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THE FIRST CHAFRTER.
Billy and a Biil!
(1] FI_RET of all—" said Billy
Bunter.

He held up a fat hand, to
. command attention,

He did not receive very much.

There was no doubt, in Billy Bunter's
fat mind, that he was the most inport-
ant member of the Greyfriars holiday
party. The others, in comparison, were
merely “also rans.” _

The trouble was, that the other fellows
never could see this. Why, Bunter did
not know, for he pointed it out often
enough.

But, there it was, Bunter might talk

incessantly—he often did '—but Harry j

Wharton & Co. would pass him by like
the idle wind which they regarded not.

S0 it was on this occasion. Thae
Famous Five, of the Greviriarza Re-

move, were gathered in a handsome
salon, in a magnificent manzion of a
fashionable avenue in the city of Paria

That magnificent mansion appertained
to Mr. O, the uncle of Wun Lung, the
Chinese junier in the Remove.

That aiternoon, the Greyfriars EHe-
movites were visting the Paris Exhibi-
tion. Now they were wailing for Wun
Lung to join them—Wun Lung having
gone o zay good-bye o the vencrable
Mr, O before they started, s

A car was wailing at the door while
they waited for Wun. Billy Bunter was
with them. He was travelling, slowly
but surely, through a large bag of
sticky sweets. Hiz jaws were igairi:.'
busy—hbut not too busy for talk, But his
talk fell on unregarding ears.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
were bending over a newspaper, open
ot & Louis Quinze table, rooting out
information concerning the exhibition.
Johnny Bull was scanning a French
phrase-hook for the use of travellers
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Hurrea Jamzet Ram Singh was laoking
out of the window, inte a court bright
with flowers in the summer sunshitie,
Bob Cherry, standing in front of an
Empire mirror, was putting his tie
straight for the umpteenth time. No.
body was heeding the nost important
member of the party. Which was very
annoying to Bunter, theugh, of course,
just what he might have expected of
those beasts.

“First of all—™" repealed Bunter, in
8 louder key.

“Is that dashed thing straight?"
asked Bob Cherry, turning round from
the glass,

Harry Wharton glanced up.

“Asz straight as it ever is, old bean
1¢ answered,

“Fathead! You look at it, Inky 1"

Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh looked
round from the window, with & cheery
grin on his dusky face.

“The straightfulness is not tervi-
fiec, my estecmed Bob!" he answered.
“But what is the oddfulness, =0 long
a2 the happiness 1s preposteroug?™
“I say, vou fellows!™” roared Punter

“Shut up, DBunter!” said Johnny
Bull, the Erst reply that Bunter re-
ceived, and not in the least the one he
wanted.

“You'd better listen to me "™ hooted
Buuter. “ Wun Lung will be back in a
minute, and we shall have to start.
Now, first of all—"’

“Speech taken as read ! said Frank
Nugent. “Now dry up”

“Will vou lizsten to a chap®" howled
Bunter, “'You fellows will want some-
body 1o talk French at the exhibition,
and I'm going to stick to you—:"

“You're jolly well- not!” gaid Bob.
“¥ou'd better have a wash, after that
toffee! Tf you stick to me, I'll jolly
soont make you come unstock 1

“The stickiness 1z terrifio ' chuckled
Hurree Jamset Ham Singh,

“You s=illy as21” howled Bunter.
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“I'm not asking for rotten jokes! I'n¥

ing to stick to you and sce you
through, being the only [cllow in tha
p:_lr‘tl who can talk Froueh! But, v
of all—"

“Time Wun Lung turned up!” said
Bob Cherry, glaneing out of the doofs
WLy, .

“Never mind Wun Lung " hooted
Bunter. “Do you think that kidnap-

er's after lmm, in his uncle’s house,
athead? Just listen to mel I'm o bit
Mors :mrpmtant. than that Chince, I
sulapma.’ _

"0Oh, my hatl" said Bob. ' Some-
thmq wrong with your supposer, in that
case,”’ .

“Beast! First of all,” roared Bunter,
getting going again from the beginning,
“First of all, f I'm coming to the
exhibition with you fellows, I ghall
have to have some cash. I've told you
already that, leaving England in such
a hurry, I came away without any
money.,  Who's going to lend me a
billy-de-bong—"

“A ‘which?” ejaculated Bob.

“A billy-de-bong for a
frongs 1" said Bunter,

“Oh ::r:ka:%! Do vou happen to mean
a billet-de-banque for a  thousand
francs 1" E&?PEd ob.

“My advice te you, Dob Cherry, is
ko listen to me carefully whea I'm
speaking French, and pick wp the
pronunciation ! said Bunter scornfully.
“They c¢all banknotes billy-de-bengs
here. Now, T want a bill for a thousand
francs. Who's ing to lend me one '

“The who-fulness iz terrific ™ mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“It's nobk umch-—nnn[:,r ahout eight
pounds in English 1" zaid Bunter. “ I'll
settle in a few days, f some postal
orders I'm expecting are sent on, Other-
wise, you'll have to wait till we get
home. Are vou lending me a thousand
franc bill, Whartoen "

“Hix__l:"

thousand
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“Whaat about you Nugent?*

“Nix agaimn "

“What about you, Inky?"

“The nizfulnezs is terrific.”

“Liook here, Bull, you lend me—

“I'll lend you a boot,” said Jolinuy
Pull, “and the otker boobt afier it 1
you like, Nothing else.™

“Well, it"s up to vou, Bob Cherry 17
said the Owl of Gregfriars blinking at
Bob through his bi% spectacles. Y Don't
vonn he mean like those cads, old chap.

Iind., 1f somebody doesn't lemd me a
bill for a thowsand frames, [ shan't
come.  ‘That means that vou'll land in
difliculties at ihe exhibition, wilh
nabody te speak French for you., The
tact 15, I'd just as soon stay in. The
gritb here is splendid.  I'H bet itz not
so good at the exhibition.”

Whereat the Famous Five choriled,

They were nob thinking of the Pariz
Fxhibition solely Fram  tha paint  of
view of the grub supplied there. Bunter,
ﬂp[;mmnt'[;.r, W,

“Blessed if I sea anvthing to cackla
ak " 5rmi]3pﬂd Bunter. I koow thess
French places—the grub’s abzolutely no
elass!  Why, with waiters on strike,
and all that, you mayn’t get any grob
at all! It's a jolly big risk, if rou ask
mnt

“Ha, ha, ha!"

*0h, cackle!” snorted DBunter. * Dut
I mean what I say! Nither you lend
me a bill for a thousand francs. or I
don't comel! You've got plenty of
money, Bobl You spent a thounszand
franes yesterday at the Louvre, I saw
them making up the account.”

“Bpending a thouszand francs Jdoesn't
leave me more—it leaves me less " Bob
pointed out maldly.

“Well, if you're going to e mean,
you lose my company !’ said Bunter
dackly.

“This,” said Nugent, “is whore we
burst into tearai Where's my hanlky *"

“Ha, ha, ha!™

I mean 1t!" roared Bunter.

“Well, if you really mwean it, Bun.
ter—" smd Dob Cherry, dipping his
hand inte his pocket,

"1 jally well do ! declared Runter,

“If a bill for a thousand francs wiil

D_—_—.

“It's not much, but I ean make it do
I don't expeet much of you fellows™
saitdl  Bunter searnfolly, 80l you
night make it two thousand.™

“Can't!” snid Bob, shaking his haad.
“I've pot o bill for a thonsand franes
i can spare. Buat if it won't do—"

“Te will do all right!" said Tunter
hastily.

“You sillv ass." bawled Johnny BBall
“are you going la let thab fat frog
sitck you for seven or cight pounds, 1o
blow on stufling, when he's pearcly burst.
ing already #”

“Yoan shut up, Bull 1" hinoted Banler,

“Look here, Bob, syou fathead ! ex-
claimed Harey Wharton,  “You can't
chuck away guids like Lhat—"

TRLY

“"That's all right " said Buob. ban-
for doesn't want quids—Eoglizh nione:
iz no good hare.  IHe wants o bill fur a
thousand frapes.”

“That eomes to the zame thing, aszs
daesn't it?"

“Not alwavs 1™ sard Dob. “ Anvhow,
I've mot a bill for a thouwsand [rangs
here, and 1f Dunter wants it, he can
have it. YWant it, DBuntor*"

“*¥es, rathoel®

Gilly Banter, hardly believiog in his
good  leck, stretehed out o fat and
slicky paw for the bill. Ilis dive threae
of depriving the Co. of hiz fascinaline
company seemed to have produeed s
elfost.  But, veally, this seemed 100 good
te Lo true. As & matter of fact, iL was,

Bob Cherry, under the stares of {he
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other members of the Co.,
folded paper from hiz pocket.

IMarey Whavton, who was nearcst to
hine, stared at it, and ejaculated:

“"YWhat on carth’s that?”

“Bill  for a  thousand franes”
answered Bob. “1IFs all might—I potb it
ar the Louvee Magazins yesterdany,
when we were shopping,™

“0Oh, oy hat!®

“Well, fools and their monecy are
apon pailed ! commented Johnny Bull

“Rot!" said DBunter. " You've still
gob vours, Bulil!™

“Wha-at? ecjaculated Johnny.

“Ha, ha, hat"

"Hand it over, Bob, old ¢hap!™ said
Bunter eagerly. "I'll sctile out of my
postal avder !

Bob Cherry dropped the paper into
the faf, sticky paw.

Bunter blinked at 1t. French bank-
notes wera not much like Eoglish ones,
it was true; but thizs did pot seem to
loak like 2 banknote at all

Bunter unfolded it, and his rves
almost popped lhrough his speclacles at
it

“"Wha-a-t's this?" he gasped.

“Bill for a thousand franes”
answered Mob innocently. “And the
onlvy one 1 can sparve, reallv.”

It was a hill for a thousand franes!
There was no doubt about thab, but i1t

drew a
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For some mysterious reason,
Mr. 0., from far away China,
is bent on kidnapping Wun
Lung, of Greyfriars. Bui
Harry Wharton & Co. are
determined that nothing shall
separate them from their
Chinese chum !
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was not exactly the sort of Lill for a
thousand francs thal Bunier wanted :

MAGAZING DU LOUVRE.

I'res.

Souliors e e 200
LRl ER i e bbb s L g
Monchoiva 1650
e R LE-TET 0, e 150
s cols v i vieiimaaes &0
Pobe-de chiambre oo 350
Fres, 1000

Maye.

THE SECOND CHAFPTER.
Lelt Behind !

UN TUNG locked in ab tha
anar with a cheery gein on his
itle vellow face.

There was o rearv of laughter

e ihe galen as he came in. 11z slant-

ing eye: pasaed from face to face. Five

fetlows wepe velling—one  fellow  sat

Biehing at o shop il in his {at paw—

praring at i with a glare that miglt

have erackad his spoctaclos
“ila, ha, ha'™ roared the

Five.

“Beast ! yelled Bunter.

“Mau, hin, hal™

“¥ou f:dlee makes plenty  joliss i
alied Wun Lung, * You tellee this 'l
Chiines jokoe”

“1 sav, vou fellows——"

“ta, ha, ha M

* Whatter jokee ? asked Wun Lune.

“Ha, hat” rwoared Johnny LBall
f Panler's just boreowed o Lill for a

T'aimons

3

thouvsand franes from Bobt Ha, hal”
~ " And he wounldn't be happy Lill he got
111" choriled Nuogent, “ But e docsu’t
seem happy now he has 1™

“Ha, ha, hal*

Wun Lung, puzzled, glanced at the
bill in Bonter's hand. a did not see
anyvthing funny in Bunter sticking a
fellow for a thousand-franc bill. Put
as snon Az he saw that particulare 1all
for a thousand franes, he joined in tho
rOAY.

“Ha, ha, ha*

“Bunter sayz he won't come to tha
exhibition with wus, unless & fellow
lends him o bill for & thousand
francs,” explained Bob Cherre. “Ho
I've plaved up. It's quite a good bill
—I got it at the Louvre yesterday—:"

“Hu, ha, hat"

Billy Bunter glared Fferociously at
that bill.  Bunter's Fronch was noft,
werhaps, quite so good as Bunter be-
ieved it fo be. Bunter was, in foct,
the despair of Monsieur Charpenticr,
in  the French ¢lass at Greyfriars
School. sStill, Buanter could undey-
stand that bill. In English it ran:

MAGAZINES O THE LOUVRE

Fres.

Shocs 200
Crloree o G e B0
Handkerehicfz o . 150
Socks .. 150
Callars oo iiiiisrersrsrserenes B0
Dressing-gowi ... 350
Fres, 1,000

Maid.

In French or in Eaglizh, it was a bill
for a thousond fraoves—an absolutely
genuine bill for a thousand  francs,
handed over to Bob by the shopmman
when he pawd for the goods he had
bought. But it bore no resecmblance
whatever to & banknote for o thousand
frames—it had not the most disiant
relationship to a  billet-de-bangue  for
that sum !

“Ole Bob  Chelle
chuckled Wan Lang,
leg blong Bundes, ™

* You=—voru—vou=-—" pazped Dunter
“Fou silly azs! Yo checky beost!
Pulling & follow's leg!  Now, look
hore £

“Ready, Wun Tang " asked ITarey
Wharion.

C Now  ihat the little Chinee  had
joined np, 16 was time to start for

volly  funnea
“Pollee fatlee

I'!l.“ f"ﬁll.”]i'l'il.‘“l: Il'll'd [“_['hl:‘r COnYersa-
fionn from Dhilly Dunter was  cuper-
Muons,

“Me leade!™ assented Wun, *“You

fellee coney.™

"1 suy, o Follows—"

*Buck up, Bunter, if sou're coming !
We'll havng on a minute or two while
yvou wash that taffee oft—"

“First of all *oronved  Bunter.

“{h  my  hat! He's  beginning
giain !

“ st of all "—onee more Bunter had
mal back to his stacimng-pont=—"lirst of
all, if Y coming with you fellows, and
gecing vou fhrough the exhibition, Pye
gol lo have some cash, T don'L want
any mwore rolten jokes—1 want a ball
for o thonsand francs, Whe'z going o
lend me a billv-d-bong

“Yon pie-faced.  llling,  pernieious
porkee 1™ hooted Johnny Bull.  * You
wot'l have to stavd auv of (he exes!
Yon never ao!l  Bhat up, awl come
on 1%

*Thal won't do!” sad Bunter. ™I
verr Lhiink ' the sort of fellow 0 lek
ulhﬂlrkfﬂ;!'l-u}wf (Y Ly expohres—"

el
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“"What 1¥

“That sort of thing might suit you
chaps!” smid Bunicr scornfully, *It's
hardly the sort of thing I could do.”

“Oh crikey 1™

“1 pay my way, or I don't come!”
said Bunter. “I'm willing to pav for
you fellows, too, iIf you come to that!
All 1 neod is zome money.”

“1Ia, ha, ha!*

“Cackle!” snorted Bunter. “Bat 1
mean every word of it! I'imm not keen
on the exhibition. It's Leastly hot, and
I'm not at all sure about the grub
there. I'm coming for your sakes—as
uznal, But 1if you're too beastly mean
ta lend me a billy-de-bong for a thou-
=and francs—— [ say, you [cllows,
don't walk away while a fcllow’s talk-
ing 1™ bawled Bunter.

But the Greyfriava fellows did walk
away. Thai afternoon was booked f[or
the Paris Exhibition—not for conversa.
tion with Williarn Ceorge Buntes.
They walked out of the salon, leaving
Billy Bunter to follow en, or not, as the
spirit moved him.

" Beasts 1" roared Bunter.

Six cheery schoolboys went out to the
car—-bowed on their way by a stately
major-dome and five or six footmen,

The magnificont mansion, which was
rented by My, OO Bo frem a Trenen
nobleman, was manned by an alinost
innpmerable staff, who wers let with
the mansion. Harry Wharton & Ca.
wire not occustomed to much magnif-
cence at home; but they found it yuite
agrecable.  Billy Bunter, indeed, had
declared that My, (Vs mansion was run
on a scale alimost equal to Buntor Court.

A handsome car awaited them in the
courtyard. They proceeded to pack
11“13‘ it.

Billy Bunter blinked at them {rom
the window. Really, it looked as if
they were guite prepared to go with-
out Bunter—in spite of their need of a
fellow who could really talk Fronch, as
an interpreter. And as Buster had no
intention of staving behind, he blinked
vound for his hat, to follow on.

His hat was missing |

It was fearfully aunnoying, as Bunticer
realisnd  now  that the beasts were
really going without him, But it was
uot  swrprizing, for ihat hat, which
Bunter had  carvefully  sclected and
brought down with him, did not happen
o he his property, It was Bob Cherry’s
host straw hat—and Bob had put it on.
That aceounted for its being missing.

It was Billy Bunter's way to travel
light. IMo borrowed things that he
wanted from s pals.  That really
was the reaszon why the shopping expe-
dition at the Alagazins da Louvre had
hcen negessary the previous davy.
Bunter had made rather 2 deep ioroad
on the general wardrohe,

Bunter saw no regson whatever vhy
he should not wear Bolb's hat, as ha
was already wearing his zocks, and a
shirt of Wharton's, a necktie of
Nugent's, a collar of Johuny Bull's, and
a walsteoat of Hurree Singh's, and had
A handkerchief of Wun Lung"’s sticking
out of the pocket of cne of Bob's
jackets.

Jhe straw hat was guite a small
detail, with all the rezt. But Bob, for
some selfish reason, scemed to want his
hat—anvhow, he had picked if up a5 he
went out, and it was now on his head
in_the car.

Bunier blinked round for it—in vain.
e blinked to tha right, hoa blinked te
tho left, he blinked all round—but no
hat moet his view.

Breathing wraih, the fat junior
rolled away to his room for a8 hat of
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hiz own. Ile preferred Bob's—it was
newer, and much, much cleaner. Biall,
a fellow hud to have a hat!

Bunter put on speed. DBut DBilly
Banter's specd was very like any other
fellow’s ‘dawdling. It was nearly five
minutes  before he emerged, panting,
into the court, with a grubby straw hat
on his fat head, Befora that time the
big bronee goies on the avenue had
opencd and shut behind the car. 'Tho
Gr‘:ra}ffriam party were gone!

Billy Dunter blinked into the flowery
court, as if he could hardly believe s
eves or his spectacles.

e had been left bohingd !

True, he had ssid that he wasn't
going.,  Siill, those beasts joily well
kngw that he was—or, ab least, they
ought to have konown;: and they would
have known, had they concentraied
their whole thought and alteostion on
Williarn George Bunter as they ought
to have done.

They hadn’t! They were gonel

“Grone " gasped Bunter.

There was no doubt about it. They
wers gone.  Already tho mg car was
bowling away down the avenuc. Billy
Bunter was left on his own.

“ Beasts ! hissed Bunter.

(Mher cars were available at Mre, O's
mansign, Bunter could have had one.
But it was useless to take & car to the
Paris Exhibition, or anywhere clso in
the Capital of the Umverse, without
cash.

Bunter turned back into the man-
slon, breathing hard and deep.  He had
one consolation. The food at My, O's
mansion was better, undoubiedly better,
than it would he at the cxhilntion. It
had the additional advantage that 1%
did not have to be paid for.

But even that consolation was shght;
for Bunter, &t ithe moment, was Dot
hungry., Ile was full of lunch—even a
little over-full! He had had some
litttle treuble in packing the tolive
down on the lunch. .

So even that solitary conzolalion was
not, at the moment, available,

Billy Bunter rolled back inlo the
house with his fat brow corrugated in
a deep frown., Not for the first lime,
it was horne in on his fab mind what
a beastly world 1t was—populated
entirely Ly beasts, and himeeli the only
really nice fellow in it

EE————

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Looking After Wun !

6% OLLY 17 zaid Bob Cherry,
It was jolly.
The big Daimler bowled
away down the broad avenue,
amid innumerable eare.  On o bright
summer's afiernocn Paris undoubtedly
looked jolly. The Grexfriars fellows
were enI!.U}r] ng their continental trip.
They had been some davs now “ches
Alr. 0. Of the ancient Chinese gentle-
man they saw litkle—but what little
they saw of him they liked. In his
many coats of many colours, he looked
like a fpure off 2 Chinese jar, and his
manners had all the ponderous polite-
ness of ¥ 0Old China.” But he ceemed,
to the Greyfriars juniors, & very decent
old boy, and hia affection for his
nephew, or great-nephew, Wuan Lung,
mada them like him all the more.
But in their cheery enjoyment of the
heliday, the l'amous Five had not for-
gotten what was their chief object in
oining up for the trip—sceing Wun

It was known now that the kidnapper
was A, O's secretary, Bin Song—and
Sin Bong had been, o they supposed,
sacked. At all events, he was not to he
scen at the mansion of Mr. O,

The discovery of Dr. Sin's duplicity
had been a blow to Wun, who had
]l;:!mwn the man in China, and liked

IE]F

But there was no doubt abant i, and
Wun Lung admitted that Dr. 8in was s
“velly gleat lascal.”

Even in the house of Mr. O, Wun
Lung was hardly safe from him, for an
the very night of asrrival, only DBah
Cherry's watchfulness had =aved him
from anothor attempt of the kidnapper.

Since then, the juniors had occupied
a room togethor, as in the dormitory at
Greyfriars;  which put paid to any
further nocturpal attempis on e part
of Ilr. Bin.

_ Whether the Chinaman was s1ill hang-
ing about Paris, on the watch for
anolhicr chance, they could net tell: bt
they were wary.

. Wun was quite aware of his danger—
mdeed, he had refused to accopt Mr
(s invitation for the holiday, urirm;-] s
friends came with him.

Nover once did Wun leave the man-
ston withont hia friends; and if DPr.
in trred again, he had the wholo party
to deul with. SBe far, he had not tried
again, and the juniors hoped that he
was done with,

Only Bob Cherry was quita sure that
he was very far from done with.

Bobk  believed  that, for some
mysterious reason, Sin Song had been
acting under AMpr. s orders—that it
was YWun's own ancient relative who
was at the bottom of the kidnapping
schema.

e had told Wharton, who laughed at
the 1dea. Indeed, it seemisd s fan-
tustic, that even Boh {elt disposed to
langh at the idea at times,

cf, at the back of his ied, hao
never doubted.

1l had said nothing to the rest of
the Co.—lcast of all to Wun lung.
Wun not enly would not have believod
it—but Le would have been =arely
offended, to such an extent, that Rab
rould hardly hava stayed an withh himn,
Whichh he was determined 1o o, for
Wan's own sake,

Now, however, as the Danopler
bowled away down the sunny avenue,
amid 1he buzz and clangaur of Parvis,
Bob Chervy was not thinking of thar,
With hiz friends, Wun was zafe, anid
kiduappers and afl their works could Lo
dismiszed from mind.

Bob pronounced that it was jolly—and
it cevtainly was. It was not the loss
jolly  beeanse Billy Bunter was con-
spicuous by his absence.

IHonk, Lonk!

A melor-horn  attracted no  atten-
{iop. Cars wore as thick az flies on 1o
AveIue,

But if the Greviriars juniors did nof
heed, ihe man who was driving them
did. The Dalmler zlowed down.

Honk, honk, honk!

Bob Cherry glanced out of the win.
dow at the baclk.

Ho was quite prepared, an any oreas
aion when the juniors went out, to ~pot
the sleok Dr. 8in shadowing the party,
looking for o chance to cateh Wun Lnng
on his own. Neither would he have
heen surprised had any sevvant in Mr.
s house played into the Chinaman’s
bands.

Whether Mr. O was, or was not, at

ung safe from the enemy who had the bottom of it all, it was certain that
attempted to kidnap Lim at Grey- 8in Song bad coofederates In  the
friars School. house.



95 when the Daeimler slowed down

Bob Eave attention to the honking
behind. The chaufeur, for all he
knew, might be one of Sin's con-

federates. Anvhow, he guessed that the
chauffeur recognised the pursuing honk
and was slowing down in response fo if.
Ha started a little as he saw a
Meorcedes behind, with a Chinaman sit-
ti:uf in if. ’
t was not Dr. Sin—it was ono of
%TI_r. O’'s servants, who was named Li
1.
e was the old gentleman’s special
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“ I'va got & hill for a thonsand franes, if that’ll do,"’ said Bob Cherry. ** Hand it over, old chap I *' said Bunier, eageriy.
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Bob Cherry caught his breath,

Wun turned to his friends.

“Me solly ne stop 'long fiends blong
me,” he sad. “Uncle O no velly well,
and he wantes me. Ma stop 'long
Uncle O, ‘long you fellee goey ‘long
Palis Kxhibition.

“Sorry, kid!” said Harry Wharton.
“We haven't seen your uncle to-day,
but I thought he looked pretty fit when
we saw him yesterday.”

“Unele O velly old,” said Wun Lung.
“Velly, velly ¢ld, Tinkee become guest
on high sposee he gettes velly ill”
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Chinee might guess what was in Bob's
mined.

Eoh's ruddy face set doggedly.

“Wun's not %ning along,” he aaid.
“It's all right; I'll go back.”

*That's rather rot, old chap!” said
Johnny Bull. “Wun will be with that

chap Li Y1, and I suppose Mr, O knows
whom he ean trust,”

“Hea trusted Dr,
dryly.

“0h, yes! But—"

% £ s

ir

win,®  said Bob
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Bob Cherry dropped the paper inio & fat sticky paw. Bunter unfolded it, and his eyes almost popped through his spectacles
as he realised that ﬁawas npone other than a shop bill.

&.?‘resuna'!‘ servant, always with 3Ir. O.
juniors had made his acquaintance,
and had found him wvery polite and
respectful, and the fact that he was in
Mr. (3 conlidence, assured them that
ho, at least, waa no confederate of the
kidnapper; though to Bob Cherry's
mind 1t meant exactly the reverse.

“"Tha ear's after we!” paid Dob
abruptly.

Wun Lung glanced back.

A faintly anxious shade came overs
hiz emiling little vellow face,

“That fellee Li ¥i, blon

] Uncle 0"
ha said.

"Unela O no velly well to-
day. Tinkes plaps he wantes tolles this
1i’ll Chinee something."
The chauffeur, wi&uut waiting f{or
instructions, drew up to the pavement,

The Mercedes halted belund, and Li
Y1 alighted.

He came along the pavement to the
Daimler, and saluted Wun Lun% with
rofound respect, as the little Chinee
poked anxiously out.

Wun spoke to him in Chinese, and
Li ¥i answered in the same tongue,

What they said waz a sgealed book to
the English schoolboys; but they saw
a cloud settle over Wun's little face.

Li ¥i, who had been speakin
E}:mugh the window, opened the door o
o car

"Look here, let's chuck it for to-day,"™
said Bob, “We'll all come back wilh
vou, Yun, old man.”

The other fellows nodded assent. Cer-
tainly they would be of no use to a sick
man; they wounld not even sea him.
mtill, they were quite prepared to throw
up the aflernoon’s excurilon and réturn
with Wun Lung.

“MNo—oh, nol!” said Wun, at once.
“Unele O wantee sco meo—no wantee sea
fliends blong me. You fellee goey 'long
exhibition; me poey back 'lopg Li YL
Allee light.™

“Right-ho, old chap 1" said Harry.

He sfarted a litkle as he caught Bob's
eye. He remembered Bob's fantastio
doubb of Uncle O—utterly fantastic, as
it seemed to Wharion. In Bob's
startled eyes he read his suzpicion—that
this was a itrick to separate Wun from
his friendz; Mr. O playing his own
game, now that hiz sccrctary was no
longer available to play it.

Wun stepped from the car.
Bob rose.

“You fellows keep on,™ he caid. *I'll
go bacls with Wun.”

“Look  here, Bob——" bhroathod
Wharton, He had not the elightest
faith in Bob's suspicion of Mr. O, and
he only dreaded that the keen litile

Bob setiled the matter by etepping
out of tho car and shutting the door.

Li ¥i stared at him with slanting
eyes, and spoke to Wun in Chineze,

“Allee light, ole Bob Chelly,” said
Wun, grinning. “Als all light 'long
Li ¥i. You goey ‘long flicnds 'long
exhibition.”

“I'd rather come back with rou, kid,”
gaid Dob., “Look liere, I'm not going
to leave vou, and that's that !™

“Ole Bob Chelly wvelly nicey olo
Hiend ! grinned Wun Lung. *Kid-
nappee no baggee this 1’1l Chinee, *long
ole Bob Chelly alound. ¥You, comee,
sposee von likee™

Li ¥i spoke again in Chinese, but
Wun silenced him with a word or two
in the same language, and ke eaid neo
more. )

The Daimler deove on with the four
juniors  inside,  heading  for  the
exhibition, and Bob etepned inte the
Mercedes with Wun and Iii ¥i

He noticed that Li eyed him
euriously, but tha Chinese servant eaid
nothing ; and if—as Bob half-suspected—
it had been his intention to whisk Won
off in the Mercedes, ho gave no sign of
it. 1t wounld hardly have been practie.
ulle with Bob in the car, and 1f that
had been the garie it was given up.

Tue Macxer Lasnapy.—No. 1,543,
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Half an hour after leaving the
mansion of Mr. O, Bob Cherry walked
inte 1t again, in company with Wun
Lung.

r————

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Hunts Cover !

4“ H " breathed Billy Buriter.
He pave gqpito g jump.
Billy Bunter was standing at
an immense wardrobe in tho
room occupied by the Greyiriars fellows
at Mr, O's mansion, :
It was a footstep in the corridor with-
oub that made him jump.
and Billy

Somebody waz coming,
Bunter did not want to be caught where
he was, even Bunter reslising that his
occupation was & rather peculiar one,
likely to cause surprise and comment
among the servanta.

It was & large room, and there were
six beds in it. Originally a handsome
suite of rooms had been assigned to the
CGroyfriars party. Since Wun Lung had
had a narrow escape of vanishing in the
night, however, there had n &
change. YWun had a free hand in his
unela’s housa; he had only te give
orders. Whether old Mr. O knew of the
change, or not, the junicrs did not
know. He never came near their
quarters, and, indead, they saw little of
him at all. If he knew, he said nothing
on the subject.

Every night the six juniors turned in
as in the old dorm at school, and the
fact that Bunter kept his own room did
not worry them. Bunter was not speci-
ally keen on taking part in the walch
and ward that was kept over the
Chinese jumor, and the other follows
were far from keen on having Bunter's
spore rumbling at night in their room,
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as it was wont to rumble in the
dormitory at school.

As Bunter had his own reom, he had,
aof course, no business in the apartment
cccupied by Wun and his bodyguard.

But Billy Bunter was often found
where he had no business to be.

Bunter was very busy now.

That huge wardrobe was fairly well
filled with coats, jackets, and so forih,
belonging to the girayfria.rs fullows.

Bunter, standing there, was slowly,
carefully, and methodically going
through every pochket of every garment.

He was in zearch of cash.

Bunter, of course, would never have
thought of, or even dreamed, of pinch-
ing cash. He was simply going to
borrow it if he found it. Buuter was
blessed with an intellect that moved in
mysterious ways its wonders Lo pecform.

h; seermned probable enoupgh to Bunter
that some of the fellows had left cash in
some of their peckets—indeed, pretiy
certain. Johnny Bull was always very
careful to transfer such things i he
changed coat or jacket; but Johnny was
s canny Yorkshireman, with a {ull
allowance of the strong common szense
for which that great county is famous.
The other fellows were careful, but net
go careful. Bob Cherry, in fact, was
quite likely to leave cash in hia pockels
when he changed, aud it was not im-
probable with the others.

All was grist that came to Bunter’s
mill. Bupplied with cash, he could go
to tha exibition, after all. He would,
of course, tell the fellows at once that
he had borragwved 1b.  He I't:i;;,‘hl'. aven
say that he hoped they didn't mind.
Anyhow, he'was going to borrow it if 1t
was there, . .

He felt fully justified in these queor
procecdings. Fellows who cloared off to
the exhibition, and left him behind,
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after all he had done for them, were
hard% entitled to grumble if he bor-
rowed what they might have left in
their pockoets.

But even Bunter realised that it would
lock queer to the servants. He rea‘ﬂ¥
did not want any of the numerous staf
to catch him at it. Those silly Froggies,
finding him in the other fellows’ room,
going through their wardrobe, mught
aven suspoect him of pilfering !

S0 it was irritating, alarming, and
annoying to hear a foolstep coming up
the corridor.

While all the follows were out in the
afternoon, Bunter had considered him-
self safe from gervants butting in. There
was no reason why they should butt in,
unless it was specially to ennoy Bunter |

Still, there was no mistaking the fact
that a foolstep was epproaching the
door, aind Bunter could not doubt that
it wasz the step of one of the servents
assigned to look after the Greyfriors
guests.

He blinked round angrily, and then,
with great presence of mund, stepped
into the g wardrobe and drew the
door shut after him.

There was ample reom for two or
three Bunters, in spite of the numerous
garments hanging there. 2

He closed the door, first—with great
forethought—taking the key, so that he
could sguint out through the keyhole.

Whatover that Fro servant wanted
in the room, he would not spot DBunter,
and when he was gone—easy to ascer-
tain through the kevhole—Bunier could
emerge agein, and carry on with the
good work.

Listening with a fat ear oz the alert
Bunter heard the reom door open and
footsteps enter. To his surprise, there
were several footsteps, showing that
more than one had entered. :

Apparently a whole gang of Froggies
ware coming in. JFor what reason
Bunter could not begin to gucss,

He heard the room door ehut again
quietly. :

Then a veice reached his ears as he
listened. To his surprise it was speak.

ing in Chinese, i
Bunter suppressed an  astonished
squeak.

o had taken it for granted that the
newcomers were some of the French
servants. Evidently that was not the
caze. It would have been snrprising for
three or four of the French scrvants ta
eome there in the absence of the juniors,
butt it was still more surprising for
Chinese to come. Mr. O's native ser-
vants, whom he had brought with hun
from the far-off Flowery Land, had no
business there, any more than Bunter

Lil-:eh* cnough, some of them were in
league with the kidnapper, 8in Song.

But kidnapping could herdly be the
game now, while Wun Lung was out of
the house with his friends, gone to the
exhibition.

S0 what they were there for was a
mystery to Bunter, but he was more
thankful than ever that he was not on
VIETW.

Mizchiel of some sort was afoot; that
was clear even fo Bunter’s obtuse brain,

Taking care to make no sound, he
applied an eye to the kerhole of the
wardrobe door,

He had a view of aboubt half the room
from that coign of vantege.

Full in his view stood thres China-
men, He knew all three by sight—they
were servants of Mr. 0. One was Li ¥,
chief attendant of the ancient gentle-
man. Ha did not know the names of
the others, but he had seen them before,

Their yellow faces were almost



expressionless, but Bunter could see that
their dark slanting eyes were very alert.

Li Yi was epezking—gibberish, as it
sounded to Bunter's fat ears. The other
two, as they listened, shook their heads
—which Bunier ktnew to be a sign o
assent with a Chinaman, like the
Eurapean nod.

Billy Bunter would have given a good
deal to understand what Li was saying,
but he could not make out a word of 1t.
He could, however, see—and what he
saw made a tremor run down his fat
Epine,

(One of the Chinese produced a curved
dagger from some recess hiz gar-
ments and held 1t up, his slanting eyes
questioningly on L1 Yi.

Bunter's fat heart missed a beat.

As clearly as if they had told him, he
knew that the yellow man was asking
Li whether he was to use the dagger;
perfectly prepared to use it if ordered
to do =o.

The fat junior hardly breathed.

If they discovered him there——

What chance would he have against

three Chinamen—and one of them
armied with a dagger?
Bunter fairly quaked at the thought

of what would happen &0 him if they
found him hidden 1n the wardrobe. But
that was not likely, The Chinese
knew that the Greyfriars fellows were
gone to the exhibition. Bunter had his
own room; if they knew that Bunter
had staved in, they naturally would not
expect him to be in a room that was
somebody else’s.  Anyhow, they would
hardly have guessed that he was inside
the wardrobes and it was a deep relicf
to the frightened fat Owl to see that
not a slanting eye was turned in that
divection.

As the man with the dagger held it
up Li nodded emphetically.

¥or o moment Bunter thought that
this was the signal that blood was to be
shed; then he remembered that a
Chinese nod im%lied the sama as a shake
of the head in Europe. Li was making
a negative sign.

The dafger disappeared at once. It
was a relief to Bily Bunter to see it
dispppear.

Li spoke apain—in the strange, mono.
svllabic language, of which Bunter did
not understand one monosyllable. But
again his eyes and his spectacles told
bim what was said.

One of tho Chinese ducked down and

dizappeared behind an immense otto-
man on ono side of the room; another
51‘._&{:?21'1 behind the hangings abt  the
window, Li ¥i stepped back to the door
and stood close to the wall, so that the
door would hide him when it apened.
_ They were not going; they were stay-
ing. They were hidden in smbush in
the juniors' room, waiting. Waiting
for Wun Lung, or for the whole party—
or what?

Bunter did not know. DBut he knew
that it was an ambush in the juniors’
rocin; that eomeone was expected to
cnter; and that the hidden Chiness
would epring on him when he did.

“ i[lh crikey 17 breathed the hapless fat

Wi

What they would do with him if they
found him he did not knew, but the
thought of that curved dapger gave him
cold chills. L4, 1t was glear did not
intend the dagger to be used: but if
they fotnd Bunter watching them, it
was quite possible that he might changa
hiz mind and shake his head, instead of
nodding.

Billy Bunter was deeply thankful that
he was unseen and unsuspected in the
interior of the spacious wardrobe, but
he would have given large sums of any-
body’s money to be elsewhere,

O

EVERY SATURDAY

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Tricked and Trapped !

BO, in his many coats of many
colonrs, sat in his ivory-inlaid
chair in hiz private apartment,
from which he seldom emerged,
save to take a walk in the garden,

He did net rise, but he bowed
graciously and gravely, as Wun Lung
entered with Eu% Cherry,

His glanting cyes lifted & mement at
the sight of Eob, whose return with the
Chinese junior was unexpected. Li Yi
had left them immediately they re-
entered the house, and they entered the
old Chinaman’s presence alone,

Wun Lung, who was anxious aboutb
his ancient relative’s health, did not,
however, venture to approach him till
he received a sign to do so. Hespect
for age is the first law of a Chincse.

Bob remained with Wun near the
door. )
Looking at Mr. O, he could see no

special sign of illness. © Bo was old—
very old—but he loaked uncommonly
tough for hiz age; and in no danger,
60 tar as Bob could see, of becoming
what the Chinese called a guest on high.
More than ever Bob suspected a trick
to separatc Wun from his guardians—
and was more than cver glad that he
had insizted on coming ha::i with Wun,
At the same time it seemed fantastic
even to Bob to suspect that grave old
dignified Chinaman of duplicity and
tregchery with the nephew of whom he
was plainly fond ss the destined victim.

There was some mysterious Chinese
reason behind it all. Fast is cast, and
wesh 15 west, and never the twain shall
meet. Bob did not even hope to be
able to understand why O Bo was play-
ing this strange and terrible gume, but
he knew that be waa playing 1t.

Before signing to the schoolboys to
approach, the old Chineman spoke in a
low voice to his attendant,

The man quitted the roem at once
with eilent footsteps.

The echoolboys were too far distant
to hear what Mr. O had ssid—not that
Bob wonld have understood a word if
he had heard.

When the man was gone Mr. O made
& pgracious sign to the boys to draw
near. He indicated stools, on which
they sat down,

There was an exchange of Chincse
between uncle and npephew, and then
Mr. O addressed Bob in his fowery
English.

* Born-many-years-before-me, I thank
rou for your care of my Little Pink
‘oad,” he eaid. “My Little Pink
Toad's other fricnds have gone to the
honouvable exhibition—is it not s01”

“Yes, Mr. 0" answered Dal.

“The health of this poor person is
not 50 ﬁ‘ﬂnd in this strange new climate,”
sald My, O “Tha company of my
Little Pink Toad is & comfort to this
old one. Also, it is a greut pleasurs
and an inestitmable honour to eujoy the
beneficent sunshine of your presence.'

Bob had rather expected the ancient
Chinaman to suggest that he should
follow his friends, leaving Wun, But
Mr. O did not seem to think of 1t

“Since you have honoured this humble
worm by deigning to shed sunshine on
his poor hovel,” continued Mr, O, “I
have not seen the apartmenis you con-
descend te occupy in my poor house.
With your gracious consent, I will visit
them and sce whether ang 'hing can be
done from my poor resources to add to
your comfort.™

“E\'ﬂﬁ(thing’a splendid, sir!® Bob
answered.

But M. O rose to his feetf.

i

 He seemed to move feebly; and at a
sign from him Wun Lung approached
to assist him.

Mr. O leaned a thin old yellow hand
on his nephew’s shoulder; he procecdmd
very slowly, with 4 swish of silken gac-
ments, Bob Cherry following.

In the great haﬁ of the mansion they
Etu‘:{)ped for a few minutes while My, O
had a little rest before ascending the
etalrs. _

Then they went elowly up the grand
staircase, Mr. O still lcaning on the
dutiful Wun, and resched the corrider
on which the juniors’ room operped.

There Mr. d‘- aused again,

A dozen feet from the door there was
a scttee against the corridor wall.

Mr. O sat on it, and &s his hand was
still resting on Wun's shoulder the
Chinese junior sat at his side.

The old yellow-ivory face turned to
Bob.

“My poor limbs are old,” he said.
"1 will rest here a few minutes with
my Little Pink Toad. Please to aswait
me in your apartment, beneficent and
sun-like friend of the son of Wun Chung

Lung.”

s ﬁ’ﬁ all right, sir,"” sald Bob, smiling.
“I'll wait here.”

“You goay, ole Bob Chelly,” mur-
mured Wun. objection to a wish
expressed by an old mnan—even a polite
objection—was bad manners in the eyes
of a Chinese. Mr. 0" venerable year:
made his wish law,

Bob hesitated a moment.

He was unwilling to let Wun out of
his sight. He was still more unwillin
to let Wun gucss what he sus Dctmﬁ
In guarding Wun in the house of Mr.
Bob had get himself an extremely diffi-
cult task,

But it was only a few steps on to the
room, and Mr. O and Wun were in full
vipw in corridor from the door.
There could be no danger in leaving
him thera while he went into the room.
He did not intend to let more than s
fow moments elapse before he looked
out into tho corridor to make sure that
Wun was still there and still safe.

80 he walked on cheerfully to the
room, ﬂBcned the door, and went in.

DBob Cherry was keen encugh and
wary enough. But he was hardly the
ecﬁml in cunning of the subtle Orental
whom he had set himself to defeat.

That danger swaited him in his room
did not even eross his mind.

He walked in, intending to leave the
doeor wide open and glance out again
in & moment or two.

But he was hardly in the room when
the door closed behind him, and, spin-
ning round in surprise, he found Li Yi
standing hetween him and the shut door.

Before ha could speak, before he even

‘realised what wes happening, Li was on

him with the spring ot a tiger.

Bob Cherry went down on the thickly
carpeted Hoor, with the sinewy China-
man over him, grasping him and clap-
ping 2 hand over his mouth. 5

an

e was struggling fiercely
savagely at once. !

In the grasp of Li Y1, he knew how
he had been tricked. His return with
Wun had disconcerted O Do's plans—
and this had been arranged io clear
him out of the way., No doubt this was
what the old Chinaman had whispered
to his servant when the schoolboys
cntered ; under Bob's very nese he had
seit out instructions to Li Yi to lay this
trap. And the pretended visit to the
apavtments of the Greyfriars puests had
gent Bob walking blindly into it

He knew now--too late |

Fiercely, savagely, despoerately, he
struggled in the sinewy prasp of the
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Chinamagn. Madly he siroye fo tear his
mouth free from the gripp®w hand over
it—to shout a word of warning to Wun
Taung, Ono shout would alarm the little
{‘hinee—would bring him running to the
rOGIT.

Sinewy as I Y1 was, Bob nught have
suceecded had the man been alone,

But as he struggled two other Cluna-
men appeared, from he did not know
where, and both his arms were grasped
i sbrong hands,

Thres yellow faces looked down
grimly on him; thres paira of hands
grasped him like irom.

Utterly helpless in their grasp, Bob
could not even struggle. He was held
83 I 4N jron vice,

Coolly, calmly, Li ¥i g:'ippud his
i}a.ws, forced them open, without giving
iint a chanee (o call, and thrust in &
gag. With methodical calim he knotted
a gstring round the schoolboy's head to
seciite the gag in place. Then cords
wera wound round arms and legs and
knotied Fast,

Bob, helpless as a log, lay on the
floor, half choked by the gag, hLis eyes
blazing up at the Chinese.

The three

_Li ¥i opened the door, \
listcned—and Bob listened, fod, strain-
mg his ears,

from the corvidor came the old reedy
vorce of Mr, ©. He was speaking to
Wun—wliom he generally addressed in
his own tongue; but this time he spoke
in Englizh, from which Bob knew that
he was meant to hear,

“Little Pink Toad, I will visit tho
apartments of your beneficent friends on
anocther occasion—now 1 sm fatigued.
At the present moment it wonld delight
my eyes to pgaze upon the friend who is
=0 ¢eeply attached to you and who

uards you so failthfully, so untiringly,
rom the wicked one who would take
vou away, But I am tired, my Little
Pirgl: Toad—help me to ciescend the
stairs.”

To Bob's cars, though not to Wun's,
thera was a note of sardenie mockery in
the reedy old voice,

0 Bo knew, though Wun did not
drean: of suspecting, that Bob lay,
bound and gagged, helpless in enemy
hands, and no doubt 1t wonld have
delighted him to gaze on Bob in that
state—after all the trouble the watchful
Junior had given him in carrying out his
socret plans,

But Wun, naturally, suspected
nothing, and he gave hiz ancient
relative hi= arm again down the stairs,

Bob’s cyes burncd as he heard them
going.

He gave a desperate wrench atb his
bonds; he bit madly at the jgag!

This was the outcome of his watchful-
nesg—the old Chinantan had disposed of
him as casily as a baby |

Wun was going down again with O Bo
—and only too well Bob knew that he
had seen b]"rim for the last time, Omnly
too well, he knew that the passenger
plane was walting at the agrodrome—
chartered by Mr. O ready sk an hour's
notice to carry off the cunning old
Chinaman and s kldnaipped nephew
far bevond the power of the foreign
devils,

Hiz friends, when they cams back
from the FParis Exhibition—and they
were not due to return till late—would
find lnm tied up like a turkey, O Bo
and Wun Lung gone beyond the borders
of France, and nothing for them to o
but to return lo England without their
Chinese chum,

In mad fury and desperation Bob
wrenched and wrenched; the only result
being an ache in his bound lim

Two of the Chinamen stood watching
bim, with faint grins on their otherwiseg
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expressionless faces Li Yi looked from
the door.

When he turned baeck inte the room
Bob knew that O Bo and Wun had gone
dowrr the great stairease—gone for good.

Ia ¥i smiled at his reﬁ and furtous
faco,

M No hurtee foleign devil 1" murmured
Li, * ¥You stop along loom, ‘long fliends
blong you comey back, Alles light.”

At a sign from Li, Bob was lifted on
the ottoman, Another cord was run
round him, sceuving him there. Then
the threa guiticd the room, Li ¥i lock-
ing the door on the outside when he
wont,

The French servants, no doubt, had
orders to Keep away; but 'Li was takin
na chances. With-the deor Jocked, an
the key in bis pocket, none could enter
by chance and discover the prisoner.

Bob, bound to the ottoman, heard the
click of the lock and the sound of
departing footsteps. Unable to move,
uiable to speak, he lay in utter despair,
overcoma by misery at the thought that
he had failed in his trust

——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
In the Kidnappers' Hands!

UN LUNG, little dreaming of
what -had happened in the
junigrs’ room, Sutifuﬂy piloted

_ his ancient velative back to his
private apartment,

Mr. O sank down in the ivory-inlaid
chair in his billowing garmoents, His
old yellow-ivory face expressed little or
nothing, but there was a strange look 1n
hia wrinkled old eves as they turned on
tha Chinese junior.

Mr., O sat silent till L1 Yi glided into
tha apartment, . :

Ona look from Li's slanting eves
apprised the ancient one that all had
gone accarding to his orders. It con-
veyed nothing to Wun, who had not tho
remotest suspicion of Mr. O's extra-
ordinary double game.

Epeaking in Chinese, Mr. O directed
Li to take a message to thae 1Hustrious
and hencficent friend of Wun, in his
room, requesting him ta come down and
take tea wn Mr. (O's apartment.

Ii ¥i kow-towed, and left tha apart-
ment again—certainly not to lake that
message to Beb Cherry.

That message was " eye-wash ” for the
satisfaction of Wun Lung. La ¥i under-
stood that perfectly.

The Chinese junior was to know
nothing and suspect nothing until it was
too late—until the wings of the wind
had borne him beyond the borders of
tha country of the forcign devils)

That message, 1f Wun could only have
uessed it, had a very different meanindg'
ram what he naturally supposed.

Mr. O had laid all his plana beforehand.

The message did not mean that Lt Y1
was to call Bob Cherry to tea. It meant
that he was to make certain prepara-
tions for tea, for the sole beneht of the
Chinese schoolboy ! It was, in [acf, an
order in code | .

Li Yi leit the apartment; but he did
not go farther than the adjoining room.
Thera he bhusied himaelf with tea,

Wun Lung sat contentedly, expecting
Bob to come along in & few minutes,
As Mr. O did not =peak, he sat in
gilence.

A few minutes later a Chinese servant
entered with a lacquer tray, on which
were tiny Chinecse teacups, filled with
the hot tea dear to the native of the
Flowery Land.

The tray was set on a little table by
My, O's ancient knees, and he took up
one of the tiny cups, signing to Wun to
take snother,

'Th?' dranlk tea in silence,

Had Bob Cherry been present while
hia friends wers out of the houss he
certainly would have swallowed nothin
in the old naman’s room. He ha
not forgotton how Wun had been
drugged on the last occasion when he
had nearly fallen into Mre Bin's
clutches.

Probably Mr. O was aware of it, for
little or nothing escaped his keen old
eyes, and more then once, in similar
circumstances, Bob had contrived to
upset a4 cup of tea offered him by a
bowing Chinese servant.

But Wun Lung, of course, had not the
remotest rdea that the tea had been
doctored. Such & suspicion could not
possibly cross his mind.

He drank the tea, and then, at a
reguest from Mr. O, took a Chinese
seroll and began to read aloud to the
ald man.

For some minutes he read quictly and
steadily, Mr. () listening with apparent
attention to the ancient wisdom of
Confucins. )

Then the Chinese boy's voice began to
falter and blur, and his eyelids dropped.
The manuscript sank on his knee,

“You ars ftired, Liattle Pink
Toad 1” =aid Mr. O softly in his own
tongue. ' You sy rest.”

un Lung blinked and blinked. It
was a hot afterncon, and the scent of
mcense in Mr, 's apartment made the
gir heavy and drowsy. But Wun was
puzzled by the sleepiness that had come
upon him.

He did not puzzle long, for his ayes
clesed, and he lay back in his chair,
falling into & deep slumber,

Mr, O's ancient eves watched him
with a glimmering smile in them. But
not till the Chinese schoolboy had been
unconscious for several minutes did he
B e b touched, lightl b

hen touched, lightly, a gon
W wide of Bie shats. = @90 B

At the low, musical note the hangings
of a hidden doorway moved, and a
sleck, plump Chinaman entered. Had
Wut's eyes heen open he would have
recognized  Sin g, his uncle's
secretary—supposed to have been dis-
miseed,

But Wun's ¢yes were closed in deep
UNCONSCIOuENeEs,

Sin  kow-towed deeply before the
ancient one.

Mr. O, with a faint smile, made a
szgrlg towards the sleeping schoolbay.

here was no need for wordas,

Mr. 8in knew what was to he done.
He clapped hiz hands, and Li Yi
entered. Between them the two Chinese
wheeled a long chest from behind a
lacquered screen.

Iad Bob Cherry been there he would
have known that chest—for he had lain
in_it, & prisoner, the night ho had been
seized, 1 the dark, in mistake for Wun
Lung.

There was no mistake this time. Sin
Song had blundered—but now that Mr.
O had taken the matter into his own
hands, there was no blunder. Wun
Lung lay at the mercy of the kid-

naﬁpem. .
r. O rose and passed into another
room, where his servants woere to
prepare him for a journoy.

Mr. Sin and Li were left alone with
the wneconscious Wun.

The secretary opcned the lid of the
long chest. Within, it was padded with
silk-coverad cushions of down. Air-
holezs were bored in the lid. .

Of the numerous French staff in the

reat mansion, not one was likely to

ave any suspicion of what that chest
contained, when it was carried out to
the weiting car!
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After drinking the {ea, Wun Lung began to read to Mr. 0. Then the Chinese boy™s voice began to falter and blur, and his

eyelids dropped. The manuscript sank to his knees. ** You are tired, my Little Pink Toad," said Mr. 0, a glimmering

Only Mr. O's native servants were in
his confidence,

At the acrodrome, the passengor
E!mm chartered by Mr. O was waiting

15 ovders. When it rose to the skies,
it would carry, among the other bag-
gage, the chest in which the Chinese
schoolboy lay.

d-fashioned Chinaman as he was,
Mr. O was using the devices of the
foreign devils to carry out his purpose.
By reilway, or by road, it was far from
eas? to got & kidnapped F"is‘:’n'.“' out
of the country. In the plane, 1t was
easy ! In a few hours France would be
};&Eﬂ behitd, once the plane had taken

The plan had been cut and dried,
long ago., only awaiting & favourable
moment—Ffor which Mr. O waited with
calm, equable Oriental patience. That
moment had come!

Sin Song and Li Yi stepped to the
sleeping boy, and lifted him, gently
anough, from his chair.

Wun's eyes did not open,

Thoy were not likely to open again
for & couple of hours, By that time,
all they would behold would he a
hird's-eye view of France, scen fram
the clouds.

Unconseious, inert in the hands of
the two Chinese, Wun was Lifted across
to tho chesi; and lowered gently into
it—hut oven as they lowered him, Sin
and Li started, and stared round, at 2
sudden startling sound that broke tho
still silence,

—— ——

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Mouse and the Lion!

M H ecrikey!™ breathed Billy
Bunter.
Damp with perspiration

frightened out of his fat wits,
the Uwl of the Remove blinked with a

smile in his eyes. ** You may rest.’”

dizzy eye from the kevhole of lhe ward-
robe 1n the junlgrs’ room.

From that peep-hole Bunter had
seen all that happened to Tob Cherry.
Now the junior’s as=ailants were

ue; the door of the room locked on
the outside ; Bob left bound to the otio-

man.  But evenr yel, Bunter hardly
dared to st His fat lunbs quaked
mader him.

It had not occurrcd fo him to jump
cut, and rush to Bob’s assiztance, when
he was struggling with the Chinks. It
would have been of little use, for Billy
Bunter's aid, in thet struggle, would
have been worth nothing, Certainly
his sudden appearance would have
startled the ye ;m? men;: but cgually
certain, one knock would have put
Bunter hors de combat.

Perhaps Bunter realised that. Or
perhaps it was sheer funk, Anvhow, he
followed the cautious example of Brer
Fox, and lay and said nothing. Twven
when the vellow men were gone, and
the door locked, he hardly dared
emerge.

What ha._gpaned was bewildering to
Bunter. naworoe that Wun  had
returned to the house, and that Bab
had returned with him, he had sup-
posed all the juniors to be at the
exhibition by that time.

The sight of Bob Cherry, by himszelf,
waa surprising ; and what followed was
both szurprising aud tereifving, Why
the Chinks had ambushed Bob in that

room, and left him tied up there, was
an utter mystery to Billy Bunter. He
did not hknow that Wuan was in tha
house.

Blinking from the wardrobe keyhole,
Bunter listened, with m'sﬁiring fat

brow, and thumping podgy heart.
He dreaded to emerge, lost the
yvellow men should reappear. But the

fact that tho door was locked on the

putside, and the decp silence, reassurcd
Bunter at last.

At long last he pushed open the
waidrubu door, and stepped palpitating
ol

“I—1 say, Cherry—"' he gasped.

The bound figure on the ollwinan
matle a convulsive movement.  lob
could hardly move—but he managed to
turn his head towards Bunter,

His cyes lighted.

It was scldom to be recorded that
anybody was glad to see Billy Bunter,
But at the moment there was no sight
an earth ealenlated to gladden so much
the eyes of the bound, gaggped school-
bov on the ottoman.

Diuring tho long minutes that he had
lain there Bob Cherry had thought of
Bunter—the only one of the Greylriar
party who was in the house.

There was, he knew, no help from
Wun—Wun knew and suspected
pothing, and was under the watchful
eye of O Bo. Wharton aud Nugent,
Johnny DBull and Inky were far away
at the cxhibition, not to relurn for
hours vet. But Billy Bunter, who had
been left behind, was somewhere about
—and Dob’s despairing thoughts had
turned on him-—though with little hope.

Bunter might be anywhere—in the
gardens, or the salons, or in his own
room, or ho might have gone oul on
hizs own. Even if he came along to
the juniors’ room, he would find -the
door locked on the outside, and could
not enter—and even if DBob heard him
at the door, he could meke ne sound
or Eifn. S0 the thought of Bunter was
herdly hopeful.

Bob almost wondered whether he was
dreaming when he saw the fab junior
standing in the room, blinking at him
with terrified eyes through his big
spectacles. .

Tue Maoner Lissaky.—No. L34
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Buunter, amazing as it was, was on
the right side of the locked door | How
and why, Bob did not know, and did
not cere—he was thore, and that was
that 1

Unable to speak, unable to stir, Bob
gave him cxpressive looks| Ultterly
unexpectedly, thie was & chance of
release—a chance of saving Wun before
it was teo late ! If Bunter did not lose
a morment—

Bunter was tha fellow to lose many
moments, howspever precious.  He
stood and blinked at Bob, and then cast
a lerrified blink at the door. Then he
blinked at Bob again.

“I say, wharrer those beasts uE_tﬁ?”
breathed Bunter in a scared whisper.
“I say, one of them had a knife—I saw
i“-n say, wo ain’t safe bere! Oh,
aor' ¥

Had Bcob’s hands been loose, Bunter
would probably have received, at that
momeitt, a hefty punch. True, he did
not know, as Beb did, how precious
the seconds were. But even Bunter
might have pueesed that a fellow tied

up like a turkey wanted action, not
words.

“1 eay, ain’k 1t jolly lucky they never
spolted me!® breathed Bunter. He

was as usuel, thinking of the most
important ergon in the universe,
“Goodness knows what they would
have done, if they spotted me! Lucky
I thonght of dodging in the wardrobe

when icard them coming! Oh
crikey I’
Bob Cherry’s eyes were eloquent—

fearfully cloguent! IF looka could have
glain, Bunter would really have been
in danger just then of coming to a
sudden end of his fat carcer,

But even Bunter realised that Bob
wanted to be untied. His fat brain
worked, though not at speed.

Ho rolled to the ottoman, bent over
the bound junior, and began to fumble
with the knotted cords. ) _

There were many koots, tied with
care. Probably it would have taken
Bunter an hour, if not two, to untic
them all. C.

Bob almost choked in his efforts to
epeak. A faint, suffocated gurgle came
fromn behind the gag.

Bunter blinked at him. It oceurred,
them, to hia powerful intellect to
vemove the gag before fumbling with
ihe cords. :

Fwven that toole minutes, for Li had
tied tho string carefully, with many
knots, and Bunter's fat hngers fumbled
clumsily.

But the gag was teken out at last,
and Beb was able to speak. Ho gasped
for breath and hissed -

“Quick! You fool—you idiot—you
duvmmy—guck I'*

“Dh, really, Cherry——"

“Get me loose! They've got Wun
Lung [ hissed Bob, “I've got to get
after him—quick ¥

“You can’'t do anything, against that
gang !” said Bunter, staring. “They
got vou easy enough! Why, I couldn’t
handle them 1

“Will vou get me loose?” groasncd

Bob. “THaven't you a  pocket
knifo —*

“¥es, but—"

“Get it ount, quick, and cut the
cord "

“It's no good, you see—the blades
are broken—"

“Oh, you fool! You dummy ™

“If that's all yow've got to szay to
s fellow whe's standing by you in a
gerape like this, Bob Cherry—"

“There's & ket-knife in m
pocket—inside jacket pocket| Get hol
aof 1t guick 1V
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"“Well, I don’t see how 1 ecan, with
that cord tied round you like that! I'll

try."”

é"\Qq.l,iu!:!—: I* hissed Bob.

“It's no good vapping at s fellow,
Bob Cherry. I think you miqht keep
your temper, when a fellow’s doing
everything he can for you. But it'a
always the same—I do everything, and
I never get any thanks—?2

“Will you be quick®"”

“I'm being as guick as I ean. Look
here, shut up, and don’'t worry a fellow,
when he's got plenty to worry about.”

Bob gritted his teeth.

Burter's fat fingers groped for tha
knife in his pocket. It was not easy to
get at, with the cord wound round and
round Bob, and knotted with innumer-
able knots. It might have taken an
fellow & minute or two to get it out. Ijtt
took Dunter more than five—every
mmube of them a century to Bob, tor-
tured with dread as to what was hap-
pening to Wun Lung while priceless
moments wers wasted.

But the knife was in Bunter's fat hand
at last. He got tho largest blade opon
and hegan to saw at the cords.

“My right arm first!” hissed Bob.
* Fool—idiot— right arm; then I
cen handle the knife, fathead |

“If you're only going to call a fellow
nameg—"

“Quick, idiot I

L L} l m IJ.I

Billy Bunter sawed at the cords on
Bob’s right arm.

That arm came free, and Bob could
use his right hand. Ie grabbed the
pocket-knife from Bunter. He
restrained himself from punching the fat
Owl’s head first—seconds were precicus.

In Bob's hand the knifo did quick
work, Cords fell away {rom him in a
shower, and he rolled off the ottoman,
and stood panting for breath.

He was free againl Unexpectedly 1o
himself, ulterly unsuspected by the
Chinese, he was free, and able to take a
hand in the game again.

The locked door was not going to stop
him leng. His first thouwght was for a
weapon-—and he glared round the room
for one.

It was open warfarc now-——and he had
to face it, or leave Wun to his fate!
Not if he had to face the whole erew of
them, with deadly weaponas in their
hands, was he going to do that. Ile
would not go down so eastly when he
saw Li & Co. againl He had to have
a weapon, and ho glared round for one.

A thick Malacea cane, with a heavy
stlver knob, that belonged to Hurree
Jamset Ham Singh, stood in a corucy,

Bok ran to it and grabbed it up.

Bunter watched him with popping
Sy,

“1 say, you're not going to tackle
that gang 7" he gasped

“Idiot! Get hold of somethin
follow mel” panted Beb, "1 te
they've got Wun—"

“Well, you silly ass—1I tell you, one of
them had a knife | gasped Bunter, *I
say, the best thing we can do iz to get
out quictly, and——"

Bob was not listening, He wrenched
at the deor; it was immovable. Hao
jabbed the strongest blade of his Eﬂ{:}iet*

nife into the lock, and it snapped as he
tried to push back the tongue. Then ha
caught up a heavy stool with both
hands, and erashed it on the lock with
all hia strength.

Crash |

“Oh crikey I gasped Bunter. “J say,
stop it, you silly ass—you'll have them
all up hera!l 1 zay—="

Crash |

and
you

It was a lock, but it could nok
stand that drastic usage. It smashed,
and the door was free,

The erash of the stool on the breaking
lock rang through the building, echoing
far and wide.

Bob neither heeded nor cared. He
grabbed the door open.

* Bunter,” he panted over his shoulder,
“you're no good in a scrap, but—follow
me, you spluttering idiot and alarm the
house. The French servants are net in
this game! Rouse them all outl
Understand i

“Oh erikey 1"

b did not wait for an answer.

Ha cut out of the room, and r
down the corridor to the stairs.

But oven Bunter could understand
that, lawless as the Chinks were in
carrying out their purposs, they would
have to draw in their horns, so to speak,
with & crowd of excited French servants
on the scena.

Bunter tottered down the corridor
after Bob. :

Bob, going down the grand staircase
in leaps, three or four steps at a time,
vapished from his eyes and his spee-
tacles. Bunter followed him st a much
mora leisurely pace, yelling at the top of
his voice.

“Help! Help! 1 say, furnez-vous
out, E.EJI of you! Henri—QGustave=—
Adolphe—Andre—Louis—showez a leg—
buckez vous up ! Help!®

The major-domo and his numerous
staff were not likely to understand
Bunter's French. But they could nog
possibly misunderstand his frantic yeélls,

Before he reached tho foot of the stair-
case, & dozen startled servants were in
the hall, sputtering French.

Bob had vanished—running, as he had
never run on the cinder-path, for Me.
Q's private apariments—the Malacea
gripped in his hand, and & fierce and
intrepid determination in his heark.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Bob Cherry on the War-path !

1 HYY kan kan!" breathed Dr.
Sin, his black, slanting eyes
snapping a3 the starthng
sound rang through the great

mansion—the erash of the heavy wooden

stool on the breaking lock.

Heo was holding Wun Lung by the
glmulders—Li ¥i by the Chinese junior's

ect.

At the secretary’s muttored order to
go and Jook, Li Yi released Wun's feet,
which sank into the padded chest.

Dr. Bin, startled, alarmed, stood, still
holding Wun, staring after his con-
federate, as he ran quickly through a
sergened doorway, which led by a wide
passage to the hall. i

Loud, confused sounds in the distance
reached him—then Li ¥i came backing
into the room, his arms thrown up to
defend his  head, followed by Bob
Cherry, lashing out fereely with the
heavy metal knob of the Malacea.

It was a good distance from the juniors®
room, on the frst floor, to Mr., s
private apartments on the . rez-de-
chaussee, or ground feor. DBuat DBob
Cherry did it in seconds. Almost by the
time the echo of the crashing deoor had
died away, he came panting up to the
arched, screened doorway—from which
Li ¥i had emerged to see what was
happening.

i ¥i, his slanting eyes bulging with
angry astonishment at the aighzh of the
schoolboy he had left bound hand and
foot above, backed huriiedly from the
slash of the Malacea.



Bob did not speak—he simply lazshed
out, to knock the Chinaman spinning out
of his way, and only Li's prompt retreat
saved him a stunning blow.

Spitting like a cat with rage, Ia
backed into the room, pushing aside the
slatted screen with his broad shiculders,
followed up by Bob, still hitting hard
and fast. Both of them appearcd
*é;g&ther under the astounded eyes of Sin

ng.

Dr. Sin stared, almost Eulriﬁ:}d.

Ei was howling with pain and rage.

Bob, wild with anxicty for Wun Lung,
knowing that a whole ecrowd might be
upon him at any mement, hit hard anad
hit quick, and the Chinaman would have
fallen, stunned, had he not caught the
blows on his arms, his only defence.

The bones of those arms alinost
eracked under the fierce blows, as Bob
drove him savagely back into the room ;
and Li Yi, scrcaming and yelling,
dodged round Bin and the long chest.

“Wun " panted Bob.

He saw the Chinese hoy—half in the
chest, his shoulders still held by the
petrified Dr. Sin.

He =aw, tgo, with the same plance,
that Wun was wneonscous, and knew
that he had been drugged, and that
there was no help from him,

He rushed straight at Sin Song.

“You, you scoundrel " he panted.

Dr. Sin released lus hold on Wun, who
dropped inta the chest, as the secretary
let go. He bounded away only in time
to save his head from 2 crashing blow.

Bob was only a schoolboy, but in his
anxicty and rage, his eyes blazing like
blue fire, hizs teeth =ct, he looked
decidedly dangerous, and his handling
of Li ¥i showed that he would stop at
very little,

Sin Song had the narrowest escape in
his life of a cracked head, as Dob struck
at him.

The two Chinamen backed awav, Li
Yi mumbling with pain, S8in Song pant-
g with rage.

Boly Cherry stopped sz he reached the
chest, slipped the Malacca under his
arm, stooped, and lifted Wun Lung out.

Wun's almond eyes remained shut: he
remsined totally uneonscious of what
wWas p-ﬁ:‘iﬂ-lllg,

The little Chinee was a light-weiglt,
and Boby could casily have carried him
from the room—given time. But he was
ot gven tame,

Sin Song came at him like a tiger, »
knife flashing in his hand, and Bob had
barcly time to drop the little Chinee on
o conch and grasp the Malacea again o
defend himsolf.

e faced the rush of the vellow man
undauntedly.

Sin Song,  whom the juniors had
known as a sleel:, smiling, good-natured
rann, scercd 1o be transfermed, for the
monent, into o vellow demon,. He came
ut Bob with a knife, his black cves burn-
ing, snarling a call to Li Y1 to help bim.

But Ta Y1y, his arins bruised and
nubed by the rain of blows, was anable
to help. He shouted, in Chinese, and
voices and footsteps responded.

There was a ecrazh, as Bob’s slick moet
Sin Song's koife, and knocked it from
hig hand, numbing his yvellow finpers at
lae soone tio, '

The Clinaman, panfing, eame on,
clutehing ol hiw, and Bab steuck again,
the heavy koob of the Malacea crashing
on Sin's head, and sending Liom stagpor-
Ine over.

There wus a heavy fall, as Sin Song
wenk down,

From two or three different serecued
doarways, Chinese servants ran  in—
atwong thew the two who had helped Li
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to seize Dol in Lis room. There woere
six or soven of them, every one of theht
more powerful than the English school-
boy, wha stood over Wun u desperate
defenee,

I ¥ hawled o them, De. Sin o raized

hunself on an elbow and velled. Whey
closed in on Poh.
Tha Greyfriars junior gritted lis

teeth, prepared for a fight to ihe very
oncl, But alreody the whole roansion
was in a wild uproar,

Bunter’s frantic vellivg rang fay and
wide, and a dazen French servans were
calling and questioning  and  gesticu-
lating.

Bob could puess that the French ser-
vants had orders to keep colear of the
private apartments of Mr. 0. Other-
wise the pproar would have bronght
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Truce !

BO raised his hand,

Tho venerable Clanaman
looked as calm., as unmoved, oy
ever, Only a burning gleam in

the depths of his wrinkled eyves revealed
the suppressed vagpe within, His gesture
was calm and dignified ; his voiee, when
he spoke, calm and steady.

Whether O Be, at the pass matters
had come to, would throw up all dis-
gutze, and carry on with his purpose
regardless of appearances  and  con-
soquences, Bob Cherry did not koow.
But he thought it very nnlikely—and ho
guickly saw that Mr. O had neo nlen-
tion of taking such desperate measures. |

(Continued on next puage.)

them on the scenc
already. IMe
shouted ab  the
top of his vowee:
H“Help! A moi!
Au  secours!  Au
secours! On
mieassomme ! Venez
amol! Au secours!”
Which was cguiva-
Ient  to " Help!
Murdert' i Il
French,
Orders,

or  no ey
orders.

the aston-
ished houschaold
etaff were not
likely to pass such
a call unheeded,
Five or six foot-
men Caine running
in at
doorway
Chinese  closed  1n
on Bob Cherry.

the arched
as the

ME SAVEE PLENTY
PENNIES AND GET-
VELLY BIG BANG-BANGS
ON NOV 5"

I

says Sky-hi

They babbled with
astomishuent i 3
what they saw—a

hinaman stretched
on the fleor
another rublbing
hiz bruised sacms;
half a dozen about
to overwhelm the
boy who  stood,
with uplifted stick,
over the insensible
Wun Lung.

“*Yoila " gasped
the major-domo.
“"Quiest - ce que
oozt T

" Yoyor—"" stutk-
tered the footmon.

8 moi! yelbed
Bob, " Au sccours!
On m'assomime |
Appelles  les  gen-
darmes! Au
secours

A dozen amazed
Freneh scrvants
crowded at the
doorway, splutier-
ing, gesticulating,
and no doubt they
would have helped
Bob, f the Chinese
had carried on
with the atiack,
But in the presence
of that numerous
audience, the
Clhinese hezitated
to carry on, And
ire that moment o

sorecn  was  pushed
astde, and Me, O
re-cntered the
roOn.
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Boh was prepared to fight to the last
gasp, in defence of the Chinesa junior.
And the crowd of Frenchmen could
hardly have left him {o be overpowered
by forea under their eves. Naither
could Wun have been carri unseen,
m the chest, now. With the whaole
numcrous household buzzing and crowd-
g vouud, there was only one thing
for O3 Bo to do—and he did it

He spoke in Chinese. Bob did not
piderstamd the words, but he under-
stood  their purport, as the Chineso
quickly left the apartment by the doors
by which they had entered. Sin Bong
and Li ¥i went with the rest, Li casting
back a sauvage glare at Bob as he went.

In a moment or two they were gone.

Bob Cherry breathed more frecly.

He kuew now that he had saved Wun
Lung; ihough he knew, also, that it
was only for the time; that the plot that
had failed would be very soon followed
by another.  But, for the moment, 1t
vag ‘fall ¢lear.”

The Chinese having gone, Mr, O
burned his wmild and dignified glance on
the French servants,

Ha spoke in French, and they stared,
and exchanged glancce, and hinally with-
drow, muttering and whispering to one
another.

Bob, standing over Wun Lung, was
left with the old Chinaman.

What was coming next, he could not
tell: but he knew that he was not going
fo leave Wun Lung.

O Bo cyed him in silence for a long
it

As he had been sbsent from the apart-
ment when Beb burst in, and as the
hrawl had ceased on his reappearance,
probably he did not expect the junior
fo gucss that the whole thing had been
done by his orders

Exactly how much the junior knew,
or suspeeted, he could not tell. After
that long, penctrating look, by which he
scomed to be irying to read Bob's
thoughts, he spoke—softly,

“My young friend, young in years,
bt old, very old indeed, n couragoe and
wisdom, I craw] at your feet in sorrow
fer the conduct of my servants.  They
have dared to 1t their wnworthy hands
agalnt your precious and jade-hke per-
won. All these miserable ones shall be
severely punished.™

Biob did not answer.

The old man either helieved, or
hoped, that Dob did not know of his
complicity in the kidnapping plot.

Rob was more than willing to leave
it at that.

W Lang, WEONEC100E, know
noining. When he came to, he was not
likely to believe what Beh could have
iodd him, or consent to leave that house
of danger. 2o, if My O was znxious
ia kecp up appearances, Bob was glad
cuough to let him do so.

(uly—he was not going to leave Wun
Lung. YWhatever was said, and what.
aver was done, he was sticking to Wan
Lung till the Chinese hoy recovercd his
SeNEed,

“It app2ars,” went on O Bo softly,
“that 1wy miserable servanis have
obeyved the orders of that wretched one,
Hin Song. For I have scen him,
although dismissed from my service.
This is 2 matter with which 1 must deal
at onece.” .

IIe pansed a moment.

“Tha Liitle Pink Toad sleeps,™ lhe
added. s

“Wun's been drugged!” said Beb
Bluntly.

“1t would appear so," said O Bo,
“May I heg of you to remain and
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watch over my Little Pink Toad, while
I deal with my wniaithful servants.”

“['m staving with him ¥ gasped Bob.

He was glad enough to avoid open
froubla with the anecient Chinaman.
Bat duplicity carricd to this cxtent
sickened him.

0 Bo made a grave bow, and passed
from the roem, a slatted screen falling
itte place behind his venerable figure in
the doorway,

Iiob breathed harvd and deep.

Wun Lung lay oo the couch, his eyes
still peacefully closed.

Bob Cherry sat down by his side, the
Malacca across his kneecs. e was not
at all cevtain that it might not be
wanted again.

From the bottem of his heart he
longed for his friends to return. Thoy
were not conupg back till the evening,
and that was hoonrs yet. Until then he
had to wait, and watch, on his guard
avery mstant. An open attack was not
at all likely, with the whele household
surprised and alarmed, and  excited
French servants ready to call in the
gendarmes at any moment. But the
next few hours were likely to be a
severe strain,

“I=1=1 say, old chap——" came a
QUAYEering voige.

Hob looked round quickly as Billy
Bunter blinked into the room, his little
round eyes dilated with alarm behind
his big round spoctacies.

unter blinked to the right, and
blinked to the laft before he ventured
te roll . To hiz great relief, there
wera noe Chinawnew abouk.

“T—1 =ay, this 13 too jolly thick, old
chap ! gaspod Bunter., “T--T wish I'd
gone to Manleverer Towers with old
Mauly for the bols now., Or on that
wea irip with Smithy, 1 say, let's got
out, shall we?”

“Fathead! Look at Wun Lung!*

“Is that silly azs fast asleep, through
all this row ™ exclaimed Bunter.

“"He's dragged, ass 1™

“Oh ¢rikey! This i3 & precious sort
of place to come Tor a haliday ™ groaned
Bunter, “The grub's good—I don't
deny that, hut—but, after all, grub ain’t
everything.” :

Boh grinned.

If Billy Bunter had come to the con-
clusion that graly was nob everyihing,
it showed how deep was his alarm,

“That old Chinese bean, O, ought to
Lerp his bea=tly Chinks in order!”
saltd Bunter. * Look herve, lot's tell old
) ahout it

"He knows,™ =zaid Baoh.

Okt Well, if he knows, T suppoze
he'll put a stop to this sort of fhing,”
snid Bunter. “Its the sort of thing
that no follow could be expectrd to
stand. I can tell you U'm fod-up ™

“Taook hore, Buntor,” said Bob, sirnek
hv a sudden thought, "I can't leave
Wun Lung—and you're no use here !

“{h, really, Cherry &

“Vou cut off, and find the fellows
gt the exhibition, and tell themn to come
back at once!™ said Bob., " Goodness
knows what we're going to do aflier
this; but the sconer we're {ogether
again the betver”

Billy Bunter's fat faes brightoned,

“Well, that's rather a good idea.” he
admitted. “I can tell you I shall be
jolly glad to get out of this, with all
thase murdering Chinese about, 111
tell Gustave to get & car round——"

“NWever mind that. Better slip out
quietly,” zaid Bob. *“You can pick up
a tax; on the avenue.”

“1 shall want some money,”
Bunter. “I only found fifteen
in yonr overcoat pocket——"

£ E h ?.FJ

gald
francs

“And twenty francz In Nugeni's
jackeot——->"

“¥ou bloated burglar!” gasped Bob.
“Is that what you were up to in our
room when the Chinks came up?*

“It's pretty lucky for you that T was,
and for Wun Lung, too!” yapped
Bunter. “And if you're too beastly
maean to want a fellow to borrow a few
francg——->"

“I'll find you some money, vou fat
hrigand ™ ob Cherry went through
his pockets. * Here you are!”

“A thousand francs will do,” said
Bunter.  “Just lend me a bill for a
thousand franca—*

“I lent you one this morning.”

“Beast! If yow're going o bo n
funny idiot—" howled Bunter.

“I'll leave that to you, old [at man!
Iiere's a bill for five hundred francs—
that's about four guid—=

“I'd  rather have a thousand,”
objected Bunter. "™ Exhibitions are cx-
pensive plaees, and peoplo want tip-
pg, and all that, and [ can’t be
stingy like you fellows—it's not my
way. Make it a thousand.”

“I'll make it a boot, if you den't
shut wp 1

id E“’_"“Et 1!1‘

“Ava you going or
Boh

He made 8 move to put the hillet-de-
banguoe back in his pockel—which was
cnough for Bunler!

“0Oh! Yes! I can manage on five
hundred fraves, I daro say. After all,
the fellows will pay the taxi home. All
vight, old chap! I'll go to oblige
:,"!,‘.I'LI..H

And Bunter—whether to oblige Bob,
or to oblige his fat sc—went !

Five minuies later a taxi was bowling
down the avenue with Lim,

And Bob Chervy, left alone with Wun
Lung, sat and waited, and walched—
and longed to hear the foobsteps and
volees of his chwns, as be had nover
louged before.

not ¥ snapped

— ——

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Talks French !

66 C OCHON 1™
“Oh, my hat!™ asped
Harry Wharton, S
“Heard that squeak De-

fore " grinmed Johnony Bull.

“What on carth is the fat ass calling
that waiter a pig for ¥ pazped Fran
:”{L!_.E:'«\':TIL “Why the thump—"

“Fhe whyfulness is terrifie 3 chuckled
Hurree Jamset Fam Bingh,
“Cochon 1™  came  the

again.

Four schoolboys lalted, and gazed,
and grinned.

It was a glovions, sunny summer's
afternoon, and Harry Wharton & Co—
liitle dreamivg of what had happened
in their abzence—wera enjoying their
visit to the Paris Exhibition.

They missed Bob Cherry=—though., sad
to relate, they did not misa Billy
Bunter,

With the persuasion that Bobh was
rather overdoing his task of lecking
after Wun Lung, they hoped that he
wottld change his mind and come on
after them—and as they rambled about
the oxtensive pgrounds of the great
exhibition, and 1n and out of ono

orgeous structura after another, they
‘Ecpt- an eye open for him—or, to bo
mora exact, four pairs of eyes.

They did not, em the other hand,
hope that Bunter had changed his mind
and come after themn, having forgotten
iz fat existence.

fat squeak
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Bob Cherry almost wondered whether he was dreaming, when he saw Buntfer standing in the room, blinking at him with

terrifled eyes through his big spectacles.

Snj;dit- was fhe unhoped-for that hap-
4 .

The eyes that were kept open for Bob
Cherry lighted on Billy Bunter.

As the juniora had been several hours
in the exhibition—during which lime
they had put in somo hefty work at
sightseeing—they were thinking of tea
—wilh which idea they sauntered along
toc an open-air cafe near the Algerian
pavilion. Secated at one of the little
tables, with a stack of foodstuffs before
him, was the plump ornament of Lhe
Greyiriars Remove.

Bunter was eating. That, of course,
was to be expected. They had not
expected fo sce Bunter; but if they
saw liim at all, they expected to sce him
cating. And he was!

There was jarn on Bunter's fat {ace.
There was jam on Bunter's fat fingers.
Indecd, he was very jammy.

As Bunter had been specially pro-
vided with cash, to come specially to
the exhibition, to find the Co., 1t
might have beon supbesed—by anyono
who did not know DBunter—that he
would spend his iime, when he got
there, locking for them.

Mo doubt Bunter intended to look for
them. But first things came first. He
was hungry by the time he arrived. 8o
first of all, naturally, he loocked ifos
food. And, once in the presence of
foodstuffs, Bunter was not hkely to
remember anything else while there was
any space available inside Bunter.

True, ho had walked round a little;
hut as he could not resist the lare of
grub, and grub was obtainable on all
sides, his walks were not extensive,
His progress through the exhibition
was, in fact, & combined cafe-and-
restaurant crawl—and Bunter was
pumshingi_l_his fifth feed when the Co.
CRING oI him.

After all, so far as Bunter could see,

Unable to speak, unable to stir, Bdb gave the fat junior expressive looks.
wharrer those beasts up to ? ** breathed Bunter, in a scared whisper,

it would be all right if he found the
fellows before it was time to leave. So
long as they were available to pay tha
taxi fare home, 1t was all right for
Bunter. That anybody else mattered
was one of those thoughts unlikely o
ocour to Bunter's fat brain.

S0 there was Bunter, in all  his
glory—warm, damp, sticky, jammy, but
enjoying the very greatest attraction of
the Paris Lxhibition—the food!

Magnificent buildings, wonderful pro-
ducts of ffty diffierent countries, jostling
crowds of all reces under the sun,
speaking & score of different Jangunges,
passcd Bunter by, like the idle wind
which he regarded not.  Bunter aw
and was happy.

Four smiling faces regarded him, un-
noticed by Bunter. 1’%&131:3* of other
faces regarded him, for that matier.
For why Billy Dunter was saqueaking
out “Cochon!™ was a puzzle to the
Ecrc:wd at the cafe tables, as well as the

o

But the explanation was sumple.

Bunter was calling the waiter.

He had not yet disposed of the pile
on hiz fable. But he was gettin
through it; and, naturally, he wante
it renewed hefore he ecame to the end.
Otherwize, there might be & pause
the gastronomic operations,

There were plenty of waiters, but they
were all busy. The waiter attached to
Bunter's table was serving a party of
American tourists. Ile did not turn his
head a3 Buonter squeaked. It did not
even occur to him that the fat Anglais
was calling to him.

Bunter, who learned as little as he
possibly could in Monsiour Charpen-
tier's class at Grevfriars, nevertheless
spoke French—but in a manner un-
known in France, and very puzzling to
the nativea, YWhat little Buntor learned

eochon !

T} [ say,

** One of them had a knife—I saw it 1"

he gencrally forgot—slow {0 wequive
knowledge, he had a real tucn of speed
at forgetting it again.

S0 hia knowledge of Trench was
chiefly a conglomeralion of words that
happened to stick in hia fat nemory,
with their mcanings vather mixed,

If Billy Bunter remwembered that o
house was called & maison, and a stroet
a rue, aud a railway a chemnin-de for,
he was quite likely to call & house a
rue, and a street a maison, anpd oithep
of them a chemin-de-fer !

Bo 1t was on the present nceasion.
Bunfer knew that a rench waiter was
called garcon. He knew that a pig was
called cochon.  Buat he had got theo
mixed.

He had no occasion to addres= a oie,
50 he had no prezsent use for (e weorrl
garcon! He had oceasion to wildress s
waiter—eo he had a use for 1l word
Thorvefore was Bunler w.ing

squeaked DBunior
“Cochon | Cowmer-vous here, vou silly
idiot ! Can’t vou hearez we calling
vous ! Cochop ™

Harry Wharlon & Co., from o litthe
distance, gazed at the fat Owl.

They were rather wzed to DBunkor's
remarkable Irench: stll, 18 did net
accur io thom for the moment tlhat he
had forgetien thoe word for walter, and
fancicd that “CUochon !™ was fthe word.

They wondered what the fat Owl was
up to—apparently hunting for iroubie,
far *Cochon ! was a feaefully ifnsule-
ing word in French.

“Cachon 1" yapped Bunier angrily,

The walter was looking round  naw.
He was looking round inm surprise—
to sce whom that fat customer was
addressing by such an insulting word,

{Continued on page 16.)
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Bunter waved a fat hand at him.

“Here vous!” he snorted. * Deaf, or
what? Come here, cochon!”

The garcon jumped. It dawned upon
him that 18 was he, himself, whom this
fat ane was calling & cochon.

He glared. He was not a very good-
tempered waiter. The waiter's strike
had left a lot of discontent behind it
Froench walters were not what they had
been in the dear, dead davs beyond
recall.  Moreover, he was hot and
tired. and had corns, and the Ameri-
cans had neot fipped him., He was far
from being in & mood te be called a
cochon wil:% impunity.

“Hearcz-vous ! hooted Bunter.
“Think I'm going to stick here without
ativthing to eat? You can thinkez
again, gee? Cochon !

The waiter came. He came guite
gquickly. That was what Bunter wanted
—but he did not like the man's look.

“ Moi ! spluttered the waiter. “Clest
moi quon appelle cochon! Mei Louis-
Joseph-Marie-Jacques Lebon! Mol l”

“Yousz!" vapped Bunter. “Wharrer
vou moean? ou're the cochon, amn't
vou ! Now, look here, cochon——"

The waiter looked there. He glared
there. He waved both greasy hands as
lie glaved.

Bunter blinked at him

ment.
“Oh. my hat!” gurgled Johnny Bull,

i1 astonish-

gasping.  “That—that—that blithering
chump thinks a waiter's called a
cochon——"

“Oh trikEﬁ?” gasped Nugent.

*Ha, Ita, ha !

“Buolter : hang on here, I think!™

gasped Harry Wharton, “The waiter
luoks asz if he's going to slaughter him,

We'd better pick up whai's left of
Banter.”

“Ha. ha. ha!”

“AMoi cochon!™ hooted the French
garcon. “ Bt vous, gros drole—vous,
gros mﬂmn—mua Fros  nuals-—gros
Al g ——

“g"ﬁ'hnt- the dickens 1z he talking

about *" ga-ped Bunter. * Blessed if it
doczn't sound as 1f he's calling a fellow
nanwes ! It's all right, cochon! I want
sotue muore jam—confiture, see?  Jush
get e some more jam! Gettez moi
boka de jam! Sce?  Buckez-vous up,
cochon !

“Taujours cochon I roared the angry
walter. “Aot  Louis-Joseph-Marie-
Jacques Lebon, cochon! On en o assez !
Alez-vous en !

“Alley be  blowed!™
Buter. "“Wharrer vou mean?

(B

some ote jam, cochon!

Grinning faces were looking ak Billy
Bunter on all sides. But the waiter
was not grinping, He waz spluttering
wiatl

Dunter, to make his meaning clearer,
pointed to the jam-dish, in which a
little jam remained—hardly encugh to
lask f}unm: t:ill a mnew supply was
brought.

Yaee? he hooted. “Jam!  Confi
ture ! Clettez-mol move jam, coclicn!
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What on earth's the matter with this.

cocnon T

The walter picked up the jam-dish.

Bunter, for a moment, fancied that he
was going to carry it off on his tray for
a further supply. But that was not the
waiter's fntention abt all, Louis-Joseph-
Marie-Jacques Lebon had been called a
cochon, over and over again, by this fat,
sticky foreigner, and his intention was
to let that foreigner know what he
thought of him, ;

He did not place the jam-dish on his
tray. Ile dabbed it on Bunter’s fat
face! Jam plastored that fat foce, and
Boanter spluttered with surprise and
rREE,

“Urrgh! Why, vou mad foreigner—
surrgh; vou potty cochon—— Grooogh !
Oh crikey ! Ooooooch 1"

“Voila, pour vous!” hooted Louis-
Joseph-Marie-Jacgues. * Est-ce guon
m'zppelle cochon comme ca | Voila gras
sin!zc e

“Urrggh

Bunter scrambled to his feet, knock.
ing teacups and plates right and left.
He dabbed at jom on his fat features
and his bi? spectacles, spluttering and
gasping wildly.

aog !

A tray, in two greasy hands, landed
on Bunter’s head. Tt landed with a
han% and a clang.

“Yarooh 1" roared Dunter.

“Yoila! Pour vous!” roared the
garcon. ' Ceochon, n'est-ce pas! Nom
d'un rom d'un chien! Prenez ca—et ca

P oF

—et ::a-—él "

Bang ! ang ! ang !

“Ow! Help! Yarcooh! Stoppes
you silly i1diet! Chuckez vous! Oh

crtkey 1 Yaroooop !

Billy Bunter En’lted. He had not
finizshed his fifth tea—and he had not
paid for it. The sccond consideration
did not bother him, Tho first would
iavp bothered him, rather, had he had
time to think—but he hadn’t., He was
only anxious to pet out of the reach of
the waiter who had, he sup&msei sud-

denly gone mad, He jumped away and
ran for it.

“"Cochon | Ciros  cochon, cochon,
cochon ! squealed the waiter, after him,
hrandishing the tray.

Bunter

id not heed. Dabbing jam,
and spluttering for breath, ha gﬁdged
into the crowd and disappeaved.

And Harry Wharton & Co., almost in
hysteries, followed on his tracl.

e——irrmrrr—illl

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Belter Late Than Never!

i O W1 Oh erikex ! gasped Bunter,

Perspiration was thick on his

fat face, though not so thick as

jam. He came to a halt at a

gafe distance from the cafle, gurgling for

breath, He halted in the shade of the

British Pavilion, and dabbed at the jam
with & grubby handkerchief.

“Urrgh ! Mad Froggy ™ he gasped.
“Bunstroke, I suppozel Oh dear! I'm
all sticky 1 Oh erikexr ! Qooglhi 1"

“1la, ha, hal!l”

The fat Owl blinked round, and found
the four Grevfriars juniors at hiz elbow.
e was glad to see them, He had not
pbzerved ihem before, and was guite
unaware that they had witpessed the
spot of excitement at the cafe. He was
glad to see them now—with mad waiters
about,

“0Oh! I sav, vou fellows, I've been
lnoking for vou!™ gasped Bunter. *'I've
heen huntiuf for you all over the shop
for hours. 1 =arw (ogh !

“Vou look a bit sticky, old fat man,™
caid Harry Whaarton, “Taking your
jam gutside—no more voom inside?’

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“Oh, really, Wharton! 1 say, I've
heen in a row—a fearful row !" gasped
Bunter. " A waiter went mad suddenly
—sunstroke, I think——~"

“Wha-a-t " gasped the four.

“Mad as a hatter,” said Bunter. "I
waz speaking to him in French—they
like you to speak in their own language
g3 o rule. Generally they smile when I
speak to them in French—"

No wonder "' gasped Harcy.

“The wonderfulness is not terrificl™

chortled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“You ges, I ecan do i, explained
Bunter. " Yo fellows can't—but g} eak-
ing French like a native, it comes easy
to me. But this chap was balmy—abso-
lutely balmy ! He went for me suddenly
with his tray, If I hadn't knocked him
down pretty quick—"

“What?" yelled the four.

“Inocked him down!™ said Bunter,
rubbing jammy spectacles, and blinking
gt them:. I let him have my left—-"

“Oh erumbs 1* )

“Inocked him head over heels,” said
Bunter. "I wasn’t standing his cheek,
mad or not! He would have done some
damage pvith that tray, I can tell you,

if I hadn’t knocked him down, 1L Jeft
him lying there——"* .
“And wou are lying here!™ eaid

Johnny Bull,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Eh? I'm telling :.'nu]just what hap-
pened 1" said Bunter. 1 simply called
to him 1n French te bring me some mors
jam, and he went off the deep end, all
of & aud-:len—mviw mad, Btarted on
me with his tray. ould you believa it?
I've -heard thak there's been a lot of
trouble lately with the waiters in Paris,
No waonder, if they're like that. BMad as
a March hatter—X mean, a March have,
Banged my head with his tray, you
know—all of a sudden, for no reason
whatever. 1 let him have my right——"

“As well as your lefti" gasped
Wharton.
“I=I mean myv left! 1 fancy wou

fellows would have run for it—he was
wolly dangerous, L can tell you, I simpl;,;
nocked him down, and strolled away.
“Ha, ha, ha " shvieked the four.
They had witnessed the episode: but
certainly they would not have recognised
it, from Bunter's description.

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at,” snapped Bunter. “J shall have to
goet a wash somewhere—I'm all sticky !
He gove me a fearful bang with that
trayl I say, youn fellows, it's prefty
thick to have mad waiters about——"

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Froggies are liable to get rather mad
if vou call them cochons!” chuckled
Nugent,

L1 h-ﬁllh

“You see, we were there, only about
three yards off, and we saw it all,"”
grimm& Johuny Bull. “We didn't see
you knock the man down, though.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“No: we missed that bt 1™ said ¥arr
Wharton, laughing, * We saw you stroll

away—never saw anybody siroll so
quick

“Ha, ha, hat”

ORI ;}'aﬁ-;md Bunter " You—you
saw if—

“"We strolled after you,” said Harry.
“We had to put it on a bit, you were
strolling so jolly fast——"

o H.[l, Ilu, a 1:1-
“Oh! I—J—I—" The fat Owl
stammered. “I—I mean—— Oh, shut

up cackling! I shali have to go and

get a wash somewhere—"

“Well, 2 wash won't hurt you. I
know you don't usually wash 1o the holi-
du{:.'s:. but—just for once in & way—"

‘Beast! T don't need all the washing



ou fellows do—I'm not so dirty. Still,
have to get this jam off. I'm jolly
glad 1 never paid that beast—that's one
thing, I say, you fellows if you'ré
veady for toa, I'm ready, You can leave
the talking to me, as I know French.”
“"Vou'd better not talk French, 1if
you're going to tea with us!"™ said
Johuny Bull, "“We haven't come to the
exhibition 1o scrap with  waiters.
There'll be another mad waiter to
handle, 1f you call him a cochan 1"
“Ha, ha, ha!"
“Oh, don’t be an as3 " yapped Bun-
ter. “Cochon 1z French for waiter—"'

“It's French for pig, you silly Owlt”
yelled Johnny Bull

“Oh erikey ! Isit? Think thot's why
that fellow got excited 7 gasped Bunter,

“Ha, ha | Sort of I

“Look here, I don't think zyou're
right, Bull, You don’t know wmuch
Fretich. What's the French for waiter,
then ¥ demanded Bunter.

“(arcon, fathead!™

“Rot ' said Bunter. I forget what
garcon mneans, but thimk 1t's a
cuthediral or something—oh, do stop
cackling ! Cochon's the word for walter
—]1 shall certainly call the pext waiter
cochon—"

“You'll get his tray banging on your
head if you dof”

Wi Yﬂ-h EE

“¥You begin talking French, and you'll
get my boot ! said Johmny Bull,

“ Beast !

The juniors were ready for tea—but
they looked for a place of refreshment
at a considerabla distance from the one
patronised by Bunter. Nobody wanted
to sce that excited waiter again—
cspecially Runter, who bad had more
than enough of Louis-Joseph-Maric-
Jacgues,

Bunter having had the wash~—which
he really needed—they sat down to tea;
and Bunter, perhaps having some doubts
himself by tlus time, in spite of his
wonderfnl knowledge of ¥rench, re-
frained from addressing the waiter as
a cochon. Bo all was calm and hreight.

After tea, when tha chums of the
Remove wero ready to resume doing the
many and various sights of the great
exhibition, IIilly Bunter remembered
his mission. Being, by that timie, as
full of foodstuffs ss even hiz ample
circumference allowed, he had leisure to
think of lesser matters.

™1 say, you fellows, what about going
bacl ¥ he asked.

“We're not gm’:lf back for hours yet,
fathead.” answered Havry., " We don't
zen the Paris Exhibition avery day.”

“Oh, really, Wharton! You =ce, I
really camo to fetch you back—"

“ IFathead !

“That's the thanks I get for coming
here aud rooting all over the place for
yvou 1" said Bunter sarcastically, * Well,

lease yvouwrselves, but if those Chinks
inock Bob on the head and get Wun

Lung away while youre loahng about
cxhifitions——"

' '“;rhatl?u

“Bob wants you to get back as quick
as you can—"

“Bob  doez?” pasped  Wharton.
i "_‘_‘.'h ‘=M

“Well, he’s been scrapping with those
Chinks, and Wun Lung’s been drugped,
and I fanc;y he feels pretty nervous there
alone, and——"

The four juniors gazed at Bunter—or
rather, they glared at him. It was an
liour since they had encountered Buntor,
and this was his first mention of a
mezzage from Bob.

“ Has anything happened i exclaimed
Nugent.

“You fat idiot! Tell us what's hap-
pened I breaihed Harry.
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Bunter told them.

“¥ou—you—vou—you blonted bander-
snateh, why didn't you tell us at onee ®7
pasped Johnuy '131.1111:I

“Well, I was going to, but that mad
walter put it out of mwy head. And 1
wanted my top——"

“Come on V" said Havry.

“1 say, you fellows, don't rush off like
that 17 howled Bunter, as the four de-
pal'ted in hasie. "I -Em':ril':g back
with youl I say, 1 want you to pay
the laxi! I say, you [ellows Beasts |
Bleszed if they're not gone! Of all the
votten, ungrateful beast >

Billy Bunter blinked after the Iour
vanished juniors.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Apaches of Paris!
murmured

i E goey sleepee!™
M l‘uﬁm Luug. s 3
He sat up, passing his

hand over his slanting cyes.

He gave Bob Cherry a puzzled look.

“Yelly stlange, me goey slecpee likeo
that 1" he zaid. * 3le leadee "long Uncle
O, and me goey sleepec.”

Bob hardly knew what to answer. Ile
had no idea of telling Wun Lung what
had sent hitn to sleep.

During the long hours {hat be had sat
by the unconscious Chinee's stde he had
turned the matter over and over in his
.

For Wun's safety, he ought to know
that the man at the bottem of the kid-
napping was his ancient relative from
China. Such a revelation would have
been a painful shock to him; but Bob
would have disvcgarded that had he
thought that Wun would believe it, and
take warmng.

But he knew that YWun wonld not, and
could not. He had no actual proof to
offer—only that he knew, and that there
was not a vestige of doubt 1o has own
nand,  That would hard!i have been
convineming to Wuan, who knew My, O
as & kind and affectionato rclative.

It was uscless to tell Wun what he
would not believe, and to give himm a
warning he would never dream of heed-
ing, Wun, indeéd, not only would not
have believed, but he would have been
deeply angry. Dstrangement from the
boy he was determined to protect would
only have made matters worse.

S0 Hob said nothing.

Wun, though evidently puzzled by
that strange attack of drowsiness, did
not dream of guessing its real cause.
Ha sat rubbing his ayes.

Mr. 0, seated in his ivary-inlaid chair,
rlanced at him.

My, O had heen thero for the last half-
honr, while Bob sat beszside hum on the
couch  Nene of the Chinese servants
had entercd the room, and AMr. O had
zaid nothing further on that subject.

“The Lattle Pink Toad has slept!”
gaid Mr. O softly. “"Neow go and take
a walk 1n the frezh air on the avenue,
in the company of the ﬁifted and bene-
ficent friend who guards you =o faith-

¥

fully.” :
A sugpestion from an ¢lder was a
command to a Chinee.

Wuan Lung kow-towed 1o his uncle
and went out with Bob.

“Me no savvy why me sleepee plenty
too much ! he remarked when they
were out of My, 0's apariments, “Me
likes walkee 'long avenue, sposee you
likee. Head blong me feel vel ﬁ heavy.™

*Come on, old chap 1" said ob, gfﬂd
of the chanece of getting out of the house
and remaining out till his [viends came,

He had hﬂi)ed to hear them returning
long before this, The two or three hours

Y]

he had watched over the unconscious
Chinee had scened endless.
Stall, herknew thoat Bunter might have

diflicinity  in  finding  them, m  the
crowded  exhibition  grounds; more-
over, Bunter was a rather wunrelhiablo
TCSSENECT.

Anvhow, they had not come, and the
long minutes had dr&%gﬂd by like lead.
It was an inmmense relief to get out o
the epen avenue, in the sunshine and
fresh airv, anud the bustling crowds of
Parts.

The fact that Mr. O had made the
suggestion looked, to Bob, as if the
mysterious  old  Chinaman  had
abandoned his scheme for the present.
Had he suggested Wun Lung going out
alone. or in any other company,
would have been on tha alert at onee.
But the suggestion that they should
take a walk together looked 31‘1':1-:{: * all
clear.™

They walked down the broad, tree-

shaded avenue, Wun Lung with a
thoughtful shade on his face, still
perplexed,

There were plenty of pedestrians
about—maost of them well dressed, in

that wealthy quarter of the ¢ity, Cars
passod and re-passed incessantly.

Beb had hiz eyes open for a Chinese
face, cither on the pavement or in @

car. But he zaw no Chinamen.

But after the two juntors had been
walking about ten minutes a bunch of
pedestrians came  along who looked
rather out of the picture in that wealthy
avenue

Bob glanced at them—thres men, with
sallow, rather unhealthy {faces, eyes
slarp as a rat's, dingy neckeloths, and
cigarcties hangig from loosc lips. They
looked hike threo ™ Apaches * from soine
alley in Montmurtre.

Hiz glance was casual; as he was
walking slowly with Wun Lung, and
the thres hooligans were walking
quickly, he expecled them te pass on.

Instead of which, they slowed down,
ared one of them—a slight, rat-like man
in & wide-brimmed felt hu.l-—pushr:ti
rudely against Bob.

It was an offensive act, and Bol's
eyves fashed. DBut he direw back out of

woway, unwiiling to enter into a rvow
with such a gang.

The trio enme to & stop. and the rat-
faced man who had pushed Bob fol-
lowed hiw up, spitting out abusive
French.

Half of what he said wus 1 the
“argat ™ of Parvis thieves, which even a
Frewchman  would have only partly
understood, unless a member of the
gangs of numan rais that fester in the
Parizs glums. Bob understood hardly a
word of it, but he kanew that it was all
abusive.

The Apache was hunling trouble, and
as Bob backed farther away he followed
up, more and more abusive, aml a divty
hand smacked at the schoolboy’s face.

That was the lit!

Bob’s fist shot out, and the weedy,
unthealthy, drupg-soaked rat of a man
went over as if he had been shot,

Instantly the ather twe rushed at Bob,
and be had his hands full, Wun's hands
going up to his assistance.

It was an amazing scene to Bob. In
soone low street in Montmartre or Belle-
ville, such a row would not have been
unuzual or surprising, but it was an
amazing occurrence in the great avenue,
full of well-dressed people, with police-
men within sight and call.

Then, as & closed black cer drew up
by the pavement, Bob understood.

Two of the Apaches were keeping him
busy, and the rat-like man he had
knocked down la panting; but two
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olliers lcaped from the car and ran at
MWur Lung. ) )
Almost in a fash the little Chinee was
rasped, whipped off the ground, and
59&; ed to the car.
Eﬂ':% kuew then, He had been watch-
ful for Chincse—and for that very
veason this gang of Apaches had becn
hired for the work. That was why O Be
had suggested a walk on the avenue.
All was rveady on the avenue when the
two schoolboys took that walk. i
Only swiftness could make such a raid

suceessful, in broed daylight, on &
crowded avenue. But the Apaches were
awift.

Bob, fighting like a madman, could
not throw off the two raseals who were
attacking him and forcing him farther
and farther from Wun Lung. :

Wun Lung, struggling with all his
rtrength, was bardly more than a child
in the hands of the two who had seized
Lam.

Thev dragged him headlong into the
closed car. :

Fifty people or more were stopping
and staring blankly at the sight of au
Apache vow in such a quarter of Paris,
A sergent-de-ville came ranmng  up,
amazewent in his face.

But the door of the Dblack car
slamuned. and it shot awey down the
avene. . :

Bob was relieved of lis assailants—
oflicial hands grasped them—and the
eat-like man, staggering up, was grasped
i bz turn, ;

But the elosed car was shooling away
down the avenue almost with the speed
of an arrow—and Bol, panting, stared
after it in despair.

————

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape!

III OO0 7 velled Johuny Bull
LES ]?'DI-.__._'_F.'
AW up—-=" i
Four junicrs, srated in an
open Laxi. were coming up the avenue

The taxy was going fast.

Billy Bunter's message had  been
delaved in the transit-=but after getting
it. Harry Wharton & Ce. had not lost
a momert.

What they miglht find in the house of
Me, O, they did not know—bmt they
were  anfensely  anxiouns, after  what
Buuter had told them. )

The startling and unexpected sight of
a serap going on, on the pavement, drew
their glanees—and 0 utter amazement,
they recopuised Bolb Cherry and Wun
A,

It was hardly for more than a moment
that ther saw the latter.

They were still Aty yards from the
spob when  the Chinese  junior  was
dragged headlong inta the black car, the
door slammed, awd he was lo:t te ther
=iglht.

The car shot off down the avenwe—
directly towards thene.

Ho sudden, so startling, was the brief.
wild scene, that they stared spellbound,

But as the hlack cur came rushing
past, Horey Wharton weke into action.

Wun Loug was in that cae. In the
broad  light of summer’s day le was
lreing carvictl off, under their eyes.

In a malier of seconds the racing car
would have passed them and vamished
aretd the cwdless traflic,

Tuere was no time for thought—little
tine for action,  Harry Wharton did vt
thinle—he acted?! Tiere was no lime
for even the taxi-driver lo slop—the cars
rashesl past onie another.

B uz they passed, Harry Wharton
leated onr fowards the 1*|rehin$ Lilack
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car, passing at a distance of two fcet.

He had no weapon, or time to think
of getting hold of one. He grabbed the
straw hat from his head, and, as the
black car rushed by, struck the driver
full in the face with the hard edge,
with all the sirength he could put into
the blow.

It was gll that he could do=—and he
had only brief seconds in which to do it
But it was cffectual.

The hard edge of the straw hat cut
the man across the face almost like &
hatchet, taking him utterly by surprise,
blinding and confusing him. He yelled
frantically, his hands left the wheel, and
the black car went sky-rocketing acvoss
the avenue.

“Arretez!” Wharton shouled to the
faxi-driver.

Before the word was fairly out of his
wiouth, he heard a ecrash., The black
car was on the pavement, crashing on
& stone wall,

* Arretez 1™

The taxi jammed to a halt,

"Oh oerumbs!? pasped Johnny Bull,
i Qllifl{!”

He bounded out af the taxi, Whartan,
and Nugent, and Hurree Jamset Ram
oingh after him.

They tore towards the black car.

Wharton's action had stopped it—
stopped 1t efectually ! It hit the stone
wiil, rocked, and went on its side.

The four juniors were the first to
reach it. But the next moment a swarm
was round them. A hundred excited
Frenchmen erowded the pavement round
the overturned car,

The uwppermost door flew open—two
desperate, amazed, breathless Apaches
clambered out like eats—but quick as
they were, there were plenkty of hands
te grasp them as they came. Each of
them dropped promptly into the clutches
of a gendarme. The driver, pinned
utider the ¢ar, was shricking, with a cut
across his faeo, from YWharton's blow,
from which the blood was spurking.

From the uppermast door, a pigtailed
head and a yellow face rose, and Wun
Lung looked out,

“Wun!" shouled Harry, “Hurt, old
chap¥”

“Allee Light!?

Viun clambered out, the
helping him to the paverocnt.

The four of them gathered reund him
in the midst of o wildly excited erowed,
gabbling French on all sides at a terrvific
rafe.

Through the crowd Bob Cherey came
pushing and elbowing, He hardly koew
what had stopped the black car—but he
B scen the spill, aud e came tearning
kLT

“Halloe, halle, hallo!
i aspoed,

“Yes, old man—here we are!”

“AWoan—you're not hort——"

“Plenty blursee, "long me" said Wun
Lung cheerfully.  “Allee light! Bang
nappee blong me, lmn[q-' shouldee—pleniy
bompee ! Alles Baht”

“Thank geodness!” breathed Bob.

“Yom, rather!™ said Harrv. 1 had
to stop that  seoundrel—Wun  would
have heen gone, bat—hat the risk—it
had 1o be foken, but——"

“Allee  lighi—buwmpre no  matleg ™
saich Wun., " Plenty glad stoppee, na
oy Clang  kidvappee! You o fellee
stickee, Tlouwg we go back Clong howse
Llarg Unele 0L

“You bet!? said Johnny Boll

A portly brgadier was on the seons
pow, #pouting Frenell at a preat rade.

The Apachers, spilbing like eals. wern
in the grip of a policeman, and being
uwrc*]mg ofl—und the groaning driver
was beitig extracted from
var. Round the jnniors
thickened and surged.

juniors

(IR

You fellows!

under e
tha crowd

The whole affarr, from beginning to
end had occupled only & few minutes—
but dozens and scores of excited people
had gathered ronnd, The brigadier
questioned the schoolboys, in French far
tao rapid for them to follow.

But at the mention of Mr. O's name,
he nodded, and am&mPanicd them ta
ihe Chinese gentleman's house.  This
was, of course, an affair for the police—
and French police can always be relied
on to make the very most of any affair.

An attempt to carry off & Chince,
nephew of a Chinese millionaire, by a
gang of Apaches, in broad dnyhgﬂt. was
guite a sensation—and “pie” to the
porkly, important brigadier of police.

The junters wete glad to get out of
the buzzing crowd and te get Wun
Lung safe within the big, bronze gates
of the mansion.

Bob Cherry's feelings were rather
tixed.

He knew, beyvond the shadow of a
dheabt, that O Bo had fixed up the whola
thing., But it was fairly certain that
he had acted through the medium of his
seeretary, the artful, Dr. Sin. His name
was not likely to be mentioned by the
captured Apaches, simply boeause they
dirl not know anvthing of it,

Bob was pretty ¢ertain of that: and
for Wun's sake, he was glad, TF it was
as  Bob sup%m:{l. they could only
incriminate r. Bin Song—already
known to be a kidnapper—if they
betrayed their employer at all,

But he wondered what Mr. O would
say, and feel, when they arrived at the
houzse—Wun free and safe, and a police
oflicer in  attendance, to take down
endlexs details and particulars.

He wondered, teo, whether afier thias
final failure, O Bo would realize that
the game was not worth the candle, and
give up lis mysterions kidnapping
scheme. From the botlem of his heart,
he hoped so—Dbut he did not beliave so.
Thiz defeat  would be followed by
anollier move in the old Chinaman's
strange and myvslerious game—and Bob,
lhough he wondered what ot might be,
did not come anyvwhere near puessing.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mr. O's New Move !

i YDL" fellee likee tlip along shky ¥™

“*Eh, what?”
Wun Lung grinned as lo
atked the guestion.  His little
vellow face was bright snd cheery,

The Famnous Five stared.

It was the following morning, and
they were sauntering in the gardens,
after breakfast. Wun Lung had gene (o
pay his wsual visit to his uncle’s apart-
wients—leaving Tob, at least, not wholly
casv in his mind. Dot the little Chinee
cume out end joined his friends in the
garvden, bright and cheery.

“Prip in the sky v repeated Harry
Wharton.

“What vou tinkee? grinned Wun
Loz, You likeet”

“Dlo vou mean 1 a plane
Lol

“ Phlenty big plane, Llong Unele 01
said ".".'luu LI;Ilj.i,'. l" “'E] ﬂl-l: go together,
ilenty longr tlip alonge slky.

vl Rlippin;E; 1 eaid Jolwiny Boll

“PThe wiplulness b= terrific!™
Hurree Jammser Ram Singh.

*DBur—bul where?” asked Bol.

Wuan Lomg waved his hawd towards
the caxiorn hiormzon,

“Plavel plenty quick along plane?”
he said., “Hee plenty placco—plaps sea
Clhina=—what you tikee®”

“Oh, my bat ! exelaimed Harry,

“Leaving 'aris 1™ excluimed Nugent.

“Leavee Palis—leavee Flance—leavee

exclaimed

agreed
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“Urrgh | Why, you mad !ur;.- ner—, Irah ! You potty cochon—groogh I ™
teacups and plates right and Ie!t.tg Bangy?r 8 g

ole Eu]c—%re-.'" grinned Wun Lung.
“Makee plenty ]-m:lg: tlipt Uncle O not
feelee velly well, 'long countly blang
foleign devils, Wantee goey east,
“{nntea thiz 1i'll Chinea gooy, and
fliends blong me. You fellca likeat”

“What-ho I* said Johnny Bull.
"Velly goed. Me tellee Uncle QO you
Likee 1 emiled Wun Lung.

And he trotted back cheerfully into
the house.

Bob Cherry stood silent, breathing
hard. To him, as to his friends, an
extended trip in & passenger plane was
a delightful prospect. But—

Hce had Wwondered what would be the
next move in Mre. O's game. He knew
now,

Harry Wharton glanced at him. Only
he, so far, had been told of Bob's sus-
picions of Mr. Q. He could read Bob’s
thoughts in his troubled face and
knitted brow. And the happenings of
the previous day had made him wonder
whether Bob was, after all, on the right
track. _

“This iz jolly zensmible of old O
remarked Johnny Bull thoughtfully.
“It's pretty clear now that Wun's not
safe in Paris. Bo far as I can make
out, that blighter Sin has the old sport-
man's native servants under his thumb,
and—="

“Not much doubt about that, after
what happened to Bob yesterday,” said
Frank Nugent, “It's ]iratty plain that
the whole gang of Chinks dance to Sin’s

tune.”
“The plainfulness is terrifie,” agreed
Hurree Jamset Kam Singh, *though it

s & preposterous mystery what the
esteemed rascal is up to [

“Well, there can't be much doubt
about that,” said Johnny. “His game
is to stick old O for a ransom !l Can't
be anything elze.”

Bob looked at him without spesking.

“ Anybhow, Wun's not safe here,” sard

1{"
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e

** Gros cochon, eochon, cochon | **

Johnny. “lnside the house, those
Chinks may get at him; outside, that
blighter Bin won’t stop at much, as he's

roved by hiring a gang of Apaches.

ld O is pretty sensible, %f we all clear
off in a plane, that leaves the whola
crew guessing.”

Bob ﬂpeneg his lips, and closed them
again.

“ Better sfuza.l: out, Bob,” said Harry
quietly. “If there’s anything in what
you fancy, this will want thinking out.”

“I'm going to,™ said Bob at last.
“Blessed if 1 know what we can do—
except stick to Wun and hope for the
best, No good telling him. DBut—hbut
he's walking straight mmto the trap ™

“How do you mean?” asked Nugent.

Bob glanced round belore replying.
But they were glone in the garden.
Wun Lung had gone, and Billy Bunter
not yet finished breakfast.

“I mean,” said Bob quietly, “that
ever since we gobt here I've known how
the matter stands. I've told Wharton;
now I'm going to tell you. 8Sin Bong
15n't after Wun to stick O Bo for a
ransom; he's acting under O Bo's
orders,”

Wharton stood silent.

Johnny and Nugent and the Nabob of
Bhanipur stared at Bob.

“Mad 7" asked Johmny at last—the
first to speak.
ear old chap—" murmured

Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh dJdid not
speak, FProbably Bob’s words were a
clue to many circumstances that had
Euﬂﬂeq and pergle:';e-d him, and the

een-witted nabob needed only the clue.

“( Bo,” zaid Bob quietly, “is at the
bottormn of the whole thing. That's why
he azked Wun to Paris: that's why he
asked wus when Wun wouldn't travel
alone; that’s why Sin and his con-
federates have the run of the house;

Ex

Bunter serambled to his feet, knocking
A tray landed on his fat head with a clang.
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*“ Cochon ! ** squealed the waiter.

that’s why Wun was dregged yesterday:
and that's why the old bean has decided
on this trip out of Europe. He's going
to shake us off somewhere—I don't sup-
pose he carcs much where. Don't ask
e whslv he's doing it. I know he’s fond
of the kid; I know he wanted to adept
him once and leave him his fortune—
oodles of money. I can’t make out why,
but I know the fact: and the fact ia that
0 Bo came from China to Europe to
kidnap Wun Lung—="

“ What utter rot I said Johnny Bull,

“Rubbish, old chap " said Frank.

“You said the same when I first sus.
pected Sin,” said Bob in the same quiet
tone. “He turned out to be the kid-
napper.”

“¥es, that's so. But—"

“That pas_senﬁer plane we're going to
trip_1n,” sand Bob, “has been waiting
at the drome all the while we'vo been
in Paria. It has been waiting till Wun
could be got away from us and lugged
on board. Old Oz got it clear by this
time that Wun can’t be got away from
us; we're sticking to him like glue. He
can't send us away and keep Wun to
himeelf, because tﬁat- would put Wun
wise—at least, it would offend him,
and he would go f we did. Every
time we've beaten the kidnapping game,
old O must have been more and more
anxious to see the last of us; but every
time made it less and less possible for
him to get rid of us, Wun knowing that
his safety depended on us. Now the
old bean has made wp his mind that, jf
he can't get Wun away alone in the
plane, he will get him away with his
friends along with him—and drop us
somewhere at the first chance,”

Hurree Jamset Bam Singh gave a
slow nod of his dusky head. Johnny
Bull shrugged his shoulders, and Mugent
whistled.
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“He doezmn™t mean Wun to suspect
anything till it’s too late,” went on Heb,
“ He wants hin safe out of white men’s
countrice first. 1f Wun suspegted any-
thing, there's nothing to keep him here.
Fle's not to know anything till it's too
late for him to get out of the trap. Buk
what can we do?"”

“Nothing 1”7 said Johnny Bull. “It's
all rot! Looks to me as if O is taking
Wun out of France to keep him safe,
and, I dare say, to get out of all that
bother about what happened yesterday—

lice procecdings and all that, You're

reaming, old man.” -

“It sounds awfully thick, Bob,” zaid
Nugent hesitatingly., "I know it seems
to account for a lot of puzzling things,
but—but——" He brolte off and glanced
at the nabeb. “What do you think,
Inky "

“ My asteemed thinkfulness is that Bob
has hit the correct nail on the napper |”
answerad Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“ Fathead 1" said Jnhnnf Bull.

“ Blessed if I don’t half think Bob's
right!” said Harry.

1 Rl:lt: 1!!

“Well, believe it or not, what can we
do®” asked Bob restlessly, “If I told
Wun Lung out plain what I think—"

“Guard with your left if you dol”
grinrned Johnoy Bull. *“If anybody
gpun me & yarn like that about my
uncle, T'd dot him in the eve I”

“Wash that out, Bob!"” said Ha.rrl}r
quietly. “True or not, there's no proof,
and Wun would BimE'ly be offended and
insulted. We couldn't stay on with him
afterwards, and, if you're right, that
wa;éd be playing right into old O's
hands.”

“T'we thought of that, of course,” said
Bob., “But—but if we let him go——"

“We can't stop him. He wouldn’t
believe a word against the old bean. He
couldn’t. I can't believe i, so how
could Wuan *™

Bob was miserably silent. He knew
that he waz right. But what was the
use of thinking of warning Wun when
his own friends could not believe it}

“ All we can do is to stick to Wun and
do our best to see him safo,” said
Harry. “If yow're right, he will need
us mere than ever when he gets on that

lane. If vou're wrong, it will take
gim out of danger.”

Bob nodded slowly.

“We're sticking to Wun and saying
nothing,” he said. *It's no good saying
anvihing—I see that. Dut—"

“1 zay, you fellows—"

Bob broke off as Billy Bunter rolled
into the offing. After all, further dis-
cuzsion was uselesa, There was nothing
for it, but to keep silence and keep
wateh.

“I say, Wun's told me that there's
going to be a plane trip, and that we're
starting to-day,” said Bunter, blinking
at the juniors through his big spee-
tacles.  “It's a bit sadden. Btill, I
don't mund that, I'll come. 1 fanecy
vou fellows will be a bit nervy in the
air without & chap with yvou to show a
bit of pluck. There's no danger,
really—"

“You'd be missing if there was!”
grunted Johnny Bull.

“Beast | Now, look here, you fellows,”
said Bunter impressively, "there's one
thing thal's got to be settled befare
starting. I shall have to do a bit of
shopping fesk I shall need some money.
Nat much; 1 dare say I could do on a
thousand francs—"

“Rill for a thousand fraties?" n.sl;ﬂ_-&
Johnny Bull, * Anybody been shopping
at the Lonvre ™

“Ha, ha, hat" ]

T don't want any rotten jokes!”
roared Bunter. “I want a billy-de-bong
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for a thousand franes| And T can tell
vou this—that if you're going te be
stingy, I shan't come! ¥ou can’t
expect 18"

“In that case,” said Harry Wharton,
“we're going to be fearfully stingy—as
slingy as Fizsher T. Fish I

“The stinginess will be terrific !
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Wa shall have to see about packing,™
am'dd Bob. *Let's go in and see Wun,
an e ]

*Never mind Wun now!"™ hooted
Bunter. “I'm talking 1"

“Well, go on talking, old fat manl
Nobody’s stopping you I

And the Famous Five went into the
house, leaving Billy Bunter to go on
talking as long as ha liked.

g

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Up!

¢ Y S that it
“That's it, ole Bob Chelly I”

“0Oh1” zaid Bob.

The glrent plane, as it rested on
the concrete, looked immense. It was,
indeed, enormous in size—larger than
tho passenger planes fhat the jumiors
had seen taking off at Croydon, in their
own country.

Four members of the Co. gazed at it
in sheer delight. The idea of a trip
in the clouds in that magnificent plane,
over one country after another, was
dazzling. Whole countries could be
taken in in an seroplane trip, like towns
in a trip by car or railway. Heally, it
was o gE}riuus prospeck that might have
delighted any schoolboy’s heart.

Bob was rather puzzled as he gazed
at the big plane. ) )

There was a peculiar Chinese device
painted on it. It was odd enough for g
Chinese device to be painted on a
planc hﬂ]ﬂng}i‘n to a French aviation
company, which certainly had never
taken a fizhi to so distant a country
as China.

On a Irench plane, with French pilots
and a French steward, foul play did
not secm to be an easy proposition,
with the wheole party of Greyiriars

fellows in company with Wun.
Had the little Chines been smupggled
board, no doubt

uurregtitmusl:,: Ol
Mr. and his Chinese servants would
have managed the matter easily. But
six fellows with Wun aliered the state
of affairs mm];:'letelj._

It was hardly possible to suppose that
the aviation compan¥y's pilots wers in
league with the ofd Chinaman. Bob did
not suppose s0 for a moment.

So, though he was sure that this
plane trip was a new move in the kid-
nappingl game, he was puzzled as to how
O Eo planned to effect his purpose. A
chartered plane had a limited range;
the pilots would take orders from Mr. G
up to a certain point, but not beyond
that point. ;

The sight of that eurious Chinese
devics painted on the plane set new
thoughts racing through Bob’s mind.

Mr. O was rich—he was a millionaire,
and more than a millienaire. He could
buy a plane, if he liked, without miss-

ing the money. Bob wondered un-
easily whether that was it
“I say, wou fellows.” Bunter, of

coursa, was talking. * I say, that looks
rather a decent bus! TI'd rather travel
in a British plane—they're safer] Biill,
planes don't have accidents so offen as
trains. If vou fellows feel a bit upset
at first, keep your eves on me."

“Don’t you think that might upset us
glill more?"” asked Johnny Bull,

“ Eh—why ! asked Bunter.

“Well, your features, you know,

“¥You si]:i:;' ass |” hooted Bunter.

“It's & topping bus!" said Harry
Wharton. “We're in luck these hola,
you fallows 1"

“The luckfulness is terrific 1" 2

“Well, you needn't be nervous ! gaid
Bunter. *“You're locking s bit pale,
Nuogent——"

“ Fathead 1"

“You're not locking pale, Inky—you
couldn't—he, he, hel—but I fancy
vou're feeling rather palel You look
sort of worried, Bob 1" :

Bob, undoubtedly, was looking very
t.h::rugimtful, though he was not thinking
of possible dangers in ﬂ:,fin%; trips.

“What does that mean, un " he
asked, heedless of Bunter, pointing to
the Chinese device painted on the plane.

“Name blong ély_!ane.," gaid Wun
“You no savvy inese writing, In
Vely Old and

language blong you,
E&nm—;ﬁent Pigeon I

“Oh crikey, what & name!” ejacu-
lated Johnny Bull.

“He, he, ha!"” from Bunter. “ Very
Eld ,nn-:] Benevolent Pigeon! He, he,
el

“A Chinesse name on a French

plane " asked. Nugent.

“No Flench now—Chinese " said
Wun Lung. “Unele O buy that Elane&,
takee 'long China when he goey home.”

“Oh1” said Bob.

He had guessed correctly. O Bo had
been going to carry off the kidnapped
Chinee in & chartercd plane. Ie had
changed his arrangements since it had
proved necessary to take his English
friends along with him. In a plane that
was his own property, Mr. O had a
fres hand.

That plane must have cost Mr. O
many thousands of pounds—all the
more, because the transeclion must
have been put through wri:_qm-:k]jg. Ik
was & clear proof of bhis obstinate
determination to carry out his purpose
at all costs.

¥or & moment it came inie Bob's
mind to epeak out—to warn Wun while
there was yet time.

But he kpow that it was futile, and
did mot speak.

f such a warning had any effect, it
could only be angry resentment on
Wun's side, and possibly & parting with
his friends. That was the last thing
that Bob could risk.

“Par iei, messicurs!” ecalled out &
French steward, leoking down from the
cabin door.

Bob glanced at the man.

Mr. O had bought the plane; but it
looked as if he had not changed the
personnel, as the French steward was
on board. The presence of a European
Was reassuring.

The Greviriars fellows went up the
steps, lote the cabin—very roomy, con-
sidering that it was on a plane. Their
baggage had elready been taken aboard
the EVnry {(}ld and Benevolent Pigeon.

Looking from the windows, over the
great drome, the Greyfriars fellows
waited for Mr. O to arrive. He had
not travelled with them from the house
in Paris,

When he came, he came alone. Ha
was, apparently, leaving all his Chincso
household behind. It must have been
very unusual for the ancient gentlemnam,
considering his wealth and his age, to
travel unattended — especielly n &
lane, that invention of the "forsign

avila.” But he came alone, and that
was that.
Harry Wharton could not help

emiling as he met Bob's eye. Thae
wera starting in & plane, with a Frenc

(Continued on page 22.)



EVERY SATURDAY
Inside Information A{wi Greyfriars by—_—;

"“/i- GREYFRIARS GUIDE

L _ 2

-.'illlllllllllillililllllliilllIilrll.illlllq;:*ll-l-||-j|'||-'-|;1|:ull|llllllilll-lnl:iuuli--lll

A TOUR OF THE SCHOOL. (The Gymnasium.)

it : The monks did no physical jerks;
:'lsh!]!"--' M They all were too fat and too solemn
i i for that—
i = They mueh preferred grub and good
works |
— {2}

It's modern and fine, with a pleasing
design ;
Of cheerful red brick and cement;
And here come the chaps whe are thirst-
ing for scraps
With others of similar bent,
They erawl from the ring with one eye
in & sling, :
; The other as black as the night,
And loudly proclaiin their delight in the

HENe—
Of course, they're not sane, you know
(1) —quite | @)
Es i?-t[{:._ g.?;limxt SIpht Ws Tolsk tarn 10 g give loud hurrahs for the parallel
: bars

And leave the old Cloisters for good; ST ;
We then come upon the gymnasium on TE{}:EZ“RL'}E horse, dumb-bells, snd
4 tfwglm where the ~chapter-house The elobz, ropes, and rings, and all

i S : ather things

The gym isn’t classed as a thing of the o p Everaﬂ'r A W
ey As you hang by your knees from the

AFTER SCHOOL HOURS
Coker’s Glider-Plane
(1)

A melancholy accident
I now relate in song,

How Coker thought he could invent
A glider—and was wrong |

(2}
Tha wings were built of linen sheets
On lengths of water-pipe;
The fuselage, with wooden scals,
Was not of usual type.
(3}
Constructed from an ancient skifl
No longer watertight,
It rather locked to us as if
It wasn’t Gt for Hight.
(4)
But Coker fancied oftherwise;
He stood upon the roof, ,
Prepared to sail the sunny skics
And put it to the proof.
)
With teardrops streaming from our cycs
We pushed him off, and found
He dig not sail the sunny skies—
He hit the sunny ground !
{6)
The length of Coker’s maiden flight
Was eighty-seven feet,
For that 1z just about the height
The roof 15 from the streel.

{7}
His face protruding from the wreck
Was eloquent and grim;
It still was fastened to his neck,
And, luckily, to himxl
(8)
He glared at us, of speech bereft,
Then stamped away in pain,
While Gosling swept up what was left
Of Coker's glider-plane |

fiving trapeze )
Or lic on your back in the ring,
You're bound to admit, if you want to
keap fit, ]
The jolly old gym i3 the thing.

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

M. HENRI CHARPENTIER
(the French Master at Greyfriars)

C's for CHARPENTIER—or ' Mossoo !
Everyone knows him, so do you

Iie's 3 Frenchman with & beard
Whose rentarks are sometimes weird.
Often you will hear him say:

“*Wee, mong garcong, sivoo play "
{This I can translate with ease:

“Yeg, my garcon, sil vous please '}

His frock coat and heaming faco

Are a featurse of the place.
Raggers soon prepare for fun
Dnece the Freneh elass has hegun.
Poor Mossoo won't use the cane,
So he shouts for peace in vaint
Mever mind | e all would =ay:
“"Vive, M'sieu Charpentier |”

T

|
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A WEEKLY BUDGET
OF FACT AND FUN
By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER
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GREYFRIARS GRINS

The reason why Fisher T. Fish never
uses a comb is because he hates parting
wilh anything.

Dick Rake has just had two tecth out
under gas, and didn’t feel a thing. He
185 going to ask the Head for gaz next
tine he is up for a public fogging |
~ Lord Mauleverer always goes to sleep
in prep. He has to ig he wants to
rrepa.rﬂ for class—beceuse that's what
10 does in the Form-room 1

A fatheaded fellow named Cwynne
Can _play the piane and grin,
Beciuse, it appears,
He has plugs in hiz ears
To keep out the terrible din !
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PUZZLE PAR

Two sweeps were sweeping the
Greyfriars chimneys tha other
dey. When they had finizhed,
one of them had a face black
with soot, while the other's face
wag quite clean. So the man with
the clean face went and washed,
and the man with the black face
didn't. Why was this?

Answer at foot of colymn 3

ERENENEN FECETEYPRINIREI R Sy D

apdendERsasaadTeAna naRE A RA g

SRR A

USRS EANE R E AR RSO

SN R AR FNEFRFETAAE RN FENENNE YRR FAFEARAANE

Ifarold Skinner announces that ho
will give a lecture in the Rag on *'The
Evils of Gambling” to-morrow.
course, ha's only domng it for a bet.

Why doesn’t it matter if I wear a
short coat 7—Becausa it will be long
enough before I get another.

Which has most legs, one boy or no
boy +—One boy has two legs, but no boy
has three. (There will now be an
interval while my mental condition is
mguired inlo.)

ANSWER TO PUZZLE

The clean sweep saw the other's facae
was dirty, so he thought his own must
be the same, and pmmftl:.' waszshed it.
The dirty sweep saw the other's face
was clean, so he didn't |

-4
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steward and French pilots; five of them,
witnout counting Bunter, to look after
Wun Lung’'s safety—and the ancient
Q0 Bo on his own! If it had come te
trouble, even Billy Bunter could hsave
dealt wilh the ancient Chinaman. This
did not lock like & kidnapping stunt
Dob had to admit that it did not.

“Well, old bean, what do you think
aow 17 murmured Wharton.

Bob shook his head.

"1 ean’'t make it out["”
[1] But F

“But vou still think—"

“Yes," said Bob quiatly.

“I say, you fellows, this is prelky
decent,” said Bunter. " I've been look-
ing round, and I can tell you we're
tixed up all right for gru o

*“Ha, ha, hal"

“Wharrer you cackling at®"
manded Bunter.
without grubi” )

“I don’t think you could!"™ said
Bob.

“Well, I've been taking a squint into
tha steward's pantry," said Bunter.
“Fixed up all right, I can tell youl

ha said,

de-
#Mhink we can travel

I zav, there's ices |

4 !Ji'n, fine I" said Johnny Bull. * Rip-
ping! Topping! Dirstorotel Bplen-
aid ! MMagnificent! T there's lots of
grub, we needn’t bother about any-
tainge else ™

“Eh? What else is there toc bother

about I asked Bunter, blinking at him.
“If the grub's all right, everything's
ail right1™

“The all-rightfulness is terrific!”
chuckled Hurree Jamzet Eam Singh,

“Well, lock here, as we're guests, I
suppose we can order what we like—
what " asked Bunter. "I suppose we
don’t have to pay here, same as onn a
passenger plane. I should jolly well
like a snack 1

“Birloin for me,” said Johnny Bull
sarcastically, “with potatoes and cab-
bage and Yorkshire pudding. It's an
bour since brekker."

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Oh, really, Bull! TI'm jolly well
gothg to have an 1ce I said Bunter. “1I
sav, wun m'!ﬁ, I suppose we can ask
for what we like—what?"

“ Askier allee likee,” assented Wun
Lurg. with o cheery grin. * Evely-
thing on Velly Old and Benevolent
Pigeon blong flends blong me!”

“Good ™ said Bunter, with
faction. * Where's the cochon "

“You blithoring ass 1" roared Jolinny
Buill. “If vou start calling the steward
a cochon, you'll get the same as you
got at the exhibition |V

“I expect they call a steward the
same as a waiter, Bull, sud that's
cochon—=""

“Cochon's French for Bunter™

“Fht How can it be French for
Birter, vou ESST_”

“It mwans a pigl"”

“You cheeky idiot! Took here,
where's that cochon? Cochon 1 I say—
Yaroooch! Wharrer you kicking me
for., vou beast " yelled Buunter.

*AMake it parcan 1" sald Johnny Bull.

“Shan't ! howled Bunter.

“Then vou got & boot every time [V

“Deazt! I'll try garcen! I don't sup-
pote the man will comel I believe
garcon means a stew, or something——"'

“I1a, ha, hal”

“Garcont™ hooted DBunter, as tha
staward looked in. *Oh, hero he is!
I zay, my man, whattez you callez your-
solf in frongsay 1"

The Famous Five gasped. If Bunter
expected the steward to understand that
Tronch, the other fellows did not.

“Plaital 1" gasped the steward,

“Well. that's a pretty I&ue&r name,”

Toe Magxer Lisragy.~—No. 1,545
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said Bunter. “Fancy s steward being
called a playtill in French, you
fellows 1™

“Ha, ha, ha 1" ghrieked the Co.

“¥ou howling ass!” gasped Eob.
"T!.'tl_lla man was asking you what you
said.”

“Rot! I nsked him what he was
called in French, and he's told me.
Look here, @Playtill,” said Bunter,
blinking at the surprised steward,
“hringez vous an ice."

“Comment 1" ejaculated the steward.

That was another way of asking
Bunter what he was saying, but the fat
Owl was hap[flilj.’ uneconsclons of 1k.

“Common " repeated Bunter. * Well,
yes—just an ordinary ice.™

“Une glace pour monsieur,” said
Harry, explaining. ] )

“Qui, m'sieur, parfaitement!” said
the steward, and he disappeared down
the passage again. ;

" wish wvou wouldn't butt in,
Whearton 1" satd Bunter irritably, * The
man understood me all right. 1 don't
care whether it's in 8 glass or not, so
long as he brings the 1ce.”

“Oh crikey! Iece is glace in French,
you assl”

“Rubbish! TI've seen them marked
up i shops,” said Bunter. “Why,
coming hers this mormng we passed a
place with a big sign up ‘lci on
danse.! That means that you can have
ices while you dance.”

“Tt means *Dancing here,””" yelled
Johony Bull., “Ici means * here.' ™

“"Iat lat of French you know, Bulll
Lucky for vou fellows you've got me
here,” said Dunter. *lei means ices,
of course.”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“You've simply put vour fool into it,
Wharion, by asking him to bring a
glass, If he %ﬂ"}f well brings me a
%!ass, istead of an 1ece, I shall fell him
that you're an ignorant ess that doesn’t
know any French.”

“(Oh, t_j:rai” paspoed Wharton.

The huvm of the engines drow atten-
tion away from DBunter—though it did
not draw Bunter's attention away from
hiz expected ice,

Bunter liked ice-¢cream, mere par-
tienlarly when it did not have to be paid
for. Az the guests on the Very Old and
Benevalent i’igel}n coild order what
they liked, it was probable that the fat
Owl would do guite & lot of ordering.

Dieaf te the deepening hum of the
enginez, blind to the fact that the plano
was abeut to faxi along the drome,
Billy Bunter concentrated his fat atten-
tion on the expected ice-cream.

Owing to Wharton's intervention, he
bad & painful doubt  whether the
stewvard might not bring him a glass,
instead of an ice. However, the man,
when he reappeared, brought a tray on
which stood an ice-cream that looked
positively scrumptious.

Bunter beamed at it through his
rpectacies; he grabbed 18 with a fat
hand.

“I sgay. vou fellows, this iz something
like !’ he gasped.

The other fellows did not heed., The
motors were roaring now, and every
moment they expected the giant plane
to pet inta motion

Bunter, regardless, lifted that
corumptions e to hia mouth; he
leancd back his head to push it in,

Somie fellows ate ices on the instal-
menf system. Mot Bunter! Btnntgr
weferved to take his carge aboard in
Luli:, cipecially when it was so attrac-
tive and delicions as this, ]

An ice—even a large one—was nothing
to Bunter. That lovely ice was going
to slip down Bunter's capaciouz gullet

like an oyster. 8o Billy Bunter was
leaning his fat head back, with the ice-
cream &t his extensive mouth, just geing
to begin, when the plane started.

It started quite softly and smoothly.
Still, there was motion. Even a plane
could nobt move without metion—and the
merest jolt was too much for Bunter, in
the circumstances.

He jolted, fottered, and sat down.
The ice-cream at the same moment shob
from the glass; but, instead of shoot-

ing into DBunter's mouth, it shot into
his fat neck.

There was a roar that almoest
drowned the roar of the engines.

"Oooosooh ! Ooooccopl Yarocooop |™

“What the thump—-"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Ow | reggh! O-coool Groooghl
I've got that gmsﬂy ice.cream in my

neck ' shricked Bunter. “It's slipping

downi It's kik-kik-kik-cold—"

“Ha, ha, ha I”

“Urrgh! Grooocogh! Ooocooochl
Woooooch 17

“Ha, ha, ha " yvelled the juniors,

“Lrooogoooch 17

“Wo're off 1 chuckled Bob Cherry.
“By gum, we're up!”

Buildings were gliding past, lookin
as if they were moving, as from a rail-
way train. The plane gathered speed
and the drome became little more Lhan
a blur. Then, as lightly as a bird, the
Very Old and Benevolent Pigeon took
off; mnd in the happy excitement of
rising to the clouds the chums of Grey-
friars gazed from the windows—and
Billy Bunter was left to struggle un-
heeded with the eguashy, chilly 1ice
which had so unfortunately gone down
outside, instead of mnside.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
Light at Last!

i HERE are we going!”
“We're poing to Rome,"
answered Harry Wharton.

“¥ou silly ass,” hooted

Bunter, “I know that! We haven't
gob into a plano to stand still, I sup-
pose | But where mre wg gowng to
roam "’

“h, my hat!®

“The roamfiulness will be to esteemed
and vencrable Rome 1" chuckled Eurree
Jamset Bam Singh.

“0Oh, Rome!” Bunter got it. " Do
you mean Fome in Italy 2

“Wall, T don’'t mean Rome in the
United States " said Harry. * There's
a Romo there, I belicve. DBut the one
i«.éu*lre,gﬁiug to is the original article, in

aly.

“* Urbs antigua [uit—"""  quoted
Nugent.

“Oh, chuck that!” said Buanter. " For
poodness’ zake, let's forget that there's
guch a thing as classes, and such a beast
a3 Queleh, while we're on holiday ! It
malies a fellow thinle of the new term
and mugging up Latin. Berpe!™

“I wonder what Bunter’'s pater thinks
he's getting for the echool fees at
Greyiviars 7 remarked Johnny Bull.

“Well, he deoesn't sce Bunter in the
term,”” said Nugent. “I dare say that's
worth the money.”

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“You ecan cackle! yapped Bunter.
“ But the fact is that's what schools like
Cireyfriars are really for—to keep
fellows from bothering their peopls at
home. ¥Fat lot of pood bunging Lalin
iuto a chap's head ! How many ancient
Romans are we going to meet in Rome,
I'd like to know " -

“The study of clossics improves the
mind and enlarges the understanding,™
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The Apache was keeplng Bob Cherry busy, and the rai-like man he had knocked down lay panting, Bui two others
leapt from the car, and ran at Wun Lung. Almost in a flash, the little Chinese junior was grasped, whipped off the grouna,

said Bob Cherry, with a
tion of the manner of AMr. Quelch,
master of the Groyiriars Remove,

Billy Bunter chuckled.

“"Well, I dare say your mind couid
do with some 1mproving,” he remarked,
*But you don’t want your understand-
ings enlarged; if your feet were any
bigger there wouldn’t be room on this
plane for them. Ee, he, he !

“Why, you frabjous, fat freak—"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Well, whether Latin improves the
mind and enlarges the understanding or
not, it won't be much usze in Rome™
said Harry; “it's a Dbit out of date
there az a language.”

"I dare say Bunter knows as much
Italian as he does French,"” remarked
Johnny Bull.

“Just about as much !” chuckled Boh.,

“Well, no,” said Bunter. “I'm
rather & dab at French, as you fellows
must have noticed, but I don’t know
much ltslian—just & smattering, you
know. Btill, as you fellows don’t know
any, youw'd better leave the talking to
me. Any of you know the Jtalian for
macaromi? They scoff a lot of it there,
I believe.”

“I1a, ha, ha ¥

“ Blessed 1f I zee anvthing to cackle
atl Do yvou know the Italian for mac-
aroni or not?’ demanded Bunter,

“1 do !” grinned Bob.

“What ts it, then?”

“Macaroni |¥ chuckled Bob.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh, don’t be an ass!"' said Bunter

gevishly. *1I know the word, but I've
orgotlon it just at the moment. I say,
you fellows, I wonder if we shall zee
the Deuce in Heme.”

“The what?” ejaculated the Famous
Fivo together.

They had been looking down at the
fair land of France gliding rapidly
under the soaring plape—towns end

and dragged to the car!

layful imita-woods, hills and rivers unrolling like a

pancrama, ~ow, however, they lecked
at Bunter. They were going to stop at
Rome and have a “squint™ at that
ancient city, and wanted to sce all the
sights possible, but the one mentioned
by Bunter was one of which they had
never heard.

“Eh? The Deuce,” said Bunter. "1
guppose yvou've heard of the Deuce ™

“*Well, I've heard of people going to
the deuce, but I never knew 1t was
located at Rome,” said Bob. “What
the devce do you mean 7’

“Well, of all the ignoramuses, you
fellows take the cake ™ said Bunter
scornfully. “Never heard of the Deuce,
eh? Why, you can see his name in the
papers every day, He's Italy’s strong
man 1

“QOh 1 gasped Bob., **The Duce !

As he gave the word its Italian pro-
nunciation Bunter did not catch on to
1t

“What the dickens do vou mean by
doo-chay " asked Bunter. “I'm speak-
ing of Muszolini; he's called the Deuce
in his own country—it means leader, or
something.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Well, what are you cackling at
new " roared Bunter. *I should think
vou'd like to know something about the
country you're visiting, If you've
really never heard of the Deuce——"

“Oh erikey I gasped Nugent. “You
benighted azz! Duce is an Ifalian word,
and in Italian the ‘¢* befere the *eo’
iz pronounced like ‘eh’ in English.
And it's a word of two syllables. D-u-
doo=—c¢-e-chay. Doo.chay! (Got that,
fathead ?

“HRot ! said Bunter decisively. “If

ou're going to talk Italian like that,

rank Nugent, you'd better shut up
and leave the talking to me when we
get to Rome, I say, you fellows it
would be Jolly interesting to see the

Deuce while we're in Rome ! I've heard
that he does a lot of performing in
public—keeping in the spotlight, vou
know, If I hear that ho's on view while
we're there, I shall jolly well go to the
Deuce, I can tell you——="

“You can po to the dickens, too, if
yout like !” said Bob. * Perhaps vou'll
find the Dickens in Rome, as well as the
Deuce [

“Ha, ha, hal”

“¥ah [ answered Bunter elegantly.

The Groyiriars fellows watehed from
the plane with never-ceasing interest.
All of them had been “up * before; but
th? were not, of course, up very often,
and the novelty had had no chance of
wearing off. ;

The ¥amous Five and Bunter had the
aft cabin to themselves,

Mr. O occupied the fors cabin, and
after he had once settled down there for
the journey, the juniors did not sce him
again,

Wun Lung had gone along te join him
and once or twice Bob's eyes strayed 1o
the connecling passage, Johnny Buil
winking at Nugent as he noted it.

But even Bob could not supposze that
any double-dealing was on, with the
Very Old and Benevelent Pigeon
several thousand feet up.

As Mr. O was travelling without any
of his Chinese household, 1t was natural
for Won Lung to kﬂﬁﬁ him company.
No doubt they wera talking in Chinese,
and Wun's rare opportunities to con-
versa in his own language were always
a pleasure to him,

At Greyiriars School, even the head-
master, who was g{: ularly supposed to
know everything, ic?nut know Chinese,
And Mr. Quelch, whose attainments
wera iptnense, would have been puzzled
to make out the weird symbel painted
on the plane, which indicated that its

Tue Maswer Lisrary.—No. 1,543
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All the family can enjoy this new and
entertaining game. *‘ Belisha” should
be [}Iﬂjﬂ&d in every home, for it has all
the merits of a iamihr of party game
with the added attraction of demonstrat-
ing the way to ensure road safety.

Pla}rﬂd on the familiar lines of
“Rummy”, with new varations,
““ Belisha "' is a game of many iInterests.
As the game proceeds the players are
taken on a tour of England and
Scotland, frem Londen to Oban, many
of the cards bearing beautiful pictures
in colour of famous beauty spots.
There's a touch of humour, a
smattering of geopraphy, a2 new
method of teaching ga!il}‘ Farst

i "' Belisha ...and a heap of fun,

fvery gond
Stalioncrand
Store aeile
Ll o N [
Irubiialied by
Casiell Broa..
Lrd., Londet
ard Glasgose,

name was the Very Old and Benovoleant
Pigeon,

France spread like a map under the
plane—roads and railways s fine net-
worle when they flew low enough to
make them out at all

At other fimes, going higher, they
might hardly have known that the
were flying over the globe at all,
egspecially when clouds were under as
will as over the plane,

If Billy Bunter blinked from tha
windows, 1t was & brief and cursory
blink. The plane ran so smoothly that
even Bunter was not in a funk, but
looking down gave him a feeling that
somie of his brookfasis were shifting a
littls in his extensive interior.

It was early in the afterncon that s
glimpse of sunny blue caught the watch-
it eyes of the jumiors. They had
lunched, and Billy Bunter was napping
after lunch, while the Famous Five
watched for the sca.

“Thalassa !” ejaculated Bob Cherry
sudderly,

And ho pointed. T

The blue Mediterrancan, shining in
the sun, rolled io the southward.

Well as they knew the powers of the
plane, it struck the juniors with exeiting
surprise to pass over the Riviera and
behold the shining Mediterrapean Sea
so spor after leaving Parie—leit more
than four hondred miles to  the
northward.

South-eastward, the Very Old and
Benevolent Pigeon cut off a corner of
the Mediterranean, and tha juniors
knew that they were over Italy—-the
dominion of the é}lump gentleman whom
Bunter insiste upon calling the
* Deunce.” .

They strained their eyes for aﬂl;mpsa
of FPuisa and ity celebrated aning
Tower, without having any luck, and
under the rich red sunset skimmmed oo
down the peninsula for Rome.

Bunter woke up in time for tea.

Wun Lung rejoined the party at tea,
His little vellow face, which had been
bright and cheery every time they had
geen it previously that day, was clouded
withh thought, and scemed a little
troubled.

“How's Mr. 07" asked Wharton.

The juniors lhad not seen the old

entlernan all day, and wondered a litkle
ww lie took to air travel. He could not
have been wery used o 1.

“ Allee light,” said Wun Lung. “IHa
na likeee tlavel by plane wvelly muchee,
but he allec light.”

“Nothing  up, asked
Nugont.

‘un Lurg hesilated a moment.

“Me talkee ’long Uncle O, he said.

old soni”

“Plenty  talkec! QOle Unele O vell
iicee old wnan; pleoty likee this 13l
Chince. But—"

Iiob gave him & quick, ecarching lock,

He wondered whether Wun Lung, st
length, had “tumbled ¥ of his own
acaord to the old Chinaman’s game. It
was clear that there was something on
the little Chinee's mind,

Wun was silent for a few moments,
aned then he went on:

“Me tellee you. One time ols Uncle
0 wantes adoptes thia li'll Chines. 1le
velly old; no son b'long him. Chinee
must have son io leavee when he pgo
become guest on high. Chines no haveo
soil, adoptee son. You fellee no savvy.
China not likes Kulope. Not nices
Chinee pegee out, sposes no son, plenty
celemony 1 Chine, makee ellee light
for spilit. T'oleign devils no savyy.”

The juniors succceded in not emiling.

They were aware that old Mr. O had
desired te adopt Wun as a son, having
no sons of his own, and supposed thas



it was due to his affection for the little
Chince, and bis wish to leave him his
wealth,

Now they realised that the ancient one
had & Chittese reason as well.

A son to perform the funeral rites and
coremonics in China was not only desir-
able, but essential; otherwize, it
seemed, the departed spirit might, so to
speak, hit a bad patch in the better
land.

_T'o the Western mind the thing was a
little absurd; but cvery fellow's belicf
was entitled to respect, if sincerely held,
and in Wuan Lung his Greyfriars train-
nig had not in the least shaken the faith
of his native land.

Andd if Wun Lung, a member of the
Greyfrinrs Remove, believed in this
stuff, unchanged, 1t was evident that an
ald-fashioned Chinaman like Mr. O Be
never dreamed, for an instant, of doubt-
mg ihe belief that had been handed
down from his remote ancestors.

S0 nunky's raised that question
apgain, bas he?" asked Frank. * Well,
there’s worse things than being adopted
by a millionaire, %‘(’nm.”

“No can,” said Wun. *“TFather Wun
Choang Lung, Glandfather Wun Ko, no
likee, No can.” His little yellow face
clouded more deeply. “ O Bo likee velly
muchee, but no ean. Me no savvy why
e zpeakee *long that, 'long he savvy
this h'll Chinee no coan,”

And after tea Wun remained in the
aft eabin with the Famous Five, and
thoy guesscd that he was doing =o to
aveld Mr. O raising that controversial
lopic again,

hether Wun would have liked, ar
not; to be adopted by his millionairo
uncflc, and made the heir of an immensze
fortune did not count in the least—it
did not even ocenr to the hittle Chinee
to eonsult his own wishes, It was for
hia father to decide, =ubject to his
grandfather: any suggestion of dis-
regarding the parental wishes would
have made Wun siare in utter amaze-
pivent,

IIe was only perplexed and worried
Ly Mr. O raising the subject again,
when Bo was aware that Wuon's
parents had decided in the negative.

_ Thae plane roared on throngh the fall-
mﬁ shadows of the soft Italian night.

ob Cherry drew Ilarry Wharton
pstde when he was surc that Won could
not hear him.

“That clears it 1" he whispered.

“How do you mean ™

“I mean, that's why,” said Bob, with
conviction. I see light now., I've
becn heaten to & frazzle, as Fishy would
say, but I get on lo it now. OUld O iz
a good old bean, and that man Sin isn’t
g bad cpg, cither. I knew they couldn's
Le crooks, or &u;ytluiqﬁ like it, though
they've been acting like crooks. What
Wun’s said makes 1t all clear.”

“But how

“I jolly well wondered whether there
Was 0me pTu:rtt}' {Chineze reason behind it
all. Now I know what it is. I remem-
her Wun's talked to me lots of times of
Chineso manners and _customs, in the
efudy at Greyfriars. I've got it clear
at last. A Chinaman simply must have
a son to see to the ceremonial gadgets
when he goes West. Old s fond of
Wun, and he’s o blood relation, and he’a
fixed on him, And as he can’t bag him
by adoption with the consent of his
parents, he's bagging him by kidnap-
ping. Cot that?”

Wharton stared blankly et his chum.

“Oh crumbs 1" he gasped. “ You think
g Chinaman would travel across half the
world, and kidnap his own nephew that
he's fond of, for a potty, balmy, batchy,
fotheaded reason like thatl”

“It's not polty, balmy, batchy, or
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fatheaded to & Chinaman,” answered

Bob  quictly. “There are modern
Chinese who, I dare zay, would grin at
i, same a3 we do; bhut old isn’t

madern; he's a hard-baked old dichard !
And I tell inu, I've spotted his reason,
at last, for kidnapping Wun."

“0Oh cruinbs I repeated Harry.

“And the fact that he's raised the
subject with Wun again shows that he's
thinking now of getting down fo brass
tacks,” said Bob. *“Wa chall be in
Rome to-mght, and if we don't watch
out we shall he still Jin Rome to-
morrow, when old O anf Wun are hit-
ting the East in this plane

“1 can’t beliove—=

“Well, watch over Wun, same as if
you did,”™ =aid Bob.

And Harry Wharton agreed at once
to ihat,

—— o —

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Morning in Home !

6k HILE stands the Colosseum,
Rome shall stand—"
“It's hot !
“When falls the (Colosernim,
Hoeme shall fall—"

“ It's beastly hot ¥

“And when Romae falls, the world!”
concluded Bob.

“Oh, shut upl”

Bob Cherry was reciting Byron; Billy
Bunter was grousing., The other fellows
were grinning. ;

There waz a blaze of bright sunshine
on the Eternal Tity. Standing within
tho vast circle of the Colosseum, the
Greyiviars fellows were viewing ithat
mighty relic of ancient Rome.

They had been up raiher latn that
morning—the first morping 1n Rome.
Now fthey were seeing same of ihe
zights.

Bunter stated that 1t was hot, And
there was no doubt that Rome, in the
summer, was far from chilly,  Ewven
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh admitted
that it was warm |

But, really, it couldn't he helped.
Summar, in Italy, couldn’t be expected
to be cold—even to please Billy Bunter.

Bunter seemed lo have an impression
that the other fellows had made it
hot, specially to annoy him. At all
cvents, his look and tone implied as
tiech. )

He fanned his fat face with Wharton's
host straw hat, and dabbed a perspiring
forehead with one of Nugent's handker-
chiefs. One of DBob's waistcoats felt
rather tight round his extensive circums-
ference, which added to Bunter's
peevishness. And Jeohnny Bull's choes
were not an oxactk fit on Bunter. More-
aver, he had got something into ane of
them, or elso one of Hurree Singh's
socks had been darned. Ile did not
know which, but in either case, 1t was

1irritating.

“ Fancy prople coming to Rome, when
ithey mught go to Margate!” saia
Bunter., “Talk about silly asses!”

“0Oh, my hat! Carry on with Byron,
Bob 1 said Harry Wharton.

“Dan't remember any more.”

“Thank &‘ﬁﬁﬂnﬁﬂ.ﬁ or that!™ s=aid
Bunter. “It's bad enough without that |
I say, vou fellows, 1t's beastly habt | And
the flics | I believe they bother me more
than they do you fellows.™

“Buntee facee velly jammy Y =aid
Wun Lung.

“Don’'t you be a cheeky heathen !
growled Bunter.

It was true that the flies seemed to
like Bunter. ‘Troces of Bunter's last
meal were always to be found by an
enterprising insect; and the Roman
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insects seemed very enterprising on the
track of jam.

“Jolly old place—what?” said Roh.
“A bit wonky—but look how long ir's
stood. They began to build it in the
%‘l‘:{tr something-or-other, and it wasn't
mished till forget when; but it’s
umpteen years old.”

“That's fearfully interesting,” saidl
Johnny Bull, “Tell us some nwois
about the Colosseum! It's worth re-
membering. ™

“Ha, ha, hal”

Bob groped in his pockets Lor a guide-
book.

“Well, I've got the dates here—"' he
gaid.

Billy Bunter's fat face brightencd ap.
_"“0Oh, good !I” he exclaimed. “ Blessed
3f 1 thought you'd have so much sense,
Cherry! You've got the dates®

“¥Yes" answered Bob, “Mean to sy
you're interested in the dates, old fau
1man ¥¥

“Ehi Of course!® answered Bunter,
“1 like dates™

Bob stared at him. In the history
clasa at Greyiriars Billy DBunter had
never shown any love for dates. Sdill,
if Bunter were interested in the dates of
the building of the Colosseum, Bob was
aquite ready to give him information,

He sorted out his guide-book,

“The building of the Colesseum was
commenced in the year seventy-two—"
he began. “Tha building was continurd
by Vespasian, sand completed under
Titus and Domitian,”

“ Bhut up 1" roared Bunter.

LE] Eh ?.H‘

“Think I want to listen to that!
Might as well be in class with Quelcl !
hooted Bunter. “ Chuck it-—sce "

“¥You blithering bandersnatch, von
asked me for thke dates!” howled Boh.

"Well, I'm waiting for them, fat
head [*

“The date was an. 72—

“Will you shut up ?” vapped Dunter,
“If you've got any dates hand thein
over, and don’t jaw I I haven't had any
dates here yet. The ligs were good that
we had at brekker——"

“"Wha-at?”

“But if you've got some dates—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors

The ancient walls of the Colosseum
echoed their merriment.

Billy Bunter blinked at them wrath-
fu"%:

“Blesged if 1 see anything te cackls
at[” he howled. "Look hore, Chevry,
have you got any dates or not?"

“Ha, ha, hal'

Evidently, Bunter's fat mind was run-
ning on a different kind of dates—the
edible kind! He was not thinking of
historical dates |

knew wyou were gammoning, you
beast ! he yapped. “ ¥You haven’t gor
any dates, Pulling & fellow's leg——"

“1 was speaking of the dates when
thiz building was put up ! yelled Bob,

“Well, you silly ass1” snorted Bunier,
“Who the dickens carer when it was pur
up? Rotten old place!l Anybody van
see that it wants repairing.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

"Well, let's walk round the showl”
satd Frank Nugent. “ We haven't comn
here specially to stand round listening
to Bunter's chin! We can get enough
of that at Greyfriars [

“1I'm not going to walk abont ! said
Bunter. *“There's a saying that when
in Rome, you should do as Rome does.

Well, that's sensel The Romans sit
down: they don't walk about in this
fearful heat. BSpe?"
Y Well, 'fnu do as Romo does, old fat
man, while wa have a trot round the
Tne Maiogxer LiBRarY.—Nn. 1,543
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Uolossoum,”  smid  Harry  Wlarton,
louglen

And the Famous Five and Wun Lung
walked on, leaving Billy Bunier lo sit
down and rest.

The fat junior found & shady spot,

leaning back against a great moss of

trovertine that barved off the Llaze of
the sum. .

Sitring there in the shade. with hisz
fat hittlo legs stretehed out, Bunler

fanned himzcif gently with the straw
hat and lelt better.

Obviously, this was beiter  than
fagging about in & hot sun, over a vast
amphitheatre, staring atb broken arches
that had been in a state of disrepair for
a thousand vears or so. Bunter, at least,
had no doubt abont that—though really,
he might tave sat in the shade amd
fanned hiz fat foce without makipe a
trip to Iialy for the purpose.

There were a good wmany tourists
“doing ¥ the ruing of the Colosscum,
as well a3 the Greyfviavs party, and
every now and then Bunter heard voices
and footsteps as sightscerz passed near
the great miase of masonry that screeted
him. But cobody cwme rvound it and
disturbed him, so it waz all vight.

“Pleare to look in the cdireclion
pointed by my unwoarthy finger, and you
will =ee the honourable young oues.”

"0 erikey 1Y bresthed Bunter,

He knew that sleek, soft voice—and
e kuew the variety of the Dnglish
language spoken by Dr. Bin Song.

It was the voice of My, s sccrelary
-=flizmizerl, B3 the juniors supposed,
from Mr. (Vs seevice, So far as the Grey-
friars fellows knew, all Mr, O's Chinese
househald had been left behind in Pavis.
Tioh Cherry had a stroug suspician that
iiwey were not 5o far away; bul it had
not ovewrred to Bunter, and he was sur-

vised and alarmed by the voice of

r. Sin!

&I signoy Y came a reply.  “Va
bene.

“1I have net the distinetion of speak-
ing the heauntiful  Ltaliae  langoage,
Linseppe.”™

" Beusatemt, signore !
said tive other voice.

[ see them 1

Bunter realised why Dr. 8in was
speaking  in Eonglish,  Ha lLad no

]hﬂim].', and the wtan to whoi Le was
spesking, natureally, no Chivese!

“From here you see thew™ said Dr.
Sin, lit!le dreaming of the fat cars that
heard him on the athor side of ihe great
Liack of travertine. “There are six—
and therc is alse anollher, whom I do
not sec—a liltle fat one, with spectacles
—a very fat one. But that iz not of con.
sequence: with him you have nn affair.
You will kpow these honouralde voung
ones again, Chuseppe ¥

“Certo, signore | Certainly 1

“ Especially vou will note the Chinese
one. 1 have brought vou Lere to seo
them. Giuseppe, so that you may know
themn when von behold thoem”

I shall know them, signore.”

“Where they po, after leaving thas
vaperanle  ruin, I kpow not” sad
De Sin, “but the ear will pass by the
Via MNupova, and you and vour {ricnds
will be warting for at, Giwseppe. Sooner
or later it will pass, and vou will be
thore, You will not fail in this,
Liiaseppe.”

Busnter heard the Itelian laozh,

Mo sono  abitpato, siEnoee 1Y he
anzwereed  “T am used bo tliz Tt will
sl b the first ear I have stoppod—nnor
the feunil, or twentietl, o the Via
Nonva it will be easy.”

"Yonu will not hurt the Faglizh ones.

= SR T a'aid
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That is the especial command of my
star-like master1”

“IF they resist—"

“A few blows, perhaps, but take care
i¢ do no harm, Giwseppe. Leave themn
bound in a quiet place, o be released
later. Ouly the Chinese boy you will
take.’

“¥Va bene ' said the hrave.

* Now that you have seen fhem, 1ok na
depart=-their eves must not fall upon
e, Giuseppe.”

* Audiamo, signore,”

There was a gound of receding foot-
Hleys.

“(h {:]*u.mhs.‘ breathed Bunter.

He did not venture to blink round the
masanry, lest the Chinese ar the Halian
should glance back and spoat him. 1

He sat in a perspiration of funk, until
the footsteps had died away.

Mot till he was quite, guite sare that
the two had quitted the ancient IPlavian
aprmphitheatre, did Billy Buvter heave
up hiz weight, and, with his fat knees
knocking topother, et forth to find the
other fellows—still viewing the Colos-
senw, ahed little dreaming that they had
heen followed there, and watched, by
the sleek and smiling Dr. Sin,

SAY
o Gol s

gazed in

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Hold-up!
i you fellows 1™

I Halle, hallo, hallo!

move on, old fat man ¥
" Liet's get back 1

“Bht

“Deaf?” hooled Bunter. I zay lot's
get bock ! ' going back, sce? It Yo
fellows won't come, I'm going in the car
by mysell. I've been half an bour find
ing vou in this beastly plaee, vou silly
fatheacs 1"

Marry Wharton & Co.
astonishment at the fat Owl.

They had been rambling chieerily
amtong the ruins of the Colosseuny, and
had rether forgotten Bunter., Thev bl
intended to collect him before they left:
but certainly had not expecied him Lo
come in scarch of them !

But here he was—in a state of gread
cxcitement. What he was excited abounr,
they did not know. IE was nok yel thoe
for Innch |

“My dear ass” zaid Bob Cherry,
“we're going on from here to do Lbe
canstle of Ban Angelo——"

“You're not ! hooted Bunter,

“And the jolly old Cathedral of 3L
Peter’'s—"

“1 tell you—"

“And the Forum, if we can pack i1t
in 1" said Bob. “Think of standing on
the very spot where Cicere spouted par-
liamentary elogquence, and Brutus gob
Juling Cesar in the ribs——"

“You silly idiot ! gasped Bauter.
“Ii you want to be murdered by a gang
of Ttalian brigands, I don’t 1"

“Rib-bub-brigands " gazped DBohb
Aty dear fathead, there aven't ony
Lripands to Italy these days ! Wash e
ouk 1"

“Well, perhaps they're not hrigands,
hut they're after uws!” gasped DBunter.
“They're going to stop the car ana
eollar Won, and knock us about if we
trv to stop them. Let's get back to the
villa at onge [V

“Reen to sleep?” asked Johnoy Dall

“Iht No”

“Da vou dream while yon've awale #*

“Beast! I tell you Iylmﬂ.rd them—
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hat villain, 8in Song snd an Tialian
he called Juiey—=""
“Is that

*® Juicy 1™ gasped MNugent,
an Lfalinn ngme*™
“Well, it sounded like Juiey 1™
“Civseppe I asked Harry Wharton.
*“Yoes, that's it! 1 heard them——"
“Look heve! (o to sleep and dream
arain, while we finish up!” suggested
Johnuy Bull.
“Hold  on.”  =aid Bob  quieily,
*Bunter's menitoned that man Sip——"'
“Rin's i ariz,” said Johnny, "0ld

O lefe all the Chincse behind—and Sin
was zncked, anviow-—-"

“Mever mind that! Get on with it,
Bunter.”

“If von want to listen to Bunter's
PO fm—

“Well, T do ! sald Bob Cherry. “Go
it, Bunter 1™

Johnuy Bull snorted. Bot the juniors
listened to what Banter had to tell them.

T'hey grow more scriows 88 they
listened.

Buntoer, for once, was not long-winded
—ho pabbled it ont breathlessly. Hoe
was in a tremendous hurry to get back
i the safoby of the Villa Luecia—the
villa in the snburbs of Rome, where the
party were siaying during their halt in
the Fternal City.

“They never saw me bchind that
chunk of stone,” he gasped. "It was
Hin—I knew his voice. He was point-
ing vou outb to an Italian named Juicy,
s that he'd kuow you when he saw you
in the car. A gang of them are going
to stop the car, and bag Wun, and tie us
all up somewhere. I tell you I heard
every word of it”

The juniors exchanged dubious looks,

But Bob Cherry was not dubious, He
was already convinced that Dr. Sin was
nol far awny., And he had no doubt
that Sin Song would hire braves in
Lteone, as ho had hired Apaches in Paris.

“What do vou think, Wun?” asked
N et

“Tinkee bellece go back 'long Unela
0" sand Wan,  “Ae goey 'lonel  No
wanfee spail Lolidav fol you felloo—-"

“Yoan won't po alone, you young ass [
said Dob liaziily.

“ Allee light, when me 'long Uncle O t*
said Woan.

“We all =lick together—that's under-
glaml " sald Llarry Wharton.

“I eay, you fellows, do buck up!™
peged Bunter, “Thev’re going to watch
fov the eav in sone strect—a via's &
slrool, ain't ib ¥

“Yos, pest™

“Well, the sooner we're out of the
streats, the beiter, then ! said Bontor.
“ Look hove, eamie anl T mayn’t be able
i fituid the car if vou fellows don't comal
Will you got a move an ™

“ame on ™ said Ilarry.

Johrny  Buoll aranted. ITe  rather
ihought that, wilh kidnappers ronnng
in his fat wind, Hilly Dunier might have
cone fo sleap and dreamed it all.

IMTawever, he went with his friends.
it was true that Bin Song was in Eome,
andd that lwe had a bunch of bravos in
biiz pay; watehing for thom, it was clear
thied sigldsceme was a perilons ocenpa-
tion for the Chinesa juntor. The seoner
i was safe again within the walls of the
Villa Taeia, (he helter.

The juniors left the Colosseum, and
walked back te the spot where they had
lefL the rav which had brought them into
the cily from the suburban villa.

PThey kept their eyes well about them
as they wenf—espectally Bunter, whose

o il B s
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little round eves po incessant!
behind his big apecbfn]gﬂ;:ﬁd 4

Every dark Italian face was alarming
to Bunter—and in Rome, naturally,
most of the faces were dark and Italien.
Fven the d1:5!1:::1;:- zentleman  whom
Bunter called the * Deuece,” would have
been alarming to him just then.

It was a large, handsome car, with a
polite Italian chauffeur, that had been
placed at the service of the Greyfriara

arty. It was waiting where they had
cft it, and Bunter rolled premptly in.
The other fellows followed him, and they
started,

As they passad through a husy “via ”
some distanee from the Colosseumn, Baol
Cherry called te the chauffeur to stop.

There was a protesting squeak from
Emm

" Look here! What are we stopping
fnr?I" he damnnded,h : i

“I'm going into that shop—"'

“Rot1” hooted Bunter. . “If I ecan
wait for grub till we get in, you can—"
MB::-I:: chuckled, and stepped from the

r.

He was not, as Bunter inevitably sup-
posed, stopping for refreshments on the
way. e c¢rossed the pavement, and
disappeared iute an establishment where
umbrellas and walking-sticks were dis-
played for sale.

e came back in a few minutes with
o bundle of sticks under his arm, and
Etﬂ?]pﬂﬂ back into the car.

The chauffeur drove on.

Bob quictly sorted out the sticks. Ila

d evidently selected them with special
¢are. ‘They were short, thick, and shod
with iron at the end.

There were six of them, and the
Far;:uua Five and Wun Lung took one
cach.

Billy Bunter blinked at them.

“That's a good idea,” he agreed.
“But why didn't you get me ome, you
wss? T 1t comes to scrapping, I axpect
I shall have to do most ::-}'l ik, Still, 've
got & preity good pair of fists.”

Whereat the other fellows chortled.

The car ran on, through thronged,

sunny streets, Bunter's eyes popping
belind his spectacles in incessant
UNSRSITIesE,

If, indeed, it came to scrapping, it was
prahahle that the fat Owl would forget
iis fists and remember his legs.

The other fellows were quite ready, if
they ran into & gang of Roman hooli-
gans, to handle the sticks with prompt-
ness and vigour—and they did not doubt
that they would fii'-'ﬂ a good account of
themselves.  3till, they hoped that it
would not como to that.

Billy Bunter breathed more frecl
when the noisy city was left behind, anﬂ
the car ran swiftly and smoothly by a
country road,

_The glare of the sun was still oppres-
erve, and fies had clung to Bunter even
in the swiftly maving ecar. But there
were shady woods ahead—Mr., O's villa
being at a considerable distance from
the city. And Dunter was relieved by
the happy thought that Giuseppe and
his gang were now left behind in Rome.

“Thank goodness we're out of that,
you fellows1” said the fat Owl. “Not
that I'm efraid of a lot of Italians, of
course. Btill, I'm glad to get out of
their beastly vias. Lucky for you fellows
I know Italian! If I hadn’t Lnown
what & via was—"

“It's rot1* grunted Jobnny Bull
“BEven if Bunter didn’t dream it, they'd
never dare to bother us in crowded

streets—"

“ Perhapa vou know better than I
do,” jeared Buonter. I heard what
thet Chink said, and vou didn’t. Ha

¢aid plainly that they were to watch

EVERY SATURDAY

for the car in a via. I remember the

_l;EI.JEEIEI of the street, only—only I forget
1L,

“0Oh, my hat®

“It was something
I've heard the word before,” said
Bunter, “That shopman in the Piazza
di Spagna this morning used it—when
I was asking about something. It means
now——-="

Harry Wharton started,

“ Nuova ! he cxclaimed.

“That's it,* eaid Bunter. “Via
Nuova. That means New Street.
flhm:‘l’-: goodness we're cut of the stresis
LRy ]

Thoe Famous Five gazed at Bunter.

“You chuckle-headed, chirping
chump ! said Johnny Bull. “We're in
tha Via Nuova now.”

“Ehi

“The Villa Lucia etands on the Via
Muova I” velled Johnny, " We're Foin
along the Via Nuova this blesse
minute [

“(h, don't bo an asz![™ eaid Bunter.
“Via means n gtreet. Think T don't
know Italian? This is & country
road.”

“"You footling fathead, all the roads
aut of Rome arc called vias, as we!l as
the strects in Rome.”

“Rot " aaid Bunter,

“Well, my hat?” said Bob, with a
deep breath. " That burbling owl—if
he'd had zenze cnough to tell vs that
at the starp——*

“Oh, really, Cherry—*

The car ran - on under the shady
branches of tall trees, where the country
road ran through a wood.

Harry Wharton called the
chanffeur. :

“Hold on! Stop! 1 mean, formate.”

The driver slowed, and halted, look-
ing round questioningly.

The car was within half & mile of
the gates of the Villa Lucia, and for
halli that distance the shady wood
extended.

The juniors understood now, It was
by the Vis Nuova, though Bunter was
heppily unaware of it, that the party
had to return to the villa. That was
why Dr. 8in had instructed Giuseppe
& Co. to watch for the juniors there.
Sooner or later tha car had to pass

like—let's see.

to

through the Via Nuova to get home,
and the gang of bravos could pot miss
it. And on a lonely country road

deeds could be done that could hardl
be risked in the city. Dilly Bunter's
wonderful knowledge of Italian had
landed the party, in fact, exactly
where the enomy wanted them.

“1 say, you fellows—-"

“Hhut up, fathend! Better turn
here and cut,” =aid Harry Wharton.
“Wo can got o dozen miles roumd by
another road, and get to the villa from
the other pide. Wer—="

“1 tell you it's all right!” yapped

Bunter, *“That Chink said distinetly
a via, and we've left sll the vias
bhehind—"*

“Shut up ! roared Johnny Bull

“Beast !H

“Wea can look after ourselves” gzaid
Harry. “But belter steer clear of
trouble, if we can®

Bob Cherry sot hiz lips.

“Too late ' he zaid curtly.

There was a stirring in the trees b

the roadside, and four dusky-fa
n‘.m:eﬂrr“:i in black felt hats rushed into the
road.

One of them waved a long knife
within an inch of the chauffeur’s nosa,
gputtering Italian, and the chauffeyr
prompily gquitted his wheel and
stepped down.

nother, a tall, swaggering fellow

7

with & black moustache, tlrew open
the door of the car.

“ Permettetemi, signori '™ he  said,
with msarcastio paliteness, " 1'lease 10
get down! Prestissimo, e w1 piace,™

THE NINETEENTH CHAFPTER.
The Fight !

ARRY WIIARTON & CO. de-
scended from 1he ecar,  Their
faces were set and grim.

Instead of aveidiug the holid-
up, as they had hoped, they had run
right into the ambush.

but they owed something, at least,
to " Bunter's warning, auwd to Bob
Cherry’s precaution.

Unarmed, they would have been ab
the mercy of the Lwaves; though cer-
tainly they would not imve allowed
Wun Lung to be taken, =0 long as they
could have used their fsts, Now the
iron-tipped  sticks ‘were gripped in
their hands—effective weapons in a
determined - grip, snd the Greyfriors
fellowa were determined crough.

Billy Bunter did not get out. lle
sat b:l:ﬂk!‘!g at the rtall, mwoustached
rascal, his oyes bolging tlvoush his
spectacles, He had not seen the man
in the Colosseum, but he remembered
his voice.

“Ooooogh 1" gasped Dunter. * [—I
say, You fellows, that's Juiey! Oh
lor'! I—I say=—(h crikey **

“Please to pget down, signore ™
rH‘EE‘Ed Gius&p]im‘

b, yes; all, rightl Ok crikey!”
Bunter rolled out of the car.

_ He leaned on it, his fut knees Lunock-
ing  togetner. Cortainly buring a
cudgel for Bunter would have been a
sheer waste of cash. [t would prob-
ably havo dropped frowm Lis [at hand,
had it been there.

But the Famous Tive
of sterner stuff,

They had got cut of the car, but
not, as Giuseppe supposed, to give in,
Mothing was farther than that [rom
their thoughta.

Giuseppe's black eyes glinted at Wun

Lung‘.e
“Beppo 1™ he called.

One of the other ruflianz came for-
ward. At a sign from UGjuseppe he
reached out, to  grasp the little
Chinee's arm, and lead him away inte
the wood.

Wun Lung backed away, his slanting
eyes glinting.

The juniors glanced at the chauffeur.
He was standing by the roadside,
watched by the man with the knife.
They had no help to expect from him.
But they were prepared o help then-
selves,

“Will you tell us what von want
with ws?” asked Harry Wharton, very
quietly.

Giuseppe grinned.

“81, signore. I want the Chinese
signorine—ha comes with me, Iavo
no fear; you shall not be hurt, if you
do not vesist. But you must all walk
inte the wood with me. Andiame™

It was clear that the Lraves anticis

were nade

pated little ar no trouble with the

party of schoolboys. They had a sur-

prise coming.

;EBPPﬂs at another sign from
Giuseppe, step;]:;gti aflter Wun Lung,
and caught at his shoulder,

Wun’s right hand went up 1ike hight-
ning, with the iron-shad stick in ik,
Before Beppo knew what was coming,
a crashing blow was struck, the iron
tip of the stick landing on hizs head,

Tee Magxrer Liprany.—XNo. 1,543.
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with a crash thet smashed in the felt
hat, and ncaily smashed in the head
under it.

Beppo gave one gasping cry and fell
on lus face in the dust, stunned.

“Good mani” roared Bob. “Go for
them 1™

And st the werd the juniors rushed,
glushing with the iron-tipped sticks,

There was & fieree yell -from
Giuseppe as he received » terrific slash
geross his dusky  face, and went rcel-
m% Lacl. : o

he man at his side shatched out a

kunife; but it was knocked from his
hand, and two of the sticks crashed
at the same time ¢on hiz head, stretch-

ing him senscless by the side of Beppo.
Liiuscppe, glttmg ont curses  in
Italian, backed away, and the man

who - was watching the chauffeur ran
10 join him.

Both the rascals had knives in their
hands now; and, in their rage, wero
evidently more than ready to use them.

But the advantage was with the
Greyfriars party.

Two of the bravos lay stunned—and
the Famous Five attacked the 'other
two hotly, forcing them back Ffarther
angd farther,

“Grive them beans!” panted Johnny
Lull.

“Go for them!”

- " Cospetto " yelled Giuscppe, his
dusky face blazing with fury, as heavy
blows cruzhed on him.

He caught the lashing cudgels on his
left arn, velling with pain a5 he did so,
and: closed in on the Jjuniors’, slashing
savagely nnd recklossly with his knife,

Wun's stick whirled round, catching
him on the knee, and he gtumbled.

Before he could recover, Hob
Cherry's =stick came crashing on .the
back of his head, and he fell forward.

MWharton and Nugent rsiroelk to-
gether, as he fell, and. either blow
would bave stunned him.

Gruseppe rolled senseless into  the

dust.

The last of the. gang was jumping
back—and as the wholo pariy turncd
their attention to him, he jumped back
faster and faster. He spat:out Italian
curses a3 he jumped—and suddenly he
turned, and raced away into the shady
clupﬂm of the wood. DEvidently, ho had
had enough.

“Qur win!" said Johnny Bull.

“Tha winfuluess is terrific!”
Hurree Jamset Iam Singh.

Harry Wharton glanced- at the three
senseloss figures in the road.

They did uot stir. Blood was run-
ning down dusky faces from under
black hoir. Thoy had been hit hard,
with all the 5trc-ngth that the juniors
could put into the blows, and they were
hadly damaged, Nobody had any pity
1o waste on them, however.

"Shm-r: them: out of the way, and
‘let's get on 1" said Harry.

~T'he bravos were rolled to the road-

gasped
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side. The staring chauffeur got back
to the driving-seat.

“Get in, Bunter, you fat assl”

"Dh crikoy ! gasped Bunter.

“Buck up, fatty!” said Bob, *All
safe—safe ms houses—you can chuck
plnymg castancts with your jolly old
tocth.”

“0Oh lor’ I'" gasped Bunter.

He clambered back into the ear.

Wun Lung and the Famous Five
followed him in, and the car drove on.

“ Prestissimo [ YWWharton rapped to the
chauffeur: but he did not need telling
to go fast; he fairly {lew,

In & whirl of dust, the car arrived at
the Villa Lucia; turned 1n at the gates,
rushed up the a:.lrn'c, and stopped before
the white-walled, baleonied villa—
where, oo a halmny shaded h{, palms
in tubs, a figure in Chinese garb stood,
and a face like old yellow ivory looked
down.

Wun waved a hand fo his Uncle
O Bo, as he stepped from the car. For

ENJOYED THIS WEEK'S
YARN, CHUM?1 GOOD|
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“HARRY WHARTON
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By Frank Richards
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with the early adventures of
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- Rome—but—we con

a long moment, Mr. O stood staring—
and then he disappeared from the
baleony.  And Bob Cherry, at least]
could puess with what feelings Mr.-
had beheld ' the safe return of Wun
Lung with hizs English friends!

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.

Up Again !

& 1™ said Harry,
l i ‘The Very Old and Benavo-
lent: Pigeon roze like o bird.
It was . the f{lll{:willg day.
Wuon Lung hed . told his friends that
Mr. O hadg decided—in. vigw of the
danger he. had encountered in Rome—

to continue the aiv-trip’ without delay.
. Whether that was M O's real reason

or net, "it was "“all aboard”™ in tha
morning ! .
Harry Wharton & Co. wondered

whather - Bob was right, and whether,
if Dr. Sin's &che.ma with tho Iialian
bravos bad succeeded, Wun would have
dissppeared in tho dp]nna with O Bo,
leaving them stranded in Rome. In
sny case, they could de neothing but
carry on—and stick to  the little
Chinee,

Wun Lung was in the fore cabin with
{0 Bo. Wharton, Nuge 1:|tI Hurrec
Singh, and Johnny Bull looked frow
the windows of the aft cabin, at thc
great City sinking away from them,
and the Tiber winding like a silver
ribbon.

Billy Bunter, whose breakfast had
been Jntarrupted before he had catcn
more than enough for stx, was indemni-
fying himself %) travelling steadily
through a bag -:rf cakes. he cakes
were sticky, and Bunter, sticky, too,
was growing rapidly stickier.

g Cherry had E'DIIB up the passage
tu tiie other cabin, gl‘m un_a

“ sguint'’’ before he Eetﬂe down with
his friends.

They looked round, as he came back
and joined them. They looked at him

hard. Even Billy Bunter could scc
something in his face, and slowed
down, for a moment, on the sticky
cakes,

“What's up?" ssked Harry Wharton,
qumtl,r

Bob's ruddy face was a little pale.

“Qur geme, I'm afraid!” he
answered, 1 s low u:rmm “ Goodness
knows what's coming now.’

“But what——-"

“We came here with the French

Aviation Company’s crew,”” said Beb,
in tho samo tone. “They'vo been left
in Remeol Thia plane’'s manned by
Chirtks now. I fancied mmeﬂung was
np, and I've spotted it now! I suppose
it was all fixed np, before we got 1c
ldn't have stopped

it, if we'd known ! Sin Bong and Li X
are hoth on the plane—"

"Hﬂh l}:

“I've seen them both.

(] Dh [H

“And some more of them ! Bob
drew a deep breath, and g'lunnﬂd from
ths window. “We're up now—hittin
East] -With a crew of Chinks! Ol
0's fod wp with trying to get shut of
us—and ha's coming dut.into the open at

Jast. 1 don't know what Wun Lung
thinks—but I faney he will guess,
now! Anvhow, it will soon be pretly
clear! Weo've got to sce him through,

samehow—but-—=hut—""
Rob bml..e off. And, in decp silence,

the juniors looked at ono another, as
the Very Old  Benevolent TPigeon

cleaved tha blue skies of Italy=hitting
Fastl Tng Es.

(Don’t mizs the final parn in this
exeiting  holiday  series, chums. I
entitled: ** T HE GREYFRIARS
CRUSOES!” and i3, undoubledly, one
of Frank Richards best stories.)
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THE MYSTERIOUS
MARKSMAN!

A Spanking Fine St. Sam’s Yarn
By DICKY NUGENT

“ Something must be done!™

v Here, horat ™

“ 1t we don't soon find out the
eyvedentity of the misterious marks-
mun who 18 firing his catterpult
at us follows in the quad every
evening,” sail Mr. Lickham, *1
shall begin to get really desprit !™

* BSome hear ! corussed Mesars.
Justiss and  SBwishingham, who
were roaming in  the gloaming
with thoe master of the Fourth
yound the old quﬂ-{l of 8t. Sam's.

“Pash it alll A man can’t
vencler out at thia time of the
evening without an even chance
of putting biffed on the boke,”
said Mr. Justiss, in his pompuss
way. “‘It's the giddy bmmit!"

“We must think of & wheeze
whereby we can cop the eulprit,”
sail My, SBwishingham. “ Does
nnyﬁhing strike you, Lickham 1"

Plop !

“* Yarooooo ! " roarcd Mr.
Lickham ; amd he jumped fully a
juot in the awr with his hands
vinzped to his noso.

Hisa colleagues stopped dead,
their faces drawn and hageard
with fear.

“The marksman again'! The
misterrous marksman !"' eried Mr.
Justiss, horsely. Then he, too,
jnmped and yelled, a3 a second
missile hit him on the chin.
" Yow-ow!"

“ This is getting
o My, Bwishingham.
help being struck—wooooop !

Mr. Swishingham spoke trooly.
He eouldn’t help being struck by a
pellet from the misterious marks-
inan's catterpult ! It struck him
on the car, and it made him farely

howl !
The three  masters  glared

furiously round the dusky guad.
Their glares becams still more
furious when they saw that nobody
was in sito,

Thiz ecatterpult bizziness was
rcally becomning a bit thick—and
the beaks' potience was wearing
thin !

Nite alter nite this outrape was
being repeeted in the quad, No

e —

too bad!™

“ 1lean't
kR

ANSWERS TO
CORRESPONDENTS

PICK RALE (Remove): “I'm
sure: L shall win the kite-flying
championship, and yvet I'm awfully
ncrvous,”

Iieep smiling, old sport. If
your kite can fly highest, there's
no necd 1o get the wind up !

* SECOND-FORMER."—" New
hoys usually grouse about the
sSkool House stares.™

Yes, and when they take tea in
Mall, they always grumble at the
* laorsteps,’

SMITH #MINOE  (Bemove).—
*“ Bolsover's & bully, and I don't
like chups of his stamp.”

We imagine wyou could easily
“ lick ** him !

* GORMANDISER " (Third), —
* Give me short pastry—not that
light und siry stuff ﬁr:a. Mimble
uses for her jam-tarts,”

Exactly | Pufl pastry be blowed 1

sooner did n
master appear
than he drew on
himself the un-
welcome attens
tions of the mis.

E —
=
=
e
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September 11th, 1937.

A 5t. Jim'a chappie
I met at the First
EIMED _Ena;ﬁch the t}m
ay Bai o 8
1|.1.*|E||:|=I should uﬂI.}lE’ ba
missing Wharton and
his pals a lot,

I took the oppor-

teriois marks-

e

man. The 8t. o
Sam's masters were beginning to
feel thoroughly fed up with it !

“The beestly yong cadd must
be hidden somewherc—ow-ow 1"
yelled Mr. Lickham, 28 more
miesiles hit him.,

“We must find him and—
yaroooo ! "' roared DMr., Justiss, as
the misterious marksman's ammuni.
tion started rattling down on hia
mortar-hoard like boolita from &
machine-gun.

“YWait till T get bim!" erned
Mr. Swishingham, “1'Il serag
him end rag him snd—oo.-woo! "

The velling trio were stung into
activity at last. They made a
rush for the Skool House. Some-
ono in that hysterical bullding waos
responsibul for all this; and the
thought that their unknown
assailant was chuckling at them
from behind the curtains of ono
of the winders made them alimost
historical.

With a clatter of hob-nailed
boots, tho masters sprinted up the
gtepa of the Skool House—deter-
mined to find who the misterious
marksman was, They galloped
acrosa the hall and charged up the
stairs three at a time. They raced
across the landing and turned into
the passidge that led towards the
Junior Common-room.

Unforchunitly, they omitted to
notiss that the door of the Head's
study opened just before they
reached it,

That little oversite was just as
unforchunit for Dector Birchemall
as it was for them. The Head
met them head on, and there was a
eolligion that could be heard in
every part of the House,

Bang! Crash! Wallop!

“ Yarooooo | "

“Woaoop ! Ow-ow-ow | "

The three beaks
sat up, moaning
and groamng n
corus. They
loaked awlully
aho t:p-'rsl.]i when
they saw whom
they had nocked
| down.

" Borry, wir!™
they  gusped.

“Bless myv
sole? I shoull
think wvon would
bao, too ! " anorted
Doctor Birchem-
all. *“ What do
vou think yon'vre doing of ¥ ™

* Please, sir, we're looking [or
the misterions marksman,” eyg-
gplained Mr, Lickham. ** We want
to find out who ho 15, We're thivst-
ing for his blud ¢ ™

Doctor Birchemall started =litely.
He siroaked his beard gravely,
as8 he scrambled to his feet.

“¥ou mean to say yvou have
been attacked again, Lickham ?"

“¥Yea, sir, 1 have; so have
Justiss and Swishingham. We've

had to facs a regular bombardment.
And wea're going to find out who
did iv 1" e

A uliar eggspression flitte
nurumpﬂllluctﬂr !E:'Fiﬁimma'll’u face.
Ho eyed Mr. Lickham intently
from under his bectling brows.

“1 hoap you'll find the dis-
reapecktive raskal, whoever he is,
Lickham ! " he eaid, ‘' Have you
any suspishons "

“None at all at the moment,
sir, but—>"

“Then follow me!" cried the
Head. “ I have a way of my own
of solving misterica like this. I'll
goon find the gilty party for you!"

There was a strange, kryptic smile

laying about Doctor Birchemall's
Epa as he led the way down the
passidge. Without the slitest hesi-
tation he walked to the Junior
Common-reom and flung open the
door.

The st fellow he saw in the
Cemmon-rooin was Jack Jolly,
the kaptin of the Fourth. Doctor
Birchemall pounced on Jolly like
a cat pouncing on a mouse., He
seezed the startled yungster by the
seriuff of the neck and shool him
till hia teeth rattled.

“ Gotcher 1™ he cried, triom-
fantly. * You're the boy who has
been firing pellets into the quad
| from a catterpult ! Confoas ! "

“ Shan't! Ow.ow! Leggo!"
velled Jolly, as the Head sterted
twisting his arm. *1 dudn't do

il
“You did!” said the Head
grim]_'i,'. “Own up! M
Ow-ow.ow-ow-ow ! "

“ Never |
Doctor DBirchemall redubbled

his efforts ; but, try as he would,
e could not wring a confession from
Jolly's lips.

At last he gave it up as a bad

| job and pounced en another junior.
This time, however, instead ol
selecting a fellow of Jolly's spirit,
ha found a more likely customer in
tha shape of Tubby Barrell.

The fat junior farcly bellowed
with pane when the Head started
twisting his arm and tweaking his
nosa at the same time.

*“ Ow-ow-ow! Lemme alone!
I'm innersent | *

“You're not | "' wrapped out the
Head. * You know wery well,

Barrell, that you have heen st
at a winder every evenming tadmg
pot shots at the masters with ryur
catterpulé | Own up—or L'l yut
you through it properly.”
“ Wooocoop | Lt wasn't 1@ !
Yarooooo ! ™
%" If yvou own up now I wil let
you off lightly, Barrell," said Dator
Birchemall, twisting away fonall
he waa worth., “ On the sher
hand, if you keep on with your
[utilo denials, I shall feel com
to birch you black and Uwe!
The choice 18 yours! OUwn gl
* Groooo | Shan't ! All rightiaen
—I will!" ghreeked Tubby, as
the Head pgave another mwist.
“I'm the one who did !"
“Ah! He admits it!" aied
Doctor DBirchemall, * You lear
that, jentlemen ! Barrell confdees
that he is the guilty party!"
The trio of masters rubbed deir
chins, Somehow they didn't wem
to be guite convinced.

“Ahem ! Is Barrell's word to
bo trusted, sir?" ashed Mre.
Lickham. **He didn't admiy it

till }'f:rui t.v]-;i;ted HI_'.:"-n arm—= hf'
may only ulli our legl’
“ Ha, ha, h&F‘! p T
“ Bilenco | " roared tho Hsad.
** Barrell ia the gilty party. Of tiat
there can be no shaddo of dwbt.
But for the fukt that he omed
up s0 soon, I should have szg-
spelled him from the skool ind
birched him black and blus in he
bargain. As it is, I have dewmled
to lot him off lightly., DBarrell”
“Owl Yes eirt" !
*Take ten thowsand lines snd
report to me for a wacking ewry
morning  after breakfast [wpa
week | That, jentlemen, is Thﬂ
way I deal with your misterus
marksman !  grinned  Dutor
Birchomall, as he stalked awsj,

1L,

There was quite a sensashu at
St. Sam's when thes [cllows hard
of the fate of Tubby Barrell

Most fellows felt a pang of
simperthy for Tubby. Hril dy
beleaved for & moment that he
fat and fatheaded Tubby sad
really been doing etunts with a
catterpult, and it scemed a bit
thick that the Head had sel g
him for the role of the cujnit.
But Doctor Birchemall's word rras
law at St. Sam’s, and the ral
opinion waa that Tubby wild
have to grin and bear it.

Jack Jolly & Co. of the Fiath,
however, were not of that opY.n.
They were not afraid to stand o to
the Head ; and they did not intad
to take it lying down.

“It's on insult to the Fowth,
and we won't put up with &1
declared Jack Jolly. * Leby .r
motter be ‘ Hands Off Tubby!® ¥

The heroes of the Tourth them
put their heads together and tged
to think out & wheeze that woakd

1

¢ | save Tubby from Doctor Birchem.

all's erool sentence.

There waa only one thing to do—
to cateh the real culprit red-handed.
Jack Jolly & Co. made up their
minds to do it.

The rosulé was seen on the
following evening, when the entire
Fourth took up points of vantage
round the quad to watch for the
misterious marksman. Some hid
in treea, eome consealed them-
gsalves in shrubs, and somg stood
at winders overlopking the guad.

For s time nothing happened.
Then suddenly two masters ap-
peared for their evening constitu-
tional-—Monsure  Frogpay, the
French master, and Heiwr Guggen-
heimer, the German master.

They had hardly dessended the
kool House ste before  they
roceeved the usual fusillade ! Two
vells of pans rang out across the
quad.

And then, a cupﬁle of jiffies
later, there was another yell from
the direction of the winders.

Monsure Froggay looked up.
Hair Guggenhsimer looked up. A
duzzen %idﬂen Fourth Formers
looked up. In fakt, the only people
who didn’t look up were the tellows
who were perched in the irecs.
They locked down instead.

The site that met their gaze made
the onlookers farely rub their
eves, Leaning out of a top-floor
winder holding one end of & length
of rope were Jack Jolly and Frank
Feariesa. Below them, caught up
in the noose at tho other end of
their rope, was someone who held
a tell-ialo catterpult in his hand.

“Ze marksman misterieux !
shreeked Monsure Froggay. * Mong
dew ! Zey lasso him viz zemaelves,
ian't it ¢

“Der misterious margsman!™
yelled Hair Guggenheimoer. ** Mein
gott ! They lasgo hun miud them-
gelfs, don't 2t 2

Then came another yell—this
time from the Fourth.

“Look who it ist IT'S THE
HEADI"™

The specktators could hardly
beleeve their own eves ab first,
But it was troo enuff ! ‘The lassoed
kaptive was none other than Doctor
Alired Birchemall himself !

The Head of St. Sam's looked
fearfully annoyed, a8 ho struggled
to free himself. But he was not
half so annoyed as the mastors
who soon began to arrive on the
BCETL.

" Then it was wou all the time,
mir 1 " shouted Mr., Lickham, who
was soon standing in front of the
erowd under the Head's winder.
* You pretended that it was yung
Barrell and eentenced him to a
punishment-—and now
you are eggsposed aa the gilty
perty your 1 For shame, sir |

“ BOOOO0OO0 1" came in an

v corud from the crowd.
ctor Birchemall wriggled and

mexrsiless

writhed furiously in his efforfs to
slip out of the noose that kept him
at the winder, But he wriggled
snd writhed in vain.

* Sorry and all that ! ' he gasped.
“QF corse, I should have owned
up in the end whether you found
me out or not."

“Oh, crums ! Would you really®”

“ Honner bright!"™ =aid the
Head, despritly. * It was only a
little  jouk,  jentlernen—honest
injun! 8o I hoap you'll stretch a
puoint over thia catterpult bizney ! V'

“ Borry, sir—but it can't be
done ! " gaid Me. Lickham firmly.
“ ¥ou never intended to own up to
uging the catterpult, I know—
vour eode of honner is too elastick
for that.”

“ Here, hore ! _
“ And if you think you're going
to get off scot free just becawse

you're headmaster, you're mis.
taleen ! " went on Mr. Lickham.
“I'm going to teach you a lesson,
sir-=by turning you into an Aunt
Sally j:'u':-r the boys to shy things at.
And il you care to report me to the
Guvvernors afterwards, you can
jolly well do s0 ! Fireaway, boys !’

Needless to say, the boys needed
no second bidding., In an amazingly
short space of time a regular
barrage of stale fruit and vegetables
sod other missiles was being
directed at Doctor Birchemall.

By the time they had finished,
the old fogey's head locked a

oper picture, and the quad
farely echoed to the larfter of the
crowd a3 the Head was finally
gllowed to withdraw,

So that was how the Fourth
geeured justiss for Tubby Barrell
after all. And, as the matter was
never reported to the Guvvernors,
they econclooded that they must
have taught quite a useful lesson
to the Misterious Marksman !

THE END.

{ Watch out for ancther amusing
garn of St Sam's next week.)

tunity of Iiutlring the
lad wisp. now take
the opportunity of cowrecting
any misapprchensiona  there
may be amongst ** Greyiriars
Herald ' readers !

The fact is, it's niter rot to
imagine that everybody at
Greyfriara is wearing sack.
clot and ashes cause
several cheeky faga are away
on holidays. We wn the Upper
Fourth are certainly doing
nothing of the kind. We do
NOT iniss Wharton & Co.—
or, alternatively, as a legal
johnny might put it—if we
do miss "o, 1t's & jolly good
niiss !

Don™ run away with the
1lea that I bear the kids any
animosity. I don't

At the pame time, there's
no denying the fact that those
Remove kids are not the type
to mspire enthusiasm amongst
gentlemen liko myself and my
friends in the Upper Fourth.

Their manners are simply
rhastly, They chuck turfs at
a fellow’s to . pin * KICK
ME * cards on a fellow's back,
call a fellow & " swanky ass "

MISS WHARTON & CO.?
WHAT ROT!

Says CECIL R. TEMPLE

and what not from across the
other aside of the street in
Courtficld. And all sorts of
other things !

Worat of all, they have the
dashed nerve {o wus the
functions of the Upper Fourth
—tho top Form in the Lower
School—by passing ofi their
wretched team at footer and
cricket as the representative
Junior Eleven! The amazing
thing about it is that the
bluff succeeds., Quite a lot of
other schools look on Wharton
a3 the uncrowmed king of the
Lower BSchool here.

Taking it ell round, Whar-
ton and his pals are kids who
badly need putting in their
places, If somecne manapes
to do the trick while they'ro
away, L will be jolly glad.

In the meantimo, it's sheer
Eiﬁ’fcs to imagine that we
Jpper Fourth fellows miss
the scruffy young raseals |

"HOW TO MAKE A
CHICKEN RUN!

Horaco Coker tells ua ha
proposes to give a  lecture
on  the above  subject.
Presumably the lecture wiil ba
supplemented by a practical
demeonstration in  Friardale-
lane with the wusual local
poultry-keepers supplying the
chickens and Coker, as usual,

supplying the motor-bike.

DANCING IS NOT EFFEMINATE

Says Qur Special Investigator

On our Acting Editor's ex-
ress instructions, I've just
ert to George Bulstrode's
Dancing Academy to find out
whether dancing is effeminate.

You can take it from me
right away that it's NOT { In
fact, it'® very much the re.
verse. ¥rom what I saw of it,
vou have to be a mixture of
Tommy Farr and Houdini to
stand up to the strain of it !

PRIZES FOR GOALS!

G. Bulstrode invitea sporta-
men to roll vp to Little Side
at 5.30 pam, Monday evening,
when he will give a display
of goalkeeping against all-
comers.  FPot shota from the
penalty spot and a  free
doughnut every time you
score ! Don't mies it ]

OUR TIP TO PROUT!

Mr. Prout requires a room
in which he ean entertain at
ono eingle lecture all Grey-

frinke chaps interested in
“The Rockies as I BSaw
Them.”

We suppest the cloak-room
near the gym. It can easily
accommodate an audience of

‘not mare than twn !

The first thing that strocls
me when I walked into the
box-room swhere Bulstrods
holds his class was the toecap
of Bulstrode's shoe. He was
illustrating a high Lick, and
I certainly got his point—on
mx: chin !

My first impression when I
revived waz that & machine-
run baiile was in pr g,
Sitting up to tako my bear-
imgs, 1 found that half a dozen
of the toughest fellows in the
Greyiriars Lower School were
doing tap-danging in unison,

Any mea 1'd had aboutb
daneing being a sport for the
weak and ailing died a sudden
death at that moment, 1 can
tell you ! The kind of danch;g
Bulstrode wag teaching need
mere powers ol endurance
than boxing and marathon-
running rolled into one !

After they'd finigshed that

- part of the programme, they

went on to acrobatic and con-
tortionist dancing. And how
they tied themsaelvea into
Ekncts—and untied themselvea
egain after they'd done i,
too !

Dancing effeminate T My
hat, no! Not after seeing
Bulstrode's boya doing their
atuff !

Tt's a he-man's game from

gtart to mish-—and no others
| need apply |



