
je le zais, deja.”

“0h ™ ejaculated Bob,

His idea was that the cabman could

vank  aut  formation regarding the
i'-m:_:c better than he could  lumself,
which was erviainly true, It had not

accurred] Lo hun that the Paris driver
koew already. But he realized at once
that a Paris taxt-man naturally knew
his Paris from end to end.

Anvhow, the man's reply was that he
knew who the proprictor of that great
AR W Aas, That was what Boh
wanted to know, as o first step.

 Alors* asked Boh.

“Aonsieur le Marquis de Montanges 1™
=il the driver.

O erunbs ' gasped Bol.

Apparently he bad tracked (he kid-
napped Clanee 1o the wealthy residence
of a French marguis,

“Alais,” added 1he driver. “0Op la
lonn 1™ :

“ Loner—louer IV repeated Bob, trying
to vecall the werb. “Oh! Lower—fo
lot!  The house is let! I seel Je
comprends [ The jolly old marquis
tan't at home—he's let the house to
somebody ! A qui la maison est-clle
loue 17 o

“Un monsienr Chinols
the driver.

Boly caught his breath.

e had asked to whom the housze wis
let, and cahby had apswored that it
waa let to & Chinese gentleman]  The
mention of the marguis had {aly
flabhergasted Bob;: but the mention of
a Chinese gentleman set lim  right
again, g0 to speak. For who eould 1he
Chinese gcntlﬁ:mnﬂ o but Dr. Sin?
Amazing as it was that such a vast
cddifice should ha the kidnapper's den,
the Fact that 18 was rented by a China-
man seemed to settle the matter, For
Wun Lung, undsubtedly, was there!

*"Et zon nom?” asked Bob ecagerly.
“1liz name? Lo nom da monsteor®™

Thae next answer made him almost

s!ag;ﬁmn ] .
“ Mensiour O, monsienr.”

The cabman grinned as be made that
answer. To French, as to English, the
Chinese name of “0* seemed a little
droll. .

Bob blinked at him.

"0 ho repeated faindly.
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" Oui, monsieur 1" grinned the cabby,
“Cest un nom Chinois—0, seulement O
— tout simple! Nom pour rire,
n'est-ce past’ And he chuckled. * Mais
c'est comma cal”

Cherry felt as if hiz head was
turning round. This was the quarter
of Paris in which Mr. 0's mansion was
situated. He knew that already! But
the diseovery that this was the actual
mansion of iﬁ[r. {) was gtunning !

What became now of his theory of
kidnapping? He knew—he know—
that Hin Song had tricked him from
gpetting into the car with Wun Lung!
Why? The Mercedes had driven Wun
divect to his uncle’s houwse—and this
was il!

The wide avenus, tho shady trees
seemed to dance round the bewildercd
junter for seme moments. Wun Lung
—kidnapped by hiz uncle’s secretary
and taken to his uncle's house! The
thing was not merely fanfastic—it was
absurd! And yet—what did it all
wean?  What could it mean?

Fol was glad, at all events, .that he
liad decided to inguire before he called
it the aid of the police!

He was done with the eabby now!
The man had told him all he wanted
ig know—and more! He handed him
a tip of ten francs, and the cabman
drove away, back into the eity, leaving
Bob standing on the pavement of the
avebus more utterly bewildercd and be-
;’_cigged than he had ever been in lus
BE
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Farewell of Sin Song!
1 SAY, vou fellows s
“Are you going to say you're
hungry ¥
“That's just it 1"

“Then don't 1"

* Beast !

The Daimler was threading the Parvis
traflic. Hevernl times Harry Wharton
& Co. had looked out for a sight of the
#lercedes with Wun Lung, Bob and Dr.
3in tn it! But they had scen nothing
af the other cart Having started first,
they had, of course, scen nothing of
the episode at the Gare du Nord; and
having taken—though they were un-
aware of it—an entirely different route,
they were not likely to sec anything of
the Mercedes.

So far as they knew, Wun and Bol
and Dr. Bin were on their way to the
lionse of Mr. O, all in the Mercedes
together | They had no reason te think
otherwise, and no doubt crossed their
minds. for & moment. Losing sight of
the other car meant nothing in the
thronging traffic of Paris.

In the falling dusk of the summer
evening, Paris was noisy and merry and

bright. The French chauffeur drove
steadily on—heading, they had no
doubt, for Mr. O's mansion in the
Eicile quarter. That the man had
secret instructiona from the artful Do
Sin naturally never occurred to them.

After & long train journey, other
fellows, as well as Billy Bunter, wero
ready for dinner, or supper, or & meal
anyhow., But Wharton and Nugent,
Johnny Bull, and Hurree Jamsct Rain
Singh fll:tum.i plenty of entertainmment
i1 looking from the windows of tho
Lig car, at the traflic, the erowds in
the streets. and the bright cafes. Al
of them, however, began to wonder a
littla how long it would be before they
arvived “chez ’ Mr. O,

The Daimler had left the city, and
was running swiftly and smnmil}' ol
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the more open ounter boulevards. Al
the juniors had been in Paris before,
and all of them, except Bunter, could
see that if the driver was heading for
the Etoile quarter, he was taking a
very roundabout course. Dunter, with
his thoughts concentrated on the antici-
pation of food, noticed nothing.

Still, & chauffeur cmployed by My, O
had to bo supposed to know what he
was about, and the schoolboys only
wondered a little,

It was Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
who made the first remark, with a
tincture of doubt in it. The car
turned in again from the boulevards,
and for ihe second time traversed
sbreefs it had traversed before.

“My cstcemed friends,” remavked the
Nabob of Bhanipur, “the BRuec de la
Paix is o very estimable strect, but
why are we seeing it twicefully *”

“"What the dickens 12 the driver up
to?” grunied Johnny Bull, “8in can’t
have told him to take us for a drive
round Paris before getting 1o Mr, O's,
I suppose *"

“Looks like it said Nugent,
puzzled.

“Well, that's rot!” said Harry
Wharton. "1 can't make this oul!

I'd better speak to the man, 1 think.”

He slid back the glass ond touched
the chaunffeur on the shoulder.

“Msicur!” said the man, over his
shoulder, without turning his head.

“ Est-ca ici le chemin & la maison de
Blonsieur O " asked Harry, in his best
French.

“Ca va, m'sieur.”

That answer was rather non-com-
mittal.

“ Repondez, oui ou non!” said Harry
sharply.

“ O, m'sieur.™

The man answered ves, that it was
the way to Mre. s house. But lus
hesitation in giving a direct answer
was noticeable.

“Allez droit!” said Harry ™ Alles
tout droit "

“Oul, m’sieur.”

Wharton sat back again, vaguely
UHEAsY.

“What were you gabbling asbout !

asked Billvy Bunter, blinking at him.
“"What do you mean by shwamong ¥V
“{Chemin, fathead! I wasz asking him
if this was the right way to Mr, O's%
“Well, I suppose he kuows the way ™
runted Bunter. “What were you ask-
ing him about two deors? I can’t sco
one door yet.”

“1 never said anything about iwo
doors, ass”™

“L heard you!” yapped Bunter.
“¥ou said something about two doors
in an alley, or an alley with two doors,
or something.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You fat ass, I said ‘allez fout
droit "—which  means, go straight
there 1 said Harry, “I can’t make
thiz out, you fellows. The man’s driven
us over half Parvie—and now it looks 1o
me as if we're heading back to the rail-
way station.”

Hizs eyes met Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh's, Both of them had shared Bob
Cherry's unecasiness, since the incident
on the train from Boulogne, Bub they
had been quite reassured by the fact
that Dr. 8in had specially selected Bob
lo go in the Mercedes with Wun Lung.
MNow their uncasiness revived,

Bob was with Wun Lung—at least,
they supposed that he was! But to-
gether, they wers separated from the

rest of the party. And the rest of the
ﬁurt}', instead of arriving at Mr. O's
ouse, were beipg  driven  aiulessly
about Paris !

"We're getting back to the station !
said Frank blankly. “No mistaking
that unearthly row 1"

" He's taking us back to the Carc dn
Novd 1™ said Harry, “after wasting an
hour going up and down and round
about [

“Mad, I should think!™ said Johnny
Bull. “Unless Bin's told Lim to take
us round to szce the city”

“That's rot !

“Well, it looks like it, but it's jolly
gquece 1

"I sav, vou fellows, TI'm fearfully
hutigry I said Billy Bunter pathotic-
allv.  “I say, there's a buffot at the
Morthern statien! We can get some
grub there”

*Oh, dry up!

“Didn’t you hear me
hungry 1 velied Bunter.

“I'sthead ! snaopped Wharton
“Will you shut up
Deeply worried and uneasy by this
time, Harry Wharton wus not likely to
bother about the yawning gulfs inside
Bunter, Hurree Singlh fully shared
his uneasiness; and Johnny Bull and
MNugent were beginning to feel that
something was wrong somehow.,  The
chaufieur could hardly be supposed to
be Ega:,rmg an_insensate practical joke
on his own. Obvieusly, he was acting
under instructions—Dr. Sin's instroc-
tions ! He had been told to drive
them esbout for an hour, and then take
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say I was

them back to their starting point, It

was mexplicable—unless Dr. Bin was

playing some deep, double game,
“Well, we ehall see soon!” said

Harry abt last. *Bomething’s up!”
“0Oh, it's all right ! said Johnny Bull
—Johnny was always very slow to
change an apinion. “I tell you it wilt
turn out all right.”
Ihlly Bunter blicked at him.
“Think s0f he asked.
“¥Yes, I do”

“Well, I hope s0,” said Bunter., “I
remeimber feeding at the Gare du Nord
once, and it was all right! You have
to be careful, of course—refreshinonts
at French railway stations are pretty
beastly, as & role.  Btill, I dare say
it will ba all right onece we get there”

Johnny stared at him for a nioment
and then grinned. He had not been
thinking of food! Bunter was!

The Daim'er come to a halt, The
chauffeur stepped down from his seat
and opened the door. here was &
faint grin on his face.

The juniors got put of the car. A
couple of “facteurs,” having received
a sign from the chauffeur, ran up and
began to lift down the bagpage, Harry
Wharton compressed his ﬁ s, fixing his
Ef‘l!ﬂ- on the French chauffeur. It was
clear now that the man had no orders
to take them to the house of Mr. O.

To his surprise, the man toock a
packet from under his coat, and handed
i1t over,

“Pour vous, monsieur!” he said
civilly enough, but with a faint note of
smused mockery.

In astomshment, Wharton took the
packet and opened 1t. It contsined the
juniors’ passports, which had hitherto
been in the keeping of Dr. Sin. With
them was a letter in a Howing hand,
written in English, buf couched in the
éuii-ﬂm#ing ;ﬁarase#!crgy of Dr. 8in

ong.
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As the car sped through the gateway, Bob Cherry maie a bound for
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the running-board, Where Wun Lun
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£ was belng taken

he had no idea, but he was determined that the Chinese junior should not 2o alone !

The juriors read it together. And it
was with deen feelings that they read:

“Humbdest vespecifal greclings from
VIIME paGe e rvant Sin,

“With soreowful lamentation I vegret
to sav that the light of vour beneficent
eountopance must be withdiawn from
the eyes of thiz poor worn:.

“UWwing to change of oreeamstasers
bevond coniral, propezed holulay oxear-
sion novessitates coinpedete abandowment
and wazh-cut,

“I beog vou, loeeling at vour gifted
and wagnificent feetr. 1o cxcwse ilas
hapauble wael.  ‘Che wish of my vespect
ful leave i iliat yvou may liave pros-
pevous and bappy journey returning io
your own glovious country, uneguatied
in its zhara of the bBlezzings of lleaven.

*Your star-like eyes will behnld your
friened Cheorey warting ag Gare du Noxd,

“The inestrnmably precious son of
Wuan Chung Lung 1+ now in presence of
venerable and Jado-hike 43 Do, already
leaving Parvis an extended journey,

*1 touch the dust with my honble
forchead at your distingai-lid {eet.

*This = the heavt-felt and zorrowful
favrowell of S Boug”

—

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Stranded in Pavis!

ARRY WHARTON & CO, doad
H duernly,

Thew stavedd at that loiter,

As they sood, m oan utiervly
amazed and dumldomaied group, the
Freneh chauffenr jumped back into the
thivive-scat amd drove away i the
Drainiler.

They poid Lam ne hewl. The man
was of ug use 1o then. Bin Bong had
instructed lum o play Al thas meiek;
he had played it and he was done with
theme-and they vl hin.

Finntor was the first to speak.

To the other icllows all was clear
now, bt the fat Owl of the Remove was
slow to grasp how mettors stood,

I =ay, you fellows, what does that
silly Chink mean by all that silly
abble?” a:ked Bunter peevisldy, “I'm
whgry——"

“®Bhat up a minute, Bunter, for goad-
nesa' gake ' munttered Wharton,

“That car's goin "

“1 know that, ass

“Well, s’ the man goin
to Wun's unele 79

o take us
¢ demanded  Buanter,
“Ara you gomg te iazke a taxi after
all, or what? I can tell you I'm jolly
“.ML?*M warting much longer for some
gruh.

"Kick him 1"

“Beast 1™

“Thia tears it, you fellows said
ITarry Wharton quietly, *“There's ne
donbl left now, Thet rolten Chink has
been pulling our leg all along the hne’”

Frank Nugent nodded.  Jolinny Bull
gave a prunt,

“[ob waa right!” went on Harey,
“All the way from Wharton Lodge he's
heen trying to get shut of us and got
Wun away by hinaself. He had Lo let us
come wilth Wun beeanse Wuon rofused
tor travel wilhout his friends alter what
happened ab Geeyfriars,  Buel he's been
on the watch all the Gime o get rid of
us—winl now he's got by with ie."

“Taooks like it now!™ said Frank
slowly.

“And, having pot hold of Wuan, he
sitnply leaves us stranded,” said Harry,
[t would have happened at Wharton
Talge if Bobh hadn't erocked his car—
it wonld bave happened at Boulogne if
Beb hadn’t stuck to Wun Lung like
glue—it would have hzppened some-
where along the ratibway if Bob hadu't
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keptk on  the wateh—and now  it's
happened here in Paris”
"By gum!” zaid Johnny Bull. * But

Bob was with Lthe kid—"

“He savs here that Bol's waiting for
us at the Gare du Noed,  He moest have
tt'j{;kuld him somehow and got aff with-
out lum.”

“By gum!” =nid Johuny amain,

“ Bob's here comewhere,” said Harry,
“If he's waiting here {or vs he will

spob us stamding lhere I suppose, But
Wun—-™"
“That willain's pot him ! zaid

Nugient slowly.

“That’s plain enongh now.” Whartan
drew a deep breath,  “We can hardly
doubt any longer that Sin was the kid-
napper that Bunler saw that night i
the Remove dormitery at Grovfriaes™

“1 tolld you =0 a humdred times
over ™ yapped Bunter,

“You fat idiog

“Beast! T von'd belicved moe—"

“It's all Bunier’s fauli ! srowled
Johony Bnall,

“AMine 1" howled Bunter, ““lHow do
vou moke that out, 1'J like o koow! T
warned you from the first abeot that
rotber Sinl I fald TOn o waa Hue man
I zaw in the dorm, kKidnapping Wan
Lung, that night—-"

“¥ez, and M you hade’t been o
gabbling, babbling, untrathiul, Llitheor-
ing idiot we might have believed you 17
snarted Johnny Bull,

“Why, you heazt i

“We might 1" said Harry,
noabk much use

“Bub ity
thinking of that now,
What wo'vre going to do is the question !
Wo know Sin Bong now in his tre
colours—hut I don’t catch on yet.  Ile
savs that the holiday is washed ent—
but that depends on Me. 0, not on Sin
Mong ! Not that we shall think about
a holidav 1if poor old Wun iz pone for
gaod——1?*

“I suppose that's what he means !
said Nugent, * Byi——"

“I say, you fellows, wo shall have to
talk thizs over,”™ =aid DBilly DBuanter,
hlinking at the troubled joniars throngh
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his Lig spectacles.  “Well, T've got =
suggestion {o make.”

“Well, what is it?" asked IIarri;
impatiently. He did not expect much
in the way of useful wisdom from the
fat Owl .

“AMy sugpestion is this—let's go into
the buffet to talk it over I” snid Bunter.
“Then we can have some grub at the
sarpe time."

“What?" howled Wharton,

“T'm jolly hungry—"

“I'm gomng to kick him!" gasped
Johnny Bull. “I'm going to boot hin
all over Paris. I'm going to kick him
wp the Eiffel Tower amd down
AFRIn—""

Billy Bunter jumped away.

“ Look here, you beast, wharrer you
gotting shirty about?” he exclanmed,
“I told you before that I was hungry—
more than once! You know I did.”

“Will you be guet, you fat chump?"
hooted Wharton. - i

“No, I jolly well won't, if vou think
vou're going to starve me!” exclaimed
Bunter indignantly. ' Look here, af
vou want to stand here and jaw I'll po
into the buffet and begin—see I”

“(io, for goodness' sake!”

“That’s all very well, but somcbody
will have to lend me a thousand {ranes
or 50, 1 came away in rather a huarvey
Ir;:i_llz you fellows, and quite forgot to

Fing any money—

H agrr:,.r Wharton extracted s fifly-
frang note from his notecasze, shoved i1t
intri_.zl. fat paw, and gave the fat Owl a

L5,

3 “Now cut 1" he snapped.
“ Jollv glad to!” retorted Bunter

“But, I say, thiz is only filty francs!
That's only about eeven or eight
shillings! Look here, Wharton, if

rr

vou've going to be mean—

“ (et out 1" howled Johnny Bull,

“1f yeu think you're gni“% to be
stingy like this, after all I've done for
vou, I can jolly well say—— Beast!
Wow! Owl Leave off kicking me, you
rotters | I’'m going, ain’'t 11"

And Bunter went. .

“We'd better And Dob first,” said
Harry, when the fat Owl, snorting with
indignation, had rolled away. “Sin
sars here that Wun Lung's with his
uncle. Bub that can't be true—he's gob
lim somewhera! He says that he's
leaving Paris already—and I'm afraid
that much may be true. But Dob may
liave seen something of what happene
+o him—we left him with Wun, any-
how, The fArst thing is te find Bob.™

That, clearly, was the hrst thing to
he done. According to Dr. Sin's
fetter Bob Cherry wus waiting at the
station for them—as, undoubtedly, he
would have been, had Dr. S3in's plans
zone exactly az planned.

Sin Song, when he had written that
lotter, certainly kad nat foreseen, or
counted o, Bob's prompt pursuit of the
Mercedes tn a taxt. Neither, of course,
did the Co. kpow anything abont it
and they fully expected to find Bob at
the Gare du Nord=—though they had a
faint hope he might know somelhing of
Wun's whereabouts,

But they did not hind Boly ab the Gare
an Novd.

Nothing doubting that he was there,
they went up and down and round
about the station, looking for him and
inguiring of dozens of railway porters
and attendants.

But  they saw nothing of Dob—
neither could they learn anything of a
voung English monsieur having been
seen waiting about. Bob evidently was
not there; and they had to give him up,
in & state of dismay and exasperation.
Where Bob Cherry was was as great &
mystery as where Wun Lung was., Bub
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wherever he was, be was not, as IDr. Bin
had believed hie would be, walting at
the Gare du Neovd.

“There's one lope,” said Harry.
“8Bin must have planned to leave Bob
stranded here, from what he says in his
letter, Bob snay have gone after Wun
when he was taken away—in fact, it
lonks asz if ha must have, or he'd be
here, We mavn't have lost track of
poor old Wun, after all”

“It's a chanee, I suppose!”
INugcnt.

“There’s only one thing we can de,”
said Harry., “We've gob to get into
touch ab the earlicst rpus!ibie momenk
with Mpe, O, IHe's Wun s uncle, and
expecting Liin—and we know he's fond
of the kid. We don't know his exact
address, bhut we know the quarter he
lives 13, ahd a Paris cabby can find out
anybody anywhere in Paris, We'll
shova the baggage inlo the consigne,
and take a taxi, and hunt up Wun's
unele, ™

And that, which scemed to all the
juniora the best, indesd the only step
to be taken, was decided upon. Unoasy
az thoey were gbhout Bob, and anxious
to see Dim again, it was clear that first
of all they had to let Wun's uncle know
of hiz disappearance, so that he could
be searched for withew! delay. If De
Bin supposed that the stranded schoel-
boys were going to iake the train home,
and leave Wun to his unkuown fate, De.
Sin, keen as he was, was making & mis-
take

Having decided on their course of
agtion, the chums of the Hemove lost
no further time, and they went to root
Bunter out of the buffet.

. e

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bob Eutis In !

LANG |
Liob Chevry started,
He had seated himself on one
of the seats in the avenue,
under the shady branches of a tres, at a
little distance from tho greal gates of
the mansion. Dusk was thickeming over
Paris: hights were gleaming from the
cars that ran innmunerably up and
down the broad avenue

Bob was frying to think if out.

For a guarter of an hour sinee his
cabby had left him there, he had been
trying to think what to de.

During fhat time, there had been no
gign of life from the great mansien,
shut in by the courtyvard walls. The

arage gate remained shut; the huge
EI'QJIEE gates farther on were shut. The
house itself stood back, behind a wide
court. And he could seo no windows.
Great stone walls of sguare.cut blocks
were all that he could see, with tree-
tops beyond., Like many wealthy res.
dences in foreign cities, the place had

gaid

rather the aspoct of a fortress, Wun
Lung was there—somewhere o ihe
great mansion  hidden  behind  those
stone walls, My O, teo, was doubtless

there—it was his residence in Paris, If
Wun Lung were in his uncle’s house,
what cause for alarm?

To walk up to the Lronze gates, to
ring, and demand admittance, was easy.
M, was expecting Wun and his
friends—and Bob was a member of the
party, Dut he hesitated to take that

step.

'ﬁh{: fact was, that he did not know
what 1o think, and what to do! After
all Dy. Bin's wily tricks to separate
Wun froam his English friends, he had
landed him, finally, ond utterly unex-
pectedly, so far as Bob was concerned,
i his unele's house,

Was it imapginable that, having Lkid-

napped Wun, he was keeping him a
risoner in  tho houze occupled by

Ir. O—wuknown, of course, to the
ancient Chinaman? )
It was, of course, possitbla!  But

it was so utterly improbable that Bob's
mind fairly staggercd ab the idea.

But if Wun was not a prisoner, what
did it all mean? Why one wily trick
after andther, leading to tnothing ¥

And where wern his friends?  The
had started first from the Gare du Nord.
True, Bob had covercd the ground at
excessive speed, 1n hiz pursuit of the
Mercedes., Btill, it was twenty nmunules
since he had arrived—and that allowed
ample tine for the rest of the party to
come  along,

They had not come alongl Dr. Bin
did pot intend them to come along. He
no mote intended them to rejoin YWun,
than he had intended Bob to accompany
the Ulinese boy. Bob was sure of it
He did not expeci to sec his friends
coming up the avenue—and he did not
see themn | ]

Where thev were, he had no ides—
except that he did not doubt that Dr.
Sin ll:mu.l instructed their driver to keep
them away from the house of Mr, O.

What was he going Lo dol?

Demand  admittance to the house,
demund adouttence to Mr. O, tell him
of his secretary's trickevyl That, it
scemed to DBob, was the enly thing that
he could do. Now that ho knew that it
was (0 To’s house into which Wun bad
been taken, what else could he do? Yet
he hesitated in painful doubt and inde-
cision: and it was the ¢lang of the great
hronze gates, farther along the avenue,
that interrupted his troubled reflections,

1'he bronze gatea had swung open.

Bob jumped up from the seat under
the roadside tree, and ran quickly
along. This was his first opportunity
of getting a plimpze of the interior.
Standing by a vast stong pillar beside
the gateway, he looked into the court.

It was a great open court, with foun
tains, grass-plots, and statues. Back
of it rose the great facade of the
mansion, with a  vast  doorway
approashed by several shallow wide
steps. A circular drive ran from tha
gateway. A car had halted at the steps
of tha house. Obvicusly, sommeonsg was
going out, and the bronze gates had
been opened in readiness.

At the wheel of the car sat & chauffeur
—Dob recognized him as the man whe
had driven tho DBlercedes. He recog-
nised the ear the next moment as tho
Mercedes itself, MNow it had the
interior hlinds closed, as 1f to shut off
the intended passengers from the view
of the public. Bob noted that at once.

His mind was almost in a whirl as he
watched.

Ile had never, of course, secn Mr. Q.
All he koew of him was that he wag
very rich and very old. Was it possible
that the secrptary—cunning enoough for
any artful trickery—had the household
under his yetlow thumb, taking unseru-
pulous advantage of his employer's age,
]Jerh:tps senility ¥ Hor two of the house-
wld, at least, were elearly at Dr. Sin's
orders—the driver of the Mercedes, and
the man who drove the Daimler. They
were emploved by Mr. O, but they
had taken part in 5Sin’z trickery.

Had he other confederates in  the
household, and were they now poing
fo get Wun away, with the aneient
Chinaman in ignorance of fhe whole
affair? Dr. Sin did not appear to have
foliowed Bob, but it was very likely that
he had got on to the nearest telephone
to warn his confederates that the Kap-
lish boy had followed Wun Lung home,

Bob  watched—still perplexed and

(Continwed on page 28.}
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A TOUR OF GREYFRIARS.

{1)

Under the spreading cheslnut-trce
The sinful Soethy stands,

Avd climbs its branches rapidly
With agile feet and hands;

Then drops bevond the Cloisters wall
Outside the Grevfriars grennds,

1lc's off to pay 2 stealthy call

At zome place out of bounds.

AFTER SCHOOL HOURS
Football
(1)

Flip-pip-hooray ! We'll have some fun,
The footer season has heguy,
Lct out your clobber, everyone,
Let's play a game togeiher |
The fsotball pround’s a splendid sight,
‘Pho poals ave standing tein and wlntce,
e ref iz shivering wilh fright,
Away—lot's chase the leather!

i2)
Ilere Coker comos—and there he govs ]
Ite's lunded on his tender noze,
T'he welkin's ringing with ins wous,
Speclalovs shogt wilh laughter !
le scrambles up again, wild-exed,
And loicks a goal—agaiust his side—
Tl flees to zava bis precious hide
Withh Blundell following after]

13}
Now comes the fime of [viendly fends
Wwith Rookhwood 1lighelife, and 3t
Jrdde’s, _
Awnd Wharton’s men, which he includes
To porve in the eleven,
Are criticized by thoze ontide
Who never will bo satisfied
"Till all the Form are in the side—
Dur football dirig-seven )

(4)
Tu goal, there's Squill or Mazelidene,
At back, Jolin Bull and Brown are keen,
T'wao clumsicr fools were never seen—
(That last remarvk was Skinner's !,
Todd, Linley, Cherey, Ogilvy,
With Whavton, Inkv, Smithy, me—
A splenddid team, you'll all agree,
Eev's hope we lurn cut winngrs,

t T ———— ——r——

EER 1]

(2)

Qug day they'll pat here, T sappose,
A notice-board which states:
“The Cloisters Wall-WAY OUT for
Those
Who Dare Not Use the Gates !
For this old monastery wall
I'rovides a handy way
Of getting out unscen by all
For bad lads “going gay ™ |

(&)

At times that roticr Loder prowls
Aboul this sceret route,

e st looking at the owls
Which gather here to hoot,

IHe's waiting for a bold bad blade
To climb the Cloisters wall,

And then the next act will be played
In pubtic in Big Ilalll

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

ARTHUR CARNE
(The Unpopular Prefect of the Sixth.)

(2 iz for CARNII—a bullyving cad!
Although a prefect, he's so bad
'That if the Doctor knew his stunis,
He'd hoof the bhighter ont at onge !
No decont prefect over bols,

(r smiokes forbidden cigareites.

tir wreaks his temiper on the fags
By lashing them across the baps,

W
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Or reads a sporting magazine

Whicl he takez care i3 never seon.
So black a sheep 15 Carne, yon know,
Beside him zoot’'s as white as snow !
¥et all the time he thinks he's quite
A fantball star at outside-right.

But Wingate's views don't coincide
And Carne is left—and right outzide !

ANSWER TO PUZIZLE

Fitzgerald and Wiggine, J2 poluts,
Prout, Snoop, abd Stott, § poiuts,

—
-

(The Old School Wall.)
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A WEEKLY BUDCET
OF FACT AND FUN

By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER
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GREYFRIARS GRINS

Coker says he would show ua Feolball
—wilh a capiial Feif Wingate would
put _him 1n the first cleven—with a
t:aptfai It |

Cosling conuplaius that he is gelling
the “rhuomatics crool fard ™ iu his
back., Bo, at the pext public foggivg,
when the llead says: "“Gioshing, take
hime up ™ we shall have two lots of
groans nstead of oue!

Bolsovor has a black cye—and a hasty
temper. o was talking in hiz sleen 1he
other night, and happened to contradict
himsclf, Wallop |

_ Why is Mr. Hacker the opposite of a
fire? DBecause when you pue hiim out he
flares up !

What's Lthe difference between Fizher
T, Fish and a ericket scover ¥ One buys
books and the other books byes.

Iow inany hairs ave there i Bob
Cherry's head?  Noneo Tley're all on
ilie outsice.

A ITT IR Rd I TR R RN
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PUZZLE PAR

If A equals 1, B eguals 2, and
gx on upy to I eqgualz 9 which
Greyfrinrs SURNAMYE wlds up
lo the most peints?  You ignore
the leitera for which there are
no numbers, Thos SINGH oquals
24 points—I (9}, 4 (7), and 11 (&),
llow many names have no peints
at all?

Answer at foot of column 2
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Prout was heard to say recenily that
Coker s detving him grev-haived !
That's a bit of luck for 'rout, zinee he's
as bald as an cggl

e in Latin iz “ad."™  And if yen
“ad ™ them together—" 1oad "—you meb
1larald Skinner. Sce {hat one, boys?

=

RESERVE

EXT SATURDA

1Y FOR ANOTHER TOUR, BOYS
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inyseided in his mind, but resslute on
oie point, if Wun was being taken
-F}-.-a_g,; i thab car, ho was going to stop
o,

“Wun 1" breathed Bob, suddenly snd
amanedly.

From the great doorwny & figuro

appeared, It was Wun Lung, of the
Greviriars HRemove; eovidently no
prisoner! He came out of the doorway

on the steps :

There was & slight cloud on his cheery
little yellow face, otherwise, he looked
wwrecisely a8 when Bob had scen him
ast.

e did not come out alone.

Yollowing him, more slowly, came an
ancient  gentleman, whose <alm  old
facr looked as if it were carved n
svellow ivory,

He was dressed o the Chinese
fashion, with many flowing garments,
and on his ancient head was a sinall
black skull cap.

Half & dozen Chinese servants were
bowirg him out to the car. Mr. O had,
appartntly, brought some of his native
lwasechold to Europe with him,

ob stood transhxed. :

e puessed, st once, that the aneient
geutlemman was Mr, O, Wun’s manner
of affectionate  respeet towards him
would have told as much, even af ik had
1ot been clear at a glance,

Tiut if Bob had bean mystihed before,
Lie was doubly and trebly mystified now,

Ho far from Wun being a kidnapped
prisonce in the great house, unkonown to
Li= uncle, ko was not a prisoncr at all,
and le was in his uncle’s company. Ho
was gaing in the car with Mr. O

At zll events, ho was obviously a free
atrcnt.

Bol, staring across the great court at
the Chineze oy and his uncle, gave up
trving to understand it. It was too
much for him,

Dunhb, hie watched the old gentleman
assisted into the car by the Chiness ser-
vautz; aid saw Wun Lung step in after
fuimm.

Ouoee inside, the curtained
bid bolh from sght. o

The car got inte motion, ghiding round
e drive, and approached the gatoway
where Bob stood by the pillar, It was
moving slowly till it reached the pate-
way, Bob watched it coming blankly.

Woun was going | He was no prisoner—
he was not kidnapped—he was going
with lis unele, But what, in the name
of all that was incomprehensible, did it
mMean i

Paob was going to know, at all events.

If this inexplicable state of affairs
wire, somchow, brought about by the
cutming of the man who had tried to
Lidreap Wun in the dormitory at Grey-
friars u week ago, a word to the Chinese
Loy would be enough.

Tl car ghded out through the preak
rateway, Ouab io the avenue it would
have pathered speed. Bub it came
siowly through the galeway; and, as it
came, Job Cherry stepped forward,
cau%nt the door, and swung it open.

“Wuan 1" he exeigimed.

The chauffeur, with a start, stared at
hirnn. Heedless of the man, Bob leaped
into the slow-moving car.

“Wun ™ he repeated breathlessly,

There was a.sharp exclamation from
thie old Chinese gpentloman as his deep-
sch. wrinkled, slanting eyes glittered in
sudden surprise at the schoolboy who
iad leaped into the car from apparently
nowhere.

. His words, 1n Chinese, were mean-
ingless io Bob, but the tone expressed
angry astonishment.
ut  Wun Lung's _clouded face
Urightened up in surpri®e and delight,
Tug Magxer Lismary,—No. 1,642,
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and he grinned at the Greyfriars junior
gleefully.

“Ole Bob Chelly 1" he exclaimed.
“Nicey ole Bob Chellyl Plenty glad
see ole Bob Chelly ! You comey ‘long

this Chinee! Me pgooy ‘long  uncle
blong me, look findee !I” .
In  his gleeful satisfaction, Wun

gravbed Bob and dragged him inkbe tho
car. But Bob's oyes, as if fascinated,
were on the ancient ivory face of the old
Chinese, whom he had guessed, and now
knew, to be Wun's uncle, Mr. O Bo.

That face, when Bob had first glanced
at it, had been calm, as calm and almost
ﬂxl:)rﬂ!iﬁl?n]nss as a face carved in old
yellow ivory. MNow its calinness was
broken uE in a spasim of ragoe.

Wun, his cyes on DBob, did not sco
his uncle for the moment. Bob, locking
past Wun, saw him, aud caught his
breath at what he saw.

MNever in his life had he seen so
g:nra%ed a face, passionato fury gleam-
ing from the old wrinkled cyes, the
snarling lips, the gritting teeth,

It was only for a momont, for the
old man's self-control was instantly
reasseried. The rage of a dewon dashed
into his face, but in & flash 1t was
gone, and the face was a colm mask of
yellow 1vory again.

But in that startling moment 3ob
Cherry knew the truth—understood all
that perplexed him in the actions of
Dr. 8in; realised, as by the illumnination
of a hightning-flash, {mw the matier
really stood, and knew that the man
who had planned the lr.idnujl'.uping of
Wun Lung was Wun Lung's uncle,
£ Bo!l

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Unexpected !
B8AY, you fellows—"

[ 1
I “LGet a uove on B
Do listen to a chap!™ said
Billy Bunter irvitably, *“What's
the good of stulling a few sandwiches
and a cup of colfec? Bit down and
have somcthing solid.™

“Come on, azs ™

Billy Bunter. was disinelined to come
on.
By the time Ilarry Wharton & Co.
came Lo rool him out of the buffet, the
fat junicr had packed sway refresh-
ments, liguid and solhid, to the exact
value of fifiy francs—without even Llew
centimes left aver for the waiter.

Ho was, therefore, glad to seo the
fellows again.

Karlier, they would have interrupted
his important occepation of parking the
foodstuffs., INow they were weleome as
the flowers in Mav., Buanter had only
taken the keen cdge off las appetite so
far. Fle was ready to go on, the one
thing necdful bewng a further supply of
francs.

The [our ,iuninrs, tired and hungry
cnough by this tnine, suatched a hasty
sandwich and a cup of coffee cach—
which, to DBunter, scemed absolule
idiocy when there was pleniy of grub
to be had.

“1 say, you fcllows, do have a little
sense ! he urped. “The grub here isn't
good—there i:n’t any deccnt grub in
Franee at all, T believe—but some of
the stuff isn't bad. 'The chickens are
fair; the omeleties really good. The
coffee’s o treatl The vegetable omeletics
arc a bit leathery, but the jam omelettes
are really—=

“ Arc you coming, fathead ¥

“¥ou needn't be afraid of the grub,”
urged Bunter. "I'll go over the mena
and order supper for vou. I've sampled
the stuff, and T know !

B“&mm‘c him here ¥ suggested Johnny

“ *

“Oh, really, Buli! 1 say, what's the
hurry ¥ demanded  Bunter.  * You'ro
not thinking of hunling all over Paris
for Wun, I suppose? That's simply fat-
headed | If yow're going to the police,
vou'll want e to speak French, and I
tell you plainly that I'm not coming till
I've had semncthing to eat!”

“You frabjous owl—"

“Oh, really, Wharton! Look here,
the huiidﬂy’ﬁ washed out [ said Bunter,
“That letter from that beast 8in makes
that plain enough! 1 don’t believe
Wun's uncle wanted us at all, really;
only Wun wouldn't come without his
friends, Now we're left on our own,
my ldea is to stay in 1aris & week or
two and do the exhibition.™

“The exlibition ¥ repeated Ilarry,

“¥es. I suppuse you've heard of the
Paris Exhibition ' zaid Bunter sarcas-
tieully, *“It's on now, and worth sceing,
I believe, As that Chince has let us
down, we'll sfay heve on our own., As
for the expenses, you can Jeave them to
me ! i prepaced lo stund treat for
the whole party 1

“You burbling bandersnateli—"

“All that's necessary is for you fellows
to lend me some wwney till I got a
Tenllittu:ntﬂ through from Bunter Court,
and——"

“Are you eoming or not ¥

“Not till I've had some supper !
suld DBunter fivtnly. *Wlhere are you
going, anvhow ? If you're going 1o look
for Bob Cherry, you can hike off and
do it, and leave me here Lo finish
suppor. Lend me a hundred franes !

“"We can't find Job ! said l1larry.
I think lLe must have pot aller Wun.
We're poing to take a taxi and hunt
out Mr. s house, and tell him what

has happened,”
“Well, that's all

“ Ol said Bunter.

right. DBut it may take a jolly loug
tune, and iWs only scnse lo park somoe
supper fivst. If yow've afraid of spend-
g your money, yeu can leave the bill
to e, Nothing stingy about me, I
hope. sl pap—

“0h, come on said Johnny Dull
“Leave him heve™

He started for the door, and lis com-
rades started after him,  Billy Bunter
jumped up s hurry.

"I say, you fellows, what's the good
of leuving me here withoutl any money 7
They won't give e fick here. I
pay—-"

As the juntors did nol answer or slep,
Billy DBunter rolled after them. The
bBuffet had great atiractions for Bunter,
but wiibout cash 1t was obvicusly use-
less 1o remain.

Breawthless with indignation, DBunter
rolled cut after the other fellows. They
waoers, 1t appeared, move weorried about
Wun Lung than about Bunter—which
was  exactly  what he nught have
expecled of sueh beasts.

The four juntors walked oub of the
station, with Benter prunting in their
wake, As they cmerged a facteur came
up to then, scanning them and louching
his cap.

" Bulvez mol, messiours ' he said.

The juniors looked at him. The man,
it seemed, was 1n scarch of the party—
casy enougl to ldentify if they were
lookied for, as one of them was a Hindy,
and another William Gcﬂrpl,'n Hunter,
always easy to recognise hy his eircum-
ference. B'l:'ut- why the porter was look-
ing for thew, they counld not guess.

“Comment 7% azled Harry.

“Llami  attend, monsieur ™ said the

facteur. * Vencz avee meol, &1l vous

plait.” : .

B“liﬁ'hat the dickens—" said Johnny
u

Wharton's face brightened.
“He says & friend is walting for us,”



Snddenly Harry Wharton held up his hand for silence.
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His schoolfellows held their breath. From outiside, in the dark

corridor, came the sound of soft footsteps. They passed the door and stopped at the next—Bob Cherry’s room !

he said. “It must be Bob; he must be
about eomewhere, and he's tipped a
porier to find us”

“(h, that's 1t 1” said Nugent, * Come
m IH

“1 say, you fellows—*

* Shut up, Bunter [

“Par ici " egaid the facteur; and he
led the way, the juniors following him.
“Je vous cherche, monsieur! On dit
¢ing garcens, comme vous—e'est ca t”

" Bomebody’s deseribed w3 to him,"
said Nugent. "It must be Bob, though
I'm blossed if T know how he knows we
came back here!”

“If he's looking for us, he would
begin here,” said Harry, "I suppose he
knows that we never got to Ar. O's
house, so we should have come back
hore to look for ham, even if the driver
hadn't played us that trick.”

" Wea, that's so. DBut where—

“Veilal” said the facteur, indicating a
car drawn up by the pavement,

Two schoolboys were standing by the
car—one of them DBob Cherry, which
was not surprising; the olher Wun
Lung, which was astounding,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ' called out Bob,
as his astoniched friends came running
up. " 8o you were here, after alli"

“Yeal” gasped ]-Earr!y. “ But—hut
what—— I3 that really you, Wunfi
We—we—we thought—m—-">"

"Lil'l mel” grinned Wun
“ Allec light ! What you tinkea "

“We—wo thonght——=—=>"

*The thinkfulness was terrifie |

“You—you-=yon haven't been Kkid-
napped, after allf” stuttered Johnny
ElulﬁI i

*TPinkee no!” grinned Wun Lung.

The juniors staved at Wun and stared
at Bob. Wun was grinning with glee,
evidently glad to see his friends again,
But Bob's face was dark with troubled
thought, and it was easy to sce that
something was on hia mind.

Bolh was pot much of an adept ot

an

Lung.

hiding thoughts and feelings. Ile
looked like a fellow who had had a
ztartling shoeck, which had left hin in &
state of bewildered uncertainty.

“1 thought Emu might have come back
here,” he explained. “ Anyhow, we had
to hnd vou, and this was the place to
hegin, 2o I tipped that porter to comb
the Care du Nord for you—"

“"“We've been combing it for you,”
grinned Nugent,

“You felles hoppee in ear,” said
Wun Lung cheerfully. “ Allea light,
now findee. Unele blong me comey
"long this 1’1l Chinee, ‘long findee
Bob; but when Bob Chelly turnce up,
Bob Cheailly comey, and uncla stop
long house. You hoppes in car,
comey ‘long houss blong Uncle 0.7

Utterly amazed as they were by this
strange and unexpected turn of cvents,
the Co, were greatly relieved. DBob
Cherry stood irresolute on the d{m.rﬂ-
ment as the other fellows stepped into
the car.

“Vou—you're pgoing to Mr. Oz
houso | he stammered, ;
“Eh, of course! gsaid Xarry.

“What do you mean?”

“Oh, nothing!” stammered Bob,

Wun's slanting eves tuvned on Bob
in wonder.

“You likee comey, Bob Chelly ' he
exclaimed.

Bob Aushed. .

“(h, yes, rather, old chap!™ he said.
“I'm sticking to you 4!l we get back
to Greyiriars.”

Ila stopped into the car,

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.

Bob Cherry’s Secret!

ARRY WHARTON & Co. ox-

changed glances as tha car

mli:ﬁ away through the
lighted streets of Fans,

They were in a state of considerable

mystification. That sowmething was the
maiter with Bob Cherey all eyes could
ser, though appavently e had no inten-
tion of explaining what it was. It was
an immense relief to see Wun Lung
again, safe and souwmd, and they woul
have wondered whether, after all, they
Iind misjudged the sleck and amiling
Dy, Bin, but for ihe letter in Whar-
ton's pocket. That letter was proof
that Bin Song had pluoned to  get
Wun away Ffoem his Greyfrianres friends,
including Mok Cherey, with  what
obivrect they could net doubt. Buot what
clza had lappened was & puszle lo
thent.

Wun, 1t secmed, had wo kvowledge,
so far, of Dr. SBin's treachery, wud he
had to koow, wow that it was certain,
It wes sn  extremely uneomfortalile
tazsk to tell hun, however. But for Lis
own zafcty, he had to know.

Bob osat, plunged o mneody 1houpht,
without speaking.

Hiz fricuds looked at Lim, but Lo
dud nol meet Eheip cyes.

“Loak lere, Dob!™ satd Llarey, at
last., “Pub us wise, old cliap!  Weo
can't mako head or tail of this"™

“OL!1™ said Bob., “'Ii—it was like
{hus, I was going in the ear with Sin
and Wuon, but it shot off with ouly
Wun i it

“Fellee chauwllfeur no savvy,” oX-
plained Wun Lung., * Velly gleat {oal,
e tinkee Dob Chelly goey 'long other
fellee, Me apeakee 'long Ll but ho
ne  Savvy l"llenf:h Wong me””  Wun
crinned,  1le was aware that his
French was even nwore exotic than les
English. “Ile tukeo mo ‘long house
blong Uncle 0.

“ e touk you lo your uncle's honse,™
cjaculated lMarey.  “But you, Yob—
what did you do tlen?” :

“Oh, T ent after lum n s faxi

TnE Macwer LigRany.—No, 1542
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leaving De. 8 with Liz bags ! eaid

Bob. *1 Lhaven't sern Lim singe.”
“0Oh, T sce! You followed Wun
home ¥

“Yes," said Dob.

“1s that all*" asked Nugent,

“Well, yes—no—yes, that's all,” said
Bol: vaguely.

“Then you've
Wun*"

“Bea Uncle (0—what von finkee®”
said Wun Lung.  “Vellv nicey ale
uncle, O Do?! Me tellee him Hiends
blong moe left "long Care du Nowvd.
Ale no savvy Dob gheily follow *long
taxi. Uncle O say we po lindee thai
follee fon quick. Nicey ole man, (0 Tio
We goey 'long car, end ole Bob Chelly
jump in 'long we goey out of gate-
way."

And Wun chuckled.

“Uncle O velly muchee surplize,”
e went on.  “Bob Chelly  jumpes
lang car all samee kangarco.’

And Wun chuckled agrin,

Bob Cherry looked st the cheerful
hittle Chince without speaking. He
knew—Eknew in hia wery bones—that
Dr. ®in had been carrying out the
onrders of 0 Bo., He knew that Ble.
{}, so far from intending to drive to
the Gare du Nord, to look for Dob
there, had been taking the little
Chinee sway; that but for that sudden
leap into the car al the gate, Wun
Tamg would have vanished 'from all
khowledge—kiduapped by his Chinese
uncle,

1l knew it; but ho could not =ay
it.  Wun Luug would nol have be-
lieved b, if he had said ib; bub, any-
how, he could nob say it

Even to Bob humsell ol secmed
credible, certain as 1t was lo hun,

He sat miscrably silent.

What a fellow could do, in theso
strange and inexplicable circunstances
he did not know,

It was only too clear fo Lim now
why O IBo had asked his nephew Lo
pay him that vt in Pans dunng
the holidays.

He had wanled fhe Nittle Chinee to
cotte by himself; but Wun's deter-
mination not to teevel wilthowt his

scen your  uncle,

in-

THE MAGNET

friendz: had forced boon o give up tha
fdea, or o ask the whele party.

He lrad done the latter, nnd piven
instrnctions to Dr. 8in to shako thein
ofl somichow on the journcy.

At the finish Dr. Sin had succoeded,
and, but for DBob's prompt pursuit in
the taxi, and his leap into the car
as it was leaving Mr. s houss, the
wihnle thing  would have gone Lkeo
clockworl,

Uider the prelence of deiving to the
Ciare olu Nord te pick up Tlob, he was
taking Wun away in the car, losing
no time in gelting him clear before lus
frieuds could institute a secarch for
II;IIII.

Wun eerlainly would have tombled
fe e facts before very long, but hoe
inu'.l]n;l have found oubk Lthe trulth too
aler.

ivow  he bad still net the feintest
sh=paeian of i,

Doly Cherry’s sudden appeavance on
the scene had cawsed Mr. not o
give up the kiduapping scheme—DBols
was cortwin of that—but to postpone it
till o more favourable opportumty,

Sty an opportunity was certain to
geear  wilh the Chinese boy 1n lus
bimiae,  fpuite unsuspecting whal  was
1ibeaded,

In the cirewtslances, it was ulterly
distasiciul to Bob to enter Mr, s
Louse: as a guest, DBut he could not
leave Wan to his [ate.

It wus no wonder that he sat silent
and 1nnnely as the ecar ghided through
the plineucring streeta of the Prench
capilal,

Wun Lnpg, little dreaming what was
}ﬂ“hi: feiend’s mind, rattled on cheer-
udly

“Me tinkee yvou fellee come “long
how=e, but you ne comey, and Bob
Chelly tinkee vou mneo comey, so we
cotey along Garve du Neod, look-see!
Me no =avvy why vou no comoey 'long
houwse bBleng Unele O

Harry Wharten & Co. exchanged
looks apuin. The captain of the Ro-
nove  eonghed  wuneoinfortably,  and
plunged in.

U ¥ow'd better know, Wun, old chap,
That iwan Hin's not to be trusted.”
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Wun's slanting cyes opened wide.

“You romember that might at Groys
fl:iE.I.l'.'i. that Buunter faneied {hat tho
Lidnapper was {hat man Sin® went
on Harry.

“Buntee velly big fool.”

e Lﬂni-; ltere, vou checky heathen,

Y Dunter's a fool; but e was right,
Wun Lung.” =aid Harry quietly.
“Bob knew it, or suspected it, all the
tune. SBin's been trying to get vou
away from us ever sinee we left Whar-
ton Leodge. Ile fixed it with your
cdriver {o leave Bob behind at the Gare
du Nord, and with our driver to make
fools of us, takiug us all ever the
city, and then Dback to the station.”

Wun Lung nodded.

For a moment Wharten supposed

that that meant azsent. But ho ye-
membered that a Chinese nod was a
sign in the negative.  Wun  Lung

nodded very emphatically,

“No tindee,” Lo said.

“I'm awfully sorry 1o have to tell
you, kid, but yveu've got to know before

he beging hiz  tricks amain,”  said
Harry.
“No linkee, 8in Song velly nicey

man—me savyvy that fellea long China,
long me velly smal'.  Sin Soog all
light,”

“Look st this! He sent it to ue,
with our passports, by the chawlfeur,”
said Harry, taking Dr. Sin's letter
fram his pocket.

Wun Lung stared blaukly ot the
lotter.

His little wellow face seemied almost
dazed with wstonishment.

“Oh clikey ! he cjaculated.

“That's plain  coough, kid," said
Frarry. “He never knew when he
wrole that and gave it to the man to
give us later, that Bob would be so
jolly guick in getting on your track,
of courac.

Wun Lung lopked bewildered,

“But me no savvy,” he staminered.
Y Sposes Sin SBong wantec };iduapip-e(-.
why he sendce me ‘long house blong
Urecle O

Bob Cherry compressed his lipa. [le
knew the answer fo that one, if the
other fellows did not.

Again he scomed to ses that spasm
of fury in the old ivory face of Mr.
O—instantly suppressed, but unmistak-
able,

“Well, that's guecr, I know,"” said
Harry. “1 ecan only supposa ihat he
had some schome for bagg:’ng you in
yvour uncle's house, if your friends wern
not with vou, Or he might have per-
snaded Mr. O to leave Paris wilh some
lying tale—that letter soundszs like it.
Anvhow, he got you away from us,
und certainly never intended us to seo
yvou again. That letter’s proof of it."”

Wun Lung shook his head. 'Lhis time
it was a sign of assent,

Hiz elanting eyoes glintnfj at the letter,

Thet Mr. O had instructed his secre-
tary ta got vid of the Greviviars parviy
gid not and could not eceur to him, He
could onlv conclude that Dr. Sin Lad
ot rid of them on his own.,  Anyhow,
it was perfeetly elear thal Dr. Sin had
dene it There was his farewell letber
in proock.

“Ale no savev ! said Wun oat Jast.
“BMe no tinkee Bin Song velly bad man
—s0 me ne savey ! DBul me savey he
wabttoe makee me loser fliend Blong me !
Soon Unele O seo thiz leties, and he
put foot 'long tlousers Llong Sin Bong.”

“1I'm sorry. kid,” said Harry., " But
if vou're going to be =afe in your
unele's house, that man Sin will have
it be kicked out.”

* Kickee velly hard ! said Wun.

But his little  yellow  faco

WAas



thoughtful and troubled, like DBob’s, as

the car rolled up the averue and stopped
at the house of My, O

e
THE EIGHTEENTH CHAFPTER.
The House of Peril!
B( rose to his {eet,
There was a swish and rustle
of costly silks az ho moved.
How many coats, undercoats,
and petticoats the old Chinese gentle-
man wore it would not have been easy
fo compute; but they were very many,
and most of them resembled Joseph's
celebrated coat in its many colours.

At a glance it could be soen that
Mr. O was an old-fashionoed Chinese;
nothing of the “"modermm™ or re-
formed ” Chinaman about him.

His only concession to the West was
that he had learned to Lﬁﬁﬁﬂ.k English—
or, rather, an English version of
Chinese magniloguence.

Chinese servants, in their native garb,
attended him. -

There were French servants in the
great house on the avenue—indeed, they
seemed innumersble, and had no doubt
been let with the house by the Marquis
de Montanges. Dut the old gentleman’s
personzl attendents were from his own
country. ) .

Wun Lung conducted hiz friends into
the ancient one’s presence, and they
looked at him with great interest.
_Only Bob had secn him so far, for a
fow minutes when he had jnmped into
the car at the gate., The other fellows
wera very curioug to see him.

Wrow they saw him.

Ho rose from the chair in which he
wea seated and kow towed to his
nephow's friends in the Chinese way.

How towing in return was a matier
of some difficulty, as the juniors did
not, so to speak, know the game. Like-
wise, their clothes were against such
acrobatics. Dot they bowed as low as
they could, Billy Bunter nearly falling
over his fat knees.

Then Wun presented them, one after
another, by name. :

Mr. O did not shake hands with them,
of course; but at each intraduction he
clasped his left hand with his right and
solemnly shook it. ;

Harry Wharton & Co. were wise to
this Chinese custom, and they imitaled
it, shaking hands with themselves with
great gravity, though a little disposed
to grin as they did =o.

But they did not grim. It was
serious ocession, and po time for grin-
ning. DMorcover, it was only the un-
accustomnedness of the Chinese moanner
that made it seem a litile droll. One
way of shaking hands was as good as
another; it was only a matter of
Ccustom. . .

“This honour is overwhelming to this
wor person 1™ sald Mr,  O=—without,
wwever, looking overwhelmed, — “My
poor house is distinguished hy the pre-
sence of the noble and lord-like friends
of my little Pink Toad.”

Therse was a benovolent smile on the
old yellow-ivory faco. Mr. s manner
was one of the most polished politencss.

Bob Cherry wandered,

IIe was convinced that all Dr. Sin's
proceedings had been by the ancient
gontleman’s orders, He was certain
that Mr. O had been taking Wun away,
never bo ses his IEnpglish friends apain,
when Bob had so fortunately .butted in
at the gata. He had not the slightest
doubt that Me. O had only postponed
his_intentions, i

Yot it was hard to helieve, looking
at tho polished old gentleman, who

EVERY SATURDAY

looked almost as if he had just stepped
off a fan or o Chincse jar.

His molive Bob could not begin o
guCss.

That he was fond of Wun Lung the
miost casual eye could have scen, and
every car noted how his voice softened
when  he s]?uk-a the Chinese junior’s
“milk-name,” referring to him as the
“Little Pink Toad.”

But Bob could not forget tliat sudden
glare of rage and fury in the face that
was now so calmly smiling.

Whatever the old Chinaman’'s mvs-
terious motive was, he was at the botton
of the kidnapping. Bob knew it. His
friends did not dream of suspecting
anything of the kind, puezled as they
were by the fact that Dr. Sin, aiter
separating Wun from his friends by
trickery, had senl him direct to s
uncle’s house. But Bob knew.

The old Chinese must have had some
reason—some mysterious Chinese reason,
perhaps, that @ BEuropean could not ex-
pect to be able to guess, Anyhow,
there was no doubt in Bob's mind about
the fact. With all his pohished courtesy
to Wun's English friends, the old man,
at the back of hiz mind and the bottom
of his heart, wizshed them anywhere but
where they were. 5o long as they were
with Wun, his mysterious plot could not
be carried out. It was a very uncom-
fortable thought for Bob; but the other
fellows, taking Mr. O at face wvalue,
were very pleased with the old gentle-
Mman.

“My poor house,” went on the old
Chinaman in slow, mecasured tones, “is
yours. This poor hovel and what litile
it contains is entirely yours, There are
& few miserable servants who will serve
g;l:lu, and if you make a long and happy

oliday in the company of the Little
Pink Toad the cup of this poor person's
joy will overflow.”

“Thank wyou, Mr. 0,7 said Harry
Wharton, “We're all very glad to have
& holiday with Wun Lung, and there's
o doubt that we shall have s jolly
good time,"

Ale, )
solemnly.

“ Being old, though not zo old as the
hmmnraﬁlﬁ friends of my Little Pink
Taad,” he resumed, “*I1 live much in
retirement. Orders are given that all
vour wishes shall be abeyed, with all the
vozources of this wretched hovel: and
if T do not see you, vet you will re-
mermber that my thoughts dwell upon
vou continually with admiration, esteem,
and humble benavolenca.”

Which did not surprise the juniore.

They did not expect a gentloman of
My, s venerable yvears to ramble over
the Trarvis Exhibition with them, fo shoot
up and down scente  railways, or to
climb the Eiffel Tower. )

They were Fro arad to have a jolly
good time with Wun, and if news of it
ceused the eup of Mr. 0's joy to over-
flow, so much the botter,

Me, O, having ihus graciouely wel-
comed his nephew's friends, bestowed
another flowing kow tow on themn, his
silky garmmalszb':]]nwing round him.

This, it secmwed, torminatod
aundienee,

Wun Lung led his flock out of the
apartment, !mlwmg thi:sl ancient ono
settling down in his chair again amid
hiz many brocaded silla,

“Wou likee ¥ asked Wun Lung, beom-
ing, when the door was closed. ;

“¥es, rather!™ said Harry, with a
emile. “Topping old sportsmaon, Wun.”

“The topfulness is tervifie,” declaved
Flurree Jamsot Ram Singh.

“A fine old Chinesza Fcntiemnn. all of
the olden time,” said Nugent, emiling.

“Velly nicey ole man,” =aid Wun.

bowed hiz  ancient head

the
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"Likee thia 1W'll Cfnee velly nmchee,
Likee fleind blong me.”

“1 =zay, you fellows, what ahout
supper i asked Billy Bunter. “1 had
& bit of a snack at the station, but I
can tell you I'm jolly hungry.”

Wun Lung grinned,

“Comey "long fceder, fat ole Duntee,™
he said.

Supper, fortunately, was all that Billy
Bunter could desive. If he had had any
doubtz on that important subject, they
were now sck ab rest,

But after supper, when the juniora
went to their rooms, Bob Cherry had &
deep wrinkle in his brow.

A magnificent suite of rooms had been
assigned to the Greyfriars party. Silentz-
footed  servants waited their orders,
Hilly Bunter remarked that it reminded
him of Bunter Court, at which the
other fellows smiled, There was no
tloubt that old Me O was doing his
nephew's guesta well, though ho was
apparently going to sce little of them
personally.  Six apartments on_a vask
corridor were prepared for the Famans
Five and Billy Bunter. Wun Lung's
room was on another corridor at a dis-
tance in the great house. That was why
the wrinkle decpened in Bob's troubled
brow.

Wun Lung ecame up with his [viends
and said good-night te themy at their
doors, Dol lingered in the corrvider
after the other fellows had gone into
their rooms.

Wun's slanting esyes pecred at him
curtonsly. Wun had not failed to nolive
that Bob hed some worry on

“0le Bob Chelly tingeﬂ
tloublo '’ he asked.

Bob breathed rather hard,

“Well, yes, kid,” he said slouly, “I'd
raiher you weren't 2o far away from
your friends.”

“Allee light, 'long house Llong Unele
0! said Wun. *“Sposes Sin Song bad
fellee  kidnappee, you no tinkee he
comey kidnappee this 1i'll Chinee 'long
hotsee blong Uncle 0.7

He grinned at the idea.

“That's exactly what I do think,
Wun,” said DBob quietly. He paused.
It was nmpossible to breathe a word of
his decp suspicions of O Ba. But, aftor
a moment's pause, he went on:  “The
man's gots confederates in the house.
Those twa chauffeurs, to-day, were in
the game wilh him, to get von away
from us and leave us stranded. I—I
think there are others. ™

“Plaps 1" mwrmured Wuoun Lung
dubiously,

“LE'ar sure of it,"” muttered Bob. “Ta-
morrow, old son, I want you to fix it up
for us to camp together, same as in the
dorm at Groyfriars. Buab te-night—"
Ho paused again, “Look here, for to-
night let's change rooms. ¥You take
mine, amd I'll take yours.”

Wan Lung grinned again,

“Spowe kidnappeo comey, he bagpgra
olo Bob Chelly ! he said.

“He doe:n't want me,” zaid Bol.
“That'a all right! Do as I azk, old
chap. There's no danger for me, and
T tell you I know there's danger for
you. Send the servants down—wao don’f
want putting to bed like kids—and
theap=—"

¥ Allee Light.”

It was clear that Wun did not believe
(hat lie was in any danger in his nnele’s
house. And Bob could not tell him
that it was heecause he was in Mr, (s
house that he was in danger! But
{Muinese politeness, if nothing elae,
would have made Wun accede to Bob's
withes, He Erinnﬂfi. but he agreed,

When Wun's slanting oves closed that
night he was in Bob’s room, with the

Tne Alwrer Lisrary.—N0. 1,042,
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door locked; and Bob Cherry was in
Wun's room, but Bob did not mean to
close his eyes.

—

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.

The Prisoner of the Chest!
B{}B CHERRY stirred—and awoke

in intenso darkness.
Waking, he realised that he
had slept.

His first feeling was that he was in
motion.  Dizxily, he fancied for a
moment that he was still on the Channel
baoat, Then his brain ecleared, omiy Lo
make him wonder more.

Ile had not meant to c¢lose his eyes
ag he lay in thoe canopied bed in Wun
Lung’s room, in the great housa on the
avenue. Fle was tired with the journcy
and the excitement of the day, but he
had not meant to sleep.

Convinged that Wun was in danger in
the house of Mr. O, he belisved that
the room would be visited in the small
hours, and that a locked door would not
keep out the visitor. He meant to be
wide awake, and see what happened.
Now he recalled that as he lay, therc
had been an aromatic scent in the air;
he remombered he wondored if it came
from ineense-burning, likely enough in
the house of a Chinese. From that time
he remembered no more,

Evidently he had slept.

But where was he now? Not in bed—
hut where? Ie lay on something hard.
It was padded, but it was wood. He
stirred, and stretched a hand out, and
felt a wall close to him. He stretched
{u.:t” Ehu other hand, and felt another
WE

To hnd himself in & narrow space,
between twe walls not more than two
feet apart, was so startling that it
banished from his dizzy brain the last
mists of sleep, and-—as he koew now—
of & narcotiel For he knew, in a flash,
what that aromatic scent in Wun Lung's
roomt had been—a drugging vapour,
introduced by some interstice in the
walls to make the Chinese junior in-
sensible bofore the kld!‘!:li}l')[ml‘ came !

Had Wun Lung been there, he would
indubitably have fallen a vicuim te it.
Bob had been there, unknown to the
kidnapper, and he had fallen a2 victim !
And even at this terrible moment he
was glad that he had saved Wun, though
he knew now that he had been taken
in the place of the Chinese junior.

Put where was he?

He conld [eel motion, though he knew
now that i1t was not 4he motion of the
sea. It was the motion of a vehicle.
He groped round him again. He felt
the folds of & blanket. It flashed inte
11z mind now how it was that he had
been taken in mistake for Wun Lung.

WNot for a moment had he supposed
that the kidnapper, if he came, would
make such a mistake. Yet it had been
casy to make.

Nothing doubting that it was the
Chinese junier in the bed, the man of
the night, as soon as the drug had had
time to reduce himn to unconsctousness,
had simply rolled him in the blankeis
and lifted him out.

Probably there had been more than
one of them. Bob had no doubt that
nwast, or all, of the Chinese servanis of
Mr. O were at the kidnapper’s service.

But where was he? If they had
carried him down staircases. down long
corridors, to a car waiting in the court-
vard, it was amazing that ther had not
dizcovered their mistake.

And what sort of a vehicle was this—
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a space 80 narrow, that his elbows
almost touched the sides, and in the
biackest darkness?

He lifted his head.

Crack !

It was not a hard knock, but it made
him fall back again, like one stunned.
ii.is head had struck wood, elose abeve

11k,

Then, at last, he underslood.

He was packed in a chest! He re-
membered now that there had been a
long, deep Chinese chest in Wun Lung's
FOOIT. e could gpuess that this was it—
and why it was there!

Now he understood why the kid.
nappers had not discovered their
mistake. They had not earried him
down staircases and corridors in the
blankets. He had been lifted dircctly
from the bed to the chest, and the lid
closed down on him. It was the chest
that they had earried down to the car.

Very likely the whola thing had been
done in the darlk—they did not need o
light. Anvhow, it was cortain that,
when they placed the sleeper, rolled in
the blankets in the long chest, they
had believed him to be Wun Lung.
Certainly they did not want one of
Wun's English friends.

Bob lay very still, his heart thunping.

He wndersteod it all now. The
anket, rolled round him, had hidden
him; it had fallen loose since, while he
lay in the closed chest. Probably he had
stirred a good many tinmoes before he
finally woke, They believed that they
had Wun Lung, and they were taking
him—where ¥

‘IThe chest had been placed in & car;
the car driven away from the house of
Mr., O—for what destination?

suppose 1t had been Wun, what wonld
hieve happened on the morrow? Wun
would have gone—Mr. 0 gone with
him; the Greyfriars juniors left at a
loose end{ They had come with him to
guard him and keep him safe—and that
would have been the end of 1k

But it was not Wun whe lay in the
heavy teak chest—it was Bob Cherry,
and from the bottom of his heart he was
thankful that it was!

He hardly thought for some time of
what waz going fo happen to him when
they dizeovercd their mistake.

But when that thought oceurred to
hiig, and he wondered, his wonder was
not mingled with dread. That the kid-
nappers would be exasperated -and
enraged, he knew; but he did not
believe that they would harm him. If
they did, ha had taken the rigsk for
Wun's sake, and he was glad that he
had taken it

Hut Mr., O, whatever his amazing and
incomprehensible reason for kidnapginf_
hiz own nephew, was not a man for dark
deeds. Neither was Dr. Ein—cunning.
artful, unserupulous as he was, his good-
nature and good-temper were genuine
enongl.

There was some myslery behind all
thiz that Bobh could not begin to
fathom: but he was not in the hands
of criminals. These Chincse wers break-
ing the law, but they were not erooks,
or anything like it.

Bob could only wait!

How ]ung Iie had been in that coffin.
like chest he did not know—he had no
means of guessing how long he had been
UNCoONscions.

He was being earried away like
bapgage—perhaps in the midst of other
baggage—as safe a mode of transit for
a kiduapped prisoner as anyone could
have desired.

But would they venture to put that

box on & railway train? The 1id was
locked on hun: butl, thick ss it was,
surely he would be able to make his

voice heard when he shouted ! Was the
journey to be made I:niy car? He could
tall nothing—he could only lic and

wait !

He breathed casily enough. e could
tell by that that there were ventilating
holes in the chest, That made jt fairly
certain that he could make his voice
heard if he shouted, if the clest were
drmped down in a railway station, He
eould anly wait for the journey’s end,

There was a sudden jerk—the car had
sti:l[:l[iad. Bob still waited. He felt the
box lifted from the car.

It was carried, and a sudden tilting
told him that it was earried up steps!
Whether into a railway station or zome
other building ke had no means of
gucssing.

It was dumped on a floor.

Journey's end. whatever it wae, had
becn reached. A glimmer of light came
to him in the darkness

Ha was, clearly, in a lighted room.
One of the ventilating holes, he could
see now, was just over hiz head, end it
was through it that the glimmer came.

He debated in his mind whether to
shout, or to wait for tha box to be
opened. Then a soft voice that he knew
reached his ears—the silky tones of
Dr. &in, speaking through the little
orifice above his face.

. Ho knew the voice, but the words were

in Chinese; naturally, as Dr. Sin sup-
wsed that he was speaking to Wun
ung |

Bob grinned and lay ailent,

The sleck voice went on, with a faintly
anxions note in ik From the fact that
Dr. Bin spoke at all, it was clear that
he supposed that the prisoner had
recovered conseiousness by this tiine—
as, indeed, he had! But the silence
from within the chest made him uneasy.
“Shen mo szi giso ni buh schwang
kwai 2" came in an interrogative tone,
Dr. Bin was asking something—what,
Bob had not the faintest idea, as Le

knew hardly & word of Wun's
language.

" yao hwei hsin?

Bob  suppressed a chuekle, The

meaning of the words was wrapped in
mystery to Bob; but the tone showed
that Dr. Bin was uneasy and impatient,
Bob did not doubt that he would scon
lift the lid of the box to ascertain
why the Chinese junior did not answer.

He was right!

There was a click as the key turned.

Bob drew a deep breath. He was
ready to act s zoon as the lid was up.
Little Wun Lung, if he had given
trouble, would easily have been pushed
back into the chest by Dr. Sin—buat it
was nobt so easy to- handle Bob Cherry.

The lid began ta Lift.

1t was hali-lifted, when Bob, reach-
ing up, gave it a violent shove, sending
it flying back out of Dr. Sin's hands.

Az it flew, he scrambled up, the
blankets dropping round him,

Thera was a yell of surprise as Dr,
Sin's slanting cyes fairly popped at
him. Taken utterly by surprise at the
sight of Bob Cherry, the plunp Chince
stood gogeling like & man in & drean.

Then, a: Bob bounded out of the
chest, Dr. 8in made 8 clutch ut
him=—with what intention Bob did not
know, and did not wait to ascertain.
As the yellow hand clutched, Bob
Cherry's right lashed out with all his
beef behind it, and landed full in the
yvellow face—and Dr Sin Song went over
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backwards as if & cannon-ball had kit
him.

Erash !

Dr. 8in, latting out a fearful yell,
landed on his back, with his feet in the
sir. Ho gprawled and yelled, but he
was up again like a eat, his yellow
face glaring rage.

Bob did not wait for him. Ha was
tlose by an cpen door—and he ran
through it; and then, with a gasp of
astonishment, he realised where ha
was |

The teak chest had been landed in the
baggage-room of a passenger plane—
and, had the prisoner of the chest becn
Wun Lung, the Chinese junior of Grey-
friara would have vanmshed by a route
that his friends certainly could not
have followed

Wharion

"BIEUR I
“What the * he ejacu-

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Harry
suddenly.
dickens—
lated.
Ila rublbed his eyes and stared at the

An Anxious Night!
‘M
He =at up, blinking.
howing manservant at his bedside. In

the houze of Mr. O, cachlai the
honoured guesls had been essigned a
spectal  valat-dechambre; and it was

?’!"]mrlmi's valet whoe had awakeued
1.

“Al'sienr, lo telephone '™

*The telephone!™

0w, mseur!
tlonsieur Wharton.”

Harry Wharton glanced at his watch.
[t was hali-past-two. Who could pos-
sibly have rung him up on the tele-
phone, in a foreipgn city, at hall-past
lwo ip the morning, was a puzele and
a mystery to him.

“You're sure I'm wanted?”
asked, " Vous on etes sur?”

“Oue, m'sienr 1

“But who—" gasped arey blankly.

d he give his name "

“ Le nomy Robert, m'sieur 1

Whearton almost fell back on bhis
pillow. The name of * Robert ” could
snly mean DBob Cherry; likewise, it
could only mean that in giving that
name, Bob wanted to get through o
Wharton, without mentiening his sar-
name.

That was only cautious, if there were
spies of the Kidnapper in the mansion.
But where was Bob at that hour of the
night? His room was next to Harry's;
but obvicusly he could not be there if
he was ringing up the ceptain of the
Remove on the telephone.

Utlerly amazed as he was, Wharten
lost no time. He leaped from the Led,
and bundled on o dressing-gown and

Un amil demande

lie

glippers.

“ Qaivez-mol, m'sieur 1

Wharton followed the  valet-ce-
chambre. In less than a minute he was

sitting at the tclephone, dismissing the
valet with & gesture. IHe did not want
tho man to hear what was said over
the wires, if it were Bob who was call-

ing him up—and *“Robert” could
hardly be anybody else. .
“Wharton speaking ! he said.
“0Oh, good!” came Bob Cherry's

“Thank good-
You guessed who

voice, over Lhe wires.
ness ['ve got you!
Rlobert was, what?"

“¥Yes: but what—"

“If T'd seid Cherry, you mighin'i
have got the calll I don’t suppose the
Freneh servant: are in this game, bul
you unever know! Anyhow, thank
goadness I've gob yom, old beanl T'm
speaking from the aecrodrome™

awuke !

EVERY SATURDAY

“The acrodrome!” gasped Wharton,
“¥ou're out of the houzo—youw're ont of
Paris— How Lhe dickens did you get
to tha serodvome?”

“In a teak chest.”

“ Wha-a-t 7

“On a car. I changed rooms with
Wun when we wept to bed.”

“"Oh Y gasped Harry,

“And they got me instead!™

“Bob1” pasped Wharton.

“I'va borrowed a coat and a pair of
shoes fvom & man who nearly fell down
when he saw me in my pyjamas——"

“1 should think he did] What——"

“1 was going to keep awake, but they
let & drug in through some hole in the
wall in Wue's rogmn. I woke up in a
teale chest.”

“0Oh crumbs " )

“5in opened the chest in the bag-
gage-ioom on a plane. Taken there as
baggage, see?  Sin expected to sea Wun

27

—lwe saw me, and I got him in the eye
with iy right!  Then L did & jump
down the sleps of the plane—and out.”

“ Bob 1 gasped Harry.

“I've caused some surprise lecre™
Wharton heard a chuckle over the
wires, “DBut it's all right! I'm get-
ting back as soon as I can; but I
shouldn’t wonder if Sin Song cuts in
ghead! Having bagged me in Wun's
room, he may guess that Wun ia in
mine, see? I faney he's going all out
for Paria this minute—but he will want
a very fast cay to beat the telephone,
what "

Wharton could only gasp.

“That's why I've rung you. Wun's
in my room, next to vours. Wake all
the feflows and keep Wun in your room
till T get back, sce? Don't lose sight
of him.”

{(Continued on next page.)

of the

LI, merry and bright ?  That's
the stuff Lo give 'em 1
Une of my letters 1hiz week
comes from George Bradshaw, of Woking,
who, after sayving a niee lot of things
about the MacNeT, asks me if 1 can give
him a cure for stammering.

I assure you, Geﬁrgn, you have my
heartfelt sympathy in your aflliction,
for I realise under what a leavy dis-
ability you are labouring in the great
battle of life. All the same, my chum, you
must take beart in the fact that in nine
cases out of ten, a stammerer may,
with perseverance, cure this mest un-
happy complaint.

1 have known the following method to
mect with suecess,

Shut yourself np in a dark room for
about half an hour each day, and while
there repeat slowly, deliberately, and
with great precision, any picce of prose
or poetry you may have committed to
memory, This treatment should be kepl
up until it shows signs of producing good
effect.  When conversing with friends,
make a point of talking slowly and
deliberately. Form your words carefully,
and don't endeavour in any way to
hurry them. 1 don’t sce any reason why,
with careful practice and determination,
you should not get rid of your impedi-
ment of speech. At any rate, the cure is
worth trying, isn't it ? T shall expect Lo
hear from yon again later.

That's all the room I can spare, as
far aa the answering of gueries iz con.
cemed, for

THE GREAT TIME HAS COME
for me once again to bring before your

notice the fact that the *° Holiday
Annual ¥ will be seen on all the book.

stalla  throughout the kingdom on
Wednesday next. Take it from me,
chums, the new * Holiday Aonual”

beats itz predecessors inte a cocked hat.

Your Editor is always pleased to hear
from his readers.

Write to him : Editor
“* Magnet,”” The Amalgamated

Press, Litd., Flectway House, Farringdon

Street, London, E.C.4.

There arc ripping yarns of Harry
Wharton % Co.,, Tom Merry & Co., of
St Jim's, and Jimmy Silver & Co., of
Rookwood, ['m not going to take up
a great deal of space with deseriptions
of the new Annual, for really it needs no
recoromendation from me, Itz great
appeal to hoys and girls of all ages
was made years ago, and over since it has
held the proud position of being the most
popular Annual ever published, Trot
aleng to your newsagent to-day and have
2, look 2t it. You're bound to want one 1

Now for

NEXT SATURDAY'S ISSUE.

Frank Ilichards goes on from success
to suceess in hig fine Greyfriars yans,

and next week’s story, which is entitled :

“ MENACE FROM THE EAST | ™'

ia & rcol top-notcher. Xeen and wary as
they are, Harry Wharton & Co., who
are keeping a sharp eve on YWun Lung,
are hardly equal to the cunning of the
subtla Oriental whom they have sct
themselves to defeat. But they tackle
their difficulty right royally, and keep
the old Greyiviars flag fiying in the man-
ner which von have lJearned to cxpect
from them. There are chuckles as well as
thrills in this yarn, and you won't
want to leave it until yon have read
every word of it! Frank Richards
certainly knows how to keecp on the
top line where schoolboy fiction is
conecerned, and yon’ll find next weel’s
varn one of the best he has written,
There will bhe another fssuc of the
“ Greyfriare Herald " guaranteed to
raise a number of smiles on your face
and another interesting tour with the
Greyfriara Guide, Don't miss next
Saturday’s Macxgr, whatever you do,

chuma !
YOUR EDITOR.

Tie Macser Liprary.—NoO. 1,542,
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“Relv on that, old chap! I'll tell the
sarvants to call Mr, O—"

[ 3 D‘:’nlb IJl

“Why not?"”

There was a moment’s silence on the
telcflmtm, Then Bob went on:

“I'vo picked up here that that plane
is a private plane, chartered by My, O,
It's booked to pull out at dawn, I it
had been Wuan 1in the chest they'd have
had him—he couldn't have got away as
I did. That plane would have been
hit,tinpr' eazt at dawn, with Wun on 1t
end Sin and—and—and Alr, O."

dE Bﬂ}_’ !IF

“"Not a word about that to Wunl
We can't tell him! But thet's it, old
man! I'm tnlljnig you now-—becauso
vou've got to guard Wuan £ill I get back.
When I jumped in that car to-day at
the goate old O wasn't bringing Wun to
the {are du Nerd: I know now where
he was heading—te this scrodrome and
this plane.””

“Bob,"” stuttered Wharton, " you
don't mean—yoi can't mean

“T can—and I do! Now you woider-
stand."

“Boh, you'rs
gasped Harry, Why—

“Pon't ask me why! How should I
know ? Perhaps the old bean's cracked.
Goodness knows ! But there 1f za ™

“1 can’t belteve it—"

“That "don’t matter so long as you
look affer Wuin, Geb Lo hum at once and
see that he's not lefé alone for a minute,
They can’t touch hin wille his fviends
round him. Got that?”

“¥es, yes! DBut—"

“That will do, then!l Get to my
room=—Yun's there, DBub lie won't bo
there when I get back if be's not looked
after. Jump to it, old man !

FMRight-ho 1™

Bob Cherry, ot the other end, rang
off. Harry Wharion lelt the telephono
with his brsin in a whirl, What Bob
had eaid of Mr. O fairly ntagﬁerbd Bin,
and he could not beliove it. DBut he did
not lnse o moment.

Less than a minute after speaking fo
Bob ho was tapping at a locked door.
Wun Lung's voico came from within,

“Whatee wantoo?"

“It's Wharton, Lot me in, kid.”

“Allee Light,' o

The door openad from within, and
Wun Lung's slanting oyes stared o sor-
prisn at the captain of the Remove.

“Whatee mattee ! he asked,
“Cone with me, and call the other
follows, " said Harry.

The astopished Chinese  junior
followed  hLim, &and Frank Nuogent,
Johnuny Bull, and Huerreo Jamser Ran
singh were quickly awahkened, Billy
Bunter was left to snore undizturbed.
Ta a few minutes the Co. were gathored
i Whasrbonu'™s roomn with Wuan Lung.

T

mud—"n‘i’:.}n‘a uncle 1"
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The captain of the Remove shut the
door and locked it.

“Bomething's up, I suppose?” =aid
Johnny Tiall, l:—linﬁi at him. *“Why
haven't you called B];r% =

“Bob called me,” enswered Harry,

“Where is he, then?” asked Nugent.

“Somoe niles out of Paris—comin
back from the acrodrome in a taxi,
suppose, ™

“Eht Whati¥

“My esteemed Wharton—
Huryee Jamset Ram Singh.

" You dleames? asked Wun Luug.

Harry Wharton suceinetly explained
what he had heard on the telephone—
without mentioning the name of Mr. O,
however, Whother Bob’s suspicion of
 Bo were vight or wrong, it was not a
matter that could be mentioned to Wun,
The litile Chince's almond eyes opened
wide as he hstened.

“Oh chambz "’ he said,  “Ole Bob
Chelly savee this 1M Chinee! Dble
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tinkee all light, 'long  house bLlong
Unele O, No all hght.™

“Beats me!”  said  Johany  Bull
slowly.,  “We koow that wman 2Bin's

game now, but how the dickens could he
work it ke that in this how=c? Some
of the others here must be in the guouwe
with hiame ™

“No doubt about that ' said Harvey,
“Anvhow, welte keeping Wun under
onr eves Lill Bob blows ™

“ ¥es, rather 1

The junioers were not likely to think
af sleep agaim that night., That Dre, Sin
had confederates 1 the house was quite
clear, whedlwer he was, as Bob bhelioved,
acting under the orders of the masier
of the house er not. 1t was a relicf to
Wharton, after what Bob had =aid, that
Wun did ot sa ﬁm-‘l‘ awakening Mre, O,
They waited, t:ﬁ i in low tones and
listening ! What  step  the defeatecd
secritary  might take they could not
gucss—but  hey were on thelr gusrd
now, whalever might happen.

It wasz about an flﬂlll‘ fater that Harey
Wharton suddenly held up his Land in

SEm m Wi g me Ry pERwE e

GOAL!!!

sign of milence. From the corridor with-
out came a sound of soft footstepa.

They passed the door—and stopped at
the next.

The juniors cxchanged plances in
breathlezs silence.

Two or three men, at least, wers in
the passage. 'They were entering Boh
Cherry’s room—softly, but not so softly
a8 Lo cscape the ears that were strained
to listen. Who they were, and what
they were after, was elear enough ! But
for Bob's warning on the telephone they
would have found Wun Lung in Dok
room.  And Dr. Sin's mistake would
Lhave been set right !

The Greyfriars fellows listened, with
beating hearts,

There were soft footfalls in  the
corridor again and a faint murnur of
voiees, That De. Sin and his myrinidons
would venture upon open violence was
very utilikely, bui if it eaine the juniors
were ready for ik, But they did not
expect —and it did not comel Pro-
Bably Dr, Bin waz not long in ascertain.
g ]m}t‘ the malter stood, amd realisod
that hiz gamwe was up for that night
The wurmur in the corvideor died away,
and all was silent mpain.

Another hour had passed, then tho
sonnd of & car floated in from the silent
wvenue, A few minutes more, and thero
was & thump at Wharton's door,

. " Halle, hallo, hallo ! came booming
in from the corridor,

Wharton unlocked the door, and Bob
Cherey tramped in,

“Wun all right 2" he exclaimed,

“All Tight, ole Bab Chelly 1" grinned
Wun Lung.

* O, good !” said Bob,

ULong  morning comey mo  {olles
Unele ©, he tankee you plenty too much
long you saveo this 1i'll Chince flom
kiduappee. " :

Bol Cherry had his doubts on that
poitt ] But ho did not state them.

* &

“I sar, you fellows!” Billy Bunter
blinked, a fat, contented blink ever the
breakfast-table in the morning. T say,
this is all vight! I slept like & top ali
night—did »on fellows? eay, the
grul's all right! Leoks to me as if
we'te going to have o jolly good time in
Paris. T think I chould prefer Margate.
az & matter of choice—but we're all
right here—what 7"

“Raght as rain [ agreed Bob Cherry.

The Greyfviars pariy were going to
have a gowd time in Paris, uk . they
could not help thinking that it was
going tu be an exciting tinte, too.

1IE END, ,

{(The sintster Do Sin's plans bave
came wnatuek xa ford Buat he's wof the
wett fo give up frping, s you will dis-
ewrer in "WEFYACE FROM THE
FASEM™ the next wavn in (s powerful
f;u-"ﬁ?n’ﬁ F{:‘J";EE.J
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HIS GUILTY CONSCIENCE! &

Sparkling School Story of St. Sam's
By DICKY NUGENT.

X,

“Hit Half-p-jiffy 1™

Doctor Alfred Birchemnall, the
awe-inspiring  headmaster of St
Sar's, crancd his ostrich-like neck
out of his study winder and bawled
out in this fashun to Jack Jolly
and Frank Fearless.

Tho heroes of the Fourth stopped
and looked up.

It was e half-hollerday and they
were on their way to footer praktias.
But half-hollerdays and footer
praktiss had to take a hack szeat
when the Head said * Stop!”

“ Gpod afternoon, sir!" cried
Jolly and Fearless, doffing thewr

caps olitely.

K “!?utf;lmr | returned Lhe Head,
in his refined way., * Doing any-
thing speshal this afternoon, boya®™

“ Yea, rather, sir!* said Jack
Jolly. * We're playing footer!™

“Your mistake, Jolly!” said
the Head blandly. * You'renot!"™

“Eht"

* Yon're not playing footer after
alll You're coming olong to the
golf lynx instead—to ecarry golf
eluhs for myself and Mr. Lickham."

Jolly and Fearless frowned.

* Look here, sir, if you're trying

to be funny-—=" :
* If this iz your idea of a joal—"
Doctor Birchemall wagged a

waming fourfinger at the two
dismayed IFourth Formers.

*Now don't argew the toss,
boye, unless you happen to be
lcoking for trubble. it's not a
joak—and T shan't be put off my
stroalk ! For the rest of the aflter.
noon, von iwo are pgoing to he
caddies 1

*Tdon't he caddish, sir! " eried
Jolly ; but his plea fell on deff ears.

“8tay right where you are,
boys! " grinned the Head. ™ Lick-
ham and I will be down in &
winnit ! *

Doctor Birchemall was as good
ns his word. Less than two minnits
after, he appeared on the Skool
House ateps, arm-in-arm  with
Mr. Lickharn.

Jolly and Fealress conidn't help
tarfing when they saw them. They
were both dressed in plus eights
and sporis jackets and they both
wore rather largoe check caps
at a javwnty angle. The combincd
effeet was awfully commical and
the two Fourth Formers farely
roarcil.

“Ha, ha, ha! Jevver see such
acupple of guys, Fearless ¥

“ Never ! gergled Feorless, "1
het thev'd take first prize in the
Mugpleton Carnival—or a  freals
show !

“Ha, ha, ha ! ™

The Head and Mr., Lickham
frowned, as they drew near the
historical juniors, dragging their
goll-hbage bLehind them.

* Wow then, boys, stop this here
cackling ! " ericd the Ilead, as he
heaved his bulky hag across te
Jolly. * Catch, Jolly 1%

“Yarooooo | M

“ Here's mine, Fearless | ' added
Alr. Lirkham. Awnd he dropped his
bag on Fearless’ toes, bringing a
yvelp of pane fo Frank's lipa.

™ Ow-wow | ¥

* For this releef, much thanks,
eh, Lickham " romarked the
Head. " Follow wus, boya!”

The twe old fogoyas then turned
their footprints towards the gates,

Jolly and Fear.
leas would hava
given a lot juet
then to have been
able ito tell the
old buffers to
carry  their own
bags and leave
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true that 1'm the
maost  popular master
in the school,” eon-
fessed Mr. Larry
Lascelles modestly,
when 1 interviewed

footer in

But there wers limmita even for
fellows like Jolly and Fearless,
and mneither of them fansied
earning a Head's licking. With a
mitey effort, they resisted the
tem‘?mﬁﬂn and eholdered their
burdens instead.

They soon reached the Muggleton
Golf Lynx and Doctor Birchemall
made the first drive.

The Head's method secmed to
be to turn himself into a spinning
top and clese his eves as he hit
out at the ball, 1t was not a
very suxxessiul method at first,
for the only thing he hit was a
chunk of terf weighing several
pounds which sailed through the
air and hit Mr. Lickham on the
nose, But he scored a bull at
his second atternpt, and the ball
bounced beautifuily in the direction
of the first hole,

# (h, well hit, sir ! ", chortled the
Head, giving himself a haﬂ.i,r glap on
the back. "1 bet you'll never
make a drive ke that, Lickham, if
von try from now till Doomsday { ™

*I should be a it nervuss of
I:r}':ing, myself, sir," confersed Mr.
Lickham. “ We're quite near a

ublic footpath, you know, and if a
all gbms wide of the mark, it’s guite
possibul it may dosome dammidge.”

* Hear, hear!" chimed in Jolly
and Iearless,

But the Head meerly grinned,

“Pah! You shouldn't lot trifles
worry you, Lickham. After all, if
we do happen to hit somebody, we

shan't do more than brane him | *
*“Oh, grate pip 1 ™
ame ! " grinned

* On with the

Dioctor Birchemall.
can nock your ball
into the middle of
next week, Liclk-
ham ! ™

While Mr, Lick-
ham fusszsed about,
zetting ready for
hia shot, Jack
Jolly drew I'ear.
lesa aside,

“The fakt is,
old ehap,” he eaid,
sotto vocey, ' the
Head badly nceds
8 lesson t

* True enuft, old
fellow,” nodded
Fearless,. “But
how can we give
it § "

For anawer,
the kaptin of the
Fourth wispsred
something in his
chum's car—something that mode
Frank Fearless grin like a Cheshire
cat.

* Ripping wheeze ! ¥ he wispered.
“You slip off while they're not
locking and see if you can work the
oracle.”

Jack Jolly mannidged to dodge
off while they were on their way to
the next tee, and neither tho Head
nor Mr. Lickham notissed his

* See if you

absenca, u

Onece again Doctor Birchemall
closed his eyes, turned himeelf into
?m sﬁrinningatup and laehed out at the

Nobody saw whers the ball went.

But a cupple of secands later
they  hear mmstead. A wild,
angwished shreek rang out from
behind a hedge that bordered the
%::nlf lvox. The IMead and Mr.

iclkharn, staring in the direction of
the shreek, were just in time to sce
o tottered figger stogpering to the
ground !

Mr, Lickham uttered a gasp of
horror.

* You've done it, sir—vou've
done 161" he ened. "1 warned
you, but you didn’t take any notiss.
You've given some poor bloke his
deth-blow ! "

A garstly lor spread over the
Head's festchers. He dropped his
gelf elub and bepan to walk to-
wards the fateful spot.

Fearlesa ran on shead of him and
Jack Jolly reappeared and joined
his chum.

When ihe twoe beaks arrived,
they found the Fourth Formers
bending over a huddled heap of
jraﬂmauit:,r that was omminously
atill.

* Jolly croaked the Heed.
“What has happened 1 Releeve
my uwfulsua]:mml Tell me—does
he breethe 1™

“No fear, sir!" cameo back
Jolly's prompt reply. * There's
not a sign of life in him 1

An ised groan burst from
Doctor girchama'ﬁ ‘s lips,

* Then leave himm where he lies
and let’s all do & bunk ! "' ha eried,
horsely. * Quick
—before the per-
lice arrive ™

Doetor  Birch-
emall then turned
and iled.

Mr. Lickham
rubbed his chin
dewhiously for a
minwmit, then
followed him.

Jolly and Fenr.
lega Btopped
behind to retreeve
the beaks' golling
kit. Then they
hrought up in the
rear.

1I.
Tramp ! Tramp !
Tromp !
Dootor  Birch-

ermall pa.c*zrl up ared

down the floor of his study at St.

Bam's like a caged tiger. Mr.
Lickham, who eat in 1he armchair,
notissed thut he had a hawnted
look on his skollarly fizz apd an
eggepression of fear in his soreewhat
shifty eyrcs.

Ever and anonymoualy, the Head
erossed over to the winder and
glanced fearfully down to the geles
—drawn and haggard at the mcer
thought that his eyes mite lite on

wns no oeed for alarm.

the dreaded figger of tha willige
constable, F.-c. e,

“ Whoa is me | ™ cricd the Roed,
horsely. " Tethink that an inoe-
sent geme of golf should lead o
this !
to ece this dav! 1o
left any clues behind,

* Pooh, nothing much, sir
answered the Fourth Formi-m ;
with a shrug. ** A few footprinis I
erpapect ; some shreds of o
from your clothes, & button ov tpo
and probably a rubber bl
Nothing to worry abouf ! ™

** Nothing to worry aboub "
shrecked the Head., * Why,
idjnt, the perlica conld track dgm
o man on a half of that ™ He
klutched frenziedly at his Lo
and eyved Mr. Lickham with e
that almost bulged out of their
sockits. * E«s-aup‘{:asa they 1ab
me, Lickham 1 ‘hat them 7

“ Well, in that case, sir, 1'nt afrid
it wiil be a case of standing w#ur
trial with 8s good a groce ag posi-
bul,” eaid Mr. Lickhum, aith e
shake of hig head. * They'd gro-
bably reducs it to o ch&rgu?":f
trampslawter—your viktim looksd
rathér like & tramp to miewind
Iot you off with about forty yews
hard labour.”

ronn thin): 1
E.iﬂ]thﬂ.‘m M

“Forty years?!" ed he
Head. "1 could never do it!
Fansy a meer youth like me gong

in to cholcoy for forty yeara ! Way,
I'd be an old man by the tim. ]
came out! Ow! Wazzat 2"
Doctor Birchemall did a divw.
as & nock sounded on the door, sud
erawled under the sofa. But the
Iy Bindi I hl? o
o inding, Lhe &, bripn’
in fhu Head'g; &ﬂernﬁ% toa.. re
Binding blinked when be spoted
the Heand.
“Lumme! What are wyou s
doing of, sir 1" he cried.
The Mead crawled out of his

Ch, that I should have lyed |

hiding.place, farely gasping with
releaf.

* Binding, Binding, woun really
must take inore core of your
reyomar ! ' he said. " XNaver gay
What are you a-doing of 1* Say
*What are youn domg of 1'—
without the *a'1"

=1, giri™
And Binding retreeted, eveing

the Hend in a docidedly puzzled
and suspizhus manner.

Docter DBirchemall dropped a
handiul of sugar into his wa and
sbirred it moodily,

" A nice state of affairs, me diving
under the sola whenever anybody

ecomea near,' ho
ericcdd  hitterly.
“1 linch nt
every fooilnll,
Lickham—
gshrink firom

every shaddo !

8o would I
il I werein your
E!H,'.'E.“ enid Mr.

ickham. ** The
faktie.8ir,
vou've got e
giliy conecience.
The only way
io get ricl of it
in my opinien
ig for you to i G
give yoursell up to the pertice.

Crash ! Swoosh !

The liead's teacup «bropped
frorm hizs  nerveless  fingers. 1t
smashed into a thowsand [ramnents
and epilled the tea sl ovir the
Hoor,

“ Give myself up 1" he gasped.

Beads of perspiration stood out
from the Head's forrid.

“Look  here, Lickham, wvou
wouldn't  think ol giving me
awny-—"" 1

“iPhat's eomsactly what T am
thinking of, as a matter of fakt,”

LIGHTHOUSE-KEEPING WOULD
GIVE ME GREAT DELIGHT!

Says WINGATE. MINOR

What a lovely lile it is w}i-:lz-,-.\!nu
live in & lichthouse !

1 once wont over one willy gy
major. and now il’'s my gieates
amhition teo be o lighthouse-leeger,

Give ma the chanea 7% smop
places with a lighthouse, gy er
and see me jump at it ! Geowehal
I'd be monarch of all 1 surveyed—
with just a pal to keep me compnay,
ol course.

There'd be no lessona, no prep,
no  kicks from {agmosters, no
gwighings from bealka. -

I'd be a3 keen na mustard on the
work, I can tell you. Tho lights
would always go on at the t
time and in foggy weather it would

be ripping sport, firing off mareens
or ringing the ol alunm bell.

You can het 1'd keep a shamp
look out lar smingelers and pirates
and foreign mwvaders, oo, 1T any
af them ventured to atinck my
stronghold, they'd get a jolly wunn
weleome.

I'd lean gver the gallery at the
top and pour boling o1l Gver "em.
I fancy thev'd give iny lighthouse
a pretty wide berth alter receiving
myyﬁrs’t. grecting !

eg, I think 1’1l certainty become
a lighthouse-keeper when 1 Jeave
school.

It'a o great pity I've pgot such a
dashed long time to weait!

gard the master of the IFourth,
rising to his fect. " The more 1
turn it over in my mind, the more I
sea that it's my daty. Ves, sir;
if you won't do it, then T musg !t *
Mr. Lickham roso to his feet
and made a move lor the door.

Doctor Birchemnil, with a howt
of fear, rushed alter him.

An eggsiting race ensewed, Mr.
Lickham sprinting through the
House like a champion on the
cinder-traclc and the Head galloping
fewripusly alter him,

Mr. Lickhasm never reached the
perlice. He crashed into Jolly
and Fearless at the front door

instead, and all three finiched up
on the foor,

Jack Jolly, who had a happy
knack of putting two and two
together and making Give of them,
goon faw what was in the wind.

“1 any, sir, L hoap yvou're not
worrying over that msident on ihe
golf lynx,” he eaid to the Hend,
as he scvambled to his feet. ' Be-
cewse if you are I ean releeve your
worry ant once. Tho fakt is, it
wasn't 4 vewman being at all.”

Doctor Birchanall jnmped.

*N-on-net o yewman  being,
Jolly ? Then what was it 7

“ Please, sBir, it was w 2eare-
crow !
Wi “‘Ih-ﬂ.-ht # 11

“ Fakt, =iv ! " grinned the kaptin
of the Fovirth, ™ You could have
seen for yvowscll i vou'd staved.
But you were in tuo much ol a
burry to go! "™

* B-b-blesa my sole ! " gasped the
Head, Then his face eleared and he
grinmed again and finished uap by
performing & Highland fling of joy !

Five minnits later, all his (rabbles
aover, e was scllvhratmgz with Mr.
Lickham in the tuckshop,

And meanwhile, in the Skonl
House, Jolly and Fearlezs and their
pals were larfling it to bust.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Jolly.
“ 1t worked like & charm! Wae
wanted to get back to footor
proctice, 50 nocked down the
scareerow myself—and let the Head
imagine his golf-ball Lad nocked
down a yewman being ! "

“ Wouldn't the ead he wild if
he knew 1" chortled Fearlesa,

IForchunitly he never did know 1

him in his study.
“T'I explain how it
comees about with pleasure.”’

Larry gripped me by the
seroft of the neck with a gri
of iron and dumped me bodily
into an armchair.

“* ¥Yarooooch ! 1 welped.
*YWharrer you doing 1

* Being kind, but firm,"
Larry replied cheerfully.
“ That’s one of my secrots,
you gee. I am kind enough to
want you to be seated—and
I am firm enough to see that
you aro !’

Larry stood in front of me
and bared hig  teeth., 1
recoiled with a howl of terror,

" Help !
sIT =

“Have no fear, lirown.
Thiz is merely another little
aid to populavity. I am
showing my gleaming teeth in
a genial smile ! Scea iV

bk Uh, Eﬂ'ﬂ"il ! 1]

Larry then sat in s chair,
ernased one leg over the other,
and started twisting hia foot
rounid as thmufh he was trying
to wronch his leg off his body !

“¥es, Lan ppose it's

1If you bite me, |

TOM BROWN tells you

SECRETS OF LARRY’S
POPULARITY!

“What the thump!"” |
exclaimed.

[ Another  hoipful  little
trick, my dear Brown!™
langhed Larry. “I am
loorening one of my limbs.
If there'a ono 1hing ahove all
others that excites ndmiration
it's my looge-linbed appear-
ar o'

“Why, of ecoumse!™ I
grinned. " That reminda me
of other things people lile
gbout vou. Ior inataneo,
thers  are  your clean-cut

FrE

leatures—-—=

* Ah, thanks [or mentioning
it, DBrown!" And Larvy
jumped up and brovght to
light a pair of seissora which
he started polishinge with n
silk haodkerchicl. * As soon
s I've cleaned {hese seigsors,
11l show you the seciet of my
clean-cut face and 2

But I didn't wait for more
I dodged out before Larvy
had finished his polishing.

I'd learned quite enough
already of tho scercts of
Larry's popularvity !

{We hope Larry won't sue
4 for libel over this ] We have
a faint suspicion that Browny's
indulging in a spot of leq-
piulling himself '—Marx
LixLEY, Acting Eddlor.)

STOWAWAY

CHARGED IN

CHILDREN’S COURT!

Judge Tubb on Fag Prestige

Sobbing  bitterly, Samucl
Tuckless Bunter, a {weclve-
yvear-old eating champion,
wis charged in the Children’s
Court with beinz a stowaway

on  board the hoat which,
at the time of going to press,
I8 conveying our vegulam
Editor and a party of Groy-
frimrs" fellows oeross ihoe
Channel,

Det. Insp.  DPenfold, wha

gaicd he had been députed by
the lemove Court to hand
over prizencr to the Children’'s
Court, produced a lettor
signed by Harry Wharton
and witnessed by Bob Cherry
and Frank Nugeni. The letier
alated that prisoner bad been
founed in the hold of the cross-
{Channel steamer, and that
one Bunter in the party was
bad onough.

Judge Tublb : ** So Wharton
thinks Bunter minor's no
Betier than his major, e ?
Dashed cheek—and a flagrant
attempt to lower the prestigo
of the fagging Forms in the

bargain !  Whai's the plen,
prisoner 1 Cuilty or not
pailty 1V

Prisoner :  ** Guilty, your
Honour, but I  dida’t
moan o

Judge Tubb : ** Never mind

=

what you meant.

My verdict
i3 Nob Guilty 1"

Det. lu.‘-_‘-}llj Penfold
(warmly) : * But, look here,
your Honour, you haven't

heard all the evidonesr——-""

Judge Tubb: " No, and
T don’t want to hear it, either.
1f you expeet me to believo
that anybody but u blessnd
Removite would want {o join
A ecrowd of old fozeva liko
Wharton nnd his pals of his
own acrord, vou're in for a
disgppointinent ! 'l sdmis
that prisoner is severnl sorts of
a silly young asa. Jut he's
not completely off his rocker ;
and he'd have to he to want
to join this trip ! Not Guilty 1"’

Bunter minor was then re-
i ared without a stain on his
character.

Legal cireles in the Removo
aro greatly puzzled by the
Judge’s decision in this case,
but wc are in a position to
explain it fully

We happen to know that thoe
day before SBammy Bunter's
unsucecssinl bid, Judge Tubh
himgellf tried to join Whar-
ton's expedition—and  was
promptly turned down !

Third Form justice scems
te be not altogether un-
prejudiced ab times |



