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Featuring HARRY WHARTON & €O., The CHEERY CHUMS of GREYFRIARS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Bunter Wants fo Know !

ILLY BUNTER sat up in his com-
fortabla chair in the aft cabhin of
the giant plane that was cleaving,
like an arrow, the blue skies of

Italy. .

He blinked, throvgh his big speciacles,
at five serious faces,

Seldom, or never, hacd the fat crna-
ment of the Greyiriars Remove been
feeling so satiched with a holiday.

Reallv, & holiday in a passenger plane,
regardless of expense, might have zatfis-
liedd any fellow,

Bunter was net  easily  satisfied.
Generally, in  the happiest civream-
stanees, be found room for & grouse,

But even Billy Bunter found nothing
e grumble at now.

The great plane ran swiftly and
smpothlv. It gave a fellow a senze of
sbralute teeurity. Bunter had no feel-
g of funk. In the absence of danger,
hig courage was unlimited. The food
supply was ample and gocd. The air
trip was ¢osting him nothing, Things
looked good, to Billy Bunter.

True, hus breakfast, that morning, had
been cut rather short in the hurry of
departure from Rome, But he had been
eating ever since; so that was all right,
The grub Hildﬂlliﬂﬂdl}', W&S ha
very beet ! A fellow could have as much
as he liked, %o why Harry Wharton &
Un. were looking eo fearfully serious,
was rather a puzzle to Bunter,

The Greyfriars fellows had the aft
cabin to themselves. As it was planned
to seat tweniy passengers, there was
plenty of room. A fellow could =trell
about 1f he liked, which, of courze, a
fellew could not alweys do on a plane,
Not that Billy Bunter was specially
keen on strolling about. Sitting in a
well-padded. comfortable chair wae gond
enough for Bunter.
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1f Billy Bunter was satisfied, there
seemed no reason why the Famous Five
should not be. Certainly they were, as
a ritle, much more casily satisfied than
Dunter.,

~ But they were looking very serious—
in fact, quite grim. arry Wharton
and Frank Nugent were looking from
the windows, catching glimpses of a
siniling countryside far ielcrw, but avi-
ceatly not keenly interested in a bird’s-
eve  view of the Italian peninsula.
Johnny Bull sat with his hands driven
deep into his pockets, and his brows
kritted. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had
a deeply thoughtful cxpression on his

dusky face. Cherry was moving
abowl restlessly.  None of them was
speaking—they had hardly spoken a

word for an hour or more. Obvicusly,
the Farous Five had something on their
wminds—and Bunter, blinking at them,
fancied that he guessed what it was.

“I say. vou fellows, cheer up!™ said
the fat Owl of the Remaove, his podey

face cxpressing 4 happy mixture of
amusement and contempt.  *“Wo're all
right! We nin't going to fall 1”

Harry Wharton glanced at him.

“*Fathead ' he answe briefly.

“My dear chap, it's as eafe as
houses ! said Bunter. “ Nothing to
worry about. Keep a stiff upper lipt
What you fellows want iz a little

phuck ™

Johuny Bull half rose—probably with
the intention of kicking Bunter. DBut he
=at down again.

“Look at me!™ taid Bunter. “Do 1
loock funky? Steady as the Buffa! A
plane is as safe’as a railway train, any
day—and a jolly lot safer than a car!
Bt |fu there’s a spot of danger, who
varea?

“¥ou!” granted Johnny Bull.

“Well, look at mel” jeered Bunter.
“You fellows look as if you wera going

to vour own funerals. What do I leck
like 7*

" A fat porker!®

“ Beast 17

“My esteemed Bunier,” murmuored
Huyrree Jamset Ram Singh, * the pluck-
fulness is terrific. But—"

“¥You look it1” jeered Bunter. * Never
saw such & dismal gang! Chap might
think this plane was going to bump,
any minute, to look at you! I've got a
hitile pluck—"

“You have!"™ agreed Bob Cherry.
* Precious little 1™

“Well, I ain't looking as if I was
going to be hanged, like vou fellows!”
said Bunter. " Ieep an eye on me, and
keep your peckers up | Nothing's goin
to happen to this nlﬂnm buk if it did,
should——  Yoo-hoop! Help! Oh
crikey! We've poing! I eay, you
fellows, help !

'The plane dipped.

Planes did dip, at timces,
. To the Famous Iive, there was noth-
ing alarming in the plane dipping. But
to Billy Bunter, apparently, there was.

To Buntcr's startled mind, the plane
was rushing carthward, and a terrific
crash was mmaminent. Billy Bunter had
an active imagination. In {hat imagina-
tion, he saw the plane piled up in
wreekage, himself & wreck in the midst

of it. He clung to the arms of his chair
and yelled,

“Ow! Hclp! Yarocoogh! Stop it!
Rozcue! Yoo-hoop!”

“Ha, ha, bha!” vosred the TFamona
Five. -

They had been looking fearfully
servious with tirouble on their minds.
But Bunter had provided a little comiic
relicf. Clouded faces cleared, and they
roared with laughter.

“Wherc's that little pluck of yours,
Bunty " inguired I'rank Nugent.
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“Too little to be seeni” chuckled
Johnny Bull,

“The littleness iz terrific!” chortled
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Hold on, Bunter!” roared Bob
Cherry. “We're going—" ]

“Yarooch! Help! Oh crikey, I wish

1 hadn't come! wizsh I was back at
Groyfriars] I wish I'd stopped in
Paris! 1 wish I'd stopped in Rome! I
wish I'd—varooobooop [

“Ha, ha, ha1”

The F]aﬂﬁ levelled out again, and all
was calm and bright.

Billy Bunter still held on to his chair
and blinked at five lsughing faces
through hia big spectacles,

'“ say, you fellows, ain't we
falling " he gasped.
“Not a loti”

Wharton.

“That beast Cherry said we
Eolng-—=*

“So we are,” answered Bob, south-
enst-——

“Wha-at?”

“"We're going south-cast

“Beast!™ roared Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Billy Bunter .sat silent for several
minutes. As he had finished eating,
that was vather wnusual for Bunter.

“Well, look here, you feilows,” he
gaid at last. “If zyou ain't funky,
what's the matter with you? Looking
like & lot of moulting fowls, when we're

ing on this splendid trip! Don't you
tke the food?"

T Idil:lt [u

“Oh, really, Wharton! The food’'s
cortainly all right,” said Bunter. *1
knaw what I'm talking about, and I
can tell you there's nothing wrong with
the grub. If the grub's all right, every-
thing's all right, ain’t it?"

£13 Esa I.”

I=1 say—" DBunter looked quita
startled, at a :udden, new, and alarm-
ing thought. “I say, we haven't got to
pay anything, have we?"

“What?” ejaculated Harry Wharton.

“Waé came along as guesta of Wun
Lung I" said Bunter warmly., “His
ungle, that weird old bean O Be, is
standing this plane! I know he bought
i—he's given it an idietic Chinesc
nama. We're guests here—and if that
ald Chink thinks we're going to pay our
fares, or anything——"

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal”

—rre | —r—

answered Harry

Wwere

“It isn't that?” exclaimed Bunter
anxicusly.

“No, wyou  blithering, blethering
bloater 1"

“Well, that's all right, then!” said
Bunier, greatly relieved. “I jolly well
shouldn't pay anything. I shouldn't
have come, if there was anything to
pay. But look here, if it's not that,
what's the matter? I suppose you'ra
nol afraid of that kidonapper, who was
after Wun, getling on the plane, are

vou? Think he can jump up two or
{hree thousand feet §7
Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged

glances, but did not answer, They had
made a discovery, sines the plane pulled
out of Rome; but Bunter had not been
rold yet! Btill, it was elear that he had
to know, and before very long.

Billy Bunter caught that oxchange of
glanees, and grinned.

“He had got it at lazt. The chums of
the Greviriars Remove were worried
about the kidnapper.

Bunter chuckleg.

Mr. Bin Bong, the kidnapper, had
ﬂw{m trouble in Paris, and again in
ome! But how he was poing to give
troubla to fellows three thousand feet
up, and pushing aloneg at about =

hundred miles an hour, Bunter did not
gee.  Bunter was quite amused.

"8o fthat's it 1 ejaculated Bunter,

“Well, wves,” said Harry Wharton
slowly. “You'd better know, Bunter!
Yes, that's the trouble1”

“He, he, he "
~ “"What are you cackling at, you fat
image ! growled Johnny Bull.

“"He, he, hel!™ eackled Bunter.
“w{;ll!, of all the funks! MHe, he, he!
8o it's that Chink wyou'vre worrying

about—=Sin SBong, the Chink I spotted in
the dormitory at Grevirviars kidnapping
Wun Lung! He, he, Lie!”

“Yes, ass!”

“He, he, hel Well, if he gets after
us again leave im to me!"” grinned
Bunter. “ Wun's safe enough while I'm
with him. So are vou fellows ! I'll lock
after you-—though I don't quite see how
Sin Song's going to get at us in a plane.
He, he, he ! Think he's going to drop in
on us off & cloud 17

The Famous Five gazed at the grin-
ning, fat Owl, Bunter evidently had no
idea yet how the matter really stood.
There was no doubt that he would cecase
to grin and chuckle when he oid !

“"Leave him to me, old beans!”
grinted Bunter., “I'm not afraid of

** Interfere with my plans,””
threatens Mr. O, who is de-
fermined €0 kidnap his
nephew, Wun Lung, of the
Greyiriars Remove, ** and I’ll
leave you stranded on a desert
island ! ** But the unseru-
pulous Chinaman litile bar-
gains for the pluck and re-
source of Harry Wharion
& Co.

Chinks. if vou are! I'll handle him
all r'Lght if he drops in 1"

“You're going to have a chance!”
zaid Johtny Ball grimly.

“Nothing I'd like better!” said
Bunter, ave him to me to handle !
He, hey, he! Thiok we're hikely lo meet
himn up heve in the sky

“Yos ! gaid Harry,

“You silly ass! Wharrer vou mean ¥

“I mean that he's on this plane [

“Wha-a-t 1" stuttered Bunter,

“He's on this plane, Buntey,” said
Bob Cherry, and we expect to see him
:lln}' I}:itmtﬂ. He will come 1 st that

GO,

“Oh erikey 1" gasped Bunter,

“Get up. old fat man, and stand by
the door!” =aid Baob, “ Handle him
when he blows in! We'll leave him to
you, &s you suggest!”

Billy Bunter did not get nf)- He did
not stand by the door. He set and
blinked at the Famouz Five, his little
round eyes popping behind his big,
round spectacles and hiz podge jaw

drepping. He locked as dellated as o
putctured fvire,
UI—I—I say, wou fellows, 15 that

glraight "' gasped Bunker,
“Quite !
“That—that kidnapping Chink is on
this plane:"
ik 0% !"‘l‘
“Oh crikey! Oh lor'!
gasped Bunter,
Ard he said no more. Which, at least,
was a relief |

O jlminy 1

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
What Next?
HAI{RY WHARTON & CO. eat,

with grim faces, waiting.
The giant plane roared on,
and they lacked out at rolling
clonds and at hills and vallevs spreac
below like a map. Southern Italy was
Hecting beneath thew, and they ox-
pected soon to glimpse the blue waters
of the Adriatie,

How long that “hop ™ was to be they

did not kunow, but ther did not expect
the plane to land before Athens was
reached, What was going to happen,
and what they were going to do, they
did not Lknow,
_ Bo far they had succeeded in protect-
ing Wun Lung, the Chinese junior of
tha Greyiviars Eemove, from the kid-
napper, But now——

They had not scen Wun sineg the
plane pulled out of Rome in the moyn-
mﬁ. ¢ wasg, they supposed, in the fora
cabin with hiz unele, the venerable Mr.
0 Bo,

Bob Cherry was the only member of
the party who had suspected that My, O,
Wun's  venerable great-uncle, was
behind the kidnapping scheme, and
that his secretlary, Bin Song, had acted
by his orders,

He had told hiz comrades—but only
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh believed that
he might be right. arry Wharton
doubted. Frank Nugent did not agree—
and Johnny Bull laughed ot the idea.

As for Wun, not the remotest
suspicion of such a thing had erossed his
mind, and Bob counld not tell him. He
knew—ho was certain—but he had ne
proof.

But now—what Wun might be think-
ing they did not knew; but the Co., at
least, could hardly have any further
doubts.

Mr. O had bought that magnificent

lane in Paris and re-named it with a
Jhittese name, the *Very Old and
Benevolent Pigeon.” A French crew
had flown it as far as lome. But in
Home the Frenech erew had  heen
dropped and replaced by Chinese. That
was the starthing discovery that the
junicrs had made—that the plane was
manned by Chinege, among them Sin
Hong, the kidnapper, and the Chinese
who had helped, in Peris, in his kid-
na(g][’)lng aitempts,

viously old Mre, O could not be un-
aware of it. It must have been done by
his order,

It looked as if the ancient Chinaman
was coming out inte the open at last.
And if that were the case, overwhelm-
ing foree was ot his command.

arry Wharton & Co. had joined up
for that holiday with the Greviriars
Chinee partly because they liked Wun
Lung, partly because the heliday was
attractive—but chiefly to guard Wun
from the kidnapper.

Every trick and stralagem 1o separate
Wun from his Eoglish friends had been
defeated; ther had been too watchful
and wary, They had put paid to Bin
Song every time, cunning as he waos.

But if Bob were right, and old Mr., O
was at the back of the scheme, 1t looked
as if their game was up. 1f the ancient
Chinaman chose to throw appearances
to the winds and come out into the
open, what could they do?

Even if Wun, &t last, vealized how the
matter stood, there was no cscape from
the soaring plane., And the fact that
the kidnapper and his assistants were
now on board the Very Old and
Benevolent Pigeon looked a3 if the
crizsis. woere coming.  Lven Johnny DBull
hardly doubted now.

They could only wait, wondering what

Tue Masxer Lisnany.—No. 1,544,
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was going to happen, They were pre-
pared to put up a fight if an attempt
were Jnade by forcc to separate them
from Wun. ¥aeh of the juniors had a
stout stick, and was preparced to handle
it on Celestial heads, But the result of
such a struggle could hardly be
doubtiul.

On the other hand, they could hardly
believe that the venerabla Mr. O would
resort to violence—at least, so long as
duplicity could possibly serve his turn.

t was fairly ccrtain, too, that he did
not wish Wun to dizcover the true state
of affaira till he was safe owtside
Europe. Neither did he wish to provoke
his nephew’s resentment by ill-using his
friends,

So far as the juniors had been able to
see, his game was to leave them behind
appsrently by accident, or by & pretence
that it was their own wish.

If ha kept to that plan they might yet
be able to carry on and see Wun safe
somehow, .

But it was in & painful state of doubt
and anxiety that the chums of the
Remova waited.

“Hallo, halle, hallo! murmured
Bab at last, “ Here they come !”

The Famous Five rose to their feet as
the door of the aft cabin opened from
the passage.

I+ was 8in Song who entered—a
plump, sleek, smiling Chinee. He came
alone, and he smileg and kow-towed to
the schoolboys as he entered.

This did not loek like am attack in
foree, which was a relief.

Bob, who had gripped his loaded
etick, slipped it behind him.

Dr. Sin observed that action,
emiled more broadly.

‘' Beneficont fria:-mie of the son of Wun
Chung Lung, I greet you!”™ he said in
his sgoft voice and effusive English.

They looked at him in silence !

Billy Bunter blinked at him with
terrified eyes. To Bunter the Chinese
kidnapper waes a villain of the decpest
dye, and he would not have been sur-
prized had Dr, 8in called on the Chinesa
crew to hurl the whole party headlong
from the scaving plane. .

But the Famous Five had ne such
direful anticipations.

Mr. O, in spite of his amazing kid-
napping scheme, was quite a good old
bean in other waye. Dr. Sin, un-
sorupulous and ruthlesa as he was in
carrying out his master’s orders, was
good-tempered and good-natured, and
certainly not a murderous crook. The
schoolboys” lives were not in danger,
even if 1t came to a desperate hand-to-

and

hand struggle. :
" Look ere, Dr. Bin” Harry
Wharton broke the silence, *you'd

better put it plain. We're not leaving
Wun, If you try that on vou've got a
fight on your hands, and we're going to
give vou-all the trouble we can.™

“And 1t will be a lobtl” growled
Johnny Bull.

“The lotfulness will be terrnife,
esteemed and rascally Dr SBin " said
the Nabob of Bhanipur. g

Dr. Sin gazed at them, apparently in
SULrprise.

“But here you are the guests of tha

venerable and jade-hike My, 0O,” he
saic. " What should you fesr? Thia
poor person, Sin Song, crawls at

vour feet in humble friendship and
devotion.™
“0h, my hat " ejaculated Nugent.
“You're not going to den)]; that
vou've tried thme and again to kidnap
Wun Lung " e:-:cla.imetf Bob Cherry,
staring blankly at the sleek Chinee,
*Mr, O, with the magnificent bencveo-
lence that is a part of his sun-like
nature, has forgiven this peor worm and
Tee Magrer Lismagi.—Nwa 1.534,
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taken me back into his service,” said
Sin Song hlandly.

“Oh1” gas E]?Eﬁh+

“1 have offended, but I have heen
forgiven ! said Dr. Sin, “ From this
moment I am the humble szervant of
Wun and his star-like English {riends.”

*Oh " repeated Bob blankly.

“1 beg you to forgive my offences
and to thirk of me with kindness, so far
B8 éﬁ}u can allow vour lofty thoughts
to dwell upon g0 humble a worm I said
Dr. Sin,

The juniors could only stare at him.

“1 have ventured to crawl into your
venerable presence, to mention that
lunch is about to be served!” said Dr.

in.

Billy Bunter’s face brighifened. He
waes still terribly afraid of Dr. 8in,
eleek and smiling as thet gentleman
wes. But the mention of lunch was s
great comfort.

"Where's  Wun ™
Wharton abruptly.

“Ha comes to join his beneficent
friends,” snswered Dr, Sin: and he
bowed himself out of the cabin as Wun
Lung of the Remove entered.

asked Harry

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Trouble In the Air!

ILLY BUNTER, at least, enjoyed
that lunch.
The Very Old and Benevolent
Pigeon was running sweetly and
smoothly. There was, at present, no
deanger of sir-sickness, Tha lunch was
of the very best, and unlimited. Soo,
the Chinese steward, waited on the
junicras with sedulous attention.

. Harry Wharten & Co., herdly know-
ing what to make of the state of affdirs,
were relieved, at least. And Wun
Lung's face was bright and cheevful.

The presence of the kidnapfrsrs on the
plane did not seem, after all, to have
alarmed him. What he might be think-
inﬁ, behind his amiling face, the juniors
did not know: but they were aware thag
their Chingse chum had his own spot
of Oriental guile.

They had zcen him exchange a cheery
smile with Dy, Sin—the man who had
l:idrnapged him; but whether he waa
satished, or whether he was affecting
to be satisfied with what he could not
help, they did net knew. But they
guessed that if he had snything to say
he would not speak so long as the
Chinese steward was in the cabin,

Billy Bunter, at =ll events, was
satisfied. It was Bunter's way to pass
from the extreme of funk to boundless
confidence. And food alwayz had a
happy and soothing effect on William
Greorge Buntor.

“1 say, vou fellows, this iz all right 1"
remarked the fet Removite, with hia
meouth full, “Blessed if I know what
vou'ra zcowling about, Cherry.”
E“h‘.“-”hn’s seowling, fathead " growled

ob.

“You are!” said Bunter cheerfully.
“7T shouldn't be nervous, if I were you,
old chap!? Have a hittle plock I

“You frabjovs, footling {athead—"

“You can call a fellow names!” said
Bunter disdainfulli, “but what vou wanb
is a spot of pluck. It's a bit thick, I
know, for old O to take that willain
Sin back into his service and let him
come on this plane. BS#ill, T sup
the old bean %nows hiz own business
best. Sin can’t get up to any of his
tricks under the old codger's eye. oW
eonld he ¥

Bob Cherr
Bunter h

did not answer that.
ne knowledge of his sus-

piciens of O Bo, and Bob certsinly
did not intend to tel]l him.

“YWe're all right here,
Wun ?* asked Bunter,

“Lightes 3 lsinee|” answered Wun
Lung with a smile,

“Eh—what? Oh, right as rainl 1
seal I ?h't like having that Chink
about, and I think you might give your
uncle a tip to drop+him abt the next
landing-place,” said Bunter. “I really
think that! 8till, we're all right here.
Look at the %-ui:- i

And Bnlt:.rr unter went on punishing
the grub, with great satisfaction.

Lunch over, the fat Owl dis “his
ample person in a comfortable chair
and closed his eyes behind his big
spectacles,

Soo cleared the tables and retired
from the cabin with his noizeless tread.
The door closed on him at last.

“Now, Wun, old man—" began

BI'TY,

Bi% Bunter blinked round..

“I say, vou fellows, don’t jaw!” he
remonstrated. *I want a bit of a nap
after that lunch. You might keep
quiet, and let a fellow spnooze|™
. Evidently, danger ne longer existed,
in Billy Bunter's fat mind,

Wun Lung looked at him with a grin.

“Gettea 'long, voun fellee® he said.
" No wantee d.iatulﬂ:l fattes old Buntee.”
_ “That's right,” said Bunter approv.
mE}:r. .. "Go along to the end of the
eabin, if you want to jaw! Blessed if
I ever saw such fellows for jaw! Why
can't you look out of the windows, and
keep quiet? Jaw, jaw, jaw [”

And Bunter closed hia eyes behind his
spectacles again, a2 the juniors moved
along to the end of the cabin.

The Famous Five understood that
Wun'z object was to speak unheard by
Bunter.

“Now, old chap——" =aid Harry, as
they sat down at the end of the cabin.

Bob Cherry watched the little Chinea
ke-‘;&nijlv!. o was wondering whether
Wun had “tumbled ” at last to old Mr.
)’z atrange and mysterious game. But
he soon found that no such suspicion was
in Wun's mind.

*"That fellee Bin pull leg blong uncle
bleng me ! said Wun, in a low voice.
“He makee O Bo tinkee him velly
gally | Thia I’ Chinea no tinkee |” He
gerined,  “ What you tinkee

“"We don't trust 8in, of course,” said
Harry. “He's after you, to kidnap
you, Wun, the same as before.”
“Mhe tinkee " said Wun. “ Me tinkee
velly muchea! He pull leg blong O Bo.
() Bo velly old, he no savvy. He tinkee
Hin velly solly—tinkees Li Yi velly solly
—ma uo tinkea | Me watches out!”

Boh opened his lips—and closed them
again, :

Wun was, at Ieas% en his guard
against tho wiles of Dr. Bin.

He did not realise_that O Bo waas
pulling the strings. He believed that
the artful Dr. 8in had imposed on the
ancient gentleman's unsuspiciousness.

e noe savvy !” repeated Wun

ain't we,

Lung. “But this I'll Chines savvy
lenty. Me watchea ’long that fellee
gin-:ir-:au felles watchee allee samee.

VYou stickes "long this 1i'll Chinee likee
glue.” ]

“ Rely on that!” said Harry.

“*Long plane, 8in no ¢an kidnap.clma.”

said Wun. “8'poses me leaves plane,
long we stop, vYou felles comeyl
Alles light! Sin Song no catchee !”

If that was reslly how the matter
stood, the Famous Five had no doubt
that they would be able to ses Wun
through, as they had seen himn through
before. But was it 1

After a Iittla further talk, Wun
quitted them, to go slong to the fore-



eabin, to sit with his ancient relative
theras. O Bo had no desire for the com-
pany of thes others—for which they
wera duly thankful.

When he was gone the chums of the
Remove exchanged troubled locks,

“Look here,” said Bob abruptly,
“what about telling him? If he knew
that that cranky old bean was at the
bottom of the game—"

Harry Wharton shosk his head.

“No good thinking of that,” he said.
“ Only Eha plainest proof would make
Wun believe that lus uncle came all
the way from China to kidnap him.
can hardly believe it myself—"

“It's too ir:nl].;r steap 1" said Johony
Bull slowly. "I was bogioning to
think you were right, Bob; but—hut,
after all, it's more likely that that
ertful cold rascal, Hin, has pulled the
old bean's leg, a3 Wun thinks.”

EVERY SATURDAY

all, was explained if Sin Bong had
puiled the wool over O Bo's eyes.

“We can only wait and watch!”
sald Harry Wharton at last. ™ After
all, it's not leng to the new term now.
Wun will have to go back to Greyiriars
with us. If we can keep Wun safe till
then——"

“If1"” gruntod Bob.

“Well, lock hore—"

Wharton was interrupted as the
Very Old and Benovolent Pigeon gave
a sudden dip and banked stecply.

“Hold on I” he gasped.

“Yaroooh " came a roar along the
cahin, .

Up to that moment Billy DBunter's
enore had been rumbling along the
aeroplane cabin, as 1t was wont fo
rumblo aleng the Remeve dormitory at
Greyiriars. But that sudden dip had
rolled Bunter out of his chair.

]
Bunter rolled, &nd roared a: he
rotled.
“Owl  We're falling!” shricked
Buanter. "I say, you fellowsl Save

me! Oh crikey, I wish I hadn't comel
Yaroooooh! Where are you, yon
beasts? Save mel!l Hold me! 1 say.
you feilows=—] eay-—yoo-hooop I

Again the Very 0ld and Benevolent
Pigeon dipped, a terrific dip.

Billy Buuter came slong the cabin like
a stone from a catapult. He crashed
mto the other fellows, and two or thres
of thom went spinning, and mixed up
with Bunler on the slanting floor,

“ ¥ou fat idiot—" gasped Bob.

“You clumsy chump—-->~"
WNupgent.

“ Hold on, you blithering bloater I

“Yaroooh !"

The juniors scrambled up.

velled

The sudden dip of the giant plane rolied Bunter out of his chair, and the fat junlor bumrped on the cabin Aeor. *Ow ™
he roared. **1say—Yaroooh !* ¢ Hold on, you fellows ! ** sald Wharton. It was necessary for the Greylriars juniors
to hold on, as the plane was dipping and banking in a manner {hat was alarming to stouter hearis than Billy Bunter’s !

:B"l::l tell you, it's certain!” grunted
i

“Well, it may be certain to you, old
chap, but it's not certain to me," said
Johnny., *“It's too iﬂllg’ steep.™

“Oh, you're an assl

Johnny Bull grinned.

“{ fancy vou'd find Wun the same
kind of an ass, if you told him,” he
gaid. “He wouldn't believo a word of
it; and ten to one he'd get his back
up! That isn't what you want, is it?”

DBob gave an irrikated grunt. That,
certainly, was not what he wanted,
And it was clearly useless to expect
Wiin Lun?' to believe what hia own
chums could not guite swallow.

Hurres Jamset Ram Bingh was the
only fellow who was convinced that Bob
was right. Wharton still doubted—
and Nugent and Johnny Bull simply
could not believe 1t. The discovery
of & Chinese crew on the plane had
given thom a severe jolt; but that, after

Bunter was not casy to wake, but the
bump on the cabin floor woks himl
He f‘m:uptd and roaredl

“Ow! T say, you fellows—yarooh!”
roarcd Bunter.

“YWhat the dickens—" exclaimed
Nugent, hanging on to the back of a
chair as the giant plans dipped, and

dipped.

1 say, wou fellows—" yelled
Bunter.

“Hold on, Bunter!”

“Yaroooh I"

It was necessary to hold orn.  The

Very Old and Bencvolent Pigeon was
dipping and banking and’ gyraling in &
manner that was alarming to stouter
hearts than Billy Bunter's.

Loose articles slipped about the cabin,
One of ihern was Willlam George
Bunter !

The Famous Five were holding on, to
keep their footing,

Harry Wharton, holding on to the
clamped table with one hand, grasped
E_unter’s collar with the other, and held

im,

Bunter sat and bellowed

“Ow! Bave me! Hold mel Where's
my specs? Yaroooh! I want to get
out! CGo and tell the pilot to stopl
Yarooooooopn I

e ——

THE FOURTH CHAFTER,
Try Again, Dr. Sin!
B{}B CHERRY plunged to a

window, and stared out dizzly,
Mountainsg, thick with dark

woods, were below the plane,

and secmed startlingly near, He had &
wide wview of rocky ridges and cliffs,
brawling mountain streams, dusky
woods—the wild and beautiful scenery

Tue Macxer Lisrany.—INo. 1,544



&

of the mountainous regions of Bouthern
Italy.

©f town, village, road, or railway, he
could ses no sign. Beawtiful as the
scencry was, its beauty was guite lost on
Boh, as he stared down at it, rocking,
aa it seemed, under his eyea,

Tha plane dipped and banked—
levelled out, z;ruf dipped again—and
unlees the pilot waa simply stunting, or
had lost his wits, it seemed that there
must be something seriously wrong with
the Very Old and Benevolent Pigeon.

Bob had plenty of eourage, and }m
had been 11;;; a good many timea with
his father, Major Cherry. But the
thought of a crash from the height of
the clouds was far from pleasant. 1

Again the plane banked, and. it
wemed about to roll over, Then it shot
down at a dizzy slant. .

Earth, rocks, streamsz, and eliffs
scemed rushing up to meet Bob, and for
a second he olosed his eyes. :

But it was only for a second. If this
was tha end, he was not alraid to face
it. He looked steadily; his lips set.

Again the plane levelled out, with a
rear of the engines; and then it was
climbing. 3 :

Beb's friends joined bimi ab  the
window. s

Billy Bunter was left clinging to the
clamped leg of & table, uttering a series
of scared squeaks.

Steeply, the Very Old end Benevolent
Pigeon chimbed. Mountaine and forests
hﬂf:w came & blur, dappled with clouds.

“What the thump is up?" breathed
Frank Nugent, He was cool, but hia
face was white, “Engine trouble?”

Bob shook his head.

“Then what!” asked Johnny Bull
" J—1 suppose their Chinese pilot knows
how to handle a plane?”

“IIe’s handled it all right for soms

THE MAGNET
hundreda of miles to-day,” eaid Bob.
“He's handling it all right now. He's
stunting.”

“What the thump for?”

Baob's lip curled.

“Sin Hong might fancy we should get
the wind up,” he said. “ Might think
we'd be glad to clear—after this. If we
were all like Bunter——

. “Oh!” gasped Harry., "If that's
1

“Wao're climbing. The plane's all
vight! Oh crunbs! Hold on

The plane had climbed thousands of
feet. With a suddenness that took the
breath away, it slanted down. :

Like an arraw it went, and mountaina
and r-|;.h:r.1*l-|: woods shot 1nte view again,
rushing up to meet the plane.

Closer and clearer, till the juniors
could make out every detail of the earth
—and could cven sea & dark Italian
poasant, with & red cap, staring up ab
the plane with wide, startled eves.
They saw ths swarthy man duck and
doddge, and run like & hare, evidently
under the impression that the giant
}};_lam: was coming down with & crash on

im,

Bob gritted his testh.

The pilot was stenting—he was sure
of it. EHa was master of ithe plane—as
good a pilet as the Aviation Cﬂ}llf\ﬂﬂ}l’a
man who had driven the Very Old and
Benevolent Pigeon from Paris to Rome.
But he was takiog risks in playing such
tricks.

It was not as if a level meadow lay
helow, or the open sea. The earth was
wildly irregular—hills rose here and
there, great rocks jutted—huge trees
with great branches.

As the swooping plane roared over a
miass of ruggegd rocks, it scemed o Beob
that tho landing-wheels must cateh—
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and he was almost certain that they
grazed. )

A moment's miscalculation on the
part of the man in the piloi's seat, and
the crash was inevitable, If Bin Song
liad given the pilot orders to play this
irickery, ho was taking the risk of
piling up the giant plane in & mas=a of
wrecksge, tenanted only by shattered
dead,

“I say, you fellows!” came a moan
from Bunter. "I say, are we going
down ™

“No ! answered Bob.

“Then what’s the matteri™ wailed
Bunter.

“Only air-stunting.™ .

“0Oh crikey! Go and tell the sill
idigt to stop [ howled Bunter. * Loo
here, I want to get out! Do you hear?
Go and te]l the heast to stop, and let
e get out ™

W Fﬂﬂlﬁld -l:l-J'

Up went the Very Old and Benevelent
Yigeon again steeply, with a ternfic
roar {rom the engines. Almost in an
instant, as it seemed, the juniors were
in the clouds again, and the clouds shut
off the carth from view.

Then, at last, tha plane levelled out,
and ran emoothly once more.

The chums of the Remove gasped for
breath,

Bunter tat on the floor and moaned,
with the perspiration runping down his
fat face. i

The cabin deoor opened, and Dr. Sin
eamao in.

A amnile flickered over his yellow faco
as he glanced at Bunter. Then his eyes
turned very curionsly en the Famous
Five. 'That they were startled, it was
casy to see—but 1f Br. Bin expected to
read signs of funk in their faces, ho was
dizappeinted.

“Apything up, Dr. 5in?"  asked
Harry YWharton quietly.

“1 fear,” said Dr., Sin softly, *that
the inestimable livea of the friends of
Wun Lung have been endangered. But
for the present, all is zafe. The pilot
has been changed.”

“The pilot?” rcpeated Harry.

“It appesars™ said Dr. Bin, “that
Foo-Loo, the chief pilot, kas heen smok-
ing opium. This 1z the cause of his
very extraordinary antica. The second
pilot 13 now in charge. Whether he is
addicted to the same deplerable habit, I
know not; but I trust ithat all will be
well”

“I say, you fellows, I want fo get
out I wailed Bunter. “I'm not pomng
to be smashed up by a mad Chink !

Dr. 8in smiled.

“If that is your desire, you shall land
at the earliest opportumity,” he sfaid.
“And if your friends desire to land

with you——=>*"
“Is Wun going to land *” asked Bob,
“You necdn't

with s curl of his lip.

trouble to tell a lie, Dr. Sin. Go and
eat ¢oke 1" :

“I say, you felows—" wailed
Bunter.

“ Bhut up, fathead !

“T teil you we're in danpgee ! yelled
Bunter. )

“The danger has certainly been very
close ¥ said Dr. Bin, “ Foo-Loo, under
the noxious influence of epium——"

Had the Greylriars fellows believed
'that the plane was driven by a man
liable to stupefy himself with opium,
they certainly would have been very
seriouely alarmed—though not to the
extent of deserting Wun Lung. But
they did not believe the smiling Dr.
LB

“Try again{” growled Bob.

*“] do not catch yonr honecourable

meaning,” said Sin Song,



= I'll make it clearer, then,” said Dob.
“I don't believe you're fool enough to
fly with a pilet hkely to go potty and
pile up the plane. If you are, we'll be
the same kind of fools. If you want to
frighten us, Dr. 8Bin, you'll have to
think of a cleverer trick than that

“I say—" wailad Bunter.

“Shut up, fathcad! They're only
trying to pull our leg I growled Johnay
Bull. *Safe as houses, you gurgling
goargoyle 1

** Beast ["

Dr. 8in gave the juniors & long, long
look, and quitted the cabin withous
speaking again.

gave an angry grunt. _

“The cheeky Chink—thinking he
could put the wind up us witn fying
stunts ! What does he think we're
made of? Bunter, if you don't stop
yowling, I'll come and kick youl”

“HBeast 1" wsailed Bunter.

“We're going down againl”
Harry. ]

The Very-Old and Benevolent Pigeon
shot downward on s dizzy slant,

There was a wild yell from Bunter,

“Ow1l Hold me! Helpl”

“Shut up [ rearsd Johnny Bull

*Yaroooh [

Again the earth rushed up to meet
the plane. At s low level, the Very
Old and Benevolent Figeon circled an
circled, strangely like a huge bird seek-
ing 8 restin -placa, .

Is he looking for a landing?
breathed Bob.

* Looks like it [™

There was no sign of a drome—no
gign of a town, s village, a road, or a
building of any sort. Exactly where
they were, the juniors could not tell;
but they could see that it was one of the
most solitary and wild mountain tractg
of Bouthern Italy. To land there could
hardly be safe—yet it was growing clear
that that was the intention.

paid

The pilot found, st last, what he
wanted—a gentl si::-pin hilﬁ.side-, clear
of trees and rocks. ﬂng the Very Old

and Benevolent Pigeon sank to if, like
& bird to its nesk

rr—

fHE FIFTH CHAPTER.

A Messenger for Mr. 0.
H&RR’E’ WHARTON & CO. stood

tense, walting.
The plane had come to rest
on that level hillside, landing
easily and safely. But all round the
landing-place, wild hills and f[orests
ghut in the wiew—with no sign of a
building or an inhabitant.

It seemed to the juniors that the

inch was coming now. 8in Song had
ailed to Frighten them, as he had
evidently hoped to do, into willingness
to leave the plane. They wondered
whether open force was coming now—
whether the design wasz to pitchk them
from the plane and leave them to find
their way back to civilisation while
the Very Old and Benevolent Pfg;nn
soared to the clouds again with the kid-
napped Chinese junior. .

f that was the game, they were going
to resist, so long as they could strike a
blow. With grim faces, and beatin
hearts, they walted—more than halt.
expecting the cabin door to open, and
let in & rush of the Chinese.

But it did not come.

The engines had shut off; the plane
was silent. Minute followed minute—
and nothing happened. .

Billy Bunter picked himself up,
tottered to the window, and blinked
out.

-nI EAY,

ou fellows, that sia't an
serodrome |

he sgueaked.

EVERY SATURDAY

"(Go hon!l' gaid Johnny Bull sarcas-
tically.

“Where are wal!"” demanded Bunter.

“In Italy 1" answered Bob.

“¥ou sgilly idiot, I know that! Bat
whera ™

“Azsk me anothert”

“I'm jolly well fed-up with this!”
groaned Bunter. “This ain't the holi-
day I was expecting! I know the grub's
all right, but—--""

ERFEIE o e o g0

cast ‘m jolly well going to ge
out !” yapped Bunter. “If I can p?ck
up a taxi, and get to a railway station,
Blessed if I see anything to
cackle at! What are yvou cackling at,
you beasts ¥

“I don't think you'll find a taxi
here, Bunter, or a raillway station,
either,” said Harry Wharton, laugh-
ing. “Looks te me as if we're about
sixty or & hundred miles from any-
where. " .

Dr. Sin came inte the cabin, [ollowed
by Li ¥i, S00, the steward, and {wo or
three more Chinese.

The juniors steod together, fully ex-
pecting attack. But Sin Song only gave
them s smile 1n passing,

The door was opened, and the sicps
placed in position for leaving the plane.
The Chinese descended; and Dr. Sin,
after glancing about him, cut off across
the hillside at & rapid walk,

The other Chinese leafed idly about
—hut whatever they had in mind, it was

lainly not hostility towards the Grey-
E:iara fallowa,

“Hallo, halla, hallo! Here's Wun "
exclaimed Bob.

Wun Lung came along from the fore
cabin. He gave his friends a cheery
grin.

“YWhat's up, Wun?" asked Harry.

“Tlouble ‘long engine, Bin Song
say,”” answered Wun., “IHe f%'ouy long

long way off, feichee

town, plenty
help.”

“"Then we're staying here?"

“"Me tinkee, stop plenty long time,
You likee walkee, stletchee leggee!”
suggested Wun. “{Inele O say me goey
walkea a piece.”

“Right-ho!"” taid Bob.

The juniors were not averse from a
walk, on terrs firma, after long hours
in the cabin of the Very Old and Bene-
volent Pigeon. So long azs Wun came
with them, they were glad to stretch
their legs,

Billy Bunter rolled after them as they
left the plane. He was not fearfully
keen on walking; but he was less keen
on being left alone among the Chinks.

Li ¥i and the rest glanced at the
juniors carelessly, but gave them no
other attention. They were evidently
free to do as they liked.

They walked across the green hillside
-towards the woods that fringed it on
the farther side, and no attempt was
made 1o stop them.

The juniors were sorely puzzled. They
did not believe that it was a forced
landing ; or anything, but one more of
Dr. Sin's innumerable tricks. But the
object of it was not !.%]:iarent- Nothing
would have induced them to step from
the plane without Wun; but Wun was
with them, and there was no atfempt
to separate him from his frienda.

It was a wild, picturesque spot in
which they found themselves;, with no
sign, so far as they could see, of human
bhabitation.

Billy Bunter was satisfied when he
had covered about & hundred wyards,
and he sat down on a shady rock to

rest.
Not fearfull
his company,

s

rieved lig the loss of
a Famous Five and Wun

7

Lung rambled on, by shady woods, and
along brawling torrents,

It was a couple of hours later that
they started bac
i‘a]llr;uwing a track
hanging branches. .
_Bob Cherry uttered s sudden cjacula-
tiomn.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
old native at luat!"

Ahead of them, tramping in the same
direction thrﬂugﬁ the wood, was & tall
figure, with thick black hair covered by
& red handkerchief tied on in the place
of a hat.

The giant planc was in sight in the
distance, and the Italian was tramping
directly towards if.

“I suppose there's inhabitants about,
though we've seen nothing of them,”
remarked Harey Wharton. “That's
somebody spotted the plane, at any
rate, ™ 3

They wealked on behind the Italian;
and suddenly he seemed to catch their
footsteps, and loocked sharply round.

He stopped, and his keen black eves
seanned them as they came up, from
under heavy black brows.

“Buon gilorno, signoril” he
civilly,

“Buon giorno !™ answered Wharkton,
who had picked up the ltalian groet-

to the planc, for tea,
under heavy, over-

Thern's a jolly

said

ing.
nﬁ‘ha man's sharp eyes scanned and
gerutinised them, and they could hardly
help noticing how keeuly he seemcd
interested in tham.
_ His hard, dusky, unwashed face, with
its rag;?ad black moustache and un-
trimmed beard, did not impress them
favourably. He did nof look tho kind
of native whom they would have liked
fo meet on the lonely path afier dark.
Tut his manner was very «civil.

" Parlate Italiano?" he asked.

Wharton smiled and shook his head.

“Son (Giovanni Lecchi, signore ™ the
man added. “Son guids. ak
Engleesh ! I signori sono inglese? Yeu
I go & message—uomo giallo—yellow
man—ha give one message to take!
Signore O ¢ qui?"’

a grinned a3 he utterad the namo,
evidently a little smused by the singu-
larity of the Chiness name of “0."

“Oh1"” gald Harry., " You've got a
message for Mr. O from a yellow man!
That must be Dr. Sin] Mr. O is ou the
plane ! We're going there.”

Giovanni Lecchi nodded and walked
on with the junlors.

Apparently Dr. Sin had sent a mess-
age to his master by this dusky indi-
vidual, If he was, as he stated, =
guide, he did not look the sort of guide
that the Greyiriars fellows would havo
liked in lonely places.

“I say, you [fellows!™ Rilly Bunter
roge from the shady rock, where he had
been resting his fat limba, as the juniors
cama slong. *Where the thump have
you been all this time? We'ze late for
tea I

“You couldn't guzzle without us to
watch the performaoce ! asked Johony
Bull

“I'm not going on that plane by
myself I grented Bunter. ™1 think
it’s pretty thick to keep a fellow wait-
ing for his tea, Where did you 1;;:#1‘: up
that dirty dago?™ he added, blinking
at Giovanni, i

“You fat chump, shut up ™ hissed
Bob. ““He understands Enghsh "

Giovanni evidently understood, and
equally evidently, did not like Bunter's
description of him. “Dago” is not a
popular word smong tha Lakin races;

and, though thia parficular dago cer-
tainly was dirty, he had a natural
M.ILGHEI‘ I+—Hﬂ'+ ll'ﬁq‘#l_
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Jisinelination 8 have the fact pointed
out ta him,

His black eyes flashed ab Bunter, and
his dusky hand went to the back of his
leather belt, as if in search of a kmife.

Harry harion hurriedly stepped
between him and the fat junior,

“Oh erikey 1™ gasﬁnd Bunter. “J1 zay,
vou fellows, keep that dago off I*

“Neon importa — niente ¥ gasped
Wharton, ‘EF“'“'“E. it imto his best
Italian, “E pazzo il piceolo porce.”

(iovanni stared at him, grinned, and
relinguished the knife without drawing
it. He strode on towards the aeroplane.

Billy Bunter was glad to see him go.
The Bash of ferocity in the man's dark
face had quite alarmed the fat Owl,

“Oh ¢rikey I” gasped Bunter. "1 say,
that beastly dago looked jolly savagel”

M ¥ou fat image! Can't you be
civil 'in a foreign country?” snapped
Wharton. “Tho man't got & messego

for Mr. 0.7 .
“Well, 1 don’t hike his looks!™
grunted Bunter. " What was that you

were gabbling at him in Italiam
]_i':_II told him not t::n mind, 'hrifnﬂuae. the
ittle pig was potty !* answere arry.

“ What 1™ ﬂﬁ:d Bunter. g

“Ha, ha, ba 1"

“Why, you cheeky beast!” reared
Bunter, in great wrath, " Loek here, if
you think I'm geing to stand that sort
of thing, you're jolly well mistaken—
see? 1I'm not going to atand—"

"R:th in gnel!” =aid Bob Cherry.
“¥ou're going to sit 1™ .

And a shove on his podgy walistcoak
caused Bunter to sit—qguite suddenly.

Bump |

* ¥oo-hoooop "

Bunter sat, and roared. .

I'he juniors walked on towards the
landing-place, leaving him to roar,

They saw Giovanm Lecchi stop and
speak 1o the Chinese near the plane.

Ea ¥1 led him up the steps, and he
disappesred into the Very 0Old and
Bencvolent Pigeon.

The juniors followed in, Billy Bunter
panting after them, his fat face red with
wrath and indignation.

The juniors were at tes in their
cabin, and Hoo was supplying Bill
Bunter's multifarious requirements wit
activity and unfailing politeness when
the Italian came back from the fore
cabin with Li ¥i,

He glanced at the juniers in passing
them, and went down the steps from the
plane. A few minutes later, from the
windows, they saw him disappear into
the shadowy wood.

Ha pasmﬁ from their sight and from
their thoughts, and they went on with
their tea, hittle dreaming how soon they
were to see the black-browed Giovanni
vgain, and under what circumstances.

—— ey

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Bunter Wanis a Hest!

By, with a swish and a rustle of
costly silke, stepped, slow and
stately, into the aft cabin.

Throogh the windows of the
resting plane the red sunset streamed
over the Calabrian Mountains,. The
funiors, after tea, were discussing
another romble over the woody hill, to
which Billy Bunter raized objections.

Bunter did not want to walk, neither
did he wanut to be left alone among a
Iot of Chinks, and the only alternative
was for the other fellows to sit around
and do nothing, so long as it pleased
Williamy George Bunter so to do.

At sitting arcund and doing nothing
Billy Bunter was more adept than the
Famoua Five,
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Argument was proceeding when O Bo
entered the cabin, and Wun Lung

jumped up at once to =alute his uncle
with great respect.

The Famous Five followed las
example.

The ancient Chinaman bowed gravely
to the schoolboys. His old face, like
very old yellow ivory, expressed litile
or nothing, but his black wrinkled eyes
wera very keen.

To Billy Bunter, the ald Celestial waa
rather- & figuré of fun; he had seen
ﬁgurea exactly like O Bo on Chinese jars,
To the Famous Five, he was an old
?nﬂeman to be treated with respect.
'o Wun Lung, he was an elderly rela-
tive, whaoso fzghteat. word was law—
unless, jndeed, 1t came into conflict with
parental anthority, which with a China-
man came before everything clse.

Even Bob Cherry, who suspected—or,
rather, knew—that O Bo was behind the
kidnapping schemne, could not regard
him with dislike or without respect.

He had guessed that old Mr. O had
& reason for his actions which seemed
toe him good—a Chinese reason which,
to the Western mind, seemed rather
“eracked,” but which was serious
enough to 8 Chinese.

But the other fellows, as they looked
at the grave old Chinamen, felt less and
less sure that Bob's belief was well
founded. They did not, in fact, quite
know what to think, and, in that state
of dubiety, they troated O Bo with great
res%éct, and hoped for the best. :

“Please give me your arm mé Little
Pink Toad, to walk " said Mr. 0.

In private conversation Mr. O. talked
to Wun in Chinese; but in the presence
of the English schoolboys ho used
English, from metives of politeness.

Apparently, Mr. O was going to walk
in the cool of the evening, which was
natural encugh sfter & day in the fore
cabin of the plane and as the departure
of the Very Old and Benevolent Pigeon
was indefinitely postponed.

Likewise, it was natural enough for
the apcient genotleman to require the
company of his dutiful nephew.

Natural as it was, Bob Cherry did
not mean to let the Chinese junior get
out ¢f his sight in Mr. 0's company.

Whether O Bo asked him or net, Bob
was ng to join in that walk. He

ave his friends & quick glance, which

ey understood. But Mr., O went on at
Th0HEs €

“Will your honourable and beneficent
f‘I!‘manéiiﬂ” walk with us, my Liitle Pink

4] H

“¥ou fellee comey 7 zaid Wun Lul?‘l?'

“¥Yes, rather!” gaid Harry. “We
were Just thioking of taking s walk,
sir.”

Mr, O bowed gravely and passed on
to the deorway, !enning a little on Wun
Lung’s arm. Li ¥i and Soo helped him
down the steps.

“1 say, you fellows,” tqueaked Bunter,
a3 the Famous Five were following—"1I
54y, you're not going to leave me here
with all these Chinks ™

“*Come on, lazybones [ said Bob, over
hia shoulder.

“I'm tired I hooted Bunter. “Look
here, they jolly well don't want youl
Why the dickens can't you etick in and
have a rest? What the thump do you
alwayg want to be moving about for?™

Without bothering to answer that

uestion, Harry Wharton & Co. followed
the old Chinaman and Wun down the
steps from the plane,

* Beasts I hooted Bunter.

He half-rose, and sat down again,

Bynter had done well at tea~=perhaps
a liftle foo well. Any fellow watching
Bunter st tea might have supposed that

it was not merely tea, but dinner and
supper as well that the fat Owl was
packing away.

ed over the Plimsoll line, the Ow]

of the Remove was disinclmed for
exertion,
He did not like being left alone

among the Chinks. But lazinesa super-
vened, and he stayed where he was. Hoe
blinked morosely from the window,
watching. the slow and nta.te-lf resence
of Mr. O across the green hillside in
the direction of the shadowy¥ wood.
: ¥i came up the steps and looked
imto the doorway, with a peculiar
expression in his slanting eyes,

unter blinked at him uneasly.

He was not so afraid of Li sa of Dr.
Sin, but be knew that Li had helped
Sin ‘Euun%m the L‘.lﬂﬂﬂpﬁm attempt in
Paris, He knew that Li 131:'[ & knife
sbout him, and did not like thinking
of that knife.

However, he supposed that Li was
going to pass through to return to the
ore ¢abin, so he remsined where he
was, anxious to see the last of him.

. Li ¥i did not pass through. He stayed
in the aft cabin, hie black, slaniing eyes
on Bunter,

That Li wanted him to follow the
rest of the party, or that he had any
metive for wanting him to do so, Bunter
did not guesa. o watched tho yellow
man uneasily, with growing {iremors,
and he gave a gasp as Li took a knife
from its sheath and felt the kecen edge
with & yellow thumb.

The Chinaman did not spesk, but he
locked at Bunter as he folt the edge of
the knife.

Bunter jumped up.

The most fﬂwergxl disinclination to
exertion would not have Re% Bunter
glona on the plane, with Li Yi only a
few yards from him, kpife in hand,
feeling the razor-like edge.

The fat Owl fairly scuttled to the
door and scuitled out. In his hurry he
missed the top step, and did the rest
in one.

There was a heavy bump as he landed
on Italy, and a Joud yell.

Li grinned, and put away the knife,
which he eertainly had had no intentien
of handling on Bunter. The sight of
it had been enough.

Billy Bunter scrambled up and rushed
after the walking party, Eis fat little
legs gomng like cluc:kwori.

“I say, you fellows, stop for me "
he T&lle :

The juriors locked round

“What on earth’s the row " asked
Bob, as Bunter came panting up.

“Beast! Leaving a fellow alone with
a gpang of murdering Chinks | gasped
Bunter.

“ Shut up, fathead I

" Beast 1

Mr. O walked on, slow and statoly.
Wun Lung gave the ancient gentleman
dutiful sssistance.

The Famous Five walked behind with
Bunter,

The pace zet by Mr. O was leisurely
cnough even for %unter. It was harely
a quarter of a mile to the wood, but
nearly half an hour had clapsed by tha
time they reached the shady trees,

That leisurely progress suited Bunter,
but it was & little irkeome to the Fanrous
Five. Ilowever, they patiently accommo-
dated their pace to that of the old
Chinesze.

At the edge of the wood Mr. O pansed
for o fow moments, as if debating in his
ancient mind whether to proceed farther
or turn back.

Finally he walked on, under the thick,
ehady branches that shut out the hot,
red glare of the Italian sunset,

But at a little distance in the wood
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The dusky rascals crowded round Harry Wharton & Co., their knives gleaming.

he stopped where a fallen tree-trunk
lay. He sat down on the log.

The juniors came to a halt.

“I am tired, my Little Pink Toad,”
sald Mr. O. *1 will rest for a fime.
Walk on with your friends, and I will
await you here.”

The wish of an elder was a command
to & Chinese boy. Wun walked on, and
tha Famous Five, rather glad to acceler-
ate & little, walked on with him.

Billy Bunter blinked after them, and
blinked at Mr, O on the log. Bunter
did not want to accelerate.  Bunter
wanted to halt. And the ancient O Bo
was a “Chink ¥ of whom ecven Billy
Bunter waz not afraid.

So Bunter plumped down on the other
end of the log to take a resi also.

“Come on, Bunter!"” ecalled out Bob
Cherry.

“Shan’t 1”
from politely. !

Mr, O glanced at him.

“Will it not please you 1o walk with
your friends ?” ?m asked.

“YT'm tired ! answered Bunter.

“You comee, Buntee,” said Wun
Lung, to whom it was quite clear that
his elderly relative did not want
Bunter's company.

It was clear enough to Bunter, for
that meatter; but that did not bother
Bunter. ‘The fat junior wanted to sit
down, and that was that!

“T'm staying here,” answered Bunter
calmly. “You fellows ean walk all over
Italy, if you like; I'm not going to.”

“You'd better come on, you fat as=s!”
said Harry Wharton, frowning.

“Bhan't I

“You lazy, loafing lobster !
Johnny Bull

“Yaht"

called back Bunter, far

growled

Mr. O, sitting like an image carved in
%ﬂ“uw ivory, took no further notice of
unter., The juniors gave him expres-

sive looks, which were quite wasted on
the fat Owl.

They walked on at last, and Billy
Bunter blinked after them through his
big spectacles, grinning, and settled
down to rest hie weary, fat limbs,

_—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Fight in the Forest!

&% ALLLD, halle, hallo ™
el Whalt Erd

“Look out I”

The juniors were iv;f:mllingI
through a shady aisle of the wood. Re
ra.l)'a of the sunzet gleamed through the
foliage overhead.

The place seemed absolutely solitary.

With the exception of Giovanni
Lecchi, whom they had already for-
gotten, the juniors had seen no inhabi-
tant since the plane had landed in that
remote nook of the mounisins of
Calabria

Neither did they expect to see any-
one, and il startled Bob to caich sight
of a dusky, bearded face looking out
through the thickets.

The next moment there was a rush of
foolsteps.

From the trees and thickets s dozen
wild-looking figures started out, and
hefore the junrors gquite realised that
they were no longer alone they were
surrounded.

“(h, my hat!” ejaculated Nugent.

H"l;ﬂr"h&t- the thump!” gasped Johnny
ull.

The six schoolboyz drew together. A
dozen dusky Ifalians surrounded them,
and in some of the dusky hands were
drawn knives. Among them was the
man they had seen before—Giovanni
Lecchi.

Harry Wharton set his lips.

““We'te not giving In[™
muttered Bob Cherry. *‘ This is a trick to get hold g{_m '-EHIJ: Lnﬁ—nnﬂ we've been fools enough to walk into the frap !
nu L]

Brigandage, once & thriving industry
in Ifaly, was a thing of the past. But
no doubt it lingered here and there in
remote spots when opportunity offered.
This locked like it !

"Btick together, you fellows!" said
Harry quietly. “Let’s see what they
want.  That man Leechi speaks
English,” ] _

“If they think they're ﬁmljg te rob

ns——" bni_%'ﬂ.n Johnny Bull, in a deep
growl e clenched his fists in
reacdiness

Giovanni stepped toward: the juniors
with & knife about a foot long in his
dusky, grubby hand.

He scanned the party, asz if looking
for someona who was not there,

“Dove e il porco?” he snapped.

Apparently he was inquiring
Bunter.

“He is not here—non e qui!" said
Harry, staring at the_man. He could
hardly suppose that this ambush in the
wood was due to Giovanni’s resentment
of the fat Owl's reference to him as a
“dirty dapo.” But it was clear that
the hﬂ;ck-hmwed man wanted Bunter.

Giovanni scowled.

*“That one, he no come wiz you?" he
asked.

“No; he stayed behind to rest.”

“Niente! More late, 1 will fake.
8i, s1! You, signori, vou cowme!l”

“Come 1" repeated Wharton. * What
do you mean?” )

The black-browed man grinned.

“¥You come wiz me,” he explained.
“ Andiamo, signori. You was prisoners
Ne have fear. Ma andiamo.”

“What the thump does the silly ass
mean I* exclaimed Johnny Bull. *“We'rg
jolly well not going with that erew 1"

“What on earth is the game!” ex-
claimed Frank Nugent.

Bob Cherry gritted his teeth, -
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He fancied he knew whal the game
was, and why O Bo had taken that even-
ing walk from the landing-

‘They've got us, you fe lows 1* he
muttered. " That villain S8in—""
“8in 1" repeated Harry blankly.

“Can’t you sea? That message he
sent back had nothing to do with the
engines, Can't you guess what it was—
now 1 breathed Bob.

“Oh!1" gasped Harry. . :

“You comel” repeated Giovanni,
flourishing his knife. “ Andiamol Kill
with one knife if mel Capite?
Andiamo, signori” :

“I'm not gning!“ taid Jehnny Bull
stolidly. “I don't believe they'll dare
to use their knives; but I'm chancing
it, .anyhow. They won't get me so long
as I can punch a dirty face!” .

iovanni rapped out an order in
Jtalian to his tattered followers. The
whole dusky crowd closed more closely
round the Greyfriara party. Knives
gleamed on all sides in the shafts of red
sunlight that came through the tree-
tops. It was strangely, grotesquely like
a scene from a film, but it was deadly
reality.

“We'ra not giving in I” muttered Bob.
“Thiz is & T.rit:%t to get hold of Wun, and
we've been fools enough to walk into the
trap! Btick it out [”

A grubby hand was lsid on Jobany
Bull's shoulder.

“ Hards off 1" roared Johnny.

And as the grip tightened, Johnny
Bull hit out, straight from the shoulder.

His clenched knuckles landed on a
stubbly chin, and the Italian, with a
yell, went over backwards, as 1f he had
been shot.

There was a howl of anger from the
rest, and they closed in on the juniors
with a savage rush. ;

The next moment the Greyiriars

fei:l:;ws were fighting &gainst heavy
odds.
Whether this was a scheme of Dr
Sin’s, or whether the lawloss gang were
bent on capturing them for robbery or
ransom, they did not know; but they
were not going to be taken away into
the depths of the forest if they could
help it.

Bput- they had no chance against the

3.

Had the dusky rascals used their
Lknives, the resistance of the schoolboys
weuld have been overcome in a very
feww moments. But the knives dizap-
peared when the struggle started. Law-
less and ruffianly as the gang locked,
they did not want to shed blood,
MNeither did they need to use their
weapons. There were six of the juniors
against & dozen sinewy men, and the
fight was hopeless from the start.

For three or four minutes it raged,
and hefty blows were given and
received ; Eut it could only end one way,

One by one the panting juniors wers
overpowered, and their hands bound
behind their hacks.

In & breathless, gasping, and enraged
group, they stood in the midst of the
gang of dusky bravos, some of whown
eyed them evilly and threa.temn%ly.
The juniors had been overcome, but
most of Giovanm's gang had had some
hard knocks, and thers were demaged
noses and darkened eyes.

“ Andiamo 1 enarled Glovanni, dab-
hing at a streaming nose,

And the juniors, each of them grasped
by the arm, were hurried away into the
shadowy depths of the forest.

At a little distance from the spot
where they had beesn szeized, Giovanni
called to the man who was holding Wun
Lung by the arm.

“ Piotro 1"

Tae Miower Toenapy.—INo, 1,544,

THE MAGNET

The ruffian looked round at him.
Giovanni spattered out rapid Italianm,
which the juniors did not understand.

But they could guess its purport when
Pietro dragged Wun Lung aside, and
etarted in & different direction.

If they had doubted before, they eould
not doubt now, for clearly the Chineza
unior was to be eeparated from his
riends.

“(h, the rotters]” panted Bob.

Wun Lung wriggled in the gresp of
Piatro,

“¥ou lettee go!™ ha exclaimed. “Thia

1’1l Chinee stop ‘long fliends! You
leitee this 1i'll Chinee stop 'long fliends
blong him 1*

Unheedig, Pietro dragged him
AW AY.

Bob Cherry wrenched _hia arm Joose
from the hand that held it, and, bound
a3 he was, made a desperate attempt
to_reach Wun Lung,

Immediately he waa serzed by tworor
three pairs of hands and dragged back.
He strove desperately, but in vain.

Wun Lung stared back as he was
dragped away amaong the treea. les
next moment he was gone from their
sight in the rough grasp of Fietro.

iovanni and the others hurried the
junicrs along the track, They stumbled
along, roughly pulled and shoved when
they stumbl Only too well, now,
they knew that they wera to he
prisoners in the dark Calabrian forest
till the plane had taken off again—
with Wun Lung! They could not help
him now.

[ ]

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Prisoners of the Cave!

ARRY WHARTON & CoO.
H stumbled on in the midst cof
the dusky crew.

Where they were being
taken, they had no idea—except that it
must be to some hiding-place whers
they could be held prisoners, as long as
it suited the plans of O Be and 8in
Bong. . .

They stumbled wearily on, noticing,
after a time, that the gang dimimshed
in number. Every now and then, one
of the dusky ruffians disappeared
through the trees and left them.

They know now as well as if they
had been told that S3in Bong had laid
this cunning scheme, and  Thired
(iovanni to carry it out, MNo doubt
(iovanni, in his turn, had called on a
number of his associates for assistance,
which they were willing enough to
render for a few lire each. Ndow that
the schoolboys were hound prisoners,
they wete wanted no longer, and they
went their own ways, to attend to their
own business, whatever 1t was.

The jumiors understood that; but
they drew little hope from the fact that
thera were fewer enemiea about them.

Their hands were tied behind their
backs with knotted cords of leather, and
they had not the slightest chance of get-
ting loose. Giovanni needed no help in
kecping them prisoners, when they were
hardly able to move a finger.

Ona by one, the dusky gang drepped
off, till only one of the crew remained
with Gilovanni—sa bull-necked, swarthy
ruffian whom he addressed as Marco.

With, their handas free, the Famous
Five would gladly have undertaken to
deal with {}E;m_“ni and Marco, and
make short work of them.

“If a fellow could ues his fisis—"
breathed Johnny Bull.

“Thes're not hkely to give uz a
chance, old chap!” s=aid Harry. Hae
had wrenched and wranched at  the

cords on his wrists again and again,
with no result but to make his arms
acha. “They’'ve got us safe enough 1™

“The safefulness is terrifie!* wmur
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.
“But while there ia life thers is & bird
in the bush, as the English proverb
remarks.”

The juniors grinned—cheered, for a
moment by that English proverhb|

A mile had been covered, by winding
ways through the forest, when the
party reached the steep bank of a
torrent.

Even had they escaped from the law-
less rascals, it was doubtful to the
juniors whether they could have found
their way back to the anchorage of the
?erga Otd and Benevolent Pigecn.

The thick, tangled forest was track-
leas ta their rg:a, and there was no
sign to enable them to pick up the way
they had comea. Not that there was an
chance of escaping=-cven Bob ha
almost given up bope of that.

It was a steep descent into the ravine
cut out by the torrent. The juniors
stumbled down the rugged, stony
declivity, loose stones rolling from their
feet and splashing into the water
below.,

Thirty feet down, the water foamed
and bubbled and murmured among the
rocks. Bob Cherry's foot slip o &
locee atone and he fell. With his hands
bound behind him, he could make mo
effort to save himself, and he rolled

h&lplesaI'Iir down the stesp slope, and slid
into shallow water at the bottom.
Luckily, it was shallow, and he

scrambled out, breathless, and drenched
almost to the skin. Dozens of stonea,
loosened by hie rolling, splashed into
the stresam.

Giovennt burst into & laugh, and
Marco showed discoloured teeth in o
Erin.

Bob’s mishap seemed to amuse the
two ruffians.

“Hurt, old chap? asked Harry,
when they rejcined Bob on the edga of

the torrent.

“Oh, a bump or twol” said Bob,
He breathed hargd. “By gum, I'd like
to have my hands loose, and give these
scoundrels something te grin atl*

But there was no chance of that.

Giovanni and Mereo pushed the
schoolbove on their way up the bank
of the forrent. But they were close

te their journey’s end now.

Hardly a dozen yards more were
covered, when they stopped at the
opening of & deep, dark cave in the
sida of the ravine.

: ';Entrate 1" said Giovanni. “You go
in ¥

Tha juntors stumbled in, over the
rugged floor of the cave. This, clearly,
was their destination, and here they
were to romAain.

The cave was dee]i:] and ghadowy. The
rocks arched over their heads, a dozen
feet sbove. Looss boulders were
strewn about the cave. A dozen feet
back from the entrance they stopped.
The cave extended a few yards farther
into the rocky hill

“Here you stop, signoril” said
(Giovanni. "“Soon there ia another—the
little fat pig!”® His eyes flashed at the
mention of Bunter, and he hali-drew
hiz knife. Ewvidently the fat Owl's
words still rankled, “Boon he come
also he stop—but him I beat—okh, :,re-a,__i
beat him with a stick! One man, I kll
him with a knife—one boy, I beat him

with stick! 8i, sil He say dirty
daga! ¥Yesl 1 beat him with cone
stick 1™

“How long are vou going to keep m



here, iovanmi?” asked Harry Whar-
top qumtlj'

The bravo shrugged his shoulders.

“Non zol You stay in a cave till
uomo giallo—yellow man—he say! He
pay me many lire! He give orders |
o, si "

Ha turned o speak to Marco.

“That means we're to stick hero till
that scoundrel Sin tells him ito let us
foose 1 said Bob.

“ Which won't be till after the plane's
teken off—with Wun on it!” said
Nugent. “That rotter's beaten us at
the finish 1”

“He ecouldn't have brought
without old

it off
to help!" said Bob bit-
terly. “We let that old graven image
walk us right into the trap !

“You think——" began JG].].{II'I:I:I._‘}' Bull.

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” Bob's
tempc:r was suffering a little. “Isn’t it
plain enough now? They picked out
the most solitary place they could Bnd
for & landing—and 8in cleared off, to
get hold of some gamg of fﬂﬁtpﬂ.dﬂ—mld
set them on us. Easy enough, when he
had plenty of money to spend. Those
scoundrels would stick wus with their
knives for an extra half-crown each!™

“Looks like it now,” admitted
Johnny; “and the yellow blighter sent
Giovanni to tell old O that all was
{ead:. for him to walk us into the
rap.”

{riovanni, having finished his talk
with the bull-necked man, left the
cave, without another word to the
JUTIora.

They heard hia footsteps ringing
along the rocky ravine, and then there
was silence,

Giovanni was gone—io add Bunter
to his bag! The rascals had expected
to capture Bunter with the rest, and
it was only his fat laziness that had
ke;ft- him out of their hands =0 far.

hat Bunter would be anaffed like &
fat pigeon, the juniors had no doubt.

Not that it mattered very much—
Bunter could not have helped Wun.

The bull-necked man came to the
group of juniors, after (lovanni was

one, and carefully examined the

notted cord on their wrists. Evidently
he was left to weatch themn, snd was
going to take no chances.

If the prisoners had had some faint,
lingering hope of getting loose and
dealing with him, they had to give it
up now. For Marco, taking a long
cord, knotted it in turn round each of
them, and knotted the ends to points of
rock, The rope allowed them to sit
down, but not to move from the apot
where they were tied—and secured them
at a distance from one another. Even
the almost hopeless hope of trying
their teeth on each other's bonds had to
be abendoned now.

Grinming with satisfaction, the bull-
necked rascal left them. He sat at the
mouth of the cave and drew a flask
of red wine from some recess of his
dingy garments.

The sound of gurgling in the bull-
neck mingled with the gurgle of the
torrent among the rocks without.

Having finished the red wine—at least
two pints of it—Marco lighted a foul-
smelling cigar and smoked it to the
end.

During that time the juniors sat on
the rugged fAcor of the ¢ave in grim,
savage silence, Every now and then,
from without, ¢came a zplash in the
water as some loose stone rolled into
the stream from the steep banks, But
no other sound, eave the murmur of the
water, broke tzha silence.

The bull-necked
unsteadily.

The guart of raw red wine seemed to

man rose—a little
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have dizzied him a httle. He came
over to the juniors, and once more
oxamined their bonds—breathing over
them tha fumes of wine and tobacco.

As Frank Nugent involuntarily made
a_movement of disgust, ho scowled, and
kicked the junior in the ribs.

After which, the ruffian spread his
tattered cloak on the Hoor of the cave
in the shade from the red sunset that
streamed in ab the entrance, stretched
himself on it, and snored.

il erbdewell

THE NINTH CHAPTER,.
Beastly for Bunier !

ILLY BUNTER, sitti en the
B fallen log, lea.mn;g: back against
the trunk of & tree behind him,

was fesling quite comiortable.

until Harry Wharton & Co. came along
again,

But, having watched Mr. O disappear
on the -hillside, he blinked round in the
other direction, and saw something that
—undoubtedly—Mr, 's much sharper
eyes had secen, before he stirred. And
when Bunter saw a dark face, sur-
mounted by a red cap, among the trees,
he jumped up from the log as if it I:mcl
suddenly became red-hot, with a gasp
aof dismay,

It was Giovanni-—and he was coming
through the weod, directly towards the
epot where Bunter stood blinking at
him.

The fat Owl had forgotten, or almost
forgotten, the existence of the man he
had called & dirty dage. ©Of what

(Continued on next page.)

He blinked along
at Mr. O ones or
twice; but the old
Chinaman’s lo o k
did not encourage
conversation, an d
Bunter did not
spenk.

The fat Owl was
%ut{: satisfied to 3t

era and rest in
the shade, while
less sensible fellows
fagged about in a
heat that was
elmost tropical. It
was an hour since
the juniors had dis-
appeared  through
the dusky aisles of
the forest, when
Mr. O made =&
move.

He rose from the
leg and  started
walking back to-
wards the landing
Blm::c of the Very

lId and Benevolent
Pigeon without a
Elanee or & word fo

unter.

Bunter blinked
after him.

He was waiting
there for the
juniors to come
back; and so, he
supposed, had Mr.
O been. If so, Mr.
O Bo had given it
up and decided to
return without "'
them.

From
gat on

* Fifth '

where ha
the log,
Bunter could ses
open hillside,
where the plane lay
at rest, ang maovin
figures, fthou ﬁ
they were too far
off for recognition.

. He blinked after
Mr. O as he went,
quite indifferent
whether the ancient
gentleman went or
stayed. Bunter, cer-
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tainly, did not in-
tend to return fto
the plane without
the other fellows,
He gave & reminis-
cent shiver when he
thought of L1 ¥i's
slanting oves, and
tha yellow thumb
feeling the edge of
the knife |

Bunter had no
intention of moving
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%a& bappened deeper in the wood, he
ad not the remotest idea or suspiciom.
It was hardly an hour since Har
Whartoo & Co. had left him there, an
it was not likely to cocur to him that ir
that brief s of time they had been
afnbushed in the forest, seized, and
dragged away to a hidden cave as

prisoners, . )
Neither did it occur to his fai
mtellect that O Bo, hiz keen old eyes
having spotted the bandit at a distance,
had left the spot to be off the scene
when Giovanni dealt with Bunter.
Bunter did not, in fact, think at ali |
He blinked at the dusky, black-
browed Itslian, at first in dismay,
tinttored with alarm—and then with
deepeniog alarm and terror.

Short-sighted as he was, he caught
the glint 1n Giovanni’s black eyes, and
hmid that he gripped a stick in his

an

And the dusky ruffian was making
straight for Buanter,

The flash of ferocity in the man's
face when he had called him & * dicky
d “ had scared Bunter—but not so
deeply a8 he was scared now.

Bunter was not quick on the uptake
—but he could see that the roffian was
coming for him, and he did not need

telling what he was going to de with
tha stiock when ha ed him. Further
than that, the fat Owl suspected

nothing—but that was enough to throw
him inty a state of terrified alarm,

Giovanni was hardly fifteen feet away
when Bunter spotted him,

Escape by Hight seemed hopeless—
but thf:e was nothing else for it, and
Bunter started to rum towards the
distant plane, Even the Chinks, even
Li ¥Yi with his knife, did not slarm
him so0 much as that savage-faced,
black-brawed Italian. alone in the shady
forect.

There was & shout behind him as he
ran.,

Giovanni was calling to him
Ttalian to stop. :

Bunter was not likely to heed. Ha

unded breathleszsly along the waoad-
and path, towards the open hillside
ahead—and behind him sounded the
heavy pounding of the bandit's foot-
stepa in pursuit,

The fat Owl had not the ghost of &
chance in a race, and he could not help
being awara of it—but he pounded
desperately on, .

In a few minutes the bandit’'s heavy
tread was cloze behind him, and a dircty,
dusky hand gripped a [et shoulder and
swung Bunter round.

“0h crikey !" gasped Bunter. :

(Giovanni gave him a savage grin,
holding him with hig left, and bran-
dishing the stick with his right.

“Dirty dago, you call!” he =ai
showing his teeth through his ragee
black moustache and beard, “5i1, =1
Porco inglese—Engleesh eg—I beat
vou with one stick before 1 takel Yes!

Oh, yes Jo . N

Billy Bunter blinked st him, like a
fat r&hat fascinated by a serpent,

Of Giovanni’'s further purpose he
knew nnthinge—but- he knew thet he was
going to be beaten.

As the stick swithed in the air,
about to descend, Billy Bunter, in sheer
desperstion, and hardly knowing what
huxgid, hit out with a fan fist.

That fat fist arrived unexpectedly, for
certainly it had not occurred to
Giovanni, for a moment, that he had
any resisthnce to expect from the fat,
frightened schoolboy. |

It lended on (Giovanni’s rather
prominent nose, on the same spot where
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Bob  Cherry’s knuckles had landed,
nearly an hour since, and where
bravo still had a pain. And it landed
with all Bunter's weight and despera-
tion behind ik

Taken by  surprise, (ziovanni
staggered back, releasing the fat Owl
as he staggered; and, losing his footing,
went down with & bump !

The stick flew from his hand as he
clasped both hands te his nose, which
was strecaming red again,

Bunter gave him one terrified blink,
frightened. out of hie fat wits at what
he had done, Then he bblted through
tha trees,

He did not head for the open hillside
this time. He knotw now: if he had not
known before, that he no chance
in a foot race, His hope was to dodge
out of sight in the trees and tangled
thickets.

As he went, he cast a terrified blink
over a fat shoulder—to see Giovanni
stagger to his feet, the rage of a demon
in his facé, one hand to his streaming
noss, the other jerking a knife from
the back of his belt,

Bunter flew onl

It was not the stick he had to fear
now-—it was the knifel Frantic with
teerr, he flew ! :

anting, perspiring, epluttering for
breath, the fat iunﬁ;or ran on, and
dodged, and woond, and ducked, and
twisted through the thickets and tangled
bushes and trees,

Where he was running, he did not
know, and cared little. ere was only
one thought in his mind—to get out of
reach of the murderous ruffian behind.

Crash on crash sounded in the thickets
as the bravo dashed in savage. pursuit.

Had Bunter emerged from the wood
in the open, the bandit wolld bave
had him in & couple of minutes. But
in® the thick wood the bandit could
not see Bunter, and was guided only by
tha noise he made in his flight.

Rustling Bushes and breaking twiga
were his guide, and the chase depended
rather on hearing than on speed.

Perhaps it was fortunate for Bunter
that wind failed him utterly, and,
unable to take another step, he stopped
g:- ot his breath, crouching in a thick
us

His fat heart was pounding so loundly
that he fancied that the bandit might
hear it. He sfrove to suppress his
bm:a.'l:-hin?,

Terribly close, he heard Giovanni.
But the sound stopped—and there was
stlence,

Buntar hardly breathed as he listened.

Terror sharpened his faculties, and
ha ‘understood that the bandit, whe
could not see him, was listening for a
sound from him.

He was not likely to meke 2 sound!

With humping heart and ayes
popping in terror behind his spectacles,
he listened—and at lemgth he heard
Giovanni's footsteps again, But to his
immense relief, the sound was not
approaching him,

“0Oh vrikey ! breathed Bunter.

He realised that the ruffian had lost
him &nd was searching through the
wood for him. At any moment the
duﬁi:g fsbe and red cap might meet his
terrified eyes—and he crouched in terror
and listened,

Onece or twice the sound of tramping
feet and a harsh voice oursing in
Italian, seemed closer; but all sounds
died away at last, and he knew that
Giovanni, for the tima at least, had
miesed him, though he Had no doubt
that the bandit was still hunting.

Palpitating in every fat limb, Bunter

dragged bimself to his feet,

-tha juniors had taken,

To got te a safe distance from that
murderous villaip was his one theught,
and he had a faint hope of falling in
with Harry Wharton & Co. in the
forest.

He could not have found his sray back
te the landing-place of the Very Old
and Benevolent Pigeon, if he had
thought of it—the bewildering trees shut
off the view in every direction—neither
could he guess which was the direction
They had fol-
lowed a broad, enfen aisle of the forest
when they had left him with O Bo; bus
‘_i':rihera it was Bunter had not the faintést
idea.

All he could do wee to plunge away
with hia fat back towards the spot where
he had last heard the bandit—hoping
that, whatever happe he was geiling
farther and farther away from Giovanni.

THE TENTH CHAFTER.
Ll H crikey !” gasped Bunter.
O He came to a sndden halt,
wearily tramping, what dis-
tance he had covered, whore he was, he

Trees and thickets were round him,
and he could see nothing but trunks and
the sound of a voice—and he stopped,
trembling in every fat limb.
into him, for the voiee was ahead of him,
the spﬂaimr only separated from him py

He listened, with thumping heart. To
his utter amazement, he recognized the

Even Dr. Bin, much as Bunter dreaded
him, was an improvement on Giovanoi,
startled and astonished. He had sup-
posed Dr. 8in to be far away—gons to
He had not, in fact, thought about him
since he had left the plone, and had no
smiling Chinaman had been occupled.

It was Dr. 8in's voice that came
speaking in his lowing English. He was
speaking Chinese; Bunter knew that it
understand & word of it.

That meant that there were other
still and silent, listening,

To hiz amazement, the woice of Wun
Chinese, in tones .of angry scorn and
contempt.

Hea could have groaned. He might
have hoped that Dr. Sin would guide
once what this meani—that the Chinese
iuniﬂr had fallen inte the kiduapper's

!}eegly thankful now that he was out
of sight, the fat junior listened—to a
smooth, silky tones, and in the amgry
tones of Wun Lung. Then a third voice

“8i, signore! Bil" ]

It was not Giovanni’s voica. It was
man Pietro, who had taken Wun away
from his friends when the gang were

Aa he blinked at the soreen of foliage
in front of him, Bunter discerned an
Epd his spectacles to the scene before

im.

Bunter In the Forest!
How long he had been
did not know.
foliage. But a sound reached his ears—

If it was Giovanni, he had almost run
a sereen of foliage.
silky tones of Dr. Sin.

The fat junior was relieved as well as
gome town at a distance across the hills.
remote suspicion how the sleek and
through the foliage—but he was not
was that language, though he did nob
Chinese on the spot; and Bunter stood
Lung answered, speaking salso in

“(Oh lor’ I" breathed Bunter.
him back to the plane; but ha guessed at
wnds 1n the forest.
flow of Chinese, alternately in Dr. Bin's
broke in, speaking in Italian:
if Bunter had known it, the voice of the
driving them to their hiding-place.
interatice in it, snd applied his eyos

Hardly six or seven feet away, Dr.



8in was standing, with his back to him.
Wun Lung stood facing him—his hands
bound together behind his back. )

Btanding beside the Chinesa junior,
with & dusky hand on his shoulder, was
a swarthy Itslian, whom Bunter had
never seen before—though Harry & Co.
had seen him.

Wun was a prisoper, and there was no
stgn of the other fellows.

unter did not, of course, know that

this was the spot where it had been
arranged for one of the gang to lead
Wun, and hand him over to Sin Song.
But what he saw, told him that the
swarthy native Ead made Wun -8

risoner, and was at the ordera of the

hinaman.

¥ 8if, signoral” repeated Pietro, and
he grasped the little Chinee with both
hands, evidently to hold him incapable
of movement for some purpose.

With his hands tied, Wurn could make
little resistance; but he struggled, his
dark eyes flashing with rage.

Bunter watched, spellbound. To show
himself would have been useless, if he
had thought of it. Either Sin Song or
Fietro could have dealt with him with
ona hand.

Wun Lung's helpless struggles ceased
ig the grasp of the bandit.

From an inside pocket, Dr. Sin drew
a little leather case, which he opened
with care. He drew some kind of a

ad from the interior, and & faint scent
rom it reached Bunter, and he kuwew
wl_g.t 1%_?.‘5.5. 5 - I

r. 8in spoke again, in silky, apolo-
getio tauesupqi‘hen‘, with & stead Fgud
ruthless hand, he pressed the pad over
Wun's nose and mouth as the swarthy
ruffian held him helpless.

Billy Bunter E?E Ibound with horror
and fear, watched.

He know that Wun was being chloro-
formed, whether o leave him powerless
in Dr. 3in's hands or for some some
other purpose. . o

Very quickly the Chinese junior was
unconscious, and Dr. 8in drew the pad
away, and replaced it in the case.

He made & sign to the Ifalian, who
had watched the scene with utter in-
difference in his swarthy, stubbly face.

fRi, Eigndre I” said Pietro.

Bunter's heart missed a beat as he saw
the bravo draw & knife,

But Pietro used it only to cut Wun’s
bonds. Now that he was unconscious, it
was unnecessary for the Chinege boy to
remain bound. ]

Pietro replaced the knife at the back
of his tattered trousers.

Dr. Sin stood locking at Wun for a
few moments, and then lifted the un-
conscious Chinee to his shoulder.

Plump 8s he wag, Dr. 3in was & strong
man, and the little Chinea’s weight was
hardly more than & triflo to him.

With Wun or his shoulder, Dr. Sin
turned away and tramped through the
forest, disappesring in a few moments
from Bunter's eyes.

Where he was going Bunter had no
idea, and it did not ccour to him that
Dr. Sin was going back to the Very Old
and Benevolent Pigeon. _

Ha was pone—and Pietro stood staring
after him. )

Bunter did not stir. Pietro was as
terrifying to his eves ss Giovanmi. He
waited for the ruffian to go before he
made & move. _ .

Pietro stopped to light & cigarette
befota he turned to leave the spot. But
he turned at last, and to Bunter’s uiter
horror, turnped in Bunter's direction.

In a moment, the dusky hand was

ushing aside the folisge that soreened
%unter. and Pietro would have walked
:Lntuh the fat Owl had he not jumped

m -l
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As Harry Wharton & Co. were stumbling down the
Bob Cherry's foot slipped on a loose stone, and he fell,

“(Oh1” gasped Bunter. .

“(Cospetto | stuftered Pietro,
amazement.

He stared blankly at Bunter. He had
never seen him before, but he did not
need telling that this was the member of
the ﬁﬂhﬂﬂﬁ)ﬁ}' party who had been
missing, when they had been caught in
the ambush.

He stared—and then made a leap for-
ward with a grasping hand.

Biily Bunter did not wait for the hand
to grasp—he plunged away frantically
through the wood.

Whether the ruffan pursued him or
not, Bunter never knew !

He ran, and ran, and ran, every sound
of the forest s pursuing footstep to his
fat cara.

Over the tree-tops, the Italian sunset

lowed with gold and red; bubt under
1?11& thick Lranches it was deeply dusky:
and Bunter, as he ran, and plunged, and
Eanted, and bounded, hardly saw whers

2 Was going.

in

13

e %
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declivity,

With his hands huu:fﬂ

behind him, he could make no effort to save himsell. His mishap seemed to
amuse the Itallans, for they burst inio a laugh.

Suddenly the ground seemed to [fall
away under his feet, and he found him-
gelf stumbling and rolling.

He gave a terrified squeak as he went,
catching wildly at bushes and twigs, and
dragging them away as he rolled. Then,
with a splash, he landed in fHowing
water.

“ Oooogh ! gurgled the hapless Owl.

Ho scrambled wildly up. It was
shallow water, hardly a foot decp—n
brawling mountain torrent, coming down
from the Calabrian mountains, Drenched
and dripping, the fat Owl stood with the
water swishing round his.fat calves.

He blinked dizzily up the steep bank
through wet spectacles. The fall had
gshaken him, but had not demaged him
otherwise.

He listened in an anguish of appre-
hension for the footsteps of Pietro. Butb
no sound reached hiz fat ears save the
rippling of the water.

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

“{Oh ecrikey ! groaned Bunter.

The bank was stecp to elimb—neither
did the fat Owl think of ¢limbing it
where he had fallen, with Pictro some-
where in the forcst above. :

Ho only stayed to recover his breath,
and then startcd tramping down tho

streain, with the idea of clambering out %

of the ravine at a safe distance. -

If Pietro had been hunting him, his
fall into the ravine bhad thrown the
bandit off the track. "I'here was no
sound or sign of him, and Billy Bunter
realised, at ldst, that he was no longer
in danger.

Tramping wearily down the rugged
ravine, somnetimes on the rocky bank
and sometimes wading in shallow
water, he blinked up, watching for an
aceessible spot where' he could clamber
out. And as he rolled wearily past the
opening of a cave in the side of the
ravine, he jumped almost clear of the

round, &3 a sudden, etartled, but
amiliar voico fell on his ears:

“(CGreat pip, Bunter!”

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Turning the Tables!

¢ TPUNLER "
Five wvoices uttored

namo in amazed tones.
Harry Wharton & Co. could

that

scarcely believo their eyes, ]
Bitting st the back of the cave, with
clouded faces and heavy hearts, listen-

ing to the deep snore of the ruffian
stretched at s  little distanee, they
watched the mouth of the cave where
the red sunsct was deepening to dusk.
Rocks, red in the sun, glistening splash-
ing water, mebt lheir eyes. They saw
nothing else, and expected fto see
nothing eclse. And when a fat figure
rolled aceross their line of vision, they

stared in ulter wonder—wondering
whether it really was Billy Bunter that
they saw, or whether they were
dreaming.

“ Bunter I”* gasped Harry Wharton,
TBunter ' breathed Nugent,

“The esteemed and idietic Bunter [
gasped Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Great pip 1™

“Bunter 1™

The fat Owl of the Remmove, equally
astonished, blinked into the cave
through his big spectacles.

If Harry Wharlon & Co. could
scarcely belicve their eyes at this unex-
pcted meeting, neither could DBunter.
glis little round eyves seemed to pop
through his spectacles at the sight of
the five jumors, silting in bthe dusk,
bound and helpless.

“Oh crikey ! pasped Buanter.
you fellows—— Oh jiminy t*
“Quict 1 called out Bob softly.

“Ohk, really, Cherry—"

“Tlﬂnm‘s & man on waleh herg—"
“n 1]?
“Heo's asleep. For the love of Mike,
don't wake him 1™
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“Oh ™ gf ced Bunter again,

He blin :g uneasily into the cave.
e was glad—enormously relieved—to
oo the Famous Five again. But as his
eyes foll on the shapgy ruffian stretched
on the cleak, his fat heart guaked.

‘Lhe prisoners looked at Marco, hardly
breathing in their anxiety.

He was in & deep glecp; he had not
stirred, and he had snored incessantly
since he had lain down on the cloak,
They had no doubt that the flask of
red wine decpened his slumbers, DBut if
tho sound of veices in the cave had
awakened him——

It was not likely, for the juniors
had talked every now and then, and
Marco had mot stirred. But so much
depended on it now that their hearts
ached with anxiety as they watched
him.

He did not stir.

TUninterrupted, his heavy smore went

They could make no sign to Bunter,
They had to risk speaking, Harcry
Wharlon spoke in a whisper:

“ Bunter, not a sound—*

ﬂEh?u

“Not a sound.” Wharton raised his
vaolco & little. "Ql;leiﬁt, for goodness’
fake! The brute's been drinking, and
I don't think he will wake. But for
goodness' sake, not a sournd ™

“0Oh erikey! I—I pay——"

“Step in as softly as you can. Cet
us Ioose, and we'll handle that scoundrel
fast enough!”

“Oh1” gasped Bunter.

He stood in the mouth of the cave,
blinking uncertainly. 'To reach the
juniors, he had to pass within a yard
of Marco.

The .thought of the ruffian’s sleeping
eyes opening, and fixing on him, made
Bunter's fat heart almost die in his
breast, . ‘

For a long minute he stood, trying
to_collect his mumﬁ o

In tense silence the juniors watched
hirmn.

Bunter's appearance on the spot was
utterly amazing—the most unexpeetod
thing that could have happened. They
rould not begin to understand how he
had got there. But that was a matter
of no moment. He was there, and it
was & chance, although & small one, if
only the fat Owl had the sense and the
courage to do what eny other fellow
would have done at once, with no word
spoken.

Bunter stirred at last.

On tiptoe, with infinite caulion, he
crept into the cave,

His eyes and his spectacles were glued
on the sleeping, swarthy face as he crept

ast Marco, and hia fat knecs almost
Enm’:kﬂd together in hia terror.

With fast-beating hearts the bound
juniors watched him. Whatever hap-
pened to themselves, Wun Lung’s {ate
was bound vp in the next few minutes.
1f only it had been any fellow but
Bunter!

But the fat junior reached them, and
Marco had not stirred.

Shaking from head fto fool, bedewed
with perspiration. the Owl of the Re-
move stopped. ke had passed Mareo
in safety; but the ruffian was now be-
tween him and the mouth of the ecave,
end Bunter’s escape was cut off, if he
awakened. The fat Owl’s tecth were
chattering.

“Quick I breathed Ilarr{ Wharton.

Bunter's fat fngers fumbled with the
cord on Wharton's wrists. 1t was a
long minute—an endless minute—before
the kpot came [ooso.

But it came loose, and Wharton's
hands wers free. He had a penknife
in his pocket, and in about a zecond it
was open, and sawing et the cords.

the brute—all

He freed Bob Cherry first: and Bob's
first action, when his hands were loose,
was to pick vp 8 jagged chunk of rock,
to use as & weapon if Marco awakened,

It was perhaps fortunate for Mearoo,
at that stage of the procecdings, that
he did not awaken; for Boh wm.tg[;s:i havae
crashed the rock on his head without
tho slightest compunction had he
stirred.

But the ruffian did not stir, and in
a few minutes all the juniors were
freed from their bonds,

Billy Bunter leancd on tho wall of
the cave, blinking at them.

The haft of & knife could bo scen
sticking out of Marco's belt as he lay.
And there was no doubt that he wnuﬁ]
draw i, and wse 1t if he had a chance.
But the knife had no terrors for the
Famous Five, now that they were free.

“Quiet "' breathed Wharton, “Get
r together—and get  his
knife away! Crack his head if he
gives trouble, Bob!*

“I'll erack it fast enough!™ said Bob
grimly.

The fivo juniors stepped softly to-
wards AMarco. The bull-necked man
iﬂﬂl‘ﬁd on, and they gathercd round
im.

Wharton gave the signal, and they
rasped him togethcr—four pairs of
ands fastening on him, while Bob
lifted the rock, ready to dash on his
head, 1f needed.

Marco's eyes opencd, glaring, as he
was seized.

He was strugeling on the instant, and
striving to get at his knife. The ruffian
was so powerful that even four sturd
fellows did net find him easy to hold.
But they were not standing on cere-
mony with him.

As he wrenched and strupgled, Bob
Cherry struck, and tho rock crashed on
the black, greasy head.

There was a ﬁnspmg howl from
Marco, and he sank back, half-stunned.

A moment more, and Wharton had
dragged away his knifc.

He planted his knee on the ruffian,
and pressed the keen edge of the
weapon to the thick bull-neck.

arco glared up with dizzy ¢yes. But
with the knife at his throat, and tha
raock lifted ready for ancther blow, he
ceased to struggle.

“(et some of those ecords, Dunter!”
called out Harry.

“Oh erikey !” gasped Bunter., “I—I
-—1 say, you fellows—— Oh crumbs!™

“Bring those cords here, fathead, and
tie him up while we hold "him [* rapped
the captain of the Remove. .

“0h,” gasped Bunter, “all right 1"

There were plenty of cords available.

Billy Bunter eyed the swarthy ruffian
very uneasily as he proceeded to tie
him.

But Marco could do nothing but glare
ferocious rage. Hse made a movemernik
to resist as his thick wrista were
dragged behind him; bui he desisted,
just In time to prevent the rock coming
down with another crash.

Bunter looped the cord round his
wrists and knotted it.

The ruffian was safe now, and Bob
laid down the rock. He picked up
some more of the cords, wound them
round the ruffian, and knotted them,
fastening his arms down to his sides.

Unable to stir hizs sinowy arms—
hardly hiz fingers—Marco lay on the
rocky floor of the cave, glaring rage.

But his rage did not worry the Famous
Five, They had the upper hand now—
the tables had been turned with o ven-
gance. DBob Cherry drew a deep
reath.

“Now we've got to find Wun!” he
said.



THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Heavy Hand !
HARRT WHARTON stepped to

the mouth of the cave, and
looked out into the deepening
dusk in the wild ravine,

No one was in sight; there was no
sound, save the murmur of the torrent.
H_iight was falling on the mountains of
Calabria, rocks and tres blurring in
shadow.

He turned back into the cave,

“How did {{:u get here, Bunter?” he
asked. “Coauld you find your way back
te the plane ™
“Oh erikey ! gasped Bunter. “Nol®
“"How on Ea.rﬁ did the fat ass got
here? said . Im wonder. “It's &
8 of wonderful luck tHat he did.

ot how—"
“1 was getting away from that beast
Giovanni I groaned Bunter. “I savy,

you fellows, y?ul{ﬁmeher that dirty

dt‘;%-—- Oh  loxr

“"We knew i;hat ke'd come after you,”
ssid Harry. “We expected to see him
bring you here. How the thump——"

Billy Bunter gasped out an aceount of

hiz wild adveniures.

he Famous Five listened with the
keenest interest—an interest that Billy
Bunter did net often receive.

“Then you've seen Wun ?* oxeclaimed
Bob Cherry.

“Yes; that beait Bin Song has got
him1* gasped Bunter. “I zay, you
fellows, it's no good thinking of going
after Wun. How are i;d::u going to find
him in thiz awful wilderness? Lok
herg, wd'd betler get simidght. back to
thd plane, if—if we can find the way.” -

“That’s what we're going to do, fat-
head " said Bob.

“0Oh, all right 1 said Bunter, in great
relief. “Of—of course, F'm as worried
about Wun as you are, but—but what's
the d of trying to find him in this
fearful place 1"

The juniorz did not explain that they
expected ta find Wan at the plane, or
on his way there. That, they had no
doubt at all, waz Dr. Sin's destination
with the kidnapped Chinee.

"1 suppose that brute Giovanni is
etill searching for Bunter,” said Harry.
" Perhaps the other brute, too. We shall
have t¢ chance falling in with them. We
Eu} cut some sticks from the thickets

ere.

“ But—but how are we gletting back 7"
atked Frank Nugent. “I haven't the
faintest idea, and it'a getting dark,
too."

Wharton'’s face set grimly, and he
pomnted to Marco.

“That brute knows the way, and he's
going to-guide us,™ he said,

“¥ou think 2
"1 know it will be the worse for him
if he doesn’t,” said Harr%;y "We've
a chance now of saving Wun from that
scoundrel, If they get off in the plans
without us, the game’s up. We can’t be
more than & mile or two from the
landing-place, if we can find it. They
can’t guess that we've got away, and we
may be in time yet. Take this knifs,
Bob, and cut us some sticks, while I talk
to that seowling brute.”

“Right-ho I™

Bob Cherry hurriedly cut cudgels in
fthe thicket outside the cave.

Harry Wharton step}:md to the bound
man, and Marco was lifted to his feet.

He stood scowling ferociously at the
schoolboys.

“Parlate Inglese ! asked Harry.
The ruffian shook his head, scowlin
blackly. As he had no English, ang
the juniors very little Italian, it was not
an easy matter; but the bravo had to

EVERY SATURDAY

be made to wunderstand what -was
wanted. :
“Ritorniamo ! said Harry. * Andi-

amo] Voi guida! Capite ?”

Mearco scowled more blackly than
before. It was eclumsy Ttalian, for
Whartea had said. “We returnl Lot
us go! ¥You guide! Do you under-
stand ' But the meaning was plain
enough te the ruffian, as his black seowl
and savage shake of the head showed.

“ Mail” he snarled. **Mai, maii”

“What the thump does mai mean?”
asked Johnny Bull

“It means ' never, said Harry.
“The good man doesn’t want to ohlige.
I think we know how fo make him,
Never's & long werd, and we'll see if
wa can make him find a shorter one.
Got a stick, Bob 1"

“Here you are |

Cherry tossed & stick into the cave,
and ‘Wharton caught it. He held it u
before the glinting eyes of the boun
bravo.

“Guida—o bastone!” hs =aid, which
meant, “Guide, or stick I”

Again the meaning was plein enough,
but Mareo only shook his head and
zoowled,

311" asked Harry.

“"Nol" snarled Marco.

“Put him across that rock!™ said
Harry. “8Six on the bags, in Greyiriars
style, may meke him change his mind 1*

“Worth trying, anvhow,” agreed
Johnny Bull,

Up went the thick stick, and it came
down en Marco with all the strength
of Wharton’s arm.

The bravo wriggled and howled, and
wrenched frantically at his bonds, and
the words that strecamed from him were
evidently bad words in his own
language,

But the stick went up again, and came
down again, and Wharton did not stop
tiil he had f&ndﬂd six of the very best.

With Wun Lung's zafety at stake, he
was not likely to deal gently with the
ruffian, and thers was plenty mora to
come if Marco refused to do what he
was wanted to do.  Six hefty swipes
made that clear to the howling ruffian,

“Capite 7 asked Harry, after the

sixth swipe.
panted the

T r

“Oh! 8i, signore, sil”
bull-necked bravo, wriggling in enguish,
“Oh, &1, s1, 51 Andiamo, andiamo, so
vi piace I

“Keep hold of the brute!” :aid
Harry, and Marco, still wriggling, was
led out of the ecave. “Come on,
Bunter I

Bob Cherry had eut a stout stick each
for the party,

Keeping hold of Marco, the Famaus
Five moved along the ravine to the spot
where they had descended into it, which
was some distance below the spot wheve
Billy Bunier had taken hisz tumble.

They clambered up the aeclivity,
Bunter panting and pufling after them.

Out of the ravine, and in the darken-
ing forest, the juniors were quite at
& loss without a guide. Marco was
going to be the guide.

" Mestratemi la wvial” said Ifarry.
“Bhow me the way ™

“Bi, signora!"” answered the brave,
through his gritted teeth.

“La diritta via,” added Harry
quietly, his eyes gleaming at the sullen
ruffian. " Se non vedo il destinazione-din
venti minuti, il bastone.”

“What the dickens does that mean ¥
asked Johnny Bull.

“I'va warned the rolter to play no
tricks. If we don’t get to our destina-
tion in twentx minutes, he gets the stick
again—hard |”

“Good 1M

""(Oh, signore, signore,” gasped Mareo,

H

~non poszo, non posso! Trenta minati
—trenta, signore.”
“That means thirly minules,” said

Harry., "I faney the brute will take
us the shortest way, Ile knows what lo
expect. I know I won't lewve a whole

bone in lis carcasz if he plays tricks,
aund I think he understands it, foo”

Marco evidently understood it. He
had had enough of the stick. He started
at & rapid pace, and the juniors had to
hurry to koep up with him.

From Bunter, behind, came projesting
squeaks, as he puffed and blew after
them. But Bunter's squeaks had to pass
unheeded ; therg was ne time lo he lost,
. Marco, 1in his terror of another lLwefty
dose of the “bastone,’” was hurrying as

fast as he could, and they wereo ihd
enough to hurry with hin, 4l
Bunter, in his terror of heing left

behind, contrived to keep pace.

The.deep. twilight in the forest made
no difference to Marco, though the
i:;m-:!rﬁ, without him, would Lave been

lessly lost.

 bravo tramped swiftly on, with-
out & pause, wimding among irees and
thickets by ways well known te him in
daylight or dack.

The dusk thickened and deepened,
and the juniors could hardly sre one
another, though {ihere was :hll a
glimmer of light, and they kwnew that
they were near the spot where they had
been seized by Giovanni and his gang.

A few minutes later they saw {he
fallen tree-trunk on which Mr. O. and
Bunter had stopped to rest.

From that spot they needed no gnide,
for they could see the open hillside
shead, boeyond the edpe of the forest.

“Here we are ageinl!” said Baob, in
grcat relief.  “We don’t want that

ruta a.ng longer 1

Billy Bunter plumped down on the
log, gurgling for breath. He was fecl-
ing by f?ta,t- time as if Lis fat little legs
were about to drop off.

Bob and Johnny Bull, who had hold
of Marco, released hun, and the imoment
he was released the ruffian mada a
spring and vanished muo the gloom of

2 troos.

They did not cven pglance after him,
They had no further use for the ruffian
now.

“Como on!” said Harry.

“I say, you fellows I'" gasped Bunter.

“Comieo on, Bunter 1™

“Beast! I'm going to tale a bit of
a vest ! hooted Punter. " We'ro all
vight now. You'll see the plane a bik
farther on. I'm going fo resk—owl

I'm fearfully tired—ow ! My legs are
falling off | Oh dear!l”

“Beltor ecome  on,”  said  Harry
Wharton., “That villain Giovanni may

be hanging about, for all we konow.”

“Look here, ﬁ'm:. jolly well stay with
me, sec? I tell you I'm loo feariully
tired to move—"

“ Fathead 1

The Famous IFive hurried on, and
Bunter, forgetting that he was loo fear-
fully tired to move, jumped up and
senttled after them,

The Famous Five cmerged from the
loom of the trees, and every face
rightened, as they looked across the
open hillside—at the Very Old and
cnavolant Pigeon. The giant planc
stifl rosted on its landing-place in the
distance, plistening in the last rays of
the setting sun.
“Thank ness we're
breathed Bob Cherry.
“1 gay, you fellows——"
Bunter,
But the Famous Five did not even
hear him squeak, as they cut across tho
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bill
and

at a run, towards the Very Ula
Benevolent Pigeon,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFTER.

Just In Time !
“ I QOK " breathed Bob Cherry
suddenly.
There was still a red gleam

of sunset over the hilltops
when the juniors had covered half the
distance to the plane. But the shadows
were thick, and they were close upon a
figure ahcad of them before they per-
ceived it . g

It loomed up before their eyes like &
dim shade—the figpure of A man bent
with a burden on his shoulder,

¥rom what Bunter had told them,
they could guess what it was at the first
glimpse, They had overtaken Dr. 8in
before he reached the plane with his
unconscious burden.

“Hin!'" breathed Harry Wharton.
“And that—"

“*That's Wun! Come on!”

Bob Cherry ran like a deer, his com-
rades breathless ab his heels,

Dr. 8in was moving slowly. He had—
so far as ho knew—no reason for haste,
and no doubt he was feeling the weight
of his burden,

On the grassy hillside, foolsteps made
little sound.

Bob was hardly threc vards behind
the Chinaman when Dr, Bin heard him,
stopped, and glanced round.

vvirn as he turned, Bob reached him,

He did not speak. His stick was up-
lifted, and it came down with s crash
on Sin's head, before the Chinaman
could rcalise that he was attacked.

Az Bin Bong, with & panting cry,
staggored under the blow, b grasped
Wun Lung, and dragged him away.

“Collar him ! panted Bob.

Four pairs of hands were on Dr, 8in
while he still staggercd, dazed by the
blow. He went down in the grass with
a heavy bump, and Johnny Bull planted
& knee on his chest to keep him there.

“Gob him 1" said Johnny grimly.

“The gotfulness iz terrific " grinned
Hurree Jamsact Ram Singh,

. The yellew face, staring up at the
juniers, was convulsed with rage.

Probably I}r, Sin was as astonished to
see the Greyimars fellows as they had
been astonished a short time before, to
sec Billy Bunter! Rage and amazement
were nunugled in his face as he stared at
them,

“It's ue, vou rotter!" said Johnny
Bull. “Your dage pals didn’t keep us
s0 safe as yvou expected !

The Chinaman panted and struggled.
But his struggles ceased in 8 moment ox
}w::r, as he realised that he was help-
£Es,

Bob Cherry laid Wun 1:,:an|_1,* on tho
grass. The little Chinee's eves were
closed, and he was completely uncon-
scious. Bob cast ap soxious glanco
towards the plane,

But there was no sign of the other
Chinese. Quite unaware that anything
had gone wrong with Dr. Sin's cunning
scheme, they were waiting for him to
arrive with the kiduappe%l schoolboy.

“By pum, we're in luck ! breathed
Bob. " Kcep that villain safe-—we don’t
want the rest of the crew on our necks
nﬂ“v !?f

“We've got him all right "

“I say, you fellows—" Billy Bunter
panted up, and blinked at the scene
with bulging eyes behind his spectacles.
“1 say— crikey !

“Beneficent and  honourable ones!™
Dr. Sin had recovered kis calmness, and
hJR"‘I.'m{:c was as soft and silky az aver
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*1t you will please to rclesse this poor
PO S0 A=—

#I' wateh it 1" grunted Johnny Bull,
“Tic the brute up—he's as slippery as
an cel !

Dr, Bin made no resistance as his
ankles and wrists were tied together.
He was allowed to sit up when he had
been secured.

“"Keep quiet!™ sald Harry Wharton,
a3 the black, slanting cyes turned in the
direction of the plane. *I don't think
vour friends would hear you from herc
Dr, Sin—but we're not chancing 1f. If
you call out, i'-:m'll t hurt }"

Dr. Bin smiled faintly.

“¥our honourable wizsh is law to this
poor Chinese!” he answered. “Yet
your beneficent eyes have scen that I
wWas narrjgng the son of Wun Chung
Lung to the plane, and T would humbly
inquire® why you have laid hands on
this_humble one,””

“Oh crikey!” eojaculated Billy Bun.
ter., " Ho docsn’t know that 1 spotted
himn with that dago 1n the forest!”

Dr. 8in gave a viclent start, and. his
slanting eyes turncd on the fat Owl of
the Hemove.

Bunter grinncd at him.

“I jolly well saw you!™ he said. "1
saw you stick that chloroform rag on
the kid! I was right on the spot, see "

“Oh " gasped Dr. 8in blankly.

" You needn't try to pull aur leg, ﬁ;u
rascal I'" said Harry Wharton, “We
kuow the whele game. You put up
these dagoes to cellaring us, but luckily
we got away in time——""

“Oh, really, Wharton |
got you away——"

Harry Wharton laughed.
~ "Yes, old fat man—you got us away,
if you r|11_-r.E'. 1

Dr., Bin's black cyes gleamed at
Bunter, through the dusk, with a very
cxpreossive look., If he had looked for
defeat at all, he {;r:rtmiﬂl{3 would not
have looked for it at Bunter's fat
hands !

“That fat and foolish frog—" ho
murmured.

“¥ou cheeky Chink ! yapped Bunter,
T sav, you fellows, 13 he tied safe?
I'm jolly well going to kick him 1

*“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! I'm poing—"'

“Chuck it, old fat bean!1™ said Bob.
“Mustn't hit & man when he's down!
How long will it be before Wun Lung
comnes to, Dr, Sint I suppose wvou
know.'

“The starlike eyes of the son of Wun
Chung Lung will open in one hour,
according to my poor judgment | said
Dir. Sin.

“Then we've gobt an hour to wait,”
satd Harry, "“But when he comes to,
what the thump are we going to do,
you fellows?™

Dr. 8in, sitting in the grass, peered
from facc to face. It was quite dark
now, and, at a furlong’s distance, the
Vary 0ld and Benovolent Pigeon
E]mmu-‘l with electric light. But the
hﬁht reached nowhere near the spot
where the juniors were grouped on tho
dark hillside.

“I say, you fcllows, let’s get on to the
plane !” urged Billy Bunter. “You

can carry Wun! I'd lend & hand, only
Fr go jolly tired ! Look here, what are

You mean, I

you hanging about for? When we tell
old O what's happened, he will sce that
beast 8in docsn't sct foot on  the

lane again.”
. Dr. Eigl-:l smiled,

“I'm getting hungry !"” added Bunter,
a5 a conclusive argument,

“We can’t go on to the plane,
Bunter 1 answered Harry “Not til

Wun comes to bis senses, at any rate.®
::W not ¥ demanded Bunter.
'WE . wo can't!” _
“I've told you I'm getting hungry |”

sald Bunter, with crushing dignity.

“ Fathead !

“If that's how you thank a chap for
rescuing you from a gang of Italian
bandits—"

“Dh, give nz a rest|™

Beast!" hooted Bunter. “Look
here, I'm going on! YWou wouldn't let
me rest when I wanted to, you beasts,
and now you don't want me to get in
and got some suppor! 1 believe you
don't care whether I'm hungry or not!"

“Oh, my hat!"

“Look here,
yap ed Bunter.

No, ass!"” growled Bob.

Billy Bunter blinked at the lighted
plane in the distance. Then he blinked
at the Famous Five in great wrath, He
was anxions to get in and rest his fat
limbs, and feast his eves, and his exten-
sive 1nterior, in the excellent provender
of the Very Old and Bencvolent Pigeon.
But ho did not want to go alone, among
the Chinks|

*Look here, fathead, we can’t go
back to the plane without Wuu to see
us t-hrﬂugh I said Harry.

:"szrtl grunied Bunter. “We're old

& guests, amn't we—and I suppose he
can keep his beastly Chinks in order?”

“Dh, Tats

“Beast ™

The fact that Sin Song had been
overtaken on his way back to the plane
with the kidnapped Chinec, might have
told its own tale to a brain less obtuse
than Bunter's. But the fat Owl had
not guessed how matters stood, and the
juniors were not disposed to tell him,
With an angry grunt, the fat Owl
plumped down in the grass, He was
glad, at all events, to rest, even if
Euﬂqer had t¢ be postponed.

f I nod off, you jolly well call me
when you start ! he ﬁaici

There was not much *if ** about it!
About a minute after Bunter's fat head
rested on his fat arm, his snorc was
rumbilng_ over the silent hillside,

Dr. Sin sat silent, still peering
through the gloom at the troubled faces
of the Greyfriars juniors. He spoke at
last, in low, silky tencs.
~ “What is not known to the fat fro
is known to wyou, honourable ones!
murmured Dr. Sin,

“If we hado’t known before we
ehould have gucssed when we caught
you carting Wun back to the plane,’
growled Bob. “Do you think we're
such asses that we don’t know that
Ms. O led ws into the trap when those
dagoes got usi”

*These are truth-words,” murmured
Dr. 8in. “It has crossed my poor mind

arc  you coming?”

more than once that perhaps you
suspected,”

“We don't  suspeet—we  know I
grunted Boh.

“Yet lister to the words of this
humble person,” said Dr. Sin. “Ti 18

the intention of the venerable O Bo to
take Wun Lung back te China, there to
adopt him as a zon and make him rvich
and very heappy. I have carvied out
his orders as a faithful scevant. Had
you not laid hands on this poor person,
Wun would have awakened on the
plane, far up in the skies, and he would
have been led to helieve that his uncle's
servants had saved him from mny hands.
This humble one would have remained
behind to give colour to the etory;
alsa,™ addmf De. Bin, with a friendly
smile, “to see vou honourable ones safe
out of-the hands of ihe miserable dagoes
and returning safely to your own
country.”



EVERY SATURDAY

Eﬂa tiptoe, with Infinite caution, Billy Bunter crept Into the cave, his aﬁs and iﬁa 5

of Marco. With fast-beating hearis, the bound juniors watched him.

The juniors listened in =ilence,

They had no, doubt that Dr. Bin was
speasking the truth. He had moant
them no harm, eapart from his ruthless
determination to earry out his master’s
orders at any cost.

“Now,” went on Dr. Sin sofily,
“since you know the truth, let me
counsel you to interfere no more in
matters that do not econcern you. It ia
useless for you to warn Wun, for he will
believe no word until he hears it from
0 Bo's own venerable lips—which will
not ba till he is safe out of the lands of
the foreign devilss. If you voyage
farther in the plane you cannot protect
the ‘bov; and it is possible that some
fresh dizaster may occur to you.”

He paused, peering ot them with his

slanting eyea,
. Will you noct heed the words of
wisdom 7 he went on. “Wun goes to

& rich and happy fate if you leave him
in my hands. And if you remain with
hizn, what hope have you of preservin
him when once the Very Old &n
Benevolent Pigeon is  outside the
boands of BEurope ™’

“That's enough,” said Bob quietly.
“We came along with Wun on this
holiday to ses him safe from kidnap-
ping; we're sticking to him to the last
shot in the locker. Now shut up1”

Dr. 8Sin shrugged his shoulders aend
thut up, as uested ; nnd the juniors
at last were glad to see the signa of
returning consciousnesa in Wun's little
vellow face.

_h

THE FOURTEENRTH CHAPTER.
Back to the Plane!

TUN LUNG'S eves opened,
His head resting on Bob
Cherry’s arm, he stared round

him dizzily.
“All right now, kidl” eaid Bob

softly. “You're back with your old
pals, Wun 1"
“The rightfulness i3 terrifie, my

esteemed and absurd Wun,” murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

TFor a long minute Wun stared sbout
him without speaking; then, as he dis-
cerned Sin Song through the thick dusk,
his eves blazed.

He broke ioto words—in Chinese,
addressed to the sleek secretary. Thoza
words were incomprehensible to the
Famous Five:; but, from Wun's tene
and the flush that erept into Dr. Sin's

Iump cheeks, they could guess that
Vun was telling the secretary what he
thought of him in very plain Chinese.

Dr. 8in did not answer.

.. He bowed hia head to the storm, as
it were, with patient meeckness. For a
good three minutes Wun kept on; then,
with Bob's assistance. he rose to his feet,
Hia face brightened 2s he looked at the
leaming ligchts of the Very Old and
enevolent Pigeon in the distance.

“*You fellea saves this 1i'll Chinee!”
he said. “This 1i'll Chines velly glate-
ful!l We goey back ’long plane,
Unclse O plenty too glad sea thia 1i'll
Chinesa sate.™

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one
anather. Evidently no shadow of sus-

iclon of the truth was in the httle
inee’s mind. Ie& was only anxiona

et back to Mr. O ond assure him

13 safety,

For the tenth or twentieth time it
was on Bob's lips to tell him, But the
spme reasons that had held him silen
eo far held him silent now. Dr. 8in
had said that Wun would not believe
the truth till he heard it from Mr, O's
own venerable lips, and they knew that
1t was 50,

Wun glanced from face to farce.

“"We Eney back plenty quick !’ he
said. “ Leovee that velly gleat laseal:
me tellee Unclo O he velly gleat laszeal,

o
of

pectacles glued on the sleeping sw
““gQuick 1" breathed Harry Wharion,

b

s

and he no comey ‘long Velly Old and
Benevolent 'igean.” 4 '
“Cowme on, you [fellows,” said DBob
quietly.
Johuny Bull gave Bunter a shake.
“LUrrggh! Beast!"” came from the
shadows,  “'Lemme alonel  *Tain't
rising-bell, you beast; "tain't Nght yot ]
Lemme aloye 1™
an Lung chuckled.
Fat ole Buntee tinkee back
E.“i%]eyﬂmrs,”_ Lo l:.::::d. “Tinken wakce
ang morning long dormiraly.®
Eh$kﬁ, shako, shglwt =
“Wake up, you fat owil” }
Johnny Bull, 7 hooted
éﬂeast "
unter sal up and set his spectaclos
strarght on lis fat little nose and

blinked.
“Ohl1” he gasped. “All right! I
when you're awake™

long

haven't been asloep 1
“You snore
asked Bob.
“Yah |*
Lhe Owl of the Remova serambled up,
and the whole 'farf.:.' staricd towards
tha Very Old and Benevolent Pigeon,
Dr. 8in waa left sitting where he was,
his hands and feet still tied. Tt was
likely to take him a couple of hours to
wriggle loose, and during that tiwe he
would be out of mischief.

Wun Lung{a littla vellow facr was
cager as he hurried toward: the plane.

o was anxious to sce Mr. 0. He wasy
hardly more cager than Billy Bunter,
who was anxious to seo his supper.

But it was with very mixed feelings
that the Famous Five came up 1o the
Very Old and Benevolent Iigeon,

They were gomg to stk to Wun
Lung; that was decided without dis-
cuszsion. They could only stick to him
by going back on the plana with him.

But they could rot lelp wondeving
whether, at this fresh defcat. Mr. ) Tig
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might nol lese his Orienial patience and
coine out inta the open.

Their hearts were beating rather hard
as they areived within the radius of
light from the open doorway.

l:E[‘hm-:r or four of the Chinese were
outside the plane, among them Li Vi

They stared blankly at the juniors aa
the party camo up. 1 -

Evp':ﬁeut]:,r. they were waiting for Bin
Song to arrive with his prisoner, and

rhaps wondering what delayed him.
E’un their Chinese impassiveness waa
not proof against the startling surprise
of seeing the Greyfrisrs juniors arrive
with Wun Lung in their midst. They

stared and fairly goggled at the party.
© Li Yi, the first to recover himself,
darted up the steps inlo the plane. The
junjors know that he had gone to inform
O Bo of the unexpected state of affairs,
and thev wondered what the outcome
would be.

The other Chinese inade no move fo
interfere,  They sinply stared blankly
at tho juniors with goggling, slanting
CYCE.

Wun Lung ran up the steps, and the
other fellows followed him.

Billy Bunter gave a grunt of decp
relicf as he plumped into a chair n
the brightly-lighted after cabin, .

“I eay, you fellows, ring the bell, will
yout” he called out. “Where's that
steward? Where's that man, 8co0? I
say, ring the bell, for ,;ri,uudnasn' sake !”
Bunter blinked irritably at the silent
group of juniora. " What the thump
are you standing there like & lot of
moulting owls for ¥ :

The Famous Five did not snswer,
ncither did they heed.

The Chinese followed them into the
plane, and oune clesed and secured
the door. Then they passed along the

assage towards the fore cabin, where

Vun had already hurried.

“1 say, you fellows ! howled Bunter.

“ Shut up, fathead [ muttered Bob.

“ 1y I'.I.'I.Iﬂg[':'g" 1™ s

“TFor dooss’
Bunter 1™ said Harry. :

Bunter glared at them in angry
astonishment.  Ile was tired, he was
hungry, and be was pecved! Supper
filled his fat thoughts—and was likely
to do so wnti] it filled his fat circumnfer-
I

It did not dawn on his fat mind that
the juniors were more than half-expect-
ing an attack, and were tensed to meet
if, if it came i

“Will you ring for that steward?”
hooled Buunter. :

“You fat fool, hissed
Jolnny Bull,

“ Beast 1

Bunter rolled over 1o the bell, and
touched ik, himself. He gave the
Yamous Yive a look of bitter and re-
proachiul seorn.

“Lot you cave if I have to get up
wlen T tired 17 he said h:tiur{\u

“ Fathoad 1™

Soo, the steward, cawe in. He came
with hes wswal seft step wnd howing
polifeoess,

Billv Dunler rupped out orders, which
the Chincse steward procceded to carry
out, @y if routlers were completely
norival. .

Bunter, with great relicf, found food
hefore hitn. ke pave his whole atten-
lion 1o it. He forgot that he was
angry sud indignant, Foodstyls had a
eoothing  cffect on the Owl of the
Hemove.

While Sco waa carrying in trays, Li
Yi pussed him, coming through the
cabin., The juntors watched him as he
passed—but Idi did not loock at them.
Lo opened the plane door and wenk
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into the

down the steps, disappearin
e the elec-

darkness outside the radius o
tric light.

The schoolboys exchanged glances.

They could guess that Li Y1 had
gone to look for Dr. Sin.

Wun was still with his uncle, and
they wondered with what feelings M.
]?: was listening to what Wun had to tell

im.

“1 say, you fellows!” Billy Bunter
blinked round. “I say, ain’t iﬂu
hungry? Can't you see supper's rcady ?

say, this ple 13 prime [

The Famous Five, unheeding,
lecked from the windowa. It began fo
look as if there were to no an
hostility—which was a rclief to their
minds. Though how this sirange situa-
tion was to end was a perplexing
mystery to them.

t was about & quarfer of an hour
later that two figures came out of the
darkness into the light from the aerc-
plane windows.

“He's found him [* murmured Bob.

Li ¥i and 8in Song came into the
plane together.

The juniors faced round from the
window, on their guard. Li, as before,

assed them without a look—but Dr.
Ein, gleek and polite as ever, made
them a desp bow, and gave them =
smile as he followed Li from the cabin.

The Famous Five joined Bunter at
last at supper. For the moment, at
least, it seomed that meiters were gumg
on as if nothing had happened—an
the future was on the knees of the
gods !

iy —

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPTER.
0 Bo Puts It Plaln !

1 E'BE off I*
W The drone of the engines
sounded through the silence

of the might, i ]
Billy Bunter, having fnished his

supper, leaned back in his chair and

closed his eves behind his big spec-
tacles,
The Famous Five listened to the

drone of the cngines deepening to a
roar.

The Very Old end Benevolent
Pigeon taxied slong the slope of the
hillside, and took off as lightly and
gracefully as the bird after which it
was named.

Up and up and up, so smoothly and
gently, that Billy Bunter snored on
peacefully, without awakening.

Bob Cherry glanced at the alti-
meter. .
“Three thousand fect!” he said.

“Well, we're off ¥

The Very 0ld and Benevolent
Pigeon was still slanting up. The
aitimeter soon rogistered five thousand
feat.  Runping smoothly and swestly,
the giant plane gzoared over the dark
Clalabrian monntains,

Obviously, there was nothing wrong
with the engines. The forced landing,
as i{he juniors knew, had been a pre-
tenece.

The Very 0Old and Berevolont
Pigeon was resuming its Bight,
had not forlune favoured thewn, the
Greviriars fellows would have been left
helund in the kecping of Giovanni and
hiz gang.

They had escaped that peril; they
were onee more cleaving the clouds in
the plane. But they all knew that a
climax was coming. The fact that Dr.
Sin waos still on the plane, could hardly
fail to open Wun's eves to the truth
as soon a3 he saw the sleek secretary.
Mr. O was, in fact, fairly driven to the
end of his subterfuges now,

. ' Bob gave him a

and O

The jumiprs had no doubt that ne was
thinking over the problem of dealin
with them, };nf\'nbabir.r in consultation wit
Bin Hong. They couldn't wait for what
was going to happen.

. Wun did not rejoin them, and after a
time Bob Cherry cpened the door and
looked along the passage.
i ¥i was standing there.

He made a gesture to Bob Cherry
to Elﬁg back,

“Where's Wun Lung!” asked Bob
gquietly.

“Wun Lung stop 'long cabin blong
Mr. O mawamf Li.

“Well, I want to ses him."

“No can!” answered Li briefly.

Bob set his lips and made a step
e siop “long csbin blo

ou stop 'long cabin n ou
please I said Li. 2 AT

And, as Bob made another step for-
ward, the burly Chinaman flashed out a
knife, and his eyes glittered over it at
the Greyfriars junior.

“You stop 'long cabin blong you!”

he repeated.
I rim look,. but he
stepped back inte the aft cabin, and
the door was closed. If it were coming
to » struggle, the juniors did not want
to begin it

“Wa're getiing down to brass tacks
now, you fellows,” said Bebk quietly.
“We're not to seo Wun again. That
Chink’s on guard to keep us here.”

Az the evering grew older, Billy
Bunter continued to snore in his chair.
Harry Wharton & Co. were not likely
to close their eyes.

The door opened at last, and Mr. O
coterad the aft eabin.

The juniors looked at him quictly.
There was & faint smile on the yellow-
ivory face as O Bo bowed politely.

Looking past him, they could sec La
Y1 outside, but nothing was to be socn
of Wun. Li drew the door shut.
_Mr. O gank inte a chair, his rustling
sm:i,; germents billowing round him.

The juniors waited in silence for him
to speak. They did not need telling
that the ancient cpe hed now come to a
daecision, and that ihve:i were Lo hear it

“Honourable friends of the son of
Wun Chun Lung,” said Mr. O, in hia
reedy voice. "It grieves me to tell you
that the timo has now coms for my
Tittle Pink Toad to lose the beneficent
brightness of your countenances.”

ob Cherry answered quietly:

“"Wea're not leaving Wun, sir! You
know mow that we sll know how the
matter stands. We came with Wun to
sco him safe from the kidnapper—
though we never dreamed then that the
kidnapper was acting by his uncle's
ordera. We're still guoing to sce him
gafe, if we can”

Mr. O smiled again,

“Rut that is beyond your ;i-nw-ur,” ‘he
said. "“Beheve me, my honourable
ones, I am grateful to_you for your
friendship to my Little Pink Toad. It
would grieve this humble worm's heart
if harm came to vou. ¥Yet I have but
to speak & word for you to be seized
and hound.”

‘:*Wa shall put up a scrap fivst, Mr.

" And serapfulness  will  be
terrifie [* murmurug Hurreo Jamset
Bam Bingh. )

Whearton and Nogent and Johnny
Bull said nothing. They waited to hear
more. Mz O had come right out inio
them open now.

“ Listen to me with jyour shell-like
ears 1" said Mr. O gravely. “ Bein
foreign devils, you do not understand,
yet you cannobt dream that any harm
will come to my Little Pink Toad. I

{Continued on page 22)

the



A TOUR OF THE SCHOOL. (The Bicycle Shed.)

(1)
Here are machines of every size,
From Wingate's bike to Pagot's,
And some, the best that money buys,
Have ail the latest gadgets,
With shining handlebarz and frame,
And diamond-studded sprockets;
But, then, the owners of the same
Have something in their pockets!
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AFTER SCHOOL HOURS
Trial by Jury
1

(1}

The Greyiriars Criminal Court,
ERegarded with shudders of awe
By llies and plotters and simnmlar

rotters
Wheo fall in the clutch of the law,
Is held as & rule in the Ra
Belore Justice Wharton or Todd,
Who're fully empowered to zentence a
coward
To dismal detention in quod
(2}
Then off to the coal-hole he g&&m
Repenting his sins in the dark,
While schoolmates and others he locks
on as brothers
Consider it rather s lark !
Or somefiimes he's given a fine;
The money 18 patd into court
Apnd used for supplying new tackle and
buying
The things we find useful for aport.

(3}
Or maybe he has to be ragged
Or frop-marched three times round

a8 IOanIn - 7
Then chuc-ke:gl out, lamenting and sorely
repenting
The errors that led to his doom,
He's always found guilty, of course,
Whatever the crime he Eﬂs done.
Ta every attender (exeept the offender 1}
The punishment's part of the fun }

{4
Here Bunter has pleaded in vain
That cake i3 a thing he can’t bear;
To say he would steal it and try to
conceal it
Is zilly—he never was there |
Alas| for his clever defence.
The jury say “ Guilty I' and thus
He gets w{mt ia dreaded, we snatch him
ﬁ.ldl}en.dad; L
It’s quite entertaining—to us!

EVERY SATURDAY
ANOTHER SPECIALLY-CONDUCTED TOUR by—

(2}
I own a zuper-sports machine
Of period 1830;

Its batter points are seldom seen
Because it is 80 dirt_slr. :
Tho parts all jangle, ¢lank, end ring,
Despite my best endeavour,

In fact, the bell’s the only thing
That makes no sound whatever |

(3)
When Bunter takes & bike to ride
The shed is nearly broken |
The owner comes to have his hide,
And bitter words are agol:en |
And that's another fact, I fear,
Te give me added sorrows,
For mine’s the only bike in here
That Bunter never borrows |

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

BOB CHERRY

The 5 Tempered Member of the
mr?mnums Five.

C is for CHERRY—cheery Baob,
With his grin and curly nob !
Champion boxer in the gym,
Champion cheerer of the grim,
Champion riser in the dorm,
Champion ragger of the Form;
Always full of power and pep
{Save in class, perhaps, and prep [}

7>\

He's good-natured all the while,
Greeting all things with a smile.
Even Bunter's fond of Bab,

For it ts an easy job

To extract a loan and seoot,
Enowing he won't get o boot |

Who cares how the fates may frown?
They won’t get Bob Cherry down |

ANSWER TO PUZZLE
An anonymous chegue is an unsigned

cne and, therefore, worthlesz, Youn
can’'t buy anything with it.

The Greyfriars Guide

Will Be At

2]
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A WEEKLY BUDGET
OF FACT AND FUN

By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER

SRR AR RSN A NN AP AR RE NN N AR R AR E

GREYFRIARS GRINS

Mrs. Mimble says it was always het
dream to keep an antigue shop. After
trying her latest dﬂugriulutﬁ, we think
it's nearlj' time she woke up !

A reader asks what is it that first
strikes the visitor to Greyfriars, Coker's
motor-bike, as a general rule.

When Quelehy asked Skinner why he
took one of Gosling's chickens, le said
he took it for a lark. Quelchy gave him
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PUZZLE PAR

Frank Nugent, as secrctary of
the athletic elub, received an
anonymous cheque for £10 last
week. What did he buy with the
maoney !

Answer at foot of column 2
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an hour's natural history task to teach
him the differance,

I heard the Head ask Quelchy what
he considered the best way to prevent
the school catching fire. Judging by my
experience with study fires, I advise him
to fill it with paper and firewood and
ﬂp&lﬂ a match to it

gught we never to throw dust in
Quu]uﬁy’_u eyes i—HBecause 1t's sure to
harm his pupilsl (Us—sce? And it
would, too !

Why would Quelchy be dan extravagant
angler ¥ — Because iﬂ often gives &
hundred lines to one Fizh.

Bunter’s size, in round figures, is One !
Now work that out |

Bald a certain Paul Pontifex Prout
“I'm rather mysterious, no deubt.

I think with some pride

That, at least, my inzide
Can never be r&al'ly made out 1*

Coker of the Fifth thinks he has a
perfect right to wallop any fag he likos,
But some of the fags have a perlvet leit
for Coker when he tries it.

Your Service Aga?;:' Next Saturday!
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have no son—and when a Chiness has
o son, he must adopt one, lest {rounble
awaib lLis spirit when he bepomes &
guest on hagh! This you do not under-
stand, being foreign devils, but it 1s
known to all Chinesa.”

The juniors made no answer to that.

They had already puessed that Mr.
s amazing procecdings were due to
what they rvegarded as a “potty "
Chinese motive.

It was uscless to argue such a point
with & man who was fixed in hiz belief

and who regarded unbelievers as
ignorant and barbarous,
“When it pleases the gods that these

old eves shall close,” went on Mr. O, In
the same grave tone, “it is needful that
8 500 B survive to perform the rites
and ceremsomnies for the pesceful pas-
sage of the degarbing‘ 51;:|.rit.. Since it
has not pleased Kwan Yin-ko that =a
son shall blezs my old age, 1t is needful
to adopt one—and I have chosen one of
my own blood, to whoin my heart poes
out, and to whom I desire to leave all
thaet I possess. The Little Pink Toad
will be the richest Chinaman in Kwang-
Tung when I became a guest on high”

Ho paused.

The ancient gentleman was explain-
ing all this patiently, though it was
elear that he had little hope of making
barbarous foreign devils understand.

“You may think that there are
many others whom I might take in the
place of the Little Pink Toad,” he
went on.  “There are many poor in
China—many who cannot feed their
childven. I have only to choose fromn
so many., This is true. But it is to
my Litile Pink Toad that I desire to
leave my possessions, not to an adopted
son of another blood.”

Another pause.

There was nothing for the juniors to
say in answer to this. They could not
very well tell an old gentleman of Mr.
0% venerable years that his lifelong
belicf wes & cranky absurdity; the
rites and ceremonies to which he
aftached =0 much importance, & malter
of no moment whatever !

Not that it would have been of any
use to tell him. Buch opinions he would
have ailributed, with utter contempt, to
the barbarpus ignorance of foreign
devils.

“I have offered great sums,” went on
Mr. O, “to the honourable father and
the honourabla grandfather of the
Little Pink Tead, which they have
refused. For this reason I have taken
the matter 1inte my own hands, The
Little Pink Toad will be lLappry and
rich as my adopted son, and he will
remain in China, away from the influ-
ence of foreign devils, which 13 bad for
all true Chinese. For whe knows
whether, 1o an English school, he may
not learn the ways and the sirange
beliefs of the foreign devils, who are
uncivilised and unclean?”

“{Oh 1" graped Bob.

" MNow f make it a&ll clear to your
understanding,” said Mr. O, "and be-
cause vou are good friends of tha Little
Pink Toad I would gladly deal with
vou gently and kindly, barbarians as
vou arg. In a few hours this ship of
the sky will descend, and if you are
willing you shall be landed and every
care shall be taken for your safe
return to your own ecountry. You shall
go with rich presents, leaving the Little
Pink Toad to my care”

“We'rea not leaving Wun!™ said
“But if you will not do what is right

and reasonable,” said Mr. O calmly,

“von will be landed, nevertheless, will-
Tuz Macyer Lisrary.—INO. 1*56:4.
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ing or unwilling, and the Little Pink
Tead will remam.”

“TIf wo are forced to leave this plane,
and leave Wun in your hands, sir,”
said Harry Wharton quietly, “we shall
do our best to get him back. An
acroplane travels fast—but not so fast
as the telegraph. Fou cannot fly to
China without landing a good many
times for petrol—and at the first drome
vou touch at you will he stopped and
detained.”

Mr. O smiled henignly,

“Give me your promise to meddle no
more 1n what does nob concern you, and
you land in a city where there are
trains,” he said. *“Refuse mea thia
promise, and you land where you will
do no harm until the Very 0Old and
Benevolent Pigeon reaches China.”

“We shall resist,” said Harry, “We
shall be glad to leave the plane if Wun
comes with ws. We shall not go with-
out him, if we ecan help 1t.”

*1 think,” said Mr. softly, “that
vou will not be able te help it, honour-
nble one. For vou ean no more turn
me from my purpose than you could
turn the Howing waters of the Yangtse-
Kiang 1"

He rose and left the aft cabin.

Billy Bunter snored on. The juniors
left him to snore. Bunter was of no
use in what they knew was coming
naw,

Each of the Greyiriars fellows
grasped a stick—and they waited.

They had not long to wait.

Five minutes after Mr., O had gone,
Bin Bong entersd the ealan, He
entered alone—but behind him there
was a sound of footsteps and muttering
¥olces,

The struggle was at hand, and the
Famous Five of Greyfriars braced
themselves to face it.

——

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Fight to a Finish !

SIN_EDNE bowed politely to the
juniors.
FEven at that moment, when
he was about to crder an
pttack on them, his sleek politeness dld
not fail. His slanting eyes turned for
& moment, with an amused gleam, on
Billvy Bunter.

Leaning back in the deep, padded
chair, hia eyes closed and his mouth
open, the Owl of the Remova was sleap-
ing as peacefully as in the old dormi-
tory ot Greyiriars School—while the
giant planes soared high in the clouds,
and the Famouz Five were fanin% &
desperate struggle, five thousand feet

up.

The Calabrian mountains had been
loft behind now, and the Very Old
and Benevolent Pigeon was over ths
Se4. Far below, the Mediterranean
rolled, glimmering in the stara. With
6 steady drone, the plane scared on
to the south-east. Where it was Head-
ing fhe juniors did not know; but
egfter what O Bo bad said, they know
that it was not heading for an aero-
drome.

“Born- many vears after me” zaid
Dr. Sin =oftly, it 13 necessary that
our honourable limbs should submit to
gandau Let me advise and beg you to
submit with patience to what cannot
ba helped.™

“You can cut that out!™ said Bob
coolly. “If you're too tough for us,
ou'll get the upper hand—but not so

ong as we can hit ¥ )
“HKeep your distance!” said Harry
Wharton. “If a finger 1s laid on us,

Dr. 8ip, we ehall resist.”

Dr. 8in shrugged his shoulders.

“It was said of old that it is useless
to speak words of wisdom into foolish
ears|” he said. “Be it as you wish I

Hae called out in Chinese, snd there
was a sculfling of feet in the passage.

Li ¥i entered, with five Chinese fol-
lowing him in.

One of them had a knife in his hand.
But at sight of the gleaming steel, Dr.
Sin rap cut an angry order, snd
the knife disappeared,

Evidently Dr. 8in did not want to
carry matters fo extremes, Utterly un-
scrupulous as he was in carrying out
his master's orders, he was far from
being & bad man. He was, as the
Juniors had believed him to be, 2 good-
natured man, unwilling to do any
harm beyond what was necessary for
effecting his purpase.

The Chinese advanced on
tnﬂsg;zedthem.

and up to it, yvou fellows!™ said
Bob Cherry, between his teeth,

«you iy k bl

“¥ou put down stic on
irunted .'E :

oh.

“I'll put it down fast enough—on
your napper—if you come any nearer |
retorted Bob, the stick uplifted snd
thrown back to strike.

Dr. 8in rapped out a word, and the
Chinese rushed together.

. The next moment a wild and whirl-
ing fight was raging among the tables

the juniors

; youl”
1, his black eyes gleaming st

and chairs in the aft cabin of the
Very Old and Benevolent Pigeon.

Dir. Bin took no part in it

He had clozed the door, and stood

with hiz plump, back
the scensa.
neaded.

There were slx sinewy men against
five schoolboys; and no doubt they
expected to overcome the resistance in
& very few minutes,

But the Famous Five were made of
sterner stuff than they supposed.

It was a desperate fight against
heavy odds; but if there were & sport-
ing chance of getting through, the
chuma of Greyfriars were geing to
make the best of it. At any rate, they
were not going to give 1n and abandon
Wun Lung in the hands of the kid-
E?ppﬁra, so long as they could sirike a

.

Li ¥i1 yelled and rolled aver back-
wards, a3 Bob landed a heavy crash
with his stick.

The next moment Bob was grasped
by & Chineze, and they rolled on tha
floor together, struggling.

Frank Nugent and Hurree Jamset
Ram Bingh were grasped in their turn,
and they struggled and resisted with
all their strength,

Harry Wharton and Johnny Ball
backed from the abtack, but they still
stood up to ib, slashing savagely with
the cudgels.

Li ¥i staggered to his feet, paniing
with rage, the bleod runnming down
from a eut on his head. Ie leaped at
the juniors, and receiving without
heeding & slash from & stick, grasped
Joh Bull and bere him over, with
a crash, to the fAodr,

Harry Wharton was the only cne Jeft
on hia feet, but he was still hitii
out fiercely, and the Chiness bac
away from him.

But it was only for & moment. Two
of them rushed together, and the cap-
tain of the Remove was seized, and they
struggled d&np&rate!ly.

There was & startled howl from Billy
Bunter. ) .

The roar of tha engines, the booming
of the plane, had not awskened the [at

ck to 1t, watching
But his aid was hardly
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“*You've got Wun Lung ? **
He relinquished the Chinese junior

Owl. But his eycs opened behind his
spectacles at the uproar of the struggle
raging round him.

l'-III

“Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter.
say, you fellowg—="
. He blinked at tha wild scene like one
in a dream. For a moment or two he
seemed scarcely able to believe either
his egcg_uq his spectacles,

“Oh jiminy I” gasped Bunter.

Harry Wharton, struggling with the
two Chinese, crasled into him.

“Lend a im,nd, Bunter |¥ he panted.

“Oh ecrikey |”

Billy Bunter did not lend & hand.
He blinked, paralysed with terror.

Wharton was stretched on the floor,
gtill struggling.

“I say, vou fellowsg——" habbled the
terrified fat Owl .

There was a gasping howl from the
Chinaman with whom Bob Cherry was
struggling. Bob had put in an upper-
eut which almost lifted ths pigtailed
head off, and the yellow man sprawled
on the floor. )

Bob scrambled to his feet, stared
breathlessly round, and rushed to
Wharton's aid.

He dragged off one of Iarry's
assailants, whoe instantly turned on
him like a cat, clutching.

“Oh crumbs I gurgled Bunter.

He wriggled away, keeping clear of
the struggle, and disappeared into the
ba age—rﬂﬂm, which was at the after-
end of the cabin.

Porhape the fat Owl hoped to find
a hiding-place among the baggape. If
80, it was a very faint hope.

The Famous Five were still fighting.
But Frank Nugent was down on his
back, pinned by a brawny knea on his
chest. Dr. 8in stepped to him, and—
still smiling——drew his wrists together,
and hound them hard and fast.

One man had been knocked out by

Harry Wharten.

from the wrecked actopiane.

Bob—he sprawled dazedly, holding his
damaged chin. But now that Nugent
was secured, his assailant went to the
assistance of the man dealing with
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Between them, the Nabob of

hanipur was draﬁged down, and tho
smiling Dr. Sin tied his wrists together.

Oh, you terrific and preposterous
raseal 1" pasped the nabob, as he was
reduced to helplessness.

Jobuny Bull was the next to be over
come.  With three paira of hands on
him, the sturdy Yorkshire junior still
resisted manfully; but it was in vain.
His wrists were bound, and he was put
out of the combat.

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry were
still fighting. But they had five assail-
ants now, and it was hepeless. There
had, indeed, been little Lope from the
beginning, and now it was clear that
there waa none, But they were not
going to give in, and they struggled

fiercely to the last as they woere
rasped on sll sides and dragged
oWl

But & the cords were drawn and
knotted round their wyists, resisiance
had to cease,

Bound, helpless, panting for breath,
the Famous IMive wore fung into
chairg, helpless,

The Chiness wera all
There was not & yellow face that did
not show zigns of damage. Ioeavy
odds had covercome the Famous llive
of Greyfriars; but they had given a
good account of themsclves,

Tha Clhinese gava them evil locks from
their slanting eyes. Only Dr. Sin was
good-tempered and smiling. Perhaps
that was because he had not eollected
sny of the damagea, : -

He rapped out an order in Chinese,
sed i ¥1 went along to the baggage-
LT

anling, ioo.

**Yes ! ** gasped Bob Cherry,
to Wharton’s grasp, and then plunged towards O Bo, who was watching him anxiously

“ Get hold of him—he's all in 7

There was a startled squeak from that
apartiment.

“Ow!l I'm not here! Leggo! I sar,
you fellows, keep that Chink off1 Oh
-:r:l{pi;l Ok lor' I Oh crumbs 1™
_ Billy Bunter reagpeared in the cabin,
jerked along, with Li’'s grasp on the
back of his fat neck., Ie was gurgling
with terror.

“Isay—ow! ¥Yow! Help! Aevey !
'“‘Héﬁ unter, ¢ 4

‘Bhut up, you fat idiok!” prowled
Johnny BUﬁL d

“Owl Wow! Help! I zay, yom
fellows, I'm not going to be murdered
by & lot of Chinks I” yelled Buntey. “1
H-E.F_-_I!

“Calm yourself honourable fat one !™
zaid Dr. Bin reassuringlyv, * Not o hair
of your inestimable head will e
harmed ¥

“Oh 1" gasped Bunter.

“ Please to sit down!” said Dr. Sin.

iin gave Bunter & push into a chair,
and the fat Owl's wrista were tied
together.

“0Oh crike groaned Bunter, 1
gay, you fellows, I jolly well wish we
were oub of this] Call this a holiday?
Oh lor'1”

Dr. 8in smiled round at the panting.
enraged juniors.

“This is not what I would have
wishedy” he said, “but, as you say in
your wonderful language, you ask for
it| Hero you remain till wa make a
landing, when my heart will be heavy
to part with the light of your magmnfi-
cent faces,” ]

The Chinese, rubbing damaged faces
and scowling end muttering in their
own tongue, erowded out of the edbin.
Dr. 8in followed them out, making a
last polite bow to his prisoners before
he leit them.

And the Creyfriars fellows, helpless

Tae Macrwr Lmpany,—No. 1,544
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risoners on the soaring plane, were
eft to their reflections—from which they
derived little comiort!

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Left Behind !
AWN came red from the east.
D 1t flushed in at the windows of
the Very Old ond Benevolent
Pigeon, flving low over the
gleaming waters.

Italy had been dropped in the nig;‘ht-*
but where they were the juniors rad
only a faint idea.

With beound prisoners aboard the
planc, Mr. @ could hardly make for the
aerodrome at Athens, or any other
‘drome. He had to gat rid of the
prisoners first, and no doubt the pilots
WEre Tow seu!{m[t{ma suitable spot.

Looking from the cabin windows, the
could see the rolling waters below, an
eanght sight of a felicea, leaning to =
strong wind .

Ahead of the plane, mountain-tops
loomed ageinst the sky—mountains of
Albania, they concluded, perhaps of
Epirus or Greece. The Very Old and
Benevolent Pigeon eircled, in the rising
light, as if about to swoop. )

Every now and then Dr. Sin hed
looked in, to ascertain that the
prisoners were gafe—no doubt with a
recollection that they hed not been safe
in the bandits’ cave in the Calabrian
hills.

But they were safe enough now. They
had escaped from that peril to fall into
another, from which they could not
escape. Dr. Sin was too watchiul teo
give them any chance of giving further
irouble. ]

OFf Wun they had seen nothing.

Whether he was a prisoner in the fore
cobin, or whether ha had becn given
some Chinese drug to make him uncon-
scious of what passed, they could not
tell: but they thought the Iatter
prabable.

Tt was likely that Mr. O did nof want
him to learn how roughly his friends
had been handled—an offence that the
Chinese junior could hardly have for-
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given. Probabiy e wos to be told some
tale later to accoumt for the juniora
having left the plane; he might even be
left' with the helief that they had
deserted him—which was bitter enough
for the Co. to think of.

had

But there was no help The

done all they could, and they had been
overpowered, at the finish, by force. So
long as O Bo kept to strategy and
trickery they had beaten him; but now
the end had come. They could not
blame themselves; they had had to take
the risk, and face it, or else leave Wun
Lung to his fate.

Billy Bunter, relieved of his fear that
the Chinks might toss him headlong
from the plane, had gone to sleep again.

The juniors had nodded once ar twice
during the hours of darkness, but st
dawn they were wide awake. They
could see that the plane was seeking
s Janding-place—not easy to find on that
wild, rugged, rocky coast.

Looking down, they waiched the coast
as it drew nearer. Once, twice, they
had a cflnmpse of some ftown, but it
vanished again, Now the plane was
citcling over a small island at a short
distance from the shore.

8o far ds they could see, it was 2
bare, uninhabited rock. Fizshermen,
perhaps, came to it at times, for there
was somoething that looked like a hut,
but no ore lived there. G

Mot & sign of life met their gaze, save
the sca-birds wheeling and calling.

The isle was low, rocky, barren-look.
ing; but on the side towards the main-
land there was & long stretch of level

sand, That, they supposed, was the
landing-pace the Chiness pilot had
picked.

“HBo that’s it!"” said Bob grimly.

“Robinson Crusce—up to date!” sald
Nugent, with & faint grin.

Baob breathed hard.

“Jf I'd warned Wun—" he mut-
terod.

“MNo good tlinking of that now, old
chap !” said Harry., “And I don't
think he would believe that we owe this
to Mr. 0. Ha would put it sll down
te 8inl He will know nothing ¢ill the
old bean chooses to let him. ™
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Bob nodded, and stared gloomily from
the window,

The spa seemed very near, and the
waves were rolling high,

In the eabin they could not feel the
wind; but it was clear that it was blow-
ing hard, and that & stormy day was
COmIng. The rising sun shone red
through banka of clouds over the dim,
rugged mountaine of the Albaman
mainland,

The giant plane settled down at last.

Like a hu%e bird, it dropped to the
sand, taxied lightly as the wheels picked
up, and came to a helt.

B"]Fﬂw for 161" murmured Johony
ull.,

Billy Bunter's eyes opened. Hae
blinked at the other fellows and gave
& yvelp as he remembered where he waa
and what had happened.

“Oh crikeyl I say, you fellows, has
this beastly plane stopped 7" he asked.
“1 don’t hear any engines.”

“"We've landed,” answered Harry.

“Oh, good!” said Bunter. “I say.
they'll have ta let us go now, you know |
We'll jolly well pack into the first train
—=after brekker, I mean, of course|
supposd they're going to lek us have
some brekker.”

“The trainfulness will not be terrifio,
my esteemed Bunter,” grinned Hurree
Jamset Ram Bingh. “We are not land-
ing at a drome.’

ik} Oh crikey i

Bunter heaved hunself from his chair
and rolled to the window. Ho blinked
oul in dismay st the lonsly stretch of
sand, backed on one side by the rocky
1stand, on the other by the stormy strait
that separated the island from the main-
lend, & mile away, The waves rushed
uf:' the sand and broke in epray that
almost reached the plane.

“Oh dear 1” gasped Bunter. “Where
are wei"

“Homewhere off the coast of Epirus,
I should think,” answered Harry.

“Where's Epirus?”

“ North of Greece.”

“Whera's Greece 1"

“{h, my hat!”

“Y say, if we got off here, how are
we going to get awey i’ asked Bunter.
“I don't zea any reilway station—not
even o house.”

“TI'm afraid thei don't mesn us fo
get away mm & hurry,” said Harry.
“We've got to stick here till they're
safely away.”™

“0Oh erumbs] I say, they'll leave us
some grub, I suppose!” exclaimed
Bunter, in great alarm. “If they leava
us plenty of grub I shan't mind mo
much. I shall be jolly glad to get away
from these Chinks, I can tell you.”

The Famous Five werse thinking of
Wun Lung; but Bunter appearad to
have forgotten the Chinese junior. 13
fat thoughts, a&s usual, were concen-
trated on his fat self.

Dr. Bin eniered the cabin, and bowed
and smiled.

“Will the honourable ones ba pleased
to follow this poor wormi” he asked
politely. .

“¥rg, B8 we've dgnt no choice, you
scoundrel 1* growled Johnny Bull.

Ho0, the steward, opened the door.
Two or thres of the Chiness went into
tha baggage-room for the juniors’ suit-
cases and other belongings.

The Famous Five stepped ount, and
Dr. Bin, with good-natured politeness,
helped them down the steps, one after
another, though be did not carry his

oliteness so far as to unbind their

ands.
They stood in & group on the sand, by
ithe piled bagge#c. ]

Their eves turned on the windows of

the fore-cabin. in the faint hope of

I.’J



sceing someihing of Wun Lung. But
there was no sign of their Chinese chum,

"You're leaving ws here, Dr. Sinit"
ssked Harry Wharton quietly,

“"With a =ad and heavy heart I shall
deprive nivself of the %ight of your
-’lﬂlgneﬁﬂent countenance,” admitted Dr.

in.

"Can we speak to Wan Lung ¥

Dr. 8in smiled.

“1 fear that it would be uselezs,” he
gaid, “*Wun Lung sleeps s:::un:ll_;,' in the
cabin of his inestimable uncle.’

* ¥ou mean. that he has been drugged,
to keep this dark from him 1"

“It iz possible that somre such thing
has oceurred IV aszented Dr. Sin. " Wun
knows nothing, honourable one. He will
know nothing ill it is explained to
him thet his friends decided to leave
the plane, owing to news of illness of
honourable relatives in Enpland.™

“(0h, you treacherous viﬁnin’l"
tered Bob.

“ Why should Wun be told what would
only cause him heaviness of heart?”
asked Dr. Sin. “"Have you not a say-
mg in your beautiful language that
where ignorance is bliss, wisdom is
folly 2"

"I say, ]:;uu fellows, this beastly wind

g5 nearly blowing me over!” squeaked
unter. 1 say, there's a hut or some-

khing there—let’'s get out of this.™

Dr. 8in, smiling, cut the fat Owl’s
bonds, and Bunter was free. But he did
ot perform the =ame service for the
amous Five. They were not to Have
g'm usa of their hands again, till Dr,
in was out of reach of tho same.
“When we are gene,” said Dr. Bin,
the honourable fat one will release
ou. I shall gaze on you, as we go,
With a heavy heart, for truly I like you
tery much, and admire you for your
Yoyal friendship to a Chinese boy. Com-
fort vourselves with the knowledge that
un wiil be rich and happy, and that
m & short time he will he contented—
and later, when his father and honour-
able grandfather have resigned them-
selves to fate, he will be allowed to see
therm. Is it not, after all, what you call
in your language, a great catch, to be
the adopted son of a millionaire? I
think so! Yes "
“What about grub?” asked Bunter.
“Bhut up, you fat idiot 1"

“Eh? Don't you want any brekker?"”
asked Bunter, blinking at the juniors in
surprise. I suppose they're not going
to let us starve I :

“ Ample provisions will be left for the
honourable ones,” said Dr. 8in, smiling.
“The benclicient fat one nead have no
fear. Also, word will be given for a
steamer to arrive at this island, after
the Inpaa of one week, to take you
BWAY.

“0Oh, good!” said Bunlter. *I say,
vou fellows, we might be worse off.
What are you fellows scowling about "

“"They're taking Wun Lung away in
the plane, fathead ™

“Oh, yes! Well, I dare say he'll like 1%
all right in China! I¥s his country, you
know! After all, he’s a Chink1” said
Bunter. * Besides, I suppose hiz uncle
will look after him. He seems to let
that man Sin do as ho jolly well likes,
but I suppoese he will look after his cwn
nephew, even if he lets us be treated in
this rotiten way.”

Dr. Bin lsughed softly. Apparently
he found something entertaining in the
obtuseness of the fat Owl.

“The fact is,” went on Bunter,, blink-
ing seriously at the juniors, “I've had
an idea for some time that old O wasn't
keen on us stopping with Wun.”

“Wha-a-t 1" gasped Bob.

"You never noticed it, of course™
sald Bunter. "You fellows never notice

mut-
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anything! But I'm pretty sure of it. I
notice things, you know. You can take
iny word for it, old O isn't jolly sorry to

loge ug.”

The juniors gazed at Bunter. Dr. Sin
almozt doubled up with merriment.

Bunter blinked at him, and tramped
away into the shelter of tha hut. The
wind was blowing hard across the little
island, and there was no other shelter.

“The honourabla fat one takes what
g}u E.}H in Englhish, tho cake I gurgled

r. Sin,

He turned away to give directions to
the Chinese,

Boxes, packages, and parcels were
Ianded on the sand—ample supplics for
the Crusoes until they were taken off.
Then Dr, Bin kow-towed deeply to the
frowning fve, and the Chinese went
back to the plana

The engines droned.

Harry Wharton & Co. stoed in a
group, watching, with knitted brows,
as the Very Old and Benevolent Pigeon
taxied along the sand, and took off.

Thick banks of black clonds were roll-
ing across the sky, and the wind was
howling. Indifferent to the weather, the
giant plane rose, and disappeared Epum
the watching eyes of the Greyfriars
fellows in the dark clouds.

They watched it, in grim silence, till
it was gaone, climbing and climbing to
clear the high mountains of the main-
land. Then, still in silence, they
tramped away to the hut, for Bunter to
release them.

YWun Lung was gone—and they were
left behind—and if they had a hope of
ever seeing their Chinese chum again,
that hope was very faint.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Wreck of the Plane!

L EASTLY  weather!” pruonted
Billy Bunter.
The roar of the wind almost
drowned his volce.

The day had broken dark and stormy,
and es it advanced, the wind grew
wilder, and with it came rain, drenching
and dashmng.

Overhead was a murky sky, and round
fthe little rocky islet the sea roared and
foamed with incessant din.

Dring the hours that had elapsed
sintee the vanishing of the Very Old and
Benevolent Pigeon, Harry Wharton &
Co. had explored the whole extent of
their little domain.

Bunter was satished to rest in the hut,
where he unpacked the supply of provi-

sions, and re-packed a considerable
guantity inside his extensive gcircumier-
ETICE.

With the certain knowledge that there
Was amjila grub, and that s steamer
would take them off before the supply of
grub was exhausted, Billy Bunier was
fairly contented. He was glad to get
away from Dr. 8in and the other Chinks,
and he justly remarked that the parly
might have been worse off. As for Wun
Lung, Bunter appeared te have for-
gotben him again.

Harry Wharton & Co. were not likely
te forget him. They still nourished a
faint hope of defeating Mr. 0. That
depended on escape from the lonely rock
whera they were stranded.

They explored it from side to side,
and from end to end. They stared with
watchful eyes across the strait that
separated it from the rugged, mountain-
cus mainland,

The fact that the hut stood there, was
a proof that the isle was sometimes
visited by inhabitants from the shore—
fishermen, most likely. 1. by happy
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chanee, & boat came ont Sam the shovre,
all was not yeb lost. “Fo g*® ¢o a town,
and set the telograph to work, was the
thought in their minds—and the Verw
Old and Benevolent Pigosp might yes
be stopped before the ULorders of
Europe were passed,

But if there were a hope, the wild
weather soon put paid to i

Before noon, the strait was a mass of
!MEIII?' foarn, n which no boat could
have lived, No one was likely to come
off to the island that day, a4 all events,
and the jumiors had to make up their
minds to that.

All round the little isle tho sea roaved,
and surf crashed on the great rocks
Even at noon, the sky was almosl black,
with here and there a shaft of the red
surt coming through. Rain fell almost
in sheets, and the junidrs were driveu,
at last, back to the shelter of the hut.

Thera was a stone fireplace in rhe
hut, amnd e stack of fucl—broken-up
driftwood—against one of the walls, The
juniors built a fire, and dried themselves
at jt, while ﬂ'lE% ate their midday mecal.

After which 'll_v’ Bunter reposed his
fat limbs on severs! coats and rugs lail
on the floor near the fire, and went 1o
sleep.

His snore mingled with the roar of the
wind and waves,

There were two or three rough wooden
benches in the hut, and the juniors sat
gn them, listening to the roar of the
;:.tnr::u that was lashing the Ionisn Sea to

wry.

Bob Cherry moved about restlesslv.
There wes no window to the hut: and
the door was closed against the wind.
But it found its way i, blowing through
a dozen slits and crannies, and cireled
the smoke from the fire ali through the
little building.

Bob went to the door at last.

*It's pretty rough outside, old chap !
said Nugent.

“0h, blow!” said Bob.
ouk!”

He opened the door, and the wind
rushed in with a howl like a wild animal.
Bob tl'aﬂ:iped out into 1t, and hia friends,
tired of doing nothing, followed him.

Leaving Bunter snoring, they trampoed
down to the sand whera the Ver Id
and Benevolent Pigeon had rested that
morning. The sea was rolling in heavily,
and the plane’s landing-place was
covered with foaming water.

DBob stared across the stormy straik
al. the dim mountains that loomed far
off on the mainland.

*"This rotten weather——" he growled,
“On a fine day, a fellow nnght be able
to swim it."™

“I'm going

“Not much chance to-day,” said
Nugent, with a grin.
Bob clenched his hands. It had been

useless—he knew that it had been useless
—to warn Wun Luung of O Bo's schem-
ing. Yet now that it was too late, it
was on his mind that he had not deno

Where was Wun now?

Hundreds of miles away, in all preb-
ability, on ez way to the Far EFast—
listening, perhaps, to the false tale told
him, to account for the absence of lus
friends. That was rotten enough—but
another thought was in Bob's nund, oo
—ono that troubled him still more.

Tha Chinesa had earried on, regasd-
less of the change in the weather—but
thiz was no weather for fiying over a
high and rugged mountain range.

There was a haunting thought in Bob's
mind that the Very Old and Bevevolent
Pigeon might have hit trouble some-
where u yond those dark banks cf
rolling clouda,

Tax Macyzr Lmpiny.—XNo0. 1.544.
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The Gamese pilots who had taken con-
trol, had proved themselves able to
handle the planc cfliciently; but Bob
knew that the Aviation Company's pilots
wonld not have taken off on such a day.

The wind came off the unseen misty
shore of the mainland with terrific
force. The juniors had to brace them-
solves to stand against 1t.  Right up to
their feet came the dashing foam and
spray,

“This is rather thick!” murmured
Mugent. ** What about getting back to
the hut, you felfows ¥

“The thickfulness is rather terrific,”
pgreed Hurree Jamset Ram  Bingh,
;hi?eritlg a5 a gust of spray drenched
t1i,

Bob Cherry was standing with his eyes
fixed on the dark skp. :

Harry Wharten touched him on the
arn,

“(Jome on, Beb,™ he said. ' Betier
get out of this, old bean! I'm wet to
the skin "

“Soaked 1" grunted Johnny Bull,

Eob did not heed. He shook off
Wharion's hand impatiently, and con-
tinued to stare at the sky. .

Wharton, in surprise, followed his
fixed gaze, but he could sec nothing but
the driving murk of the storm.

“What's up, Bob?"” he asked.

Bolb lifted his arm and pointed to-
wards the black rim that told where
the mainland mountains barred the
tha skv.

“Can't vou see anvihing ** he asked.

“Only cloud and mist 4

“It might be a bird—but I don’t
think 1t* 121" Bob Cherry caught his
breath. * Look—look "

*But what—"""

“A plane I" breathed Bob. )

“0Oh, my hat!” excluimed Nugent.
“A plane up in this! Somebody bhunt-
ing for trouble, if it is.”

® Look 1" breathed Bob.

The juniors etrained
through the murk.

It was not much past noon, but the
sun was hidden, and a murky twilight
reigned over land and sca, thickened
by rolling, drifting mists. Something
—a strange shape—loomed through the
mist, and vanished again.

But all the juniors had scon it now,
It was & planc—an aervoplane fighting
for its life in the grip of the storm.

ORI gasped %’hnr!mﬁ. “I saw it,
then—it's a plane, Bobl A bip plane—
a5 big as the Pigeon—"

“1t i3 the Pigeon!” said Bob.

“Wha-a-t 1"

“Ji's O Bo's plane! Haven't vou

ot any eoyes?” mubttered Bob. “Tt's
tha Very Old and Benevolent Pigeon—
and it's been driven back by the storm.
They've hit trouble, I thought, per-
haps—— Oh, lock! There it 18
again [ . ]

Through an opcning of murky mist,
the giant plane showed [full, for a
moment. Then the Mamous Five knew
it—and know that it was the Very Old

their  eyes

and  Bencvolent Pi%]rrr:m. The miste
swallowed it again, hut they knew.
Bob's misgiving had been  weil

founded—the plane had hit trouble. It
rovked and sagged in the fierce wind
as it vanished mto the ists

“They'll never got acrosz thoza moun-
tains,”  nwttered Bob.  “I've been
thinking for hours—- Oh, logk I

For long minutes their straining cyes
had scen nothing but murk., Suddenly
the giant plane shot into view again—
surprisingly near to thom., It was over
the stra:t ihat foamed and roared
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between the island and the mainland,
and it was shooting down. ,

Whether the Chinese pilot, in sheer
despevation, was frying to make the
sand from which the plane had taken
off that morning, they could not tell.
If that was the case, he had no chance.
Full in their view they saw the Very
(Md and Benevolent Pigeon roll in the
fierce buffeting of the wind, and then it
cams down like a stone. In utter
horror the jupiors gazed as the wvast
fabric struck tho stormy water and
erumpled into the foaming szea under
their eyes.

[P W

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER,

From the Jaws of Death!

OB CHERRY dashed forward.
B His comrades rushed after
him.

Within thirty yards of where
they had been standing, the wreck of
the plane was breaking uwp in the
thundering waters. Bomewhere, within
that crashing wreckage, was Wun Lung,
of the Greyiriars Roemove; and no
danger would have stopped the Famous
Five from rushing to his rescue.

A swimmer whirled by them—in the
dimness, they had a pglimpse of the
plump face of Dr. Sin. They did not
heed him. Willingly, in those terrible
moments, they w-:ru?d have helped iriend
or foec; but their thoughts were all for
Wun Lung. They had to save Wun if
they could.

Head after head appeared on the
wild walers, The Chincse who were able
fo pet out of tho wreckage wers making
for the shore, helped by the rush of the
foaming waters. That overpowering
rush was againgt the juniors, and four of
them were swept helplessly back. DBug
Bol Cherry’s grasp elosed on something
—some rib of & wrecked wing—and he
held on, the water thundering over his
head.

He strugglod out of it and strained
his cyes in the murk, From the sea
came a panting ory.

“Ole Bob Chelly 1™

“Wun ¥ shouted Bob,

He saw Wun Lung the next moment,
clinging te some fragment of the
wreck that was hreaklnlg up in the beat
of the waves, even as he clung to it

With a desperate plunge, Bob reached
him, and grasped him.

“F1l get you safe, old man—let go!
Wun, let go, for goodness’ sake—don't
you understand—let ge; I'll get you
out 1" panted Bob.

“TUncle blong me stop 'long plane !
panied Wun, " No goey without uncle
blong me.™

“Oh1” gasped Bob.

A rush of water covered them hoth
for & long moment. It passed, nnd
thoir lieads were clear again.  Bob
dashed the water from his ecyes, and
stared round him. :

The Very Old and Benovolent Pigeon
had parted amidships—the aft cabin, in
which the Greviriars fellows had
travelled, was gone, but the fore-cabin,
and the hows of the plane, were still
over the water, though breaking to
pieces fask

Rither zand, or rock, suppovied ihat
part of the giant plane for the moment
—bLut it could only be for moments.

“Uncle Q! shricked Wun., I'rom
a rent gap in the side of the fore-cabin
an old, vellow-ivory face looked—ecalm,
evern i those fearful moments.

Wun Lung made a plunge towards it,

and in another instant, would have been
swept awsy to his death, but for Bob's
grasp. g
“Bob!”™ Harry Wharton's voice
came through the roar of the waters.
"Bob! You've 1_g‘-:ll:- him "
The captain of the Remove dashed

against Bob in the swirl. KHe grabbed
hold of him and held.
“You've got Wuni” he panted.
“Hold him!” gasped Bob. "(Get

hold of him—he's all inl"

He relinguished Wun to YWharton's
grasp and plunged towards the old
wrinkled face that wasz locking calmly
on certaln death.

There was & thundering crash of
waves on the wreck, and what remained
of the Very Old and Benevolent Pigeon
was in fragments. But Beb Charry's
grasp closed on O Bo as he wenk down,
and dragged him back.

What followed was like a fearful
nightmare to Bob. 5till holding the
helpless old Chinaman, he fought for
Lizs life in the whirling, swirling watera,

T'wice he felt the sand under his feet
and was swept away again—agaim his
feet trod sand, amélr7 again he woulq
have been plucked away by the swirle
ing wafer, but this time a hand gripped
him, and Johnny DBull dragged him up
the shore.

Utl-urlalf exhausted, Bob collapsed o#
the sand; just beyond the reach of the
Sed.

By his side lay (0 Bo—stil] as un:
lifeless, but the gleam of hig wrinkle
old eyes telling that he was etill conr

BEL10LLS,
“Wun P “Where's
“Wun's all right—Wharton got himy

Wun "
il

“Me allee light, Bob Chelly I" Wuge
came staggering through the bulfeting
wined a,nc? dropped on hiz knees beside
Mr, 0. “You savee uncle blong me, olg
Bob Chelly—you zavea him [V

Beh Cherry sat up dizzily.

He put his hand to his forehead—thip
bload was runnming down his face,
mingled with salt water, from some
blow he had received, without even
knowing it, from some fragment of
wreckage, His head was dizzy, and he
gulped and gulped for breath.

Wun Lung raized his uncle’'s head and
rested it against his knee.

Boh stared dizzily at the cauldron
of mad waters from which he bad, he
hardly knew how, dragged himeelf and
the old Chinaman, from death to life.

Hardly p fragment of the Very Old
snd Benevolent Pigeon was to be szeen
now. The piant plane had disappeared
in the ﬁuvilﬁing waters, On the shove
the Chinesa were grouped—though
whether all of them had escaped [rom
the wreck, Bob did not know. But
Wun had hbeen saved—and that was
enough to make his heart light.

“Hurt, old chap?” Johony Bull
bent over him.

“Only a knock [ ’]E-antd Bob. *All
right ! Bit  wet! He grinned.
"ITil?.t}k goodness we got Wun out of
that !’

“Most of the Chinks got out of 1it, I
think,” 2aid Johnny. " Bui the old
bean would have been a goner if-——"

“Beneficent eone  with  unlimited

gasped Bob.

eourage, you have saved the priceless
life cﬁ O Bo!” said a silky, familiar
vaice, and Dob stared round at D
Hin.

“Oh! ¥Youl! growled Bob. Hea gave
the sleek soerciary & glare. “ There's
the end of all your trickery, 3in Son
—vou're siranded here now, along wi

onam
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us, and your plane's at the bottom of
the sea—and you're Jcril;r lucky not to
be thers with the plane |

“"Those sre truth-words!” assented
Dr. 8in. “How little did I think, when
I eorrowfully parted from your honour-
able -iumpany s few hours ago that my
humble eyes would gaze again so soon
on your moon-like face——"

" Oh, chueck it I snapped Beb.

Dr. 8in smiled and turned away, and
called to some of the Chinese. They
lifted O Bo from the sand and carricd
him up the shore to the hut.

No word or sign came from the
ancient Chinaman; only the gleam of
his old wrinkled eves told that he was
alive and conscious.

Wun Lung went with him. The Co.
remained with Bob, who was dabbing
ithe eut on his forehesd with a wet
handkerchief.

There was a sudden howl from the
direction of the hut.

“1 say, you fellows! 1 say! IHelp!
I =ay, thoze beastly Chinks have cowme
back! I say— TYarocoh!”

“Bunter's woke up " grinned Johnny
Bull.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Billy Bunter had slept and snoved
through the roar of the storm and the
wreck of the plane. But the arrival
of the Chinese at the fisherman’s hut

had evidently aswakened him—and
glarmed him.

*1 seay, you fellows—" yelled
Bunter.

Thera was & scamper of running feet.
The Owl of the Remove arrived breath-
less, his eyes popping through ks
spectacles at the Famous Five.
~ “1 say—the Chinks!” gasped Dunter.
1 say, I've seen Wun Lung—Wun's
here! Did you fellows know those
Chinks had come back?"

“Bort of I grinned Bob.

“I eav, how did they get here?”
]3i.]]:',T Bunter blinked round in search of
the “Very Old and Benevolent Pigeon.™
“1 say, where's the plane i*

“ At Lthe beltom of the sex,” answered
Harry.

“0Oh crikey!” gdsped Bunter. " Has
it been wrecked!” )

“0Oh, no!” said Johnny Bull sarcastice-
ally. “.Just %Ie[tting a wash at fhe
bottem of the Mediterranean.”

“0Oh, really, Bulll I say, the boasts
might hava got wrecked somewbere
else! I thought we were done with
those beastly Gﬁinks g

“We're not done with them wyet, old
fat man!” said Bob. “ And they're not
done with us.” He glanced reund at
s friends. “We're not losing Wun
again affer this, you fellows”

“*No fear " aald}Harrg. _

“The no-fearfulness is terrific ! said
Ilurrea Jamset Ram Singh emphatlic-
ally,

The Famous Five had made up their
minds on that point. Bﬁ a strange
froak of fortune, when all hope bhad
seemed fo be lost, they had found their
Chinese chum again—and they were

going to stick to him.
THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
0 Bo Makes Up His Mind !
RIGHT morning shone on the
little rocky izle.
The storm, which had raged
and roared with mad fury
for & whole day, had gone with the
night, and the new day dawned clear
and calm. At the first gleam of light,
the Famous Five turned out—glad to
t inlo the open air. Even Billy
unter was ready to turn out early that
morning.
Thero was no shelier on

the isle,

EVERY SATURDAY

27

CoME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS AND GIRLS

Your Editor is always
to him: Editor of the

eased to hear from his readers.
AGNET,

Write
The Fleetway House, Farringdon

Street, London, E.C.4.

S you have discovered by now,
thia weck's thrilling school yarm
winds up with Harry Wharton
& Co. nearing the end of their

holidays. Next week finds them spending
the last few days before the new term
at Wharton Lodge, in Surrey.

I'.lm.‘in% a wamble through the guiet
country lanes they assist a lad whe, to
all intents and oses, has met with
an accident. Returning to the lodge,
they make the startling discovery that
they have been relieved of their cash
and other possessions.

Owing to Wun Lung's peculiar skill in
relioving fellows of their belongings un-
detected, suspicion falls on the Chinese
junior—a painful misunderstanding that
is cleared up by Bunter, who, forin-
nately, iz in the know. Before the pick-

et can be handed over to the police,
owover, Horace Coker happens on the
geene, and as a result of his interference
the light-fingered lad is able to make
Fnud his escape. But Coker has a reason
or barging m this time as you will
learn when you read :

“THE BOY WHO COULDN'T RUN
STRAIGHT ! ™

next woek’s great wyarn by Frank
Richards. As it’s the type of story
that’s bound to please, * Magnetites ™
should make a point of ordcring their
copy to-day. The other features include
o mirth-making issue of " The Grey-
{rinrs Herald ™ and another interesting
jaunt with the Greyfriars Guide.

Space for a few
RAPID-FIRE REPLIES

to readers 7 Yes, I thinkso!

Tom Croit (Lewes).,—The most valuable
animal is the sea-lion. It is worth nearly
£5,000, The clephant, valued at £1,000,
comes next in the list,

P L

Stanfey Bruco (Oxford).—No. Frank
Richards and Martin Clifford are not one
and the same man.

James Macfarlane (Edinburgh).—Early
Adventurca of the Greyfriars Chums.
These are being published in the * Gem.”
The wvery early stories have alrcady
appeared.

Francls Taylor (Beaconiree).—Mr.
Shields draws the Maower covers and
Mr. Chapman the inside illubtrations.
Ag the formor is holiday-making, Mr.
Chapman has taken over his work for the
time being.

Gee ! T'd almost forgotten to ask you
fcllows the all-important question :
** Have you got vour ‘ Holiday Aonual ®
yet ¥ No! Then take my tip and get
thiz bargain book before it's too late!
Thore’s not a dull line in this popular
Annual, which contains school stories of
all your old favourites, as well as interest-
ing articles, breczy pocms, a Greyiriars
variety show, and four fine colour plates.
No * Magnetite” should miss this
bumper five shilling Anaual,

YOUR LEDITOR.

except the hut—and it was crowded and
stuffy with so many packed in it. To
BGilly Bunter’s intense indignation,
every available rup and eoat had becn
annexad, to make Mr. 0 as comfort-
able as ibla in his rough guarters.
Dunter éad been fearfully uncomfort-
able—but, as uznal, nobody seomed to
care whether ho was comfortable or
not. Far once, early rising appealed
to the fat Owl. .

But there was still balm in Gilead, so
to speak. With the morning came light
and warmth, and the supply of food
was still ample, _

It wes fortunate that Dr. Sin had
kindly left szo ample a supply for ihe
stranded schoolboys; for there weve
now many mouths to feed,

After breakfast, the Tamous TFive,
leaving DBunier still cating, clambered
ont the highest rock of the little jsland
and scanned the sea.

The water still rolled heavily: but
other eigns of the storm there were
nane. Sunshine gleamed from a bright
blus sky, and away to the cast tho
Albanian mountains rose clear against
the sky.

But they scanned the sca in vain for
the sight of a sail or & boat. None
wae to be zeen on the wide strotch of
rolling walers.

“Lots of driftwood sbout,” said DBob
Cherry. “We can get a fliro going,
and somebody may spot the =moke
sormor or latow,™.

“Coad trgf: 1" assented Harry.

And the IFamous Five set to worlk,
gathering driftwoeod [rom the rocks, and

seaweed, and fragments of the Very
Old and Benevolent Pigeen. As the
sun rose higher, the heat became morc
intense, and the fuel was soon dry
enough to Bura.

Wun Lung was still with his uncle;
but some of the Chinese walched the
juntors as they built the signalfire en
the rock.

Had they intervened, the Famous
Five were prepared to resist; bud
beyond staring at them every now and
then, Li ¥i and the rest took no heed.
No doubt they were as anxiouns te sec
a sail as the schoolboys were, The
wreck of the Very Old and Benovolent
Pigeor  had changed the state of
alfairs completely, amd the whele pany
were now, a5 1t were, w lhe soup to-
gether.

The provious day the weaiher had
made a signal-Are Impossible; now,
the calm and sunny morning, it burned
steadily, sendmg up a thick column
of smoke to the sky. There was hope,
at least, that it might be ohzcrved from
the maiulund or from some wvessel at
sed,

Wun Lung joined his [riends later in
the movning, his lLittle vellow [ace very
grave.

“How's Mr. 03"  azked

harton. *

“Tinkece him allee light!” apnswered

Harry

Waun, “"Unele O welly old, Lot hin
vally teugh. But he no speakee. He
tinkee plenty, but he no speakce!

Me no savvy what he tinkee so much ™

Harry Wharton & Co. thought that
Tue Macxer Lisrany.—No. 1,544,
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they could guess. All Mr. 0's schemes
had Leen knocked on the hesd by the
wrock of tho Very Old and Benevolent
Pigeon. It was probebls that he had
plenty of food for thought.

“Me no savvy how you fclles come
Ylong Lhis place,” went on Wun. “Me
goce ’sleepee, 'long plane, and when
me wakee, Sin Song telles -me you
fellea go home, "]m]%'faf.hﬁr blong Bob
Chelly vell 1|I inkee him tellee
plenty big 1i

“They t'n::rr:ed us to land here yestor:
day, and left us,” said Harry Wharton.
“We put up & scrap, but——"

He paused.

Even yet, it was clear that Wun had
no suspicion of Mr, 0. He was puzzled
and perplexed, but it had not occurred
to him that his sancient relative was
behind all that had happened.

Dy. 8in came along from the diree-
tion of the hut.

The juniors %mre him grim locks as
he eame. Dut Dr. Bin was smiling and
friendly, and he honoured them with a
dee {,)[‘ kow-tow. . .

“The inestimoable Mr. O dasires
spesk with the honourable one who
served his priceless life I" said Dr.
“Will the lord-one Cherry deign to
asccompany this miscrable worm %

“I'll come ! grunted Bob. |

Leaving the other Iellows tending the
 gignal-fire, Bob followed Dr. Bin to the

hut.

to

The Chinese weve grouped outside;

but the venerable O was alone in the
mtelmr, reposing on his bed of rugs.
He locked Fttls: the worso for what he
had been through; and there was no
doubt that Wun was right in describing
the ancient gentleman as very. tuug’h

Bob looked at him curiously: = The
old, wrinkled eyes fixed gravely on his
face. Dr. Sin left them together.

“ Honourable OuUNg one—young m
vears, but very old in all other things,”
gaid Mr. O gently, it is you who have
saved m;, worthless life—even at the
danger of your own precious and ines-

timable persen.’
“Glad [ was able to help,

[}

gir!™ zald

Bab.
“Had I perished.” went on Mz (),
“not only life would have been lost;

hut with no son te perform the funcral
duties, my miserable spivit would have
been an outcast on high.”

Bob did not guite know what to say
in snswer to that. . So he remained
silent. What seemed to him incredibly
absurd, was evidently a matter of the
mast sorious import to the ancient
Chinaman,

“If it please Kwan Yin-ko that 1
return to my own land,” continued Mr.

(O, “I shall adopt a son. But now that
you have sav me, not only from
death, but. from’ lrmparah'ﬁe disastor

a.ftm'wa.t'dﬂ can I command a hand to be
lifted against yout’ 'Ihat, to'a China-

man, 1s unpmﬁlhie

“Oh " said Bob.

He could guess nﬂw what had been
the subject of . s long, deep

Sin.

THE MAGNET~EVERY SATURDAY

thoughts. The ancient cyes mnl;mued
to ln-uk at him gravely snd unwink-

in

%Hnw I am a suppliant,” said Mr. O,
it is the desire n? my heart to take
my nephew, the thtla Pink Toad, to
China, there to adopt him. Now: 1 Can
only beg of you to stand aside and leave
him in my hands."

“That's 1mpossible,
“We're sticking to Wun, and we'ro get-
f.:m% him back to Greyfriars with ns.
was silent.

“I hcha there'll ba no MoTo frouble,
sir,” said DBob. YBut we've got to
ekick to. Wun! Sooner or later, we shall
be taken uH this island, and Wun must
go with u

e

A TIP-TOP STORY
for
MAGNET Readers

“"NOT WANTED AT

GREYFRIARS!"
By Frank Richards

Telling how that popular

character, Mark Linley, joined

up with malﬂu?‘mva, appears
n the

GEM

On Sale Now -

- .

“AMy servants are hore, amt minst
50 manfr yoit are pﬂWBﬂESS., “Mr,

O calin “It would be easy’ tu ‘leave
you, I:u:n-und and hidden in' some nook,
when a ship comes to”fake us away.
Dut against thé honourable one who
saved my poor lifa, no Anger must be
raised.”

Bob said nothing.
- “It is hard - to mn, 1 amd Mr. “Llo
give up my plan, 1o o leﬂ.\m the
Little Pink Toad w:th foreign " devila.
Yet if you will not grant my reqhuest
this poor persen has no other choice.™

He paused.

“Let it be s0,"" he said nt last,
Little Pink Toad goes 'ﬁrth ou and I
return to China alone.- iu]] adopt
another son, and the Wnnlth that might
have been his, will go to another not of
m{ blood.”

{e made a sign of dismissal, and Dob
left the hut. His faco was t}mughtful &5
he rejoined his friends.

Out of heariiig of Wun, he told them
what O Bo had said.

“Then—it's all clear ! said Harry.

* Looks like it! He's chucked up the
whole game!"” said Bob., "I'm g'lm:l
now that we never told Wun nnj'l;hmg
No'neéd to tell him now.’

arr 1" smd Bob.

" boat that tobk

“The -

¥ Not & word I said Harry.
And no word was said to Wun Lung.
THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
Homeward Bound !
IT was the following day that an

Italisn felucon oame swooping
down to the rocky isle, draemn by
thn signal-emoke, _
roasy skipper was r.:ln] too glad
to ta & the custmays or & oon-
sideration of a few hundred lire.

But only the Famous Five, Wun
Lung, snd Billy Buhter went in the
alucca.

Mr. O had decided to remain where
he was, with hiz Ckinése servants, till
& s;aamer ‘was sent from the nearest

ort. )

];l Wun bado his ancient uncle an affec-
tionate farewell; apd the Famous Five
took B reapcntful leave of the old
gentleman.

L, 8in mnm&anmd the party to the

em off to the felucce,
sleek and smiling snd cordial as ever,
“This poor person’s heart is heavy to
lose the beaming hgrht uf vour . benedit
cent counféenances,’ told thew
cheerily. .

And whqn the boat pushed off, br.
Sin remained kow-towing on the H:ld
like a clockwork figure, till they werd
oni board the feluccs.

"The great lasteen sails spread to the
wind, and. the felucca shot nway for tha
shums of Italy.

‘The chums of CGreyfriars were home-
ward E:mund at last—bound for Eng:
land and Gre 'jfruu'ﬂ

“After all:” rémarked B!]h Buntex
thou htfull the ru-ck].r isle gank iotd
tha Iuﬂ— r sll: you follows, we
hiaven't had nuch a bad timel O O
wad a bit of an ‘old ass, ahd that man
Sifi’ seems “to fave dono pretty much m-
he liked, but—after all; Phings ‘might
have heen wWorse| The grub was good
practically all the time !™

“ Anid  mothing _else matters vory
much 1" vemarked Bob.

"WEH pno!? sald Buntor. “If thé
grub’s all- right, everything's- prett
much sll right| As the trip’s been ol
tather shori, ‘Wharton, I suppose Wun
will be staying with you when e g™
bagk, till the new 'term?”

“Y " said Harry,

-”Wall Tl ecome, too!” said Bunter:
“1've ]tmked affer him all th‘ruug‘h the
hols, and I'm not going to ‘let him
down now.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" :

“Plessed if I see anything to cackle
at! It's ell: nght. you . fellows. - -I'm
sticking to you right up fo the end of
the holidaxs 1"

And Blﬂj" Bunter was as good as his
word |

He did!  yyp gap,

(There will be another splendid story
of Harry Wharton d.Co. i negd week's
Maguer, entitled: “THE RBOY WHGQ
COULDXY'T . RUN ~ STRAIGHT!"
Don’t mies it, whatever you. dof chums,)
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STEEPLE-JACK JOLLY! g
By DICKY NUGENT

An Amusing and Amazing Story of Jack Jolly
"' & Co. the Choery Chiss of SE Sant's

Tinkle-tinkle !

It was the sollem hour of
midnite, wringing out from
the old cloock tower at St.
Sam'a.

The last note died away
into silence, Naught could
be heard save the steady
enoring sound of slumbering
gkoolboya in the eleeping
pection of the skool.

Buot stay! What ia the
cawtions wi that floata
gerome the Fourth Form
dormitory ?

“ You fellows awake ¥ M

Can it be the wvoice of
Jack Jolly, the chearl}'
kaptin of the Fourth t It
can be—and, a2 & matier of
fakt, it !

A duzzen fellows sat u
in bed, as Jolly's wispere
gquestion echoed across the

room. " Yes, we're awake,
old chap!" wispered back
Frank Fearless. * Was it

midnite that struck *"

“ Right on the wicket ! ™
wispered the lkaptin of the
Fourth. “The hour has
struck—and it's time we
atrack our blow for free-
dom t "

* Hear, hear 1"

* We've suffered in silence
long enufl, Now we're goin
to raise the banner o
revolt 1 ™ And the kaptin
of the Fourth brought to
light a roll of bunting from
beneeth his bed. *° Jentle-
men, chaps and fellows! The
flag in my hand contains
thess timely words of warn-
i to the Head: *&8TOP
BEING A BEESTLY
BOOLY, BIRCHEMALL !’
I'm going to nail this ﬂﬂ%
to topmost turret o
Bt. Bam's ! **

“Good old Jolly!?®

“ There won't half he
some fun when they spot
the flag in the morning !
grinmed Jolly, It will
make Doector Birchemall
feel small—and he'll look
like a loonatick st large |
I’'ll take good care he duzzent
get it down W easily,
either! I'll put it where
nobody but a atﬂepleinak
will ever reach it !’

“1 hoap vou can mManage
it all right, Jack,” remarked
Mercy, with a somewhat
dewbious shake of his head.
“It will be gerstly if you
migs your footing and fall
from the of the Skoel
House | ™
) Jack Jolly larfed skorn-

“To back oub at the last
moment would be white.-
livered—and I'm not & cha
of that kidoney 1" he seid.
“ I've set my l‘im on doing
it, and I'm going to do my
best | **

“Don't wou think the

Head will esa it's an
‘inpide’ job?! askod
Bright.

“Whoat if he doca'®!”
grinned Jack Jolly. " We're
all insidel-and he'll have a

b d 7
s

rare tesk to find out
which -:afdua did it 1 I’I.E
oing to do it, anyway I
. While the kaptin of
tha Fourth h bean
talking, he had also been
donning hig trowsis and

 —
- -

EDITED BY MABK LINLEY,
(In the sbsence of Harry Wharton & Cp. in foreign parts.)

1
iy, ™
—
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WE WERE WRONG

ABOUT THE FAGS!
Admits DICK RAKE

While I was helping Linley to sub one of Dicky
Nugent's inimiteble manuscriptsé the other evening,
Tubb, of the Third, tramped in. He had a truculent
look on his face and & crowd of fags at his heels.

“Is this the office of that piMling reg known as
the ‘ Greyfriara Herald ' t "' he demanded.

*If you'rs roferring, young man,” I said sternly,

a pullover. He now put
on & ir of rubber
Jim ces, wrapped ibe

flag round his waste, and
then walked across to the
windsr.

While his pals kept guard
st the other winders and at
the dormitory deor, the
dawntlees junicr eclimbed
out on to the winder.sill,
then jumped down on to a
narrow ledge that led to the
grate, frowning towers that
dommmated the BSt. Sam’s
buildinga, He i
cawtiously along 8
ledge till he reached the
side of the tower., After
that, he gripped the ivy
that covered the tower
and started hawling
himeslf up towarda the

t.n]? )

t was @& jorney
fraught with dire peril ;
but dire ils didn't
trubble our hero, and
be went up the side of
the tower with the
speed and agility of a
monkey. :

The fellows watching
from the winders drew
a breth of relecf when
they saw that Jolly had
reached the top of the
tower in safety. They
aaw him balanced on
the battlements for a fow
moments, having o rest
before tackling the dizzy
elimb up the flagpole. Then
ha took a hold of the pole
and asconded it with the ease
of & yewman fly.

As it bappened, there was
no flag fifm@ Jack Jolly
soon put this right. Clinging
to the pole with his legs, he
unferled his flag and, with
the aid of & hammer and
neuils from his trowsis pocket,
nailed it to the wood.

Having finished the job
to his entire sattisfaction,
the kaptin of the Fourth
alid down the le agein
and descended the vy o
the ledge that led back to
the dorm. A few minnits
later, he was safely back
between the sheets, sleeping
the slaeg of the juat |

“BTOP BEING A
BEESTLY BOOLY,
BIRCHEMALL ! "™

Thess were the amazing
worda that met the Head's
gazo when he locked out
of his bedroom winder the
following morning. Doctor
Birchemall nearly fell out
of the winder in serprize
when hsa spotted them.

Jack JI?:rlty‘ﬂ flag was
fluttering proudly in the
breeze high above the roof-
tops of St, Sam's, In the

quad below wos & wvasat

erowd of St Sam's (ollews

~—all of them farely busting
their gides with larfter.
Doetor Birchemall's skol-
larly fizz turned the culler
of a beetroot as their larfier
floated up to him.

“ Ha, ha! Ho, ho,
ho! What a lark!"

“Won't the Head be wild
when he spots it ¥ "’

Daetor  Birchemall tore
himeelf away from the
winder and dressad himself

t:}lf-tucd-u.t the dubble. His beard

simply bristled with rage

and  his eyes rolled
ferocipusly., A grate knotted
vein stood out from his
forrid.

“1'll spifiicate 'em | he
muttered. ' I'll birch 'em

‘black and blus ¢ "

With his gown flying out
behind him and his mortar.
board pulled down over his
ayes, the Head rushed out
into the quad.

* Who is rc:a’]mnaihul for
this outrage * ™ he thun-
derad. “Own u irn-

medistely and I'll flog the
eulprit till he shreeks for
the meray he will never

get ! "

“Don’t &ll speak at
ance ! " mermered Frank
Feoarlosa,

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Doctor Birchemasll glared
menacingly at the grinning
crowd.

“ Ways and means will
be found of eggstracting u

confession from the gilty
party before long, I ean tell
you ! " he roared. ' In ths
meantime, the flag must
come down abt ones!
Fessil ! Take it down | ™

Foazil, the porter, who
woas on the edge of the
crowd, looked up at the flag
reflecktively, and them he
shook his head.

“ Which I"'m sorry, sir,”
he said, ' but it can't be
dons., 1 ain't no steeple-
jack !

The Head's glare became

| aimply torrifiek,

* How dare you disobey
orders, Fossil { It's in your
eontract that you have to
carry out all dewties en-
trusted to you.'

“Which I'd rather break
my contract than break m
neck, siri" said Foasil
“ That there flag's nailed to
that there post. Which you
can't bring it down on a
rope like wot you do the
skool flag, sir. I'm tellin’
you it can't be done | ™"

It was no geod argewing
the toss with Fossil. He
just looked down doggedly
on the flagstones, and
Doctor Birghemall danced
about like & cat on hot
bricksa.

“ By hook or by ecrock
I"m going to have that flag
down, and by hook or by
erook I'm going to find out
who put it thers!" roared
the Head. * Burleigh!™

“Yes, wmir!" =said the
burly kaptin of 3t. S8am’s,

“ Oblige me by fotching
down that flap, will you,
Burleigh 1

 Not likely, sir !’ grinned
Burleigh. ' Why, if I went
up thore everyvbody would

EJ'I

think I was up the pole
“ Ha, ha, ha | 7
“* Silonea ! shreeled
Doctor Birchemnall, ** What
about you, Tallboy 17

** Nothing about me, sir | "'

said Tallboy hurriedly,

“ Bwotter, then! Would
ou mind obliging,
wng&erﬁ"‘ s sy

* Nothing doing, sir
A fright%u! LEE of fury

soezed the Head,

—— -

ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS.
t. TUBE (Third).—" My hobby at bedtime is studying

the moth."
That's nothing.
making the ' butter fly."
*

Bunter's hobby at

mealtimes is

L

“OBEERVER " (Bemove)—" The difference between
them 8 that Vivian is a bard worker and Mauly a

slacker,'?

In a nutshell—Vivian ia diligent while Mauly's a ** dilly

dally gent."

“That flag mmis come
down, and tha villaa wha
ut it there muat own up ! ™
roared, “I'll pive &
handsome prize to tie boy
who retresves the flag, and
I'll give another ta tie boy
who tells me the mime of
the delinquent who did this
dastardly deed | " -

The next moment &he
erowd had a big saprize.

Jack  Jolly sepped
forward.

“Can I have g§ tuck
hamgar if I fetch the flag,
sir ¥ ' he grinned,

BMt::iwh‘ Birqi:un;.}nll
m is iriniy brow
a1 nﬂdd&d.PﬂmF

“I'll make it two tmck
hampers, Jolly—two of the
biggeat in the shool tuek-
Ehﬂp ! "

* That’s & bargain, air! ™
grinned the kaptin of the
Fourth,
got if I tell you the neame
of the chap who i} it?
It's worth a really 1ipping
prize, sir !

The Head's eyea ginenined,

“As & rule, Jollyj I:do
not encurridge the jpalktizs
of taE]irg tales abont other
boys. But thers is an egg-
seption to every ruby, smd
on this occasion I ghill feel
justified In rewarding you
handsomely for the name
of the yung villain, Name
your own price !

“ Certainly, sir. T snjjest
that wyou give me one
month's eggeemption from
lines and lickings—mud it's
cheap at the prical™™ said
Jack Jolly. * How willi that
i Bpgsellent] d

ellently, my dear
Jolly la‘EIEI ]gaEgJ:d the Head.
“1 shal delitad  to
let vou off all future paniah.-
menta for a month £ you

will raveal the name of the
culprit 1 "'
“ Done, wirl" chortled

the kaptin of the Farth.

A moment later hie was
climbing up the ivy-coversd
wall of the tower!

] ﬂﬁg o ﬂ!tm:r}ﬁ R
clim igght up to tés ¢
of the fl ﬂEcmt aﬂd cud awzg
the o mg flag., Tken he
flung it down into the guad,
where the Head pouns2d on
it and etuffed 1t isty Ris
trowsis pocket. Then 2 Ye-
turned to terra-firma once
more, to find Doctor Jiirch.
emnall awaiting him with

N Arms.

“Jolly! You are 4 faro
in every sense of thewornd:} "
cried the Head, * Yow sre
an ple to all cthets,
and your devotion te yaur

hesdmaster does you grate

credit ! And now, my boy,
name the kontemptib
E‘tmg wretch who put up the
[
I]ﬁ"n-"nf:it]'n plezzure, sir!”
rinned the keptin of the
‘ourth. * His name is Jack

rIﬂI.I.}? 1 L]
Birchemall

Doctor
jumped,

“JJ.Jack Jolly ' Bub
that i3 your own namse,
Jolly ! Have we somebody
eles in the skool witlhf itha
sams name as yoursell 77

“Oh no, str 1" said Jolly
mnersently. " I'm the one
who did it 1 »

The Head leaped a clear
foot into the air,

*YOU 1" he shrecked.
“*Why, I'll slawter you!l
I'll gpifiicate you! To my
study at once, you jyung
reprobate ] Tl flog you
mto ribbons ! I'll birch you
¥ I 3]

“Half a minnit, sirl"
broke in Jolly cheerfully.
“What about my prize i ™

“* P.p-prize 1

“ But what do I|til

*to that bright and breezy literary foast for youth

* My prize for telling you
the ma,pEs name, gir,"" eggs-
plained the Fourth Form
skipper. " Didna't you pro-
miea, gir, that I'd be let off
all lines and lickings for a
month, sir 1"

ik Yull-}lr u.l] 1

“Ha, ha,hal®

The crowd smply
shreeked. Thg;,r couldn’t
help it, As Fearless re-

marked afterwards, Doctor
Birchemsll's face was really
a site for sore eyes |

“Dished 1’ the Head
groaned. ** Dished, diddled
and done ! You—you——=°

“ Ha, ha, ha ! *

“I'm sure you won't go
back on your word, sir,"”
grinned Jack Jolly. * The
skool guvvernors wouldn't
approve of it at all if you
did, sir, would they ! And
now what about my prize
hampers 1"

Doctor Birchemall's eggs-
pression was sim feend-
igh. If he had bed the
cheery kaptin of the Fourth

—that wise and witty wonder-piece of
juvenile journaliem——- "

“ Chuek it !” said Tubb rudely. * We
think it's rotten "

** Hear, hear 1 *' came in a dealening roar
from the fags at the back.

“We've come to demand justica for
fa%g: in your rotten rag," said Tubb, fiercoly,
o Itﬂt're giving the world a fulee idea of
ue !

“ But my dear kid ” I began.

“1'm not your dear kid, and if you say
I s again, 1'll thrash you [ ™ growled Tubb.
* Just liston to what I'in saying and don't
mterrupt | You're telling w)lvmppﬂm about
us, sea? You're telling the world in
your paper that f{~gs always have ink-
atained fngers and blobs of ink gver their
faces, too. Well, they don’t!

" You make it pretty plain thab in your
opinion fags never wear a collar till they've
made it thick with grime [ You're wrong |

“You imply that the chief recreation
of the fags is {rying herrings on pen-holders
at Form-room fires. It's jolly well not !

““If they're not deing that, vou say,
they're eating jam out of jam.jars in big
apoons. They've nob !

* Waorst of all, you've gob the nerve tfo
accuse us Iags of ignorsnce. Anybody
reading your paper would think we didn’
gnuw our twice times table. Well, we

":l‘ ! Bk

on his own, it was eggstreme-
Iy likely that he would have
canselled both prizes with-
out hezzitation ; but with
the whole skool looking on,
he simply had to keep his
word.

Muttering into his beard,
he wrote out an order on
the tuckshop for two ham-
pers and passed it to Jack
Jolly.

Then he tramped back to
his house to seek solace in a
big brealfast.

“Ouwr win, I fansy!”
chuckled Jack Jolly as he
led hia chuma in triumf to
the tuckehop. " Of corse,
it's posaibul he may save up
a licking for me till my
maonth's up, But a lot can
happen in that time. He
may forgive and forget
instead."

And, forchunitly for the
kaptin of the Fourth, he did !

({Walch out for another
spanking fine 8L Sam’s yarn
in next Sotfurday's HERALD.)

OUR OFFER
TO

(Acting Editor)

What has happened to
the Firat Eleven ¥
This is the question that

everybody is asking at
Greyfriars. With very good
reason, teo! They've

d the season with a
licking on their own ground
—and from 8t. Jude’s at
that, a school that hasn’t
won ab Greyfriars in the
recollection of the oldest
inhabitant 1

Of course, it may have
been one of those flukes
that crop up now and again
in sporting annals. But
it's more charitabla to our
vigitora to assume that tha
won on their merita—an
as both teams are practically
the sarpe as last year in
conel, that seemsa to
point to a deterioration in
the home team.

The ** Greyiriara Herald
would like to tell Wingate

right away that this won't
dal

WINGATE!

By MARK LINLEY,

With many of the leading
lights in' Junior footer tem.-
porarity absent, we are
going to have a hard at-rug%}e.
to keep our end up in the
Lower School. Al the
more resson then why the
seniors should make o special
effort to retain the laurels
they've won for themselvea
in the past!

One criticiem I've always
made of the First Eleven
is that it’s the traditional
preserve of fellows belonging
to the Sixth and Fifth.
This seneational defeat malkes
me wonder seriously whether
an infusion of junior blood

wouldn't give life to
the team.

W SHOULDN’T
REMOVE FELLOWS
PLAY FOR THE FIRST
ELEVEN 1

I know that most of the
| senior players are good men.
I've nnthmg tn Bay apainst

chaps like Wingate and North

* Bub, my dear--I mean logk here,
old chup!™ 1 said, huwiriedly, as Tubb,
who's a hulking preat chap lor o fag, raiscd
hiz fist menacingly.

“TI'm mot looking anywhere!' snorted
Tubb, ** All I'm poing to do is to give you
o understand that unless you make it
cloar in your next numnber thal you've been
wrong about usg faps in the past, there’s
going to be trouble!™

| And, having delivored that ullimaturo,
Tubb led his legionus oulb of the editorial
offico. . .

So now we've gob to pul ilungs right
aganin, ]

Wo've got Lo adwnit ihat we've miven
you & wrong unpression over the kids ip
our back numbers.

If wo've implied that they always have
ink-stained faces and tingors, we're willing
to admit that wo've done them an injustice,.
They're not always like that: lor aboub
half-an-hour on Sundoy mornings, they'ro
quite ¢lean, in fact !

The same applics to their collare. L'vo
geons two  clean  collava 1oyself emongst
the fags this term—so they can’t always
bo dirty ! ) .

As to tho herring-toasting business.
I'll grant at once that it's not their chief
recroation. 16 comes sccond to playing
marbles on the dirtiest Hoor they can find !
Apd the jam-eating stunt may be an
exaggeration, too, for & very good reason
—the chaps in the higher Forms who own
most of the jmu are wise enough to Lecp
it locked up !

Finally, in regard to their slleged lack
of knowledge, we heve néver geriously
maintained that they don't know _thoir
twices Limes table. Many of them, I !.ug-l
sure, know a lob more than that. Their
three times table, for mmatanco !

So Lhat puts all that right ! I hope that
Tubk and the fags will now bo satisficd |

|

Lo |
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and CGwynne and Blundell
of the Fifth. But thero
are wealknesses, Carne, in
oal, iz ome, and Walker
cesn’t always shine at
laft.half.

‘We've plenty of good men
left in the Hemove in spite
of the absentees. Russell
and Bulstrode and Newland,
for instance. Modesty pre-
venta me mentioning one
other I have in mind |

The *“ Greylriars Herald ”
invites Wingate to ¢onsider
these men sa First Eleven
recruits in en unprejudiced
manner. Let him give them a
trial ; he may be surprised
to see how good they are !

Better gtill, let him invite
a Junior team to play the
First Eleven on Kig Side
and see how they shape!
I'm sure he'd be surprised.
He might even get a severe
shock |

It's up to Wingate. We
aweit his reply to our offer!




