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2 £300 in Cash Prizes! Get busy on our new Cricket Competition!

of -public opinion, as it were. It knows what’s what «nd
whet's wanted., And i know this much, namely, that the
j new and thrilling seties of highwayman yarns which I hive
in preparation will hit the taste of every one of my countless
readers, The series opens in a fortnight's time, :
We all -remember the magnificant stories of David
Goodwin, e is always grest; his realism is intense, When
T e et B e tackles & subject he %ets right into the thick of it, Ha is
LR, £ P O ; s master of detail, Well, this new series of o knight of the
RITTIPRY, dagials 2O ) - Y road and the daring deeds be did in the dim past will
= - ereate a big semsation, or I am munch mistaken.
SOMETHING EXTRA NOTABLE ! b2 poigs Japsawes 46 iho welHOR £Ae whi.can vike
; . oy E 3 you rea e3e grand yarng yoa wi
D e e iiks i thes | 1t wivas yon the sommncd of the thimk, and yeo will aee
! i ey i-:ft forth in ﬂ,;l; fioe: ~°F it all, tor you have plenty o Imlg_lﬂﬂ.tllli]ﬂ, as k it-ppéh_kﬂ
. Is;a @ e‘ﬁ:ﬁ!h ng © ErWh Sl S i o know—the sleeping village alongside ithe main turnpike
now what you will be zaying—"Why : have Eve north and: south, with the silence of the, night broken by
carly announcement concerping this treat®” There wers the clattering of horsemen. The highwayman is out, anc
;ﬂaaecnaa, good reasons. In the first place, fI ‘ﬁ-alf, keen nhm is making for the little countrysides in the backlands with
T;;xﬁq 9: hl;.;?f? oﬁt E&ﬂ:;ﬂ l?utﬂagﬁfii:ltm:ila fnztt;er%réhilfé his haul, while tlhadﬂérw Strent m;fn :manl mdhgt Eursmt&l .T;t
EQ - ¥ v S i &I 1- iﬂmﬂ ]
gined, and mang:'_i" a smnrtgcricket ent}fminst with g nimble iﬁi s:,.:;: r;g: L;:gghﬁ?a::ﬁi Eﬁ: the Eﬂ}n,f“ﬁﬂm of the mf;jl
El"ﬂ.iﬂn Wiu b! msidﬂtﬂb‘j Tiﬂhﬂr h‘t ppdl:(:li, t]lﬂ.nk? fo *:!'I-B thﬁ'l‘.lgh their ands wera ﬂ!ﬁ.iﬂﬂt many, hiad their frienda.---
new Magwer feature, Just get hold of the details, then | those whoe would stand belwees them and arrest, For the
zcndd in your coupons, ]:ighwaymnn was time as steel to comrades, and he often
: = helped the victim bf oppression. ] .
THREE HUNDRED POUNDS ! ‘&Pnu must read this new series of slories. Don't forget the
That's the prize list! Forecasting thia time, not broad- date! Two weeks frem now! The new feature 13 one more
casting! The brilliant competition has been set going right | UP to the MucNer, o
worthily, ~ Maowe?t readers all over the country can get : o
roing. There is money to be won! Profifa for the prophets! “MAULEVERER MEANS BUSINESS !

The vest I leave to you. Coupons, pleasze! Next week’s Greyfriars yarn shows Mauly to the hife. Ha
ia o splendid chap déspite his affectations, always ready to
“ GALLOPING DICK | *° help & clium in trouble, You will admire hin tenacity in the

‘Fhere 38 one thing te be said about ancthier cheery little | new story. Without pausiog fo count the difficulties, he
item of intefiimmli have to impart this week. 'E'rgu will | engages himsclf to find a large sum of mogey, How fi'_':'i"
say it is ¥ight on the wicket, That's natura} enough, and | he manage the business? There is plenty thal is vnrth-
comes eady to the Mscwer. The old paper feels the pulse (Continued on page 28.)
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REAT COMPETITION FOR CRICKET LOVERS !

FIRST PRIZE £160: SECOND PRIZE £50; THIRD PRIZE £30;
and 120 Prizes of £1 each.

Can you forecast how the Counties | 1 forecast hat the Connties wils faish ke season

are going to finish up? = o
gomng tnish up : Wo. 1 |
-E offer the ahove splendid prizea lo ibe reader who ia clever enough to f we 2 |
W zemdd we & lst showlng exactly io what order the seventers frst-clisa
County Cricket Clobs will stawd af the end of the season. | ¥o. 3 |
For your guidamce we publish the order in which each of the clubs ¥ no g |
steosd last year, which was a3 follows ; No. 5 |
1. Yorkahire, 1. Somerset. "l
2. Nettinghamshire, 11. NMerbyshire. No.
3. Sirrey. 12, Warwickshire. Ke. 7
4. Kent. 13, Qloueesztershi-e. No. § |
& Lancishire. T4. Leivestershive. No. 9
. Hampshire. 15.. Northamptonzhire,
7. Middlesex, . Glamorgan.
8, Esiex. b7, Worcesteratrire,
3, Sussex.

What jou have fo do Is to BH io on ithe coupon on this page your foresast
¢! the order in which the conaoties wil! faish up. To the refader who does 1his
vorrectly we shall award a prize of £100, and the obther prizes in the order of
the cortectoess of the lovecasts. .

Ta the caze of tles, any or all of the prizes will be added together amd divided,
It the fyF amoont of £300 will be awarded.

AN foretasts most be submitted on eonpons taken from this journal ar I[rom
o1 of the other publications teking part in the contest,

You may sced as many coupot-forecasta as you like. _

FThey mmst alf he addressed to * Cricket Competition,” Gough House, Gough
Square, E.C. 4, apd must reach that address not Tater Ythan Thuraday, Acgust 18th.

Yuu may send o .your lorecasts at ooce if you lke, but nome will be
cohsldored after August 1dth.

The decizion of the Editor in all mafters coprerning thia competition must be
aceepted ne fimal and binding, eaod eutries will ouly be admitted on that
urderstandiog.

Employees of the proprietors of this Jourba) are oot clgible Lo conipete.

Tia competitior i3 rum in cemjudction with-* Football Favourite,"” * Sports
Bmudget,” ' ¥Young Rritwio,™ * {:hnmqmn,” “ Roys' Realm,” " Boys' Friend,"
“ Popular,” ** Plock,'” ** Uniox Jack,” * Ttoeket,” ™ Nelsom Lee Library,” ** Boys'
Uieemns,"” aid * Gem,' and readerz: of thede journals are invited to compeote.

Tye Macxrr Farngary.—No. BB,




Hard to beat, his yarns are a treat—Frank Richards!
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Cricket for Bunier |

{ HARP ™
*h, really, Wingate—"
Y{zot & move on!”
Ii[ sﬂ:l'_il

“Eharp ! roared Wingate.

Billy Bunter gave a deep groan.

It was a hali-holiday at Greyfriars,
and nearly overybody was oul of doors
in the sunny afternoon. Harry What-
ten & Co., of the Remove, were at
erickel practice on Little Side.

But the call of cricket fell on deat
cars so far as William George Bunter
was concerned.

Fresh air and exercise did not appeal
top him. He had szettled down to enjoy
his half-héliday in his own waxy.

Tn Study No. 7 in the Remove, with
the window closed, Billy Dunier
gprawled in the armchair, with his Teel
resiing on omother chair. There was a
bag of juicy jam-tarts at lis  elbow,
and a packet of toffeec om his ful knees.
Bunler was ecating.

This was happiness: na near perfect
happiness as a mortal could expect to

get. y 3

Nobody on the ericket field was speei-
ally anxions to see Bunter arrive there.
Bunler wasn't at all anxious to arnve

there,  So—but for Wingate of the
Sixth--all porties might have bLeen
pleased.

It was just rolten luck for Duntert
that Wingate of the Bixth should have
a sudden aceess of dutiful delerminntion
thut rvestful afterncon.

It was Wingate's duty, ns Tlewd of
the Games, to see that slackers, of any
Form, did not cut ericket, On cortan
gecasions they were bound o turn up
for practice. whether they liked il or
nogt. Generally, Wingate was very ecasy-
woing ; his rule eould not be said to be
hard. Tut there were times when the
slackers took too wide a licence, amd
then Wingate would wake up, as it
were, and come down heavy on them.

I was just Bunfer's luck that Wingale
shondld *wake wp "™ on this aflernoon,
when the Owl of the Temove had just
gcttled down to enjoy himself

Wingate, fuli of duly and delecrmina-
tion, had looked aver the Remove crowd
at the nels, marked the absenlecs, and
sob ont to look for them. From Bludy

L ralie,

Mo, 11 Le had routed oul Skinocer, and
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Snoop, and Btott,  From No. 12 Lord
Maulevercr had  emerged, breathless,
with the prefect's boot to help him out.
From DNo. 14 came Fisher T. Fish
velling, and *“‘guessing ™ at the top o
his transatlantic voice that he wouldn't
stand it. And then Wingate looked into
No. T, and found Bunter, and proceaded
to deal with that fat and lazy vouth.

Bunter groaned deeply. There was
no gainsaying Wingate., It was useless
te tell the Greyfriars capiain that he
was ill, and taking jami-tarls and toffee
for bhis malady. Wingate was a sue-

wious beast, and wouldr't take a
ellow's word.

Billy Bunter volled dismally oot of the
armchair. Ile had devoured oniy one
chunk of i{offee, so far, and onc dart.
He had to leave the rest, And suppose
Cokor, of the Iifth, missed the tarts,
before Bunter had had time (o peturn
and deveur them ¥ Suppose. Bob Cherry
missed the toffee? Doth of them were
beasts, who would thick nething of
reclalining  their  property by brutal
force, and kicking Bunter into the
bargain :

“I-1 sav., Wingate,
pain ! murmured DBonter.

“You'll have anather if you're not
cuteide 1his study m  two  lickst"
answered Wingale hearilessly.

What was the good of arguing with a
feliow like that?

Dunter disdained o arguee.
dizmally to tha door,

In the passage, Wingate shook a warn.
ing finger at him.

I've pot. o

He rolled

“How long will it take wou fo
change *”" he asked.
*Aboul-—about an hour!” sluttered

Bunter.

Mot less?T o

"Well, T--T might do it in hall an
hour |"

“T think vou might!” a:sented Win-
“T think you might do it in less,
Bunter. I''n  going down to the
Remove pileh now. IF von're not there
three minutes after me, T shall come
back for you.™

=1 sar-—-I've losi my fdannels-—-'

"You've wpot three minules to find
them, and pel inle them. I :holl Lring
an ashpland with me!™

I!e had other

Wingate sirode away.
Billy Bunter shook a {fat fist aller him

1

slackers to rouse out,

A

Buntar a8 an injursd crioketar J
will cAuss you to have ons leng
continuad faugh. Ever ready to
make the most ol his oppor-
tunitias, the fat iunilar'u invontiva
mind leada him inta such a tangls
of " whoppers "" that even Buntar
himaelf at the crucial momeant
finde- it extremely difficult to
vndo those things that he ahould
not have doro. Teold by youp
favourite author,

FRANK RICHARDS.

—waiting till he was out of sight, how-
ever. Llhat was only prudent.

“Beast 1" he groaned,

He locked back into the study., The
jam-tarts drew him almost irresistibly.

But he dared not.

If Wingate started in with the ash-
plant, it would be tos painful. Bunter
had only three minutes; he knew that
Wingate was o man of his ward.

How he did it Duntor never knew:
but he was relling Jdown te the juniar
crickel ground by ihe time that brief
interval had expired; and he was in
flannels, looking as though he might
burst out of them at any point.

“Hallo, halle, halla!" roared DBob
Cherey. "IHere comes the porpoise!"™

Wingate was there, and he gave the
Owl of the Remove a grim look.

**Just in tune, Bunter!”

"1 sav, Wingate —-"

“Get a move on. Wharton, see (hal

‘Bunter does something 1™

“Right-ho, Wingale," said the eoap-
tain of the Remove, “This war,
Bunler IV

There was a chorlle among he junior
crickelers. Only on rure occasions, am
by compulsion, did Bunter line up for

ganmes, True, he was always willing te
play & digtinguished part  in a{'_u';fﬂ
matches—but  for  that  oppgrtunifies

were facking,  For such a dull busincss
as prachiee, Bunter had no desiec.

“Buck up, old fai rablit!" said
Johuny Bull. “Tt will do you pood,
vou know.”

“(h, dear!”

“Try some bowling, and sc¢ i von
can get within a nule of the sticl:!™
suggested Frank Nugoent.

“Oh, really, Nugent—"'

“Far goodness’ sake don't give lnm a
ball,” said Peter Todd. e will bran
somebody.

T

“The brainfulness will bhe lervifie!
remarked ITurree Jameet Ram Siogh.

“ I enst

“Pull up your sovks, Punty," snd
Harry Wharton paod bumonrodly.
“You've often told us how you could
knork up centurics for the Morm, if vou
had a chance™

“8o T could!™ growiled Bunter.

“Wel, take the hat, and lkoock up
a cenlury now,’ sapl Wharton cncourag-
ingly. “Inky will give you some casy
bowling 1™

Tug Aacser Lisvagy. - -Noo 806,
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! Perhaps you are one of the prizewinners—glance below !

“With {errific pleasurcinlness ™
IIarree Bmph.

Bunter soorled,

“} ecould knock Inky's bowling all
over ihe field, if T liked!” he said dis-
dainflutly. :

u "L"".i"el:i1 go ahead and Jdo it, old hean !

Billy Danter blinked round through
hi= big glasses. 1le wasn't ihinking of
cricket, bt of the jam-taris in hie
sl Like the Dymp Cladizior of
oll, he heard but he heeded pot; his
eves wore with hig heart, ond thel was
Tar dway. ]

Fut there was na help for it : Wingate
was still i the offing, and there was no
carape for Dunter. DBut neccesity is the

arent of invention; and Dunter’s fat
Ernil] was working. e took the bat
and went te the wicket, and Hurree
Jamiset Ram Singh prepared to give
hins an ¢asy ball. There was a general
grin as Dunter took up his position,
with a fal straddle.

Tle batl came down, It was right for
the wickel: bhaot it «did not reach the
wicket,  Thero was something in the
WY,

It was nol Bander’s bat. Bunter's bat
wie =oldoin or mever known to pet n
o Wiy of a ericket ball.

1t was Bumter's fat leg,

There was a wild yell frem the bats
man .

" Yiuranaoh !

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
H1oe hofore '

“Yaop! IHelp!

“*¥a. ha, ha!”

Tho bat erashed on the wicket, and
ihey fell together, Thlly Dunter was
jazzing on one leg, clasping the aother,
and yelling :

“Wow-wow-wow ! U'm killed!
lame! Yooeop! Ielp!™

Bamp !

The Owl of the Remeove sal down,
with a concussian that abwost shook the
cricket pitch, and sat and roared.

Yow-ow.gw I

I'm

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Disabled !
s A, ha, ha "

H Bunter conld nat heip feel
ing ithat it was heartless,
horribly onfecline. Here was

he, an  injuved crcketer,  suffering

terribly; and all ithe other fellows did
vwas t0o howl with laughter. Tt could net
be called sympaihetic,
" Yow-ow-ow "
“Ha, ha, ho!™
“Get up, you
Johinny Bull.

i jr¥

fat  sdiei! roared

RV A W e Wt

said .

re Yﬂ-ﬂﬂﬂp tat

"Pick him up, somebody !

“Anvhody got a stearn derrick in his
packet 7 asked llob Cherry.

“ila, ha, ha!"

“Tunter 4" chouted Wharion.

HPepet 1 Ony 12 )

“You're nobt hurt, you st duffer:”
exclaimed Sauiff,

“"Wouw ! I'm lame!”

Tilly DBunter essayed to rise. He col
lapsed again quite artistically, and lay
groaning on the pitch,

The grinning  ericheiers  gathered
round him. This wasn't exactly cricket
practice ; but it came i as a coniie
interlude,

Billy Bunter blinked up at them
pathetically.

“I can't move ! he groancd.  *' Carry

ma in, will you? Get a stretcher or
somet hing:;. i

“What's the good of 2 stretcher to
ou t? osaid Bob., “Who could lift it?

on want a lorry.”

" Beast 1

“Take hold of his ears, and let’'s sea if
we can pull him along,” suggested
Johnny Dull.

* Yarooooh !**

Wingate of the Sixth came striding
up. He was not laughing; he was
anunoved, IHis valuable time was heing
wasted,

Yizet up, Banter [ he mmapped.

“1—I can’t !

“"You're not hurt 1™

" Ll'm fearfully injeored,” ;

Bunter backed up that statement with
a decp, almost haw-raising groan.

. “The ball really hit him, Wingate™
gaid Harry Wharton, “ He had s silly
leg right in the way.™

“It's broken my knee,’" taid Bunter
faintly, “I didn't know it was coming
down so hard, ar L wouldn't——"'

He pauzed in fime.

“You fat rascal!” grovled Wingate.
“You got a knock on purpoze to sneak

1+

“Oh, really, Wingate—"

“Let's sce the damage, anvhow.”™

“1 can’t move!” F i

“Give hitn your hoot, Todd, till he
moves, ™

“Certainly.™

“Yaroooh !
move

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Billy Bunter found that he conld move
by the time Peter Todd had drawn his
foot back to help him. He sal up, and
bared the injured knee.

Undoubtedly Bunter had had a hard
knock. lle had iniended to pet a light

Keep off! 11 ean

RESULT OF

“Magnet " Limerick Competition (No. 9).
=33

I thi= eomnpetition ihie first prize of £1 15 for the besi line sent in has been

awarded 1o

ERNERT VINCENT, 56, Nichals Strect, Leicesler, whoze line was:
“After my name KO B should appear,

Fror eonsalation prizes of 2=, &d. ecach for the next best have Leen awarded

to the foliowing:

V. H, RICITARDSON, 32, Toswall Drive, Edinburgh,

W, HEWITT, 53, Durant: Read, Penders End, N,

1 TAYLOI, 4, TTartley Road, Leytonsione, I, 11

CEHIARLES J, BUGG, 5, 8t. Margaret’s Rowd, Senth Totienham, N, 15.

Lucky chaps !

THE MaGgyper TaERARY .~ No. 806,

one, and plead a fietilious injury. Dut
the best-laid schemes do not always work
out according to.programume.  Bunier
ha:d had a much harder knock than he
had anticipated; and there was a dovk
bruise on his fat knee,

It was not & serious bhruize—any other
fellow would have made nothing of it
But thera it was—it was a brumze, and
that could not be gainzaid.

Bunter eoould have weopd with  ihe
pathos of it as he blinked at it. He was
an injured cricketer—seriously injured in
standing up manfully te the bowling;
and he was getting no sympathy at all

Wingate gave a snort of contempt.

“¥You can crawl off, you slackin
bounder 1" he said, "I've a jolly g
mind (o give you smsix, for petting leg
before. ™

“I'm fearfully hort—"

“Oh, ret out!™

“1 can’t get up

" Help him with & bat, somebody "

“Keep off, you beasts! 1 can get up.
: tﬁﬂnk'u ¢ kly. T

unter got up gquite gquickly. o
Elinked round for sympathy; but thero
was no eympathy going.  All the juniors
were lavghing, and Wingate of the
Sixth was frowning.

“ Help me back to the house, Toddy I™
murnnured Dunter, “Let me lean on
vour arm, old chap.’”

“1 don’t think !'* grinned Pefer.

Y“1ielp me, Bob! You're not such a
beast as Tﬂ-dd;r B

"Il helpl™ sald Dob.
are.’’

He prodded Bunter with his bat.

* Yoooap 1"

Billy Bunler jumped away, without
further help. But out of reach of Dob
Cherry's bat, he developed lamenese.
He went off the ericket feld limping.

He looked back from a =afe distance,
hoping to sea that the Removites were
properly impressed by these signs of
injury end euffering.  Ile was dis
appointed, The juniors had turned to
ericket again, and apparently they had
sixj'.rf.-:idy [orgotten the existence of f“.’. G.

LR,

“Noasts ! murmured Bunier.

ITe limped off towards the School
House, That limp was an assel, ag it
were ; 1b showed that he was mnjured, and
thut it was no prefeet’s duty to round
himn up again that afternoon.

The limp grew more pronounced as he
approached the School House. Tt was a
custom of Bunter’s, when e departed
fraom the truth—as he so often did—to lot

[EL
L]

HIlere vom

his * whoppers ”* grow. Iaving started
with a slight limp, he finished with a
very pronounced limp indeed.  Tho more

he lonped, the more he [elt himself 2
very injured person.

“Hallo, what'a the matter with the fat
froe ¥ Tt was Coker of the Filth, in the
guack.  “Gane bandy-lepged, Dunter T

Bunter blinked at Coelier, mere in
garrow  than in anger. DBandy-legged !
A fellow who had just been seriously in-
jured, playing ericket ! Tt was just iike
Colior of tha Fiflh.

“I've been hurt,” sand Dunter, with
dignity,  “ Playing ericket [

“(h, iy hat 1" said Coker.

“The Lall cvashed an my lec—practics-
ally smashed my knee,” said Dunter. 1
miay be lame for life. I'm not complain-
e, :'; fellow must take the risks of 1he
EaNI.

And Bunter limped on, leaving Colicr
of the Fifth dumbfounded.

In ihe doovrway of the Schoal Ilonze
Bunter encouniered  MMr. Quolely,  §is
FPorn-mastier, Mr., Queleh’s ponctratung

Yes, and YOU might be lucky next time !—



The best

eyes almost bored into Dunier; and for
n moment he decided not te limp, But
he realised that Mr. Quelch must have
geoen him limping towards the house; it
wias too late now.

“What i3 the matter with wou,
Bunter 7" asked the Hemove master, in
his sharp, metallic tones.

* M-mi-mnatter, sr "
Bunter,

' Have you hurt vouracli?™

“I've been playing ericket, sir,” =aid
Bunter bravﬁli?. “T'm mmjured. I don’t
mind, sir! It's all in the gune "

“Oh ! oseid Mre. Quelch, rather non-
plussedd,  * You had betber, go at once to
the housekeeper, Bunter.”

“Yes, sir."

Dunter was nol keen on going fo the
housekeeper. Dut he had to go, and he
wonl. Mrs, Kebhble did not tell him
what sho thought of him and his injury.
But DBunter could read her thoughts in
her face, shorbsighted as he was; and
mentally he called Mrs, Kebble a cat.

“Anyhow, I'm out of the blessed
ericket ™ he murmured, as he made his
way to the Remove passage. And his
fat faco was wreathed in smiles p3 he
thought of Coker's tavis and DBob
UCherry's toffee,

Stndy Wo. 7 was not vaeant when he
reached it. Somebody was theco--and
Bunter, blinking in, gmh:}ld n fat face,
very like his own, aderned with a pair
of large spectacles. It was hiz minar,
Bammy DBunter of the Becond.

Iunter minor was busy—had  been
very busy.  Apparently he had looked
in ta see hia major that afternoon. He
hat not found his major, but he had
found the tarts and the toffee.  The
toffee had vanished, The last tark was
vanizhing.
~sammy  Bunter turned a happy  and
jaming bace fowards his major,

Iunter blinked at bimm speechlessly for
A monetil,

“You—you—-—-"" he g:ufa['m{],

“1 szay, Dally—="

" Yoan—you—--"

“You deln't mind-—=—"" hegan Sanumny,
alarmed by his major's expression.

Apparently Bunter diyd smind,

I]ﬂ‘ "Iﬂljn ik 'i'l"”.ll I'I.lﬁh .[“'. F;ﬂTI'IIT'I:'i'
Dunter, and grasped him, and whirled
Lire round to the doorway., Then be
Kickil,

“Whooop ! roared Sammy.

Bunter minor fairly Aew into lhe paz-
sage. He did nolt stay thoere, Tlo Aol
for the stairs. Dunter sank into the
armchair, a twinge in hiz knee remiindd-
ing him that e had kicked Sammy with
the lame leg,  DBut to judge by the
elfecis on Bammy, the lameness eould
nat have Lbeon very serious.

slammered

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter tne Invaljd !

1 HAT '™
W Peter  Toddd
blinked,

Peter had comoe in 1o tea,
nfter the cricket, having in the inlerval
forgotten that there was such a person
ns William George Bunter under the
san.

Now hoe
William

slared and

was reminded of Tunter,
Gieorge was in the sty
Thut was nob sarprising, ns Toter's
sty was also Bontee's stady, 1t was
Dunter’s altitude that was surprising.
Tle sat i the armchaie, ad his log
rested one another chaor. This  trouser-
Ieg wis turned back over the knee.  The

Landages,

and the best always—in the MAGNET! B

ha !’ roared Bob Cherry,

The ball came down, and Bunfer stopped it-—with bis knea ! ** Ha, ha,
“Log before 1™
yelled Billy Bunter, jazzing on one log and clasping the other,
(See Chapler 1.)

“Yoop! Help! Wow!"™

Bandlapes were

fonked  extra-
L it maliifarions
It looked, imdecd, more Like
a huge knob than a2 knee.

There was an expression  of pakiont
sulfering on Bunter's face as he Blinked
at Peter.

“Tlon't come too near ™ he leeathed.

“What! Why not?"

Y ¥ou pight toucl me '™

“Touch you?" babbled Teier,

“A jolt would give me frarful pain,
I'm suffering great agony now, but I'm
bearing it, 'Toddy.”

Peler looked st him. Peier was quile
o voluble youth, as a rule: bul now
he seemed at o loss for wores,

“I'm not going to make n fuss about
it,"" =zald PBunter, with szimple heroism.
“Fellows have been injured ab  games
before. 1 know that.”

“lrunes ¥ stuttered Peter,

“It's up to a fellow not ta make =2
fusa. After all, a chap's bound fo take
hi= riskz at ericket.”™

“Cricket 2

“(dh, really, DPeter! T wizsh wou
woubln't keep on repeating what [ say
like a dashed pareot '™ said Danter peei-
tabily.

Poter Toldd gasped.

“Ho you've heen injured at
kqm—hm] out playing crcket I
travedd to ejaculate.

“Yem know T have, Pefer '™ said the
Owl of the Remove reproachfully, ™ You
were presenl, ancd saw me standing up o
the howling.”

knee was bandaged.
fairly piled on at. Tt
ordinarily enlurged in

ghlll{‘}‘—
W COn-

= [T
Lsorws Dopaes

“"Atanding  up ko the
vepealed TPeler dazedly.

In spite of Bunter's dnjunction, e
cepmeed to be unable to do anvthinge buk
repeat Bunier parrot-like.

It was hot stuflf,' said Dunter.

“ilot stnff*"

“Hut 1 faced it.™

"You—you facced "

“Theee s risk in every  pame,”™ savl
Buntor. " A fellow can't show the whita
feathor,  Dash b all, & chap’s bound to
have pluck ! Supposa ha gels ingured -
seriongly injured ! Well, he's gol 1o
stund it--that’s ol 1

That really was hernie af Bunter, Hao
Blinked at Peter Podkd, apparently  ex-
pecling an oulbreak of admiring ¢jacu-
lations.

If FBunter expected thal. however,
Bunter was disappointed.  Whatsoever
I'nddy's face expressod, it was not ademi-
rakion. MNeither were hir remarks
punctuated by notes of admication,

“ You fat spoofer '™ Lo roared,

“0Oh, really, Toddy—=""

“You'ro not hurt.”

“Look here—"

“Standing up to the howling I hosoted
Pefer. "(Call that bowling? Inkvy zent
you dewn o ball that'a blind owl could
hnve played with its eyes shat 1

“Yal!"

“Iot siaf® " snorted Doter
“"Faring il ! You fat [rand !

“TIf that's your sympathy for a follow
whno's heen koocked out playing cricket,
I'eter Todd——"

“What have yon dane vaur silly knen
up fike that for ™" bhoawled Peter Todil.

LLJ
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“Because it's injured, you beast!
Sup 2 it l}.l'.}'ﬂé-li to—to—to gangrene §"

(R ] . pip 1

" Buppose mortifaction set in 1™

“Wha-a-at?”

“ Mortiheation.™

“Do you mean mortification, vou fat
dummy 7™

“No, I don't; I menn moriifaction,™
said Bunter, “ Yon're ignorang, Peter
Tadd.”

Tom Dutton, the third member of
Htudy No, 7, came in., He stared at
Bunter and his bandaged knee, as well

£300
IN CASH
PRIZES!

he might.
Rilly
ground,
“What's that for, Bunter?” he asked.
“My knee's broken, or jolly near,”
explained Bunter.
3 ?m Dutton had the I;ﬂsf&rtuﬁﬂ 'ln}lga
eaf, or, more p rly 4 ing, his
study-mates had rﬁ misgﬁum‘, and
Tom had the deafness,
“Eh, what?’ he asked,
“Knes broken!™ ?n-:rtad Bunter,
“Spoken? Yes I spoke. I agked
you what you've got wvourself tied up
like an old gouty subject for.”

Tom hed been o witness of
unter’s exploits on the cricket-

“Injury to the knee!” shrieked
Bunter.

“Hee? Ves, I see! DBut what's it
for?™

“T'm Tame!” howled Dunter,

“What game{”

“Oh dear [ .

“Billy game, T ep]l it if it’s & game,”
spi¢l Dutton, staring blankly at Bunter.
“Muyst be jolly uncomiy sitiing there
like & frussed turkey !” .

“You silly chump ™

“¥es, I saw it—not much of a bump,”
gaid Dutton, " Mean to say you've tied
vour leg up hike that because of a little
bump ! Well, you must be an aes!”

“(h, go and cat cokae!™
“1 don't sgo the joke at all! Dry up,
for goodness’ sake.!  What 4dre you

‘aughing at, Peter Todd i

Peter Todd did not undertake lo ex-
plain what he was laughing at, He was
ioo tired after cricket.

Study No. 7 procesded to get tea.
Ttunter, being an invalid, could not help.
But he looked very hungrily at the tea-
table when it was reesdy. ]

“1 say, Peter, I'm hungry,” he said.

“ You Fencralfy aro ! assented Peter.

“1 sha'n't be able to stand my whack

to-day——="

“Y{':ru generally aren’t.” ;

“I'vii been dissppointed about a
postal-order—7

“1 believe 1've heard something like
that before,” said Peter Todd in o reflec-
tive sott of way.

“1 pay, Petor, I wafit’ my tea, you
know: Tl stand my whack to-morrow.
You're going to stund me some tea, old
chap.”

“Pile in, fatty !’ _ .

“1 can’t reach it from here,” hinted
Bunter

“ No, 1 suppose you can't. Clome up
to the {able.'

“T'm lame!”

“Dear me!™ said Peter Todd.
“The slightest piovement causes mwe
fearful agony!™.

“ Better sit still, then,” advised Peter.

“I'm going to. Fass me the grub,
will youi"

“Not at alll??

“Lock here, vou beast! Haw am I
to eat if you won't pass me the grub
and I can’t come to the table " howled
Dunter.

“Pecanse one rode a horse and the
other rhododendron 1 said Teoddy.

“Wha-a-at 7"

“Isn’t that the answer?”

“The-~the answer ¥*

“"Weren't you asking me a conun-
druym 7"

“HBeast! No, I wasn't! How am I
to get my tem if you won’t wait on

me while I'm knocked up!” shrieked
Bunter;
“One stacks the caps and the other

vapa the stacks!” said Peter, apparently
delermined to persist in the theory that
Bunter was asking him conundrums.

“ Beast I

“1 eay, these =ardines are quite
good I yemarked Peter Todd. * Betler
buck up, Bunter, or they’ll all be
gone g3k

“Wheel this chair up to the table for
me, will you, Peteri”

“Can’t you manage by vourseli?”

1] Hﬂ'”

"Whera there's a wheel there's a
way I stid Peter encouragingly:

“Peast! Hand me over the grub!?

“My dear chap, I'm not a steam-
crane! 1 couldn™ lift you! Heow can
1 hand you over the grub®”

o e e s

THE CHANCE
OF A
LIFETIME!

S T

“¥ou know whal T mean!” howled
Bunter, * Hand the "grub over'to me,
you bepst I™ :

*0Oh, that's what you mean, is 1t?
Well, what 1 mean 13 to get an with
these sardines before you seoff the lion's
shara "' And Peter got on.

Gilly Bunter looked at hiz swdy-maie
as if he ecould bite him. Dunter had
envisaged himsell as an invahid in the
study, with a geatle and sympathetic
Peter wailing on him at teatime, giving
him all the nicest morsels. Evidently
e had over-rated Deter’s =ympathefic
gentleness.  Instead of walting on him
Peter was waiting on. himself, and the
nicest morsels were poing indide Peler,

Bunter steod it for.a few minutes.

His pose was, as he fatliered. himself,
an offective one.  Aa 2 Jame  hero,
knocked out by gallantly slamding up o
deadly I_:nwli_:jg, g]3'un_L|3-r fancied himsolf
vory much. Bul missing his tea for the
sake of that pose was too much of & good
thing.

']'hge lame hers conirived {o geot out
of the armchaiy. With deep groans, he
approached the study table,

“Tacl better ™" asked Peter gemially.

“No! Worsel”

“Lost vour appetite?'”

“No " said Bunler hastily,

“ That's bad |"

* Beast 1"

Billy Bunter started tea, puiting on

Turn io page 2—

speed to make up for lost time. It was
not till the table had been clenred that
he had leisure to groan again. Then
he put'in a few groans.

“Is it the fearful angunish makea you
kiek up that row®” Peler Todd asked
glancing round him as if in search of
something.

*Yesl* What are you looking for "

“ My fives-bat! I'm geing to give you
soma more fearful anguish if you don't
stop groaning !

Bunier stopped groaning,

When Peter umf Dutton started pre
Bunter was in the armehair again, wit
his Dbandaged leg resting on another
chair, though' he did not veniure to
groan, Peter gave him a look,

" Prep, fatty!” he satd,

“1'm too ill for it, Peter!™

“That won't wash with Quelchy in
the mnmin_g, you fat daffer!™

“You'll be sorry, Pater, if mortifae-
tion sets n oand you lose me!”’ said
Bunter, with a last atlempt to {ouch
Peter's heart.

Peter chuckled heartleasly,

“1 don't think there's such o thing
as mortifaction, old bean!” he =said.
“But I hope there ig if it will lead to
losing you I

”HEﬂﬁtr!”‘

Bunter gave Peter up after that,
When prep was finished DBunier was
reading; in spite of his terrible anguish,
he contrived to read. He blinked un as
Todd and Dutton were leaving the siudy.

“T sha'n't be coming down to Com-
mon-roomn, Peler,” he said [aintly.

" CGood ! :

"Tn!!"l the fellows I'm too injured to
maove,

“Tell yonr own whoppers, old bean!
I'm not a substitute Apanias!™ said
Peter,

“1f the fellows inguire after me—-"

“That’s all right ! said Peter com-
fortingly. " They won't 17

Y Beast !

And Dunter was left
glory.

alone in his

——

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Lame Duck !

ETER TODD was rizht, Nobndy

F scenmedd to mise Wilhiam Georgo
Dunter in the Comninn room that
cvening. MNobady  asked TPeler
where he was or seenned to remoember
him at sll. Dunter had secen, m his

mrind's eye, a conslant slream of fellows
coming along to Study No. 7 to inquire
how he wae, perhaps to bring hun zome-

Fand comforting in the way

Lhing pratefu

ENTER FOR OUR
SIMPLE CRICKET
COMPETITION
ON PAGE 2,

But that agreeable vision re-
mained a vision of {he mind’s eyc ounly.
With his bodily eyes Bunler saw nothing
of the kind.

It was not fill bedtime (hat the nn-
important existence of William (icorge

al tuek.

Bunter wae recalled, and then it was
recalled] by Gwynne of the Bixth, whose
tirn of duty it was to see lights out in
the Remove dormitory. Gwynne missed

Always ready to lend a helping hand, Lord Mauleverer—
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ene mamber of the Form, and rapped
out a question a&s to where he was:

“Where's Bunfer?"

“My hat! I suplgu«sur he's atill in the
studv 1" ejaculated Peter Todd.

“ Mot swolling ¥ azked Hob Cherry,
with 2 grin.

“Jla, ha! I fancy not!™

“By gad! I'll warm him!" granted
Guayone of {he Sixth, and he started for
the Hemove passage.

Gwynne's eyes almost bulged from hiy
head at the sight of Dunter, with lis
bondaged knee, in the study., Bunter
had not really spent a happy evening.
e was uiterly neglected in s sufter-
ings. and more than once he had ‘won-
dered whether 3 would nol be wiser o
“chuck ™ up his sufferings and stop
being lame. Dut he had a natural re-
pugnance to chucking up a " whesse ™
until he wns quite sure ihat there was
nothing in it, so he carried on.

At leasl, Buuter reflected, Toddy
would be bound to come back at bed-
timo and give him a helping armn up to
the dormitory. Unfortunately, Toddy
did not., It was a prefect who glared
in at the doorway, and Dunter felt an
mward {remaor.

“What's  this
Cwynne.

“I'm lama.™

“Phwat 7"

“Roee smashed ol
faltered Bunter,

* Gammon ! 1

“There's a fearful bruize!” said
Bunier. * Mrs, Kebhble's givern me some
embrocation for it g

“Did Mrs. EKebble tie you up like
thia?”

“N-n-no."

“Did she tell you to do il

gpama ™ prunted

ericlher  ta-day.”

“MN-nenot nxac‘ﬂir.*'

“1 understand ! said Gwynne, with a
nad.

“I —TI'm glad wou  understand,

Gwynne !” mumbled Buouter, * ¥You
?1:-11;, I can't get to fhe dorm without
1alp.

“Hure, T'm going to help you !’
Gwynne kndly,

Bunter's eyes glimmered behind his
plasses, He wonderad what the fellows
wouldl think when he limped inko the
Remove dormilory, leaning on the dis
finguished arm of =0 great a personage
us & prefect of the Sixth Form.

“Thank yon, Gwyene!' zaid ihe Ol
ef the Remove in & faint voice

“Not ab all!” said Gwynne genially,
“If von wanl help—sure, you're gmng
to have w!™

He took the armchair by the back and
{ilted it up. "There was a terrific roar ns
Billy Bunter rolled oul on the hearthrg.

"Yaraoooh !

“Can yon walk 1o the dorm now?”
inguired Gwynne,

aaid

HMYow-ow ! Nol'

“{an vou run?’

“UNo! Ow '

“Poor kid!  sad Gwynne  com-
miseratimgly. “lt'a hard on you!

Can't either walk or ran! Looks io me
an if you're in for it, then, because, bedad,
I'm going to kick you all ihe lime you
stag i thiz stady !

{twynne staried.

Whether Dunter could walk or
or nol, certainly he could puanp.
jumped Like a kangaron.

Une jump carvied hisn ontl of range
of Guynne's boot: anotbher landed Bon
in the poaasage.  Them, a3 UGwynne
followed him out, his PURIIGE v ers
developed quile suddeniy.

He ran for lus life,

riafk

Ie

e ran zo0 well that he was in tho
Bemove dormitory  two  or  three
minutes ahead of Gwynne, A peneral
chuckle gpreeted his arrival there,

“Hallo, hallo, halle!”" roared Bob
Cherry. Y What's the matter with sour
kneo, Bunfer®”’

“Ow, wow! T'm Jame™" masped

Bunter, sinking on hiz bed. " Yon un-
syvmpatheiie boasts——-"

“You were palting on a low of apeed
for a lame duck!” chuekled Johony
Bull.

“ Beast "'

“Hetter tuen in before Gwvnne comes
back "' suprested Yernon-South, e
doesn’t like to be kept waiting.™

That acdvice was too pood not fto be
taken.  Billy DBuwmter verned in with
groat specd.

Lwynne was grinning when he cnne
in te turn lichta out.  After the prefect
was gone, o deep groan procecded from
Bunter’s bed.

“Hallo, hallo, halla! What on ecarth's
that!'" ejaculated Bob (Cherry.

Girpan !

“TIs that vou, Bunler?®”

¥z, 'mm osuffering fearfo! agony '™

"Lan't you sulfer 1 quietly 3

Liroan !

“IE T hear thal row again,”™ said
Hiﬂiﬂ'l.'ﬂn'l_![' ITIH_'i_LH"_ i!'l :-m:[‘t‘n#rn!@d “"H_"tl,‘
Tl get out of bed 1o youu, Bunter!
[l jelly well give you soemething. to
groan for!"

“"I—I zay, vou fellows" saud Dhinier,

suppressing  his  groans. “1 say, I'm
really in awful pain, you know! That
ceicket-ball  f{raciured the—ihe spinal

column of my knec!”

I
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“Ha, ba, ha'"

“1 supposo yon fellows can lake my
word ' howled Bonter,  ““The spinal
colutnn of my knee is practically iy
frigmcnts ! say, & ought to have
these bandages changed.™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Are you going to cbange them for
me. Toddy ¥

“I don't think ! grioned Toddy.

*“Arve you, Wharton?'

“I seem to fancy not ™' chuckled Fhe
captain of the Remove,

“I may have a mortifacted leg m the
mormng, '’

“Oh, my hat! a, ha, hat!™

The mortifacted logp was too much
for  the IRemovites, They  lhowled,
Billy Bunter gave a scornful snort, and
laid hiz head on the pillow 1o sleep.
In spite of hiz fearful mjuries and his
unconmttion suffering, he was aoon n
slumber, amd his deep and  resonant
snore echoed through the dornilory as
usial.

(lang, clang, clang!

Billy Dunler camo oub of a bliasful
dreatn of doughnuts and meringues as
the rising-bell clanged out in the sunny
SUMIMEE TOrning.

e rubbed iinini evea, and  blinkod
roumd the dormitory. For the oroment
he hpd forgotten that ha was o dis-
ubled  cricketer sulfering from  severs
injuries. But the bundle of bhandnges
tied reund his fat khee reminded him,
and he started the morning with o deep
ETO4n.

You

“1alle, hallo, halla® wanl ma

ta help vou out, Bunter?' asked Iob
Cherrey, picking up a pellow,

.
[
il

at him,

“ Don't come toe near," sald Bunter, as Peter Todd blinked in amazement
“You might touch me,"
““*Yes, I'm sufferlng great pain, but I'm bearing it, Toddy."
(dee Chapter L)

“‘ Touch you? " babbled Peter.

T

+—positively shines in our next Greyfriars yarn !

Tre Mueser Linnwny, --No, 06,



3 When

"I zay, DBob, old chap, don't be a
beast,”” saicdd DBunter faintly. *7Tell Mr.
Quelch I'm too ill to come down this
Jmorning.'’ )

*¥You fecl that you can’t turn out?”

" ¥es, old chap.”™ .

“Not even if I swipe you with thia
pillow ¥

“* Yarooooh !

Bunter found that he eould turn out.
He was last down of the Remove that
morning, which was not uncommon.
But the aspeci he presented when he
rarmne down was very uncommon indeed.
One leg of his trouseérs bulped over
bandages on his knee, amd he was limp-
in%l painfully. i

is Itmp made the Removites chuckle.
But when he was seen by Mr. Queleh,
at broakfast, the Form master noted if,
and eyed him.

“You are limping, Bunter,”

“* Yes, sir,”

“Ts your mjury still painful®”

Slt—it’s  awful, sir,” saidl  Buaniler
pathetically.
“] have spoken to Mrs, Kebble,

Bunter, and she states that there was
only a slight bruise on your knee, which
would probably diszppear by to-day.’

“Oh!" pasped Bunter. *I=T1 say, air,
Mrz, Kebble is rather an ignorant
woman, sir.’’

“Bunter, do vou mean to tell me,
seriously, that vour knee obliges you 1o
limp " -

“Oh, yes, sir! It was 0 agonising
last evening, sir, that I wasn't able to
do any prep.”

“Phew ! murmured the Removites,
wendering how Mz, Queleh would take
that artless statement.

Mr. Quelch frowned grimly.

“If you are really hurt, Bunter—-~

*Horribly, sirl” i

“Tt iz very extraordinary thal f!im
injury should leave so little trace—"'

“There's lots of traces, sir,” said
Bunter eagerly.

“Mrs, Kebble atafes—"' -

“Jt—it's pot worse sinee then, siv!”

B3 Bunter. *“Horribly black and

lug, sir! Horribly "

“Pless my soul!” said Mr. Queleh,
etaring at the fat junior. “In that case,
the matter certainly is serious.’’

“I—I'm glad you think so, sir,'” =aid
Bunter. *“The pain is horrible! I—I
don't know how I shall be able to do
any lessons, sitr! Of course, I--1 should
hate to miss Jessons.: But with this
fearful pain, and horrible black bruises
all over my knee—""

“Very well, Bunter! DBefore morning
lessons I will examine your injury my-
gelf, and ascertain whether it 13 neces-
sary for you to see a doctor. Xou may
sit down.”

Bunter sat down—or, rather, collapsed
into his chair. The look on his fat face
made the Remova fellows almost shrick;
they were only barely restrained by the
august presence of their Form master,
Mr. Quelch waa going to look at that
injured knee—at those awful black and
blue bruises that existed only in
Bunter's active imagination! It was a
weakness in Bunter's system of spoofing
that he never paused to caloulate the
probable result of a "“whopper.” It
really looked az 3 Willlam Ceorge
Bunter was “landed " now; and he
wondered desperately whether it would
be feasible to have 2 =zudden and rte-
markable rocovery before  morning
leggons.  With that preblem on his
mind, Bunter, for the first time in his
life, almost lost his appetite.

ﬁut not quiie,

¥

you travel, George or Gerald—

THE FIFTH CBAPTER,
The Only Way !

FTER breakfast Billy DBunter
A wandered out of the BSchool
House with a corragated brow,

He had food for thought.

Thinking was mnot much in Billy
Bunter's line, and it worried him,
When there was trouble on hand

Bunter's first resouree was tdé shift it
upon somebody else if possible: if that
wasn't possible, his seeond resource was
to let i “slide.”

MNeithor resource waz of any use to
hm now,

His (ot knee, whirh was supposed to
be black and blue from the impact of
the cricket-ball, was fo be inspected by
hiz Formy master before fiest lesson.
And so far from that fat knce heing
black and blue, the slight bruize that
rea”ﬁ had existed had almost gone.

What was he going to do?

He had missed prep the evening
biefore en the strength of the injury.
Hiz trousers bulged with bandages on
1t aceount at this very moment,

And one glance from Mr., Quelch
would be enocugh. There would be the
mussed prep to pay fer, and the " whop-

ers ' told at the breaklast-table, and

juniter’s fat palms tingled in anticipa-
t1omn.

Moreover, with hiz spoof shown up
and ks “mjury 7 abolished, he would
not be able to dodge cricket practice next
time, as he had confidently hoped.

It was a hard case, and Bunter's podgy
hrow was as corrugated as the roof of ap

MORE POCKET - MONEY !
£10! g£10! £10!

Resuit of Kent
Pleture-Puzzla Competitien!

In this competitlon one competitor sent in
a oorrect solution of the pleture. The first
prize of £5 has therefore been awarded to:

N, WILLIE,
Whellford,
Leckhampton,
Cheltenham Spa.

The second prize of £2 10s. haz heen
awarded to the following competitor whose
solution contained one error;

T, Bapderson, 63, Charles Lane, Milorow,
Roohdale,

The ten priees of 53 each have been
awarded fo the lollowing ten competitors
whose solutions contained two errors each:

W. Boyd Barrie, 1% Barrie Terrace,
Ardrozean; Mra. Kernick, 82, Ivor Road,
Sparkhill, Birmingham; William Mit¢hell,

§, North Skore Street, Campbeltown, N.B.;
Eleanor Btockdale, 26, Devopshire Bulldipgs,
Earrow-in-Farness;  Ernest  Viocent, 56,
Nichols Street, Leicester; Bernard Wallis,
14, Egerton Road, Bishopston, Bristol; Leslie
Wallis, 14, Egerton Road, Bishopston,
Bristol; Ralph Smith, 45, HErereton Ropd,
Rugeley, Stafford; Winnie Cave, 18, Olerton
Road, Retford, Notts; E. Nelson, 20, Loy

Street, Ilford. _
SOLUTION.

Eent is amoog the old cricket couwnties.
The first fully recorded mateh was the Kent
versus England game npearly two centuries
ago. The rmagnilicent play of the team
‘gained the championship four times during
the nine years belore the big war. Kept's
present  eleven econtains  numerous  nhoted
cricketers, such a3 “Woeolley, MMardioge,

Freeman, etc.

hacks,

Army hut as he thought it out, in dismal
mood,

Obrviously, there was only one thing
for if,

Owning up io the facte was not the
thing. A resource like that never even
occurred to Dunter, thongh his fat brain
wis working ot preat pressure, Betwoen
Bunter apd facts there was a groat gulf
fixed.

IHe had stated ihat his knee was black
and blue. Before Mr. Quelch examined
it it had to become black and blue, That
would bear ot Bunier’s statement, and
]me.'a tn his Form master what a trath-
ul fellow he was.  1le hoped, indeed,
that when Mr. Quelch saw this evidence
with his own eyes, ho would bo properly
sshamed of having doubted Dunter's
word.

Nevertheless, this brilliant scheme for
getting out of the difficuliy had 1ty draw-
For the fat leg could only
bacoma in the proper stale of black-and-
bluenes:z hy the violent wmpact of some
hard instrument, such as a cricket-bat or
& boot, .

Bunter had not the slightest desive o
feel the violent impact of & hard instru-
ment on his fat leg. In fact, he hated
the idea,

But after due thought, and feeling that
time was getting on, Bunter came to tha
conclusion that 16 was the only way. He
decided first to bang his knee against the
echool wall agz thoe simplest method, and
he approached the wall for that purpose.
But his inward repugnance was too
strong for Bunter. Something within
him, stronger than his determinuation to
manufacture convincing  evidence, held
him back, and his fut knec tapped the
wall pently mmstead of banging it

He realised dizmally that this would
not do.

He looked for his minor, Sammy of the
Seeond.  Sammy would kick him on the
kpee, if he ashked him, ITndeed, he waos
aware that Sammy would Lkick him any-
where with pleasure, given the oppor-
tunity,

Duanter minor was found in the guad-
rangle, and he eved DBunter major very
warily., Sammy had not forgotten the
Em:c-unter in Study Neo. T the previous

aﬁ’r

But Dilly Bunter soon reassured him,

“It's all right, Sammy.”

“1s 1 said Sammy, backing warily.

“"Never mind about the tarts, You
were & greedy hittle beast; and b wasn't
honeet, either, Lo take my tarls while I
was oub playing cricket,” said Dunter
severcly,

Sammy winked,

“Do vou call thal erickel?" he ashed,
with interast,

" Look herg-——="

“I've heard Coker of the Fifth inquir-
mﬁ after some tarts,” said Bammy.
“Know anything about them ™

Bunter decided that there was no need
to go into that.  Besides, there wasn's
time.

“I want you to do something for me,

L Sammy,” he said, sinking his voice, after

a coreful blink round.

“You can give il a name,” said Bunter
minor, not in a very promising tone,

“Will you kick me?®”

(£ Ehl-lll]‘

“ Kick me™

“H-k-kick vou™ stuttered Sammiy.

“Yes. Hard!™

“Pulling my leg ¥* asked thie aztonished
Sainmy.

“MNo, no " saul Denter ireitably, “I'vo
got o reason, and—and I want you to
kick me ns hard as you can—well, nearly
a5 hard as you ecan,”

On no account must you miss ** Mauleverer Means Business !’
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¥ Pleasure i’ “Turn
round "'

“It's got to be on my kpnee. The same
knee that was injured yesterday when L

ot leg-before, you know,” whispored

unter,

A glimmer of intelligence came into
Sammy's  little round  eyes  behind
Bammy's big, round spectaches,

“Oh! Making out you're hurt? heo
asked, “What's the gnme® That won't
get vou off clusses, will @9

sald  Saminy.

“ Mever mind that,” saidd Bunier imn- ]

tiently. “ You jaw too much, Sammy.
ELGI‘: here, will you give me a kick on
the knee, hard encugh to make a jollv

od bruise

“1 don't mind* grinncd Saminy.
Reallv, Sammy Dunter looked a= if he
guite liked the prospect. Perhop= e
remembered the kicking he had received
in Study No. 7, and felt that one good
turn deserved another. Perhaps it was
mere brotherly affection, and a kindly
desire to oblige. Anyhow, there was no
doubt that Sammy was keen.

“Shove out the giddy joinl,” he said.
*“As havd az I can—whut?"

“Well, fairly hord,” said Bunter, hesi-
tating. “I've got to have a jolly good
bruise.”

“1'll manage ik!” said Sammy reaseur-
ingly.

 Nal—not loo jolly hard”

“Teave i to me™ sszid Sammy.
“Which 13 the jolly old injured wing?"

“Rlessed if T know! Oh, the bandaged
pne, of course,” said Bunter, " Don’t Le
gn a3, sammy .’

“ Petror take the bandages off, to gol
the full effect,” advised Sammy, who
was beginning to take quite an intense
interest in the proceedings now.

“M.nno. I—I think T'1l leave them
on,” said Bunter. * You might kick too
hard, you know ™

“Couldn’t be too hard, if you want a
really pood brose™

“I'll chanece that,” szaid Bunter, very
docidedly. “Now, I—I think I'll shut
my eves while vou take a run and kick.
Beal”

“Peotter,” agreed Sammy. FYou'd
funk, I expect.™

“You checky littlo beast—""

“Ready?’ asked Sammy briskly.
“Stand there! Close your cc-i)ﬂm. anl
gtand firm. I promise you I'll fetch you

4 aonpr !

He relired 2 few paces, to lake a run,

Billy Bunter stood with closed eyes, pal-
pitating.

But again the something within him
rose in  rebellion.  Perhaps Sammy s
enthusiastic undertaking to give him a
“oner ”  helped to sap away Billy
Bunter's resolution.  His eyes opencd
gnd blinked at SBammy as the fat fag

came on in full career, and landed out

with his boot with terrific vim.
Bunter jumped aside—just mn time,
Sammy Bunter's foot awept past him,

and, meeting with no resistance, flow

tnto the atr, and Sammy sat down in the
quad with a crash.

* Oooooch I he gasped,

# He, he, he !” chuckled Bunter.

Hiz plan had not been carried owl
But there was something comic in Sammy
sitting down like that, with a bumyp that
almost shook the solid globe underneath

himn.

“Dw! Wow! Yow! Yooop!” splut.
tered Sammy. * You beast, you did that
on purpose! Ow, ow, ow !”

*Ha, he, he!”

Billy Bunter walked away. Tt was
borne in upon his fat mind that he
wouldn't be able, somehow, to act upon
this schems, brilliant as it was.  IHis
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got to the dorm without help.”

up.

“I'm glad you understand, Gwynns,” mumbled Bunier. *‘1 can’i
“* Sure, I’'m going to help you,' replied
the prefect, kindly, And he took the armchair by the back and iilted it
(See Chapter 4.)

repugnance o a “‘oner™ on his fat leg
was oo powerful. 3o he walked away,
to think the problem over afresh, leaving
Sammy sitting on the ground, gasping
for breath, and spluttering out remarks
that weee utterly unbrotherly.

—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Brain-wave !

6 g —I 58AY, Mrs. RKebble!”

Billy Bunter blinked dismally

into the housekeeper's room.

His first scheme had failed—not
from any lack of keenness on his minos's
part. Bunter had cudgelled his brains
for mothing, realising that the only
scheme that would suit him would be one
that did not include getting huct. To
that he realised he had an ebjection that
was too strong to be overcome,

With a faint hepe he rolled to the
housekeeper's room. Mes, Kebble was,
in Bunter's opinion, a "cat,” But cven
n cat had feclings. Dy pitching a par-
ticularly pathetic yarn Bunter faintly
hoped that Mrs, Kebble might be in-
dured to bandage hiz knee with official
bandages, upon which he would be able
to tell Mr. Quelch that Mrs. Kehble had
instructed hum to keep the injured leg'e
bandages intact.

It waos a faint hope. bub it was all
Bunter had left. So he spoke in his
most ingraktinting voice as he limped into
the housckecper's room.

Mrs. Kebble was not there,

The door was half-open, and Mirs.
Kolble had evidently been there lately,

for there was a pilo of linen on the table,
a 11ui|'lzewn. and a bettle of marking-ink,
Mrs. Keobble had been marking linen
when she had been called away E_r SOILG
of her multifarious duties below stairs,

Bunter grunted with dissppointment.,

If Mrs. Kehbble failed him, all was loat
The Remove master would see the fat
kfieo bare of injury, and a severe licking
for deception would  (ollow. Bunter
vealised how unfortupmate it was that,
while his Form master was a beast, iho
housekeeper was a cat, and even the cab
was away !

He did not know where My, Kebble
was, and there was ne tiine to go huntin
fur her. e wondered whether he shoul
spare a nnnute in spilling the indelible
marking-ink over the c¢lean linen. 1t
would mot help him in lus present cmer-
gency s but it would be a solace in ikself,

Ile picked up the bottle, and gave an
angry grunt as, removing the cork, he
seained hiz fat fingers. EHe rubbed the
fingers on his trousers, but the ink really
was indelible, and it did not come off,

* Blow it !" growled Bunter.

Tell-tale marks on his fingers were 30
many clues to his visit to tho house-
keeper's room,  And it would be no end
of frouble bo serub them off, and then
they wouldi’t quite go. Obviously, it
would be more prudent not te spill thae
ink over the clean linen,

And then, li%& a brain-wave, the greak
wlea came to Buntor,

ITis eyes glittered behind his spectacles.

Ile cquickly re-corked the bottle of
marking-tnk, dropped it into his pocket,

if you want a gay week-end, what’s the matter with the * Friend " 2
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ared hiurried out of the reomn, In his hoaste
[urgmling v o ]il'lli'l'.

A minute later he was tn o bath room,
woith the door locked,  He was sale from
obsopvation theve, and there was soap
sk fint water for use after he had carmed
wit his amazing wheeze,

Ink that stamed his fat fingers the
eolonr of & dark bruise woubd stain lus fat
ke ditto.

It was o wheere worthy of Billy Banter,
who lived, moved, and had his fat bewg
i spoof,

Hurrimlly he turned back the fop of his
trausers, and whippod off the bandages.

Then, wetting a hondkerelief with tle
purple marking-ink, he carcinlly rubbed
1ooover his knee and the parls adjoomng.

Tle deep stain zank into the shin.

It a few minuates Bunter's knee looked
az if tt were fairly blossoming with
brvizes,  The whoele surface thereof had
a black and blue Lruised appearvance,

“(h, pood!” ejaculated Bunter,

e had to wait for it to dry. In the
meantime he serewed up the inky hand-
kerchief round the bottle, and hid them
vhder the bhath., Tt was rather roftten
that he had had to use his own hand-
korchiof ; bt there had boen no time to
ot hold of another fellow’s, Every great
schicane bhas its drawbacks. Dut this, alter
all, was o mere tnfle,

Bunter turnod on the hot waeiler, and
=orubibiedd his fat paws, to gel nd of traves
of the k. Even with hot water, scap,
aid a serublang-brash b clung. E\'i{!nnt})}-
1t was ink of very good quality, DBut
Buntee simply had to get rid of these
1cli-tale  s=tamnz, and Ite rubbed and
sevuibbed,  amd serubbed amd cubbed, §ill
lic was in a perspiration.

}I]E]' was still busy when his name was
vallerd,

“Bupter ! IHalle, halle, halla!
are you, Bunter ™

e was Dob Cherry’s voice,

Evidently 1lob hud keen zent in search
el the Owl of the Remeove, The fat
senior madde no reply. Bob was not likely
to leok for him amoug the hath-rooms,
Bunter scldom or never wvisited bath-
rooms ; noebody whe knew Dunier would
bave sought hun there,

He prinned as he heavd Bob's powerful
volre booming up and Jdown the passages,

* Bunter  Mr, CQuelch wanfs you.

Buanter £
murmured Bunter,

Where

" Lact him wand '
ged oy v,

“ Bunter ! Fatty! Fropgy! Tubby i
bawded Bob Cherry. = g

Bt there was no answer, and the voice
fadled away, as the unsuecessfiul searcher
went farther,

Bunter's fat paws were clean at last—
cleaner than they had been the whole
torm, e fact,. Then be looked at his
injureed knce. The ink had dried, and
there was gquite 2 convincing appearance
of 'I.Jl'l.iiibillfls". Curiuh,ﬂy, noovery closoe
inspeetion wonkl have revealed the cheat
but it was not Iik{}iy that the Eowove
mstor would make a close inspoachion,
The mere sight of the black-aond-blue knee
wonld surely be enougl for him.

Having ascertained that the mmarking-
ink was quite dry, Bunter replaced s
handages. It was necessary to be careful,
of vourse, that the ink did not stain the
Fnndages.  Bruises couldon’t have done
that, however severe,

With the baudages bulging nuder the
trowser-Jeg, Bunter's knee had a very
wouly look, as he roelled owt of the bath-
ron ot fest, grinning.

Stairs and passages wore deserted,

Buunter realised that first lesson was in
progress by this iime, and his heart beat
a litile faster,

CROV O,

1 hiz spoof was not a sucecss, this was
ol more sin to answer for.  But he felt
that he was in for it now, amd he rolled
away  to the Remeove-ropm, manially
resolved to do his best. Mr. Queleh, being
a beast, would not take a fellow’s word :
bt the evidence of his own eyes wonld
surely be enough even for a suspicious
beast,  Dunter hoped so, anyway.

A5 he appuoached the Forme-room,
Bhunter coased to grin, and assumed an
expression of martyred anguish,  With
deop suffering in his foi face, he limped
stowly and painfully into 1he Remove
roon.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Working the Oracle !

(1 UNTER '™
Me. Quelch’s voice was like

the rumble of thender. And

the glitter in his cyes was 2
pood deal like the elocrvie flash which
preompadics thunder,

All eyes in the Formroom fixed on
Bunter. Ile was a gquarter of an hour
late Eor elass,” which in atsell was une
pardanable,  And he was lunpang !

The Remnvites fairly stared ot Bunter.
Everybody in the Forme-room knew that
he was not imqured.  That he should have
the caolossnl ¢heel Lo attempt this spoof.
on s dangerous a onstomer as Menry
Queleh, M. A, simply touk the juniors'
breath away.

“The awful ass 1" breathed 'eter Todd,
“Quelehy will kin him for this™

“The skinfulness will be tervfie,”
H‘I'l.ll'l..’F.]. t.ll'".' I'I.Hhﬂlil L"'E -ﬂhnl]ipllr.

“Bunpter's for ! grinped Boliover
LN jor.

* Silenee ! Mr.
Caelch.

“ Yoz, sir ] said Bunter, in a faint and
CNPIFINE voleo,

“You are late for class.”

MAm I, sic? Pmosuffering so much,
gL

“I have spoken sgain to Mrs, Kebble,
Baunter, specially, and she stutes ihat
your injuty, such as it was, was utterly
negligible,

Buntor wondered whether Mrs. hebble
bad been interviewing the Romove
mtazfer at the time he hagged the mark-
ing-ink, I{ so, Mr. Queleh bad been
helping him out, quite wmntentionally,

“1 told you, Bunter, that 1 would
'E};'_.I.lﬂ]-ll'l.i_'.' FDHI' Sullpﬂﬂﬂil i]‘iitll"'g' Jll:l-'-‘iﬂ". :'Il'lfcl
zent Cherry to find you and send you
o my :;tmlj'-"

“Ddedid you, st

7 'EII'I:I['}' Wiks I_:II'HI.th ‘.T_] ﬁr.l-l_] :r:‘l'_]llu 1‘1""-.'1'11
have you been ¥

T was lying down, =i0," said Dunter
faintly. *The awful pain in my knee,
Bir——

".TIFF_.'I:‘“H well ™ sand M. Queleh in oa
grinding voice. * You ave compelling ma
teo waste lesson-tinwe, Bunter. 1[I your
injury really exists, I shall exewse you.
If not, your pumshment will be very
Tou will new show the knee you
declare to be injured.”

“Yoa, sir"

“My only hat!? muormared Bob
Cherry,  “ Why doosn’t the fat onl oun
up before it is too lae ™"

That was a puzzde to all the Remave,
S0 far as they could see, one glance at
Buntor’s knee would reveal the (roth.

But Dunter did not secin alarmed. Tle
fotehed the chair from the corner of the
Formeroom, and zat down, in full view,
between the juniors’ desks and the Form
master’s high desk,

1Rr-

Buanter!”  rambled

Who wants some money ? See page 2,

Thera he rolle] baek the trouserlep,
and revealed the bandages, There was a
chuckle alang the forms, as the bandapes
e iato view.  Mr, Queleh stilled it
with a glare.

“This is pet o laughing matier,” ho
exclaimed. "M Bunter s injured, the
nmiter is serigus,”

I murmured Peter Todd.

“Tf he is not injured, the matter is still
more sevious, sawd Mreo Qoelel, * In that
case he is guilty of deception, That is a
utuch more serions matter than an injury
received at ericket,”

The jumiors tried to be grave. Doubt-
less Mr. Queleh was right, 3ot it was
quite cortain that Bunter, at least, did
not agree with him.  Apy injury to his
fat prrson was the most serious of matters
io William George DBunter: while he
conld have horne quite o lot of deception
with fortitude,

" RHemove those bandages, Bunler$”

“Tt—il hurts me to touch it, sir!"

“Remove the bandages!” repeated
Mf" C}}nw!ﬂa, i a4 voice of thundet,
‘Oh Y Yery well, sip !

Bunter unrglled the banduges, Dunfer
had had no lint a has {iihpuﬁﬂl, antd the
bandages were home-made and varigusl
made,  Ope of Peter Todd’s best Ilimdj:
kerchielz, and 2 shirt of Dutton’s eut
nlo strips, formed the  greator park,
Bunter pever was very careful of ather
fellpws'  property:  amd  an  injured
cricketer, of course, couldu’t be loo par-
ticular.

The bandages came off, and the fab
knee was revezled to Mr. Queleh’s eyes
and the eves of all the Forn,

There was a gasp.

Mr, Quelch blinkad.

The Lknee, awd ihe log above and
bolow the koee, showed up blavkizh and
bluish.

“Great pip!" murmured Peler Todd
ankly, “I--T1 wever thomehi he was
damaged like that =

“Oub of condifion!™ =said Wharlon.
“1 suppose a tap would damape o fat
oonncder m Bunter’s siote,’”

Mr, Queleh’s exprossion had aliered.

" Bless iy sou] |7 Lo =aid.

Bunter gave o groan.

He felt that it was time 1o groan.

“M-m-may I—1 tie it up agam, sie#"
he faltered. *“Tt—it hurts!  The—the
handages secem Lo relieve the pain o
i fhe, sipl”

Mr. Quelch blinked at the black-and-
Lilne knee.

am afraul, DBunler, {hat you are
very much ount of condition,” he said.
“Your knee has become much worse
singe Mrs. Kebble saw it. Dot cerlainly
it lncks very bad, and I shall Lelephone
for ihe doctor to come up ss quickly as
possibla and z0e 1017

Tunter groaned again—a gennino
proen this time, al the prospect of o
keen-eved medical man secing his knee.
The marking-ink was not  likely o
deocive Dr. Pilthury.

“Certaimly you may reploce the band-
agpces, DBunter,” said the Form master,
m a moch more kindly manner now.
“You arve eoxcused from  lessons this
morning, and you may go te your sludy
and rest until the doctor arrives. You
had beiter not exert yourself in a
way until Dr. Pillbury has scen you I

“Waos, sirl'

“Wharton, will yon kindly '!ﬁ] to my
study, and ring up Dr. Pillbury at
Frinrdale in iy name, and reguest hin
to come up to the school at hie very
carliest canvenience '

“Cortaindy, =ir ™

“We will now resume lessons ! added
Mr., Quelch, to the disappointment of
the Remove, Thase young pentlomen
would have preferred to devole the

Introduce Harry Wharton & Co. to your pals—
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whole marning te Rilly Buntor and lhis |

“panuny U log—it came much
eneier than Latin prose,

“You might heip me lo my shady,
Wharlon.” said Bunler, in an expiring
voice, as the captain of the Remaove
cante ontf of hizs place.

Ty e s Wharian,
feleplione 1" eaid Mr. Quelch.

“Yer, sl

Dl Bunter leancd Leavily o Whar-
fon's nrin as lhey left the Form-roon.
Wharlon helped hin: cheerily enongl ;
he was convineed now—Ifor the prezeal
ot least--of the reality  of the Injory.
And though Danter  had bawged  that
jury  from  sheer slkine. Wharten
felt. that this was oot the tiee o think
of that.

Leaning  an  the caplaan  of  ihe
Remove, and limping pamfuile, Williane
Georpe  Dunter dhsappearcd  From the
sight of hiz Form fellows-- wha were Jeft
to Talin prose and bir. Queleh.

Wharton convoved  Bunter to s
study, and landed hun i the armchair
there.

“Trdo-den’t go
¢hap!" zaid Bunter.

Wharton turned back from the door.

* Anything 1 capdo ¥ be asked.

" Yeoepepa ™

“Buek up, then!” hinted Wharton,
as the (wl of the Remove paused. = I've
gol 1o turn up in the Ferm-room, you
know 1™

“You're poing io telephone fo tha
Lot 2"

“TFht What
Wharion.

“Mhat eawbones beast !

“Oh! De Fillbury, Yozl

“1.=1 say—— Suppose—-"

“Well 2 said Tlarry patiently,

¥ Suppose you forgot to telephone®”

Wharton stared at hom.

“How on earth conld T forget?” he
demanded.  “Quelehy’s sont e spect-
ally to telephone !

“You could spin Quelchy a warn, 1
suppase,” spid Bunter pecyvishly.

“You fat rotfer—"'

“0h. really, Wharton——-" ”
“Don't you want o see the doetor?
demandad  llarry  Wharlon. Y our
knee looked prelty bad 1o me! Tn-

famed, T should sav, or something U

Bunter grinned.

VT

atnd  tlwen

for o minnte, old

Beast " ejaculatel

HYou~—vou see, 1 don't want to be
made an anvalid of," be smd e Y
horl-=fearfutly  hort! The  patn's
terrible, of eourse!  Dut dazh ir all 2

fellow whe plavs ericlet must siand all
ihat. I don't want to po about having
doctors aml  medicines and - =0 on
horpnse T've pot o knock ab cricket.
Would vou®"

1 shouhdn™ Tike #1."" s=ntd Ilarry.
Snt T'm nol o lomp of fal and postry,
to peb knocked out by a litthe jolt fike
that. ¥You musl be oo pretly rotten

condilion, DBunter, and rvou  certainly
gught to sre a doctor”

“Well, T den't wanl te!” granied
Bunter,

“Can't be helped 1™ Wharion furned
fo ihe door again.

“ Look here, vou beast, are vou going
to telephone for that beast, when T don'
want o seo lom 7 snapped 1anter,

HE must, you ass! nelehy would, if
I dide’t ! :

S o can foll him you have, I sup-

| R

]'I_.'I_.I'J'_'l.' Wharton made no r{'jﬂy 1o

!.1”.“‘ As Tunler  woas—preswanalbile- -
mjured, ithe Remove caploin did ot
wanl 1o take him by the seruff of the

neck amnd shake i Sawl that would
ave been the only adegquale reply 1o
Lunter's cheery sugpestoon.

iIe left the Muﬁ‘y. bevving . Buanler
growling, and went down to {he Remove

and detective stories every Monday!

masier's sludy, where he duly rang up
L. Pillbury’s howse in Frinrdale. The
trcior was out, &0 he pmave BAlr.
Quelch™s meesage to Ars. Pillbury, and
then returned o the Form-room,
Yoos=0ps 1'” l,h:'l IEoisove rounaie f.'.lIElk
morning  procecded without Fuanter.
Tlhat, froom Donter’s poent of view, as
e sprowled and reflected in his sludy.
waz 0 much to the gomd. Bul 0L wonld

Lurn out eo ey (o the bad af the
Fiets canne ek e H_'i:“-ul":] §rraet. Hie
hardly dared {0 think of what Mr.

Guelch would sar—aud do '--when 1hr,
Pillbury informed him that Buanter's [al
e was aflected by gnarckoge ank —anl
nothing  olse ! Burler  lurped  quile
faint at that thowsht,

But enee more, nnder the pressure of
ciire noeessily, Willinm (iooroe's
powerinl brain rose cqual to the ovea-
<on. len meinutes afrer Wharlon had
rejoined the class, Banier peeted  can-

tiou:ly ont of Study No. 7, and =till
more  caulionsly  made lis way down-
stlire. The coast was clear—at that

e all the fellows were at classes.

But Bunler's fal heart thumped az
he senttled nto sr. Quelch’s  study,
tool the peeciver off  the hooks, and
rang up Dy, Pilibury’s number.

Ars, Millhors's voice came over the
wiree ! the doctor bad not yet returned
fromy his morning rownd.

(71 '}."'15-_-}:"

“Qoppking from Gresfriars, ma'am !
You ve had a message from here this
marning :

“Yes: Dir. Pilllmry will call as soon
as he retores, L expeck ham in about half
an hour '™

11

Bunter shivered. Il was a narrow
shave !

“T's o mistake, ma'am--Mr, Quelch
will ot want the doctor after ali!’ he
saich. . “Ie—he asked me 1o give you
his apologivs for the nustake.”

“0hT Very weil !

Binder rang off.

He crepl back to his stode [eeling
clatod,  The obnoxious medical gentle-
pe® woull nel come; the secomd aness-
aee cancelled the first, The evil hour
wis pul off, at least., That wae somee
thanege s I fact, 11 was a greal deal to
v Banter, who npever Inoked vory
far aliead.

He =ettled down in the aremchair
Siely Mo, 7. to pass a happy  amd
tharaunghly  laze  morning-—unlroulled
by bhe visionn of a0 keeteeyed  medical
centleran inspecting his inky knee.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Bandy !
ROAN!
_I That  cheery  sound  greefed
Poter Todd as he came up 1o

Study Moo T alter the Betwove

wete released frow morning « Jnsses,
Bunter bad not been grouning all tho
morning.  That would have been an nne-
neceszary Jabour—a wasie of effort. Ha

started in with a rroan as soon as ho
heard focisteps in the Beinove passage.

Petoer looked in.

The Owl of the Remove was reclinings
in the avmchaie, his bandaged log resting
on another, e gpreaned again as Teddy
came .
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good bruise,”

sat down with a bump.

“ Kick me falrly hard,”” said Bunter, hesitatingly.
“ I'll manage it,”' grinned Sammy. He landed out with
his boot, but at the crltical moment Bunter major jumped aside, Sammy

71 want a Jolly

{See Chapder O0)

—and earn their everlasting thanks !
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% Peeling had ™ asked Pefer.

* Awful ™ said Dunter pathetically.

Peter Todd eyed him. He was con-
vinced, and yef, in spite of his conviciion,
toubt seemed to linger., There was so
much  spoof  asbout  Willlam  Goorge
Bunter that it really was not easy to
believe that he waz telling the iruth,

Bunter, indeed, with the help of his
fervid imagination, almest believed by
thiz time that he was.lame, and that his
lnmencss was caused by deeds of derring-
do on the cricket-field, DBut Toddy,
though he had seen the black-and-blue
knee, simply couldn't help having a
lingering doubt. He knew William
George so well,

" Enee isn't any Better ?" arked Toddy.

" Worse ¥

“ Well, the doctor can’t be long, now,”
Et‘-ll;.‘jPEtEl‘. “ IEh, what are vou grinning
at?’

Bunter becane grave again.

“I=1 don't think the docler can do
much good, Peter,” ha said. “T--T think
I reaily want 2 Harley Street specialist.”

“ Fathead ™

* Oh, really, Peter 1"

“T=-1 suppose it's genuine 7" said Peter
Todd dubiously, cyeing  Bunter, “If
you're really hurt, fatty, I'm sorry, But
you ought to keep yourself more fit. A
rap like that wouldn’'t have hurt any
Iellow but vou.”

{Zroan!

" Look here, Bunter

Groan!

" Anything T ¢an do?" grunted Peter,
He was feeiing o little remorselul.

“T'm hungry,” ssid Bunier.

“ Dinner won't be long.”

“I could do with a snack now,” said
Bunter. “ Now I'm laid up, Peter, with
a {e&rfui injury, you might look after me
a tut™

“0Oh, the injury isn't fearful,” =aid
Peoter cheerily. ** And you’ll make your.
seli worse by guzsling just before
dinner,™

* A few tarts

“A few rats!” =aid Peter.

“ Even some toffec ! urged Bunter.

“It hasn't affected wour appetite, T
gee,’” zaid Peter. “ Porhaps I'd better
have & Jook at that knee, Dunter. I
may be able to buck it up.”

“I-—1 ran't unbandage it, Peter. The
pain iz too fearful when 1 tonch it,™
groancd Bunter. "1 say, old fellow, you
might cut down te the' tuekshop and gt
me a bag of tarts. I'll pay, of course.”

" Where's the cash?”

“I'm expecting & posial-order—-"

* ¥You can expect the bag of tuarts at the

fra
E

FF

saine time, then,"” said Peter Todd. And

he left the study.

“ Boast ! howled Bunter.

Peter Todd went downstairs ihonght-
fully. The Famous Five met him in the
lower passage,

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo!
asked Boh Cherry.

“ DBlessed i T know,” answered Toddy
Lr&:ikly,! ' “I suppose it must be genuine,

u ————

“Even Bunter mught fell the truth,
by accident,” said Frank MNugent, laugh-
ing., " Bestdes, we saw the knee, It
locked pretty bad to me.”

“The badiulness looked torrilie,” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

" Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he comes !

Lilly Bunter appeared on the staircase.
Ile came down holding on to the
banisters, limping. There was a pathetic
suffertng in his fat face,

“1 say, vou feliows—™

“Hadn't you betier rest ti)l the doctor
comes, Bunter 7" asked Ilarry YWharton.

How's Bunter ™

T

“Blow the doclor! What's the good
of doctors?" asked Dunter scofingly.
“They dor't know anything 1™

*They know o malmgerer when they
zen one ' growled Johnny Ball,

“ Ok, rﬂu”_y, Bull 1™

“You won't do a bad leg an
hopping about on 1t, Dunter”
Nugent.

“If there was & decent chap here he'd
lend me his avm to lean on,” said Dunter
witheringly.

Potory Todd pave an impatient grunt.
He did not fancy himself walking about
with Bunter leaning on his arm. No
doubt it would have made a pathetic
picture ;“hut Peter was a practical youth,
and he hated pathos.  Nevertheless, it
was (ifficult to resist the appeal,

“I'll help you, if you like,” grunted
Poter.

“Thanks, old chap

Runter took Peter’s arnm and leaned on
it. He put pleniy of waight on Peter's
arm.

“T—TI think a walk in the quad would
do me good,” said Dunter faintly.

TPoter walked him inte the quad.

Bunter headed, as if by instnect, to-
wards ithe school shop in the corner
behind the elms,  Peter Todd coolly
heacdoed him off.

1 sav, Potor——

“You den't want to guzzle now and
spoil your dinner,” said Toddy,

 Beast 1™ .

“Hallo, Bunter!  Still bandy?" in-
gquired Coker of the Fifth, staring at the
two juniors in the quad.

“T'm lame,"” zatd Bunter,
lamed by a cricket-ball."

“Gammon ! said Coker.,

* Beast 1"

Bunter jerked at Toddy again, and
headed him for the tuckshop,  Peter
Todd jerked in his turn, and beaded away
froon it. Billy Bunter gave him a blink
aof rage.

“T'm going to the tuckshop,
Todd, you beasy!”

* Worst thing possible for vou, old far
bean,” answered Feter. " D'm prelty
sure that the doctor will put you on u
low diet.”

Bunter dropped Peter's arm. The
pathetic picture, evidently, had to bhe
parted with, if Bunter was to get o the
tuckshop before dinner. Fossibly Toddy
wag not sorry to part with him. Limp-
ing painfully, Billy Bunter made his way
alene to the tuckshop. There were a
dozen fellows there, and they greeted
him with a chortle,

“ Here comes bandy Bunter 1™

“Hga, ha, ha!”

“ Poor old dot-and-carry-one

“7 say, you follows, you might be a
bit sympathetic,” groaned Dunter, “I'm
sufferving terrible pain, you know."

“We doen't know,” grinned Skinner,
*1 don't believe it for one.”

“{h, really, Skinner!™

“You've got oub of morning classes,™
snid Snoop with o chuckle. “.But what
are you going fo do when the doctor
comes ? Iglc"ll bhowl you out !

Buntey snorted, and limped up to Mrs,
Mimble's counter. Mrs. Mimble eyed
him curiously.

“Ginger-beer and a couple of jam-
tarts, please,” zaid Bunter.

Mrs, Mimble still eyed him, Tt was o
eustom of thal pood dame never to supply
Bunter till he laid the money on the
ecounter. It saved the trouble of com-
plaining to his Form master aftorwards
that he hadn’t paid. There were many
signs of suffcring about Bunter, but no

zood
said

111

i1

*“I've been

Petor

12¢
a

When you've the time, drop me a line!

signs of cash, so Mrs. Mimble sat tight,
as 1t were.

“ 1 suppose you can frust me for & bob
or 50, when 'm ill, Mrs, Mimble ¥ said
Bunter with :haeIIm reproach,

Mrs. Mimblo shook her head.

“1'vo been crippled by a cricket-ball,
plaving cricket, Mrs, Mimble,” said the
Owl of the Remove.

“What stories you do tell, Master
Bunter,” said Mrs. Mimble. “As i I
didn’'t know that you never play cricket.’

Bunier turped to the grioming jlll.miﬂt'!.

“Who's zomg to lend me a bob "' he
asked. .

“ Tocho answers who!” zaid Ogilvy,

“T'll tell you what," sad Skinmer,
“Bliow us the fearful injury, and I'll
stand you & bob if it's genuine.”

“J—I ean’t touch it without Erightful
patm,”

“Without giving it away, you mean,”
suggested Skinner humovouwsly.,  “I'm
blessed i I know how you spoofed
Quelchy ; but you can't spoel me.”

“You saw it in the Form-roota [”
howled Bunter.

“™ot near enough to see what game
vou'd been up to,” grinned BSkinner,
“Lat’s see it at close range.”

“Yes, let's I snid Ogilvy,

4 Bﬂaﬂ !’P

Wingate of the Sixth looked into the
fuekshon.

“Is Bunter here? Bunter, you're to
go to your study at once, and sit down.
You're not to walk about witn your leg
in that state.™

“Wha-a.at?" ‘

“Mr, Quelch’s orders ! snapped Win.
gate, ' Got off with yeu!™

“1—1 say, Wingate——"

“Get off 1"

Billy Bunter limped away dismally.
He blinked pathetically at Wingate, as
if 1 expectution of being offered a help-
ing arm. Wingate did not offer him &
helping arm; but he leoked greatly in-
clined to offer him a helping boot.
Bunter did not want help of that sork,
sa he limped back to the School House
without assistance.

In the doorway Sammy of the Becond
met him with a fat prin.

“1 hear you'ro still keeping iL up,” he
remarked.

“T'm lame, Sammy.”

“You look o bit bandy,” said Sammy,
Blinking at hinr. “Did you get someo-
bod ¥ &ﬁm to jam a boot ou vour knee,
after all?*

“Shut up, you little beast 1™

Billy Bunter limped on, leaving
Sammy chortling. TLord Mauleverer was
going upstaics, and Bunter caught held
of him.

“Help me along, Mauly ! he moaned.

“Oh, gad!” said his lordship in dis-
mavy.

“I'm lame——" )
“Well, hang on,"” said Lord
Mauleverer. “1 don’t belicve you're

really lame, vou know, you're such a
jolly old fabricator; but I'll chance it.
Hang on-—not too heavy.”

Lord  Mauleverer  good-naturedly
piloted Bunter up to the Hemove passage.
Bunfer put on all the weight hoe could,
and his lazy lordship was panting by the
time he renched the landing.

“There you are!" he pasped, 1 be-
lieve you're spoohn’, but there you are.
Let go!”

Buntor gave him o =avage blink, Ines
stead of léiting po, he fung hiz arms
round Mauly's neele.

“T=I'm falling ! he gasped. My
leg's giving way! Ilold mel”

{Continued on page 17.)

Seize the wonderful opportunity offered on page 2 |
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HEN Cecil Ponaonby, the snob
of Higheliffe, came sirolling in
at the gates of Greyiriars, he
was walking into a hornets'

nest, though he didn’t know it at the
time,

Bob Cherry sighted Pon from his study

window,
with anger.
“Here's that ead Ponsonby!" he ex-
claimed. turning to Mark Linley, his
studv-mate. * He's been saying beastly
things about my pater, enecring ab him
becanse hie joined the Army as a privaie,
and wnrf-;wil Iis way up from the ranks,
And he’s said some horrid things alout
you, Marky. bocause you happened fo
work in a f&t-'h’.il'}‘ pelore you came to
Greyfrinrs ™
“Yes, T hnow,”

And Bob's brow grew dark

anr] Mark Linley, his
eyes gleaming.  * Ponsonby's a hateful
snob!  TTnless a fellow happens to e a
blue-blooded arizstocrat, Pon throws mouad
at him."

“It's high {ime o Iiftle mud
thrown at Pon,” said Bob Cherry srimly,
“Real mud, I mean. I'm fed op with
his taunis and sneers, He doesn't know
that the nasty remarks he made abnout us
were overheard by Bunler, and that they
came back to ws, 1 suppose he's come
aover to see Iz pal Skinner. I'm rob a
vindietive fellow, but T rﬂa'IE;r think it's
time we taught Pon a lesson.

Mark Linley agreed. And se did Dick
Penfold, who came into the study at that
moment. Ilesides slandering Major
Cherry, Ponsonby had eruelly faunted
Penfold—behind his back., of course—
with being the son of a colbler.

“Wish we had a pillory here or o duck-
mg-siool,” sud Penfold. “Some of thoee
old custome want reviving.”

“But we can tie Pen to a tree. and
make him stay there until he cats his
words,” said Beb Cherry.

This plan having been agreed upon,
Mark Linley brought out a coil of rope
from the ﬂilphﬁ}al'{ﬁ and the trio hurried
down into the Clese, Az they bore down

was |’

F -"n'.l

[ Fﬂﬁ@w“@

upon E"erll Ponzonby, the
“kout " eyed them III"If"ﬂ-r:I]"i"
“What are vou goin® to do with that
rope?” he asked.
“You'll soon sce'™ snid Bob Cherry

Highcliffe

curtly, “ Collar him !
Ponsonhy, seeing breakers ahead,
attempted fo dash oul of gates. Bui he

was swiftly overhauled and captured, and

dragged to one of the elm-trees in the
Close.

“What's the Little pame®" he panted,
as NMark Linley got bhusy with the rope.

“¥on've bern saying beastly, snabbish
ﬂungs about s, suid Bob Cherry, " And
we're going to tie you to this free until
you humbly spologize. ™

Ponsonby struggled desperately as he
was  pinoned o the free. Tt his
ﬁlrugglm were of no avail, He was made
4 prisooer.

I'l pay vou ont for this! Lie mut.
tered thicklv., * And as for anelogising—
why, I woulida't deeam of i1

But Ponsonby hed 1o change his Llune
before very lonr. A orowid of fass came
out into the Cloze, and they siarled to
peit the unhappy prisoner with anissiles
of every deseriplion. Taumps of muod and
other unsavoury articles came wlizzing
theough the air, and Ponsonby yvelled and
velped as they smote upon his person.

When the bombardment had been in
progress nearly five minuntes Ponsonby
rezembled a moddied oaf His onee-
immaculale elothos  were mud-stained,
and sz wore his {catures.

“Oweow-ow ! (Jive over, vou young
villatns 1" splietlered Don.

“RBay you're sorry, then !
Bob Chetry.

“Yow! I—I beg your
gasped Ponsonby.

Whercupon the snob of Higheliffe was
released, and he slonk away with a sallen
seowl on s mud-borrimed face. e had
coms to Greylriars to see Shinner, but he
decided that the inlerview with Skinner
woitld have o stand over until he had
had & mach-needod hath.

commanded

pardon !
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My nowme s Clecdl Ponsonby,
A dashin’, darin’ blade;
That's why I'm so unpopular,
I'm very moch afemd.
I simply love to stral an’ swank
With all the noble “nohs *';
Tor T am Coecil Ponsonby,
The snobbicst of the snobs!

I'mi what they eall a sporty boy,
A clever, charmin' chap;

Don't fancy cricket overmueh,
But like a game of nap.

I spend my money recklessly,

my hobs:

For I am Cecil Ponsonly,
The snobluest of the snols!

My tannors an’

I own the wide, rovolvin® eartly,
An’

I ovou should seoll at my remark
'l black yonr eve tlns minote!

'l wmake you slaver in your shoos,
An’ simply shake with sobs;

Faor I am Ceadl ]’nllﬂmlh_'.;.

overytlin® that's in it ;

Tl snolibiest of the snols!

T stroll along the Tealy lapes
With Moenson, an' Dvury;
An' wlhen we spol a Greylnars Lid
W fly tute a fury,
Our Gsks o wheelin' {hrough the aie,
The vietiny ducks an' hobs,
When bufed by Comil Ponsonby,
The snobbicst of the snobs!

Vawv,

Then bow the knee, ye fags, to me,
An' grovel low before me!

For if you don’t, or can't, or won'g
The outlosk will be storimy!

I love to lick the smaller fey,
I revel in such jobs;

Beware of Coeeill Ponsonbr.

The snobbiest of the snobs!

A special * Farming ** Supplement—next on the list !
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I am mouarveh of all T survey,

My right there is none to resist:
A fcllow who stands in my way

Will soon feel the foree of my fist!
The fags who defy me, by Jove,

I'li lam with a stump or a poker;
For I'm a suprrior cove—

The only illustrions Coler?

I'm ihe burlicst, brainiest chap
That ever appearsd in & paper;
Although | am keen on 2 serapn,
Fm seldom a jester or japer.
Such a dignifiecd person am T,
I'd never become a gay joker;
Il get in the Sixth by.and-bhy—
Maore power to the elbow of (oker!

1 ought to be head of the sehool,
Na shadow of doubt ghont that ;
Od Wingaie 15 rather o fool
To be m command, and that's fAat
I'm a sober and steady yonng man,
U'm npeither o pambler nor sinokers
So look ronmd and find [ veu ecanl)
A worthier {ellow (han (oker!

Buch fidlows gs Polier and Groone

I have to put up with, worse baek!
For 'etter’s & foolish old bean,

And Gpeeene hazr't gor half v plack.,
I also possess an Annt Judy,

Bhe's splemdid—unloss T peovoke her:
She then beecomes sallon suul broady,

And dolez ont no “flivers 7

o Cnkeor!

I am monarch of all 1 survey
[ !'m!r-:.r I said this before):
But I have to repoat it eaddy dav,
And zubdue the voung fags niore and
WIORe,
If Wharton amd Cherey appear,
And call me a3 comieal joker,
They Il ench zet o lovely thick sar—
A personal peesent from Uoker!
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AGLIUS HIGHBROW sat prun- '
g hiz poatskin in the shadow

of hiz vave, well satisfied with
Ancient Brit in general

Alaghius Fhighbrow i particutar.
The village of Upstart was famed for
itz snpobs, whose lofty and supercilious
aité and graces had long since been the
subject of heated diseussion in the
neiphbiouring villages, If any unfortun-
are person had the andacity to walk on
the same path as Maglive Highbrow
that samme person soon felt the weight
of a stone axe upon -his craniunn, Thus
1t was that ve cottage hospital of Man-
here was packed to overHowing with

pattents suffering from brained fover.

Magling Ilighbrow, being chief of the
village of Upstart, was always accom-
panied by o badyvguard of plants, whose
task it was to reduce 10 a litbting state
of servility, eavility, and  humibty el
such  persons upon whom the noble
Magliug frowned. And a= the =aid
Maplius had a habit of frowning every
minute of the day, owing 1o his efforts
to keep in place a whalechone monocle,
the stone clubs of the bodyguard were
in conztant and painful contact with all
wheo chanced their way.

Maghins Highbrow was by no moeans a
man of war when it came to personal
encounters—far from it But as a
chronicler of his own exploifs Magluos
Highbrow wanted a lot of beating and
was a man to pass in fear and trembling.
As, however, he never went abroad un-
attended, the proof of hie glorified
statements could never be put to the
Lot

But the day dawnced when the body-
ruard of stalwarts went on sirike. In-
steud of five picees of stone per diem,
they demended tem. That, of ecourse,
was out of the guestion. Although
Maglius was a profiteer and had made &
Ypile,” the thought of those extra five
preces per pan per day—perhaps—wae
too much for him, Ho accordmgly made
a secret visit to his bankers at Stone-
henge and paid into his account five
llion pieces. It was his intention to
plead  bankruptey with his  mutinous
servants.

But the hest lgid plans of mwice and

and

Fmen, and imcidentally sneba, Fanpg agley,

and Mn;ﬁiius‘ meanness proved his ulti-
mate undoing.

Returning from Stonehenge at dead of
night, Maglius stale stealthily through
the willapo of Menhere, which wazs &
short cut to the village of Upstart—just
fifty miles distant.

“Ha, ha!™ he chuckled. *'T have my
faithful bodyguard on the hip "—which
was quite true: his solitary article of
apparel was a goatskin '—"' we shall see
whather the goats skin me!”

“Who goes there?”

The command caused Maglius to jump
in his sandals, and tha stone oleb he was
carvying, weighing aover half a ton {Herve,
steady on, old son '—Ed.}, dropped from
his norvelpss iingere and =lightly sprained
his bBig toe.

“Fown!?  welled Magling, hopping
abont like a cave hear on one foot and
nursing tho other. * ¥owp !

“SBtand forward, Yowp," commanded

the \'ﬂff‘ﬁ. “and give the ronntersign!™

Maglius, still hopping nn one foor,
cante nte the view of ihe senbtry of
Menherc, ’

“Pazs, Vowp!™ said the sentry,
lowering his ﬂhtE, having recognism! the
sipgn. Al 13 well 1 '

But as Maglins still continned to hop
about on one foot the sentry grew
suspicious, and, chaneine to look at the
twisted ecountenance of the fellow
recognised at o glanee the snub neeo ol
hiz hated enemy, Maglius Highbrow.

rTlTIU‘F-‘II"lE all caution to the winds and
his club Lo all points of the compass, the
sentry, who was also a snob—for he was
a sandnl repaiver by trade—rushed at his
cnemy,

In two seconds the aristeeratic face
of Maglius resembled o lump of putty.
The neise he made drew all the in-
hahitantz of Menhere to the spok, and
loud was their ﬂh-l:-ering' when they saw
the snob of Upstart getting it in the
neck from the snob—who wasn™ o snob,
and vet who was—of Menhoro.

“The men hers of Mevhere,” hawled
the Menhere snob, "1 give inte your
hands the hated snob of Upstart, Do
unte him as vou will."”

And they did.

Magling Highbrow was compelled to
run the gauntlet between two ranks of
wartiors, whose heavy clubs  found a
billet every time they whizzed through
the air.  All the snobbishness wos soon
knocked out of Maglins, to say nothing
of a fow mibs and tecth,

When the snob of Upsiart Onally «do-

arted from Menhere he was black and

lue all over. Gone was Lits #nub snob’s

nore, and in its place reigned an orpan
which was for ever to rentind him of his
fall, for mstead of indreating a Likimg
for things lofty, it now showed an un-
miistakalble tendency to hide itself in
Magliug' left anr.

And the men of Menbere rejorced
exceeding glad,

Feeling elated with themselves, tho
men of Menhere held 2 council of war,
and one and all declarcd their intention
of putting & stop to the snobbishness of
the inhabitants of Upstart. Accordingly,
they girded their loins and marched in 2
bedy to the rival village.

The snobs of Upstart awoke to find
their hated enemies in their wddst,

I less than ten minutes they wore an
the reireat, and they dashed in the
divection of Stonehenge.  Onee there,
they tried to call a truce, huat the men
of Menhere woren't having any.

gt them in the stocks ! velled the
snob wha had made such an mpression
1] Maplhus I-'!ighhmw.

The notion was carried wnaninonsly-—
and so were the snaba of Upatart. They
wore bound against the stone pillar: of
Stonchenge, and the victorions mon of
Menbere polted  theur with stones amd
anything cl=e that came to hand

In = VETY fow miinutes th-l."_".-‘ Wierd ik
heatenr crowd, fully repentant.  When
they linally departed for their sun
-.-jllgggq:, tlycar gq_::inp_w-ﬁuhl b kel unto
i troop of dogs with their feils hetween
their lops,

Look out for our grand Highwayman series |

Twr Maaxer Jasnany, — o, 500,
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A stirring school story that will make you *‘sit up.”

You won't be able to take the

snobbishness of AUBREY DE VERE “lving down.”

A up at the gates of Bt. Bam’'s.
It stood purring in the road-
way, although noboddy had

siroked it,

Out of the car stepped an ellegant
‘outh, drest in a bran-new sait of =pot-
ees  Ftons. 1o alse wore a horty,
soopercilions look, as if he owned the
earth,

COr hero=-or, rather, our villain—was
Aubrey  Lushington Mentmorensy de
Verc, Hoe settled his silk topper upon his
eve, and screwod his monocle inte his
head, and started straiting across  the
nuail,

A crowd of Fourth-Formers nad seen
Aubrey arnive, amd thoy came ranning
towards him,

“Hallo, new kidi™”

“What's your name?”

*“Where have you sprung from 3

Theze and other gneschnns were frad
at the ellegant Aubrey like bullels from
a mashocon-gun.

Aubroy tilted hiz nose high ia the air,
and looled right over the heads of his
feschiuners,

“1 will not dane to have anvthin' to
do with you, bogad ™ he drawled. “You
are benecth my social standing, and we
have nothing in comman. I am the zon
of & harrow-net,*

At thi= there was a shout of wrath
from the juniors,

“The checky bounder!” snorted Dilly
Diibbs, “He'll get his head punched if
he starts giving ﬁimsclf heirs and graces!
The son of a barrow-net, indeed ! What
does that matter? I myself am the san
of & Cabinet Minmnstor—I mean, a
cabinet-maker—hut  T'm  not  always
swanking about it.*”

“Birikes me very forcibly,” said Toeddy
2rolt, “that the new kid is a snob of the
lirat water !

Aubrey de Vere glared through his
monacle at tho Fourth-Formers.

“You are low-down, commen pet-
soms ™ ha sard, " You are not worthy to
Llack my beools, or sew on my weskil-
buttons, I have nothing but seorn and
content for you! But I don't suppose I
thall sce vory much of you at St, Sam’s,
1 anmtissipate going into the Sixih™

ik MF nt I:.'lil'

“1 am a very sooperior perscn—miuch
tno sooperior to ruly sholders with the
commaon heard 1

Billy 13xbbs sprang forward,

“Tump  the snebbish  beest!™
"."|'|.'-i,1'|]1]E1I ﬂ-'l,li.-,

Aubrey de Vere would have had all
ihe breth bumped out of hia hody, but
at that moment the juniors canght sight
af tha stooping ligeger of the Head, who
was engaged n a game of marhels with
Ar, Layvman, the master of the Faurth,

Walll denl with  tins  preshas snob
anotiier bme! mniierad Teddy Seolt.

Aulirey de Vere, with hia nose still
gtuel in tha air, strnited inte the sehoal

he

Are you fond of farming ?  See what Ha'r;y Wharton &

supplement i)

HANSOM Rolls-Rice car drow ! huilding. Two menscrvants—-valleve in

tho employ of hiz father—followed him
with his luggage.

Aubrey went first of all o his House-
master, to be put through his paces, Al
be reseoved a rood shoek, Iustead of
getting inte the Sixth, as he had antis
sipated, he was dampod into the Foureth

“with Billy Dibb: & Co.

The snobbish new bov had a {uether
shock when he found that he couldn’t
have a study to himself.  He was
obliged to share the apartment of ThHlly
Dibbs and Teddy Seott. S he hald o
mingle with the eommon heard, weatlwr
he hked it or not.

Aubrey de Vere held himseli aloof
fromn hia Form-Tfellows. Ho Jdid not ken-
dessend to pass the time of day with
them or to talk with them on any toppick.
Ho irected them as if they dide't egusist.

Next morning, in the Form-room,
there was a drammatick scenea.

Mr, Layman was taking the Fourth in

Algy DBra—never a faverite subject.
Aubrey de Vere paid no attention to the
lesson. e zat by himsell at the ond of
the back row, pollishing his finger-noils
with o mannicuring implement,
. "De Vere,” thundered Mr. Layman,
in & voice which tinkled right through
the Form-room, “1 will trubble you to
pay atiention to the lesson ™

*Rats 1™

Mr. Layman jumped aboub a fook in
tho air.

“W.ow-what J-d-did y-y-you sssax?”
he gasped.

“Ratts ! repected Aubrey,

And a buzz of egesiternent ran roundl
the class at top speed.

A SCREAM,
A ROAR!

Next Monday’s
Special “Farming ™ |
mmmSuEElement !umur |

Don’t be disappointed!
Order your “MAGNET” i}

early !
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g .Hﬂlj', i splutliored AT, Tavman
anprily, ”:':::rm-l:: ol hear, ard 1 1\-ili1ﬂﬂgg
you for this impeetinense "

Anbrey de Vere suvveyed the Form-
mastesr primly,

“If vou dore touch wie.™ he zaid, “1
shall tell the fellows the troolly ahout
your parentope i

Ar this termbul theeat Mre, Laymaon
shucdderod and furmed el At the risk
af the droadiul seeret Jocking our, how-
ever, he delermined to Oog (he inscloent
new  boy,  Uane in Laned, he strode
towards Aubrey do Vere,

Swish

Y Yarooooo ! yvolled Anbrey, “You've
done it now, you boest! I shall exposa
vou in publick! I say, vou fellows, this

-

man's father was a dustman ! e used
to come romnd fo my  ansestral halls
shouling: * Any old rags or  bones!®

What e you think of that®®
Mr, Layman hung hiz head in shame,
“Alaa! It 1z only too true!™ he muts

teweal,
But the St Sam’: fellows were nob
snobs,  They  didn't. care  tuppence

woather Mr, Layman’s father was o dust-
man or o wealthy maguer on the Swoels
LExehange,

Angry shouts arvoze,

“Wallop the cad, sie!"™

“Lay it on hard !V

“We don't think any the lese of vy
hokawse your father waz o dustinan ™

Mr. Layman beameod upon the class.

“It. 1w very kind of vou to say that,
myv bovs” he said. 1 will now give
this snobbish youthh the thrashing he
doeserves |

Aubrey de Vere wenl through tho mill
with o vengeanee!  Vhe cance  lashed
about: hia shelders, and hie serecms ol
angwish pennelrated to the Head's study.

'roccantly the Head himself awept o
the Form-room with russling gown,

“What's all the merey rumpn=*" he
demanded,

My, Layman eggspluined,
Head leoked prim.

“That's zight, old hean! Lav i on
pood and proper ¥ he saind. " I'll have
a pe at him myeelf when youhe
Mhshod 17

Aubrey de Vero levellml an accusing
fonrfinger at the Ilead.

“Yah! Tl leb evershedy know that
yvou wers o pork-huteher  before yon
hecame  leadmaszter ol Bi. SBam's™ ho
shouted,

Tlhiz wild ouiburst failed 10 rofle the
Tl s rlignilj.

“ Ay turn, Lavinan, T think." he eaid,
i'|'| 4]1:1-.1:1.1 W 1k r||rLL]t]I1 |E.|‘|.l"\'.| 10T,

aed  thao

“{iimme that blessed cane, ol 1N
wallop the little snot il he's Black and
Ll gy 1

The Head s threat wias -III.I;_"..' errried ok
—and w0 was the Saoh of 30 Sun’s—on &
strotelwor !

THE X

.ﬁn. have to say about it !

The Macser Lienanv,— XNo, 806,
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0 CECII, PONSONBY, Higheliffe
Sclnal.
Dear Pon~¥ou have Doeon
heard to make snoering remarks
concerning some of the fellows in the
Greyfriars Remove., You eny that they
are not of gentle birth, like yourzelf, but
are ignorant commoners. You point out
that Dick TPenfold i3 the son of a
fobbler, that Mark Linley is a ¥ low-bred
factory ecad,” and that Bob (Cherry's
father served in the ranks hefore he
heegme a commizaioned officer.

Mo decent fellow thinks any the less of
Penfold beeansza his father mends hoote.
As to Mark Linley, he may have worked
in a factory {there iz no dizgrace in that),
but he is mach more of a gentleman than
¥ou, my estimable Pon. And if Tlob
Cherry’s father worked his way up from
the ranks, all honour to him.

Allow me to inform you that vou are
a contemptible snob, and we have a
shoert way with snobs. The three fellows
you have slandered are going over to
Higheliffe thiz evening te demand an
apology with their fiste. Whether you
apologise or mnot for your cowardly
taunts I hope vou will be gir{rn the lick-
img you & richly deserve,

I will waste no more words on such a
deepicable outsider as vourself.

Yours scornfully,

HARRY WHARTON.

To HORACE COKER, Fifth Form.

Most Pompouns  Personage, — Yon
remind us very strongly of the characier
in Shakespedre who said, I am Siv
Oracle, and when T apen m¥ lips let no
dog bark.”

Although sou are not lacking in ceriain
god guulitics, you appear to have a very |

ﬂ‘jft}f opimion of yourself. You treat the
Remove fellows as if they
bencath your motice, and you glare af
them with a *f pet-off-the-earth ** expres-

gion on rour far from beautiful counten- |

BTN
You not only remind us of 8ir Oracle,

but also of the snobbish old lady who|

said 1o her maid, “Janet, just zec if any
common, person happens to be nsing the
ocean. I wish io bathe.”

Try and recollect, most mighty one,
that there are other individual: on the
earth besides Horace Coker, and don’t go
daching around on your motor.cyele,
treating pedestrians as if they were crawl-
ing worms. You are by no means & bad
fellow at heart, but you suffer badly
from the complaint of fnobbishness, a
complaint which we shall have to cure if
¥ou don't cure it voursclf.

Xours,

HARRY WHARTOX.
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e,
Harry Wharton, ™
Ta CECIT, EREGINALD TEMPLE,

Upper Fourth.

Dear Temple,—1If a prize was presenied
io the biggest snob at Grevfriars I fancy
vou would e well in the running.  You
arc suffering from Cokeritiz, which i a
chronie form of snobbishnes:. You strut
about like a swug profiteer whe has
bought Greviviars Bchool, and your head

15 50 badly swollen that yon need an exira |

large sizo in hats,

We detost a swanky snob “just as
cordially as we detest the humble. crawl.
ing Uriah ITeep type of fellow, There is
a happy mediom, and vou will be well
advizsed to elimb down from vour high
horse. When the Hemove whacked the
Upper Fourth by an innings st cricket
we hoped it would knoeck some of the
conceit out of vou, but apparently it has
failed to do so.

Pride goeth before a fall, my high-
and-mighly friend. So mind your eye!

Yours grimly,
HARRY WHARTOXN.

t‘} “Fmﬁlmmﬁi"-lm#
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AM a2 most superior person!
Kindly get off the carth, and
allow me to pass!”

The average snob, though he
may nob vee these arfugl words, COTVERS

thein by hiz expression, He struts
across  the stage of life with hwe

aristocratlic nose tilted in the gir, and he

repards his fellow-creatures with scorn
‘and contemnpt.

Persanally, I ecan't stand a  snolb.
Very few fellows ean, for thet matter.
The stuck-up, conceited person is almost

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD,

iICONCERNING SNOBS!
By Eob Cherry.
AVE vow lieard the latest conuns
H drum which i= going the rounds
at Grovfriars?
“‘Why is Cecil Reginald
Temple like a scareerow i"—"" Because
he's alwaye © stuck up ' 17 .
& ¥ ¥
Thers iz another riddle about Templa
which made me smile,
“ What does Temple wear in the warm
woather? " He simply puts on airs,”

I regret te lhave fo include Harry
Wharton's cousin in my list of snobs.
He is a piot in the Air Foree. Conse-
quently, he 1= alwavs “looking down ™
on other people.

F *®

Dick Penfold's father must eome in the
eatorory of snobs, But he s a harmless,
neceszsary “znob.” You see, he repairs
boots.

) * ¥

Coker of the Fifth is a very “lofty ™
person—at least, he waz the other day
.when he clitmbed to the top of the school
Aag:ztaft for a wager!

3 ¥ L 3

Paonsonby of Highelilfe, who iz a very
complete enoh, declares that the Grey-
friats fellows are not it to lick his boots.
But we are quite At enough to *lick ™

Ponsonby ! A

Loder of the Sixth, when crossing the
plank over the River Sark the other day,
lost his fooling and found nothing to
stand on. He couldn’t even stand on his
dignity. And he hit the water with a
mighty splash. He dizappearcd from
view, and had to be fished out of the bed
of the river. We knew thal Loder was
a wrong ‘un, but we didn't think he
would sink 5o low as that!

as. a sheak—alinozt, but not
is a mbsk com-

nz  bad
guite, for soeaking
tem‘puble thing. . :

There aren't many snobz at Greyfriars,
thank goodness.  The names of Ceell
Reginald Temple and Horace Coker leap
to my mind; but they are harmless
snobz. They are very superior persons,
and they try to lord it over *the cheeky
| Remove fags,” as they eall ns; bat they
have many good pomts, fo we muast
miake allowanees for them.

The most complete snol of oy aonoaint-
ance i3 (Ceoil Ponsonby, of Higheliffe,
The elogant Pere haz: nof often figured
in the L af the GREYERTANS HERALD,
bt the limelight is switehed upon him
thits week, and he s shown np in his
tron colours.

In addiiion io heing a snob, Ponsonby
iz an unutierable ead, and we welcome
this chance of putting him in  the
millary, as it were,

There will be weeping and gnashing
of teeth when Pon sees this number,
and I have no doubt he will utter ficroe
vows of vengeance.  Ilnt we hare
nothing to fsar from Ponsonby and his
tribe ol non-sporismen.

The members of my staff  have
devoted their energies this week to
%iring snobs a jolly good dressing-dewn.

Ve think that all snobz onght to be
exterminated, and if a few more out-
spoken numbers like this were pub-
Tished, I venture to say that the snob
would never survive!

A plague upon all snobs, and all
superior, stuck-up persons, who consider
that they posscss the earth and all that
therein s !

i A Deed of Daring !*’ by Mark Linley—next Monday !

Tae Macwer Lipeany.—No. 806,
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The paper with over fifteen years of stamina—the MAGNET!

LAME BUNTER!

(Continned from page 13.}

“Oh, pad! I can't held a ton weighh !
Ow!”  roared Lord Mauleverer, as
Bunier barged him viclently into ihe
passage wall, * Yocopl”

Crash ! )

Bunter released his lordship then, and
rolled into his study, grinning., Lord
Mauleverer stood rubbing his  head,
which had eracked violently on the wall,

“Ow! The horrid fat bounder did
that on purpose!” groaned Mauleverer.
“I'll jolly well punch him! Ow!™

He scudded along to Stud% No. T
Bunter %m'o a deep groan as he looked
in. Lord Mauleverer, disarmed by that
sound of woe, relented, and went on up
the passage. And Dunter, ceasing to
groan as scon as he was gone, grinned.

e —

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Pig In Clover!

u“ AME BUNTER?” limped in to
l dinner prompt to time, His
luweness did not, fortunately,

make him late for a meal,

Ay Queleh, at the head of the Remove
toble, gave huu a sharp look,

“ Your knee iz stitl bad, Bunter "

U Awinl, sie”

“It i3 very odid that the Jdoctor has not
yet called,” said Mr. Quelch. ' You are
sure, Wharton, that von heard Mrs. Pill
bury's answer easrectly #7

“Yes, &ir,” answered Wharton.
“Mrs, Pillbury said that the doctor was
out on his round, and woulkd come here
directly be returped.”

* Very good.” )

Mr, Quelch was puzzied; and Billy
Bunter, maturally, did not fecl dizposed
t» enlighten him. The Renove fellows
walched DBunter with zome irterest at
dinner. Most of them belicved that he
realiy was lamed, though they attributed
ihat misfortune te his being go rottenily
out of condition. Dut even those who
belicved could not help, like Peter Tadd,
feeling some sort of lingering doubt.

Even these who believed in the in-
jury, however, weren't dizposed to .allow
huﬂtﬂ to put on “side ” a3y an injured
evickater. That really was {oo rich.

IIe was no cricketer, and he had ve-
ceived the damape, such a3 it was, in
deliberately getting  “leg before ™ in
agrder fo sneak out of cricket praclice.
Injured hevoea of the game, naturally,
received plenty of syinpathy and plenty
of kudos—in inverse proportion, how.
ever, to lhe fuss they made aboulb it
Bunter wasn't an ivjured hero of the

ame, and the fuss he mede was tremen-

ouns, Fellows had enid less about a
broken collar-bone than Dunter was say-
ing about his precious knee.

%0 even whero fellows felt sorry that
Bunter was hurl, they felt irritated at
his ““side.” ‘They would not have
aliowed that he was a disabled cricketer
at any price. .

ilis injury bad net affected his appo-
tite.  1Ie did well at dinner—remarckobly
well, as he always did.

When the Rewovites left the iable,
Dunder walked like the others—until he

remembered that he was lame, and
vecomtienced  limping. Skioner  and
some  olwr fellows noticed  that, and
grinned,

Slinner, Leing o good deal of =&

eponfer  himzelf, ought really to have

sympathized. Buot he didn’t! No one is
5 hegvily down on deceplion as a
deceiver,

“Ilas tt come on again, Bunter?®”
grinned Skinner, when they were autside
the dining-hall.

“Again! This feacful pain i on all
tha t.imq-l," said Duanter. “Can't you ges
me Hmping 17

“1 saw you gobt hall-way io ithe door
without himping ! chuekled  Skinner,
“Don't you know that hars thould have
good memornies T

“T'm trving to bear it,"" zaul Bunter.
“T'm not the sort of fellow to make a
fuss about an injury. I—1 was trying to
walk ~.-.:[$t’hmlt. limping, but the fearful
pain—

“ Fearful piffle 1 =aid Skinner,

“You wouldn't sympathise, of course,”
gaid Bunier disdainfully. “"You're a
rotten slacker, and you never show up
for ericket unless a profect rans you
down to the ground by tha neck.™

Do you?" howled Skinuer,

"Leooke ag il I did, when T't erippled
from  playing cricket,” sid DBunter
laflily.

Snort from Johnny Bull,

“Cut it out, Bunler, for gooldness’
sake 1" exelaimed Johnny.' Do you think
anybody will swallew that bunkum "

“0h, really, Bulle——"

“You gol leg before 2o as to sncak off
the ground 1™ prowled Johuny Dull
“You meaut to get a little tap—and if
vou got o hard one, it was an accident.™

Bunter blinked at him.

“I forgive vou, Bull 1" he said.

A solt answor 18 waid to tuern away
wrath, But Bunter's forgiveness seemed
2 have a most exasperating effect on
Johnny Ball,

“Forgive me [” roared Johnny., " You

| fat slug——"

“1 understand vour roften motives,”
said  Bunler scornfully. “ Yoo nover
play up in games at the risk of getting
SCTIONA AT julries. dol Dt ou
shouldw't shoul out your jealovsy like
this. It's bad form.™

And Dunter limped away victoriously,
leaving Johnny Tull quite speechless,

Bunter did not show up in the Remove
roomt for classes that aliernoon.  He was
ordered 1o remain in his stady and rest
till the dovtor came to see him.

That afternoon there was “maths ™
for the Rewove, and Billy Bunler re.
jotced ot his exemptien, His bandy leg
was turning up trumnps, after all,

While ihe Removites rejoiced—or
otherwise—in mathematics, hily Bunter
was not, however, guite idle.  Alter all
the fellows were safe in the Form.rooms
Bunter limped out of Study No. 7. Find-
ing the coast quito clear, he ccased to
limp, and become quite active,

Apparently Bunter had decided on o
round of visits in the Remove studies,
while the awners were absent. It was a
rare opportunity, and DBouter wa: not
the fellow to mniss opportunitica bike this

IHe droppod in at Study No. 1 first, and
explored the study cupboard.  There was
n cake there, and DBunter, standing in
front of the enpboard, finished the cake
to the Jast cromb,

He procecided to Study Neo. 2, whach
belonged to Hazeldene and Tom Brown,
These Jjumors had some supphlics for tea,
and they furnished Bunter with a =nack,

The next study was drawn bhlank, but
in Study No. 4, which belonged to
Vernon-Smith aml Redwing, Buuler was
fortunaie. The Boumder lind apparently
latd in suppliea for a spread.  Ile had
also locked the cupboard door. Iiot o
lovked cuphboard deoor did not  worry

17

Bunter. There was a cold chizel in Tom
Redwing's . tool-box, and Bunter had
openec cupboard doors belore. Ho was
sonn busy on Smithy's spread.

Certainly it was rather s serioue matier
1o raid a fellow like the Bounder in this
way. In ordinary circumstances the Owl
of ithe Bemove would hardly have vin-
tured upon it. DBut he [elt that even
Smithy, beast as he was, conldn’t kick &
lame fellow, ‘

What was the good of being lame, or
even pretending to be lame, if nothing
was made out of 1t?7 S0 Bunler, relyin
on his lamneness as an armour of proof,
a8 it were, finished wp Vernon-Smith's
&IIH]]-E supply to the last item. .

v that time even Bunter was feeling
a& if he had had alimost enough,. Buot not
quite, Ie procecded from study to study,
rathering in loot as he procreded. Bub
now, instead of devouring it on the spot,
he stacked it into a bag, to convey it to
bis Jaiv and deveur it at his leisure.

Having made a complete round of the
Remove stindiez, Billy Bunter rolfled back
ta Study No. T well laden.

ITo rested in the armchair after hia
labours, and took & short nap. When he
awoko he was hungry sgain, and he
started in on the bag of supplies,

The =npplies faded away
Bunter's hefiy attack.

But thera was so mouch that ecven tha
Owl of the Remove slacked down at last
and toyed with his proavender,

He knew that there would be wrath in
the HRenove after lessons, though he
relied upon his lameness as & sabeguard,
The fellows could scarcely kick or bump
him, he considered, in the painful and
pathetic circumstances. Boleover major,
perhaps, being o beastly bully, might,
And Bunter, for that reason, had spared
Bolsover major's supplies, though with
an <ffort. Dut, kicked or urkicked, cor-
{ainly the wrathful Removitea would
have seized anything that was left when
they discovered the raid. To leave any-
thine was, therefore, a sheer waste, o
Thenter, thongh now foeling a rather un-
comfortable tightness in his waistcoat,
slowly and steadily fimshed wp the looted
tuek.

Scldom had Bunter enjosed so plenti-
ful a gpread, seldom, or never, had it cosk
him an eoffort to finish a feed. It cost
him an effort this time, but ho manfully
maide the effort, and finished.

Then he sank back in the armehair,
fatipued and very full, and sank mio a
blissiul &lumber,

Rilly Bunter did not alwaye enjoy life
at Grevfriars.  But he felt that things
were Inoking up now. Flis present spoof
seomo]  more  profitable  than  many
previous eponfs, and he was resolved to
remain, as long as he possibly rg‘-u!d.
Lame DRunter. And, with o fat grin of
satisfartion on his face, he closed his eyoe

amd slumbered,
—_—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
No Rag!

“ ALLD, hallo, halla
H “Whao's boen in my study1?
“ What the thamp ——"

“Whe the dickens—="
ATy eako——"
" Ay tarls——
ATy eald ehiwcken—"
It was quite a roar of exeited voices in
the Remove passage. and i awakenrd
Tutnter from sleep and a happy dream, in
w lueh p-r;:rlr,-pin‘:ﬂ ﬁ].;uh‘.'-:i |II'1'JIIIiTIEI'It|F.
11e eat up amd rubbed his ¢yes and

under

LF
¥

¢ Sportsmen of the River ! ’—this week’s school story in the ' Gem ™ |
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Llinked. Peler Todd logked in at the
doorway grimly.

E0h vou're hera® he said,

“Yes, old chap. T've been asleep.
Haven't opened oy oyes all the after-
noon,” said Banler,

“1 hope wou opened them long
enough to make your will,” szaid Peter.

“AMy—my will?" stammered Dunter.

“Yes. The fellows are going to
glavghter you.”

=1 sav. Potor—"

“Where'>  Dunteri”  reared Tob
Cherry, in the passage, *It's Bunter, of
eourse,  He's cleared out my  eup-
board I

“He's burgled mine " yelled Vernon-
smitl, " Durgied it, and bagged my
spread

*I'H scalp Tim

I burst lam "

“T'H zquash him ™

Trampling  footsteps  gathored
otudy No. 7 doorwas.
looked in. FBunter gosped and blinked
at them. At that eriteal moment a
horrid donbt smete him as to whether
hi5 lameness would prove a sufficient pro-
tection against an envaged Form.

“"Have im out " roarcd Tom Brown,

*“1 =ay. you fellowz——

“ Lyncel him ! shrieked Fisher T, Fish.

he funiors erowiled inlo the stady.

“Hold on " exelaimed Huorry Wharton,
“Don't forpet he's injured, yon know,”

" Injuredd be blt:rwedjl” howled Skinner,
“It's nll spoof!  Besides, do. you think
he's going to take my pot u? jam for
mothing

“He's
Snoon.

* My bloater pasie I yelled Ruszell.

e ey, wout fellows, 1T haven't!”
reatred Bunter, in alarm, ¥ Give a fellow
a chance to speak. I haven't been out of
thizs study. I hope you can take my
word. "

“Why, vou're sticky and jammy and
eramby afl aver this blﬂEEEj minute [
exclaimed Kipps.

“Recking with i1 said Wibles.

* I—I assure vou fellows, honest Tnjun,
that—"

“You're Injun i=0't honest, Tunty.
He's a well-known bad character,' zaid
II;&!EEJ:I'I::{LL “You're for if, you greedy

un,

BT T T W, W, W

(L round
Furione faces

got  my sardine:!™  Dawled

“Collar him !

“Berag him 1

Harry Wharton stood before Bunter,
however, and pushed away the enraged
#Il._rnmra who were eager to lay hands on

imt.  Bunter made himszelf as small as
possible  behind  the  captain
Remove in dire terror.

“Ohuck 1! said Harey. * You can’t
il:lnﬂlﬂ a fellow wha's laid up with a bad
op,

HIle's counted on that, of course,”
saiid Huxchlene,

“Very bkely; but there it is, all the
sarme.

“He  hasn't  raided
perhaps 1" hooted Skinner.

“¥es, he has; and cleared it right
out ' retorted Wharton,  “ All the same,
¥ou can't handle the fal Blighter pow.”

*It's all spoof, I tell you!"

“If it iz the doctor will show him up
wlen he eomes, and you can deal with
him afterwards, ™

“I'm poing to smash
roared Skinner.

“You're not, old pippia,™ said Rob
Cherry,  shoving  the oxeited Skinner
back. * Never mind your eillly ol pot of
jam,”

UI--T—1"N—="" grasped Skinner.

Y1 guess T going to make potate
seraptngs of him ! shricked IMisher T,
Fizsh. “You hear me, yaup? He's gof
my marmalade. '
~ "There was only a zerape Ieft in the
1ar, you beast ! pasped DBunter. * And
I never went to your study at &Il

“Ha, ha, ha!

“Easy dooa it,” said Harry Wharton
soothingly. “T.et him off tifl after the
doctor's been.  He ought to be boiled in

ail, but—=a
“Y¥ou're an ass, Wharton!” said
But he left the study,

of the

vour sindy,

him rnew!™

¥ ernon-Snnth.
afil most of the other fellows followed
his example. The ecaptain of the Remove
had hiz way.

Dut Skinner and Snoop and several of
the other fellows lingered in the presage,
with the fixed delermination of “going ”
for Bunier as soon ns the Form captain’s
prolection was withdrawn,

" say, yvou fellows, I—I'm really
much oblized to you for standing by
me," gasped Bunter, “Of course, you
know I'm innocent.”
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For frolic and mitrth you cannot gei—

“We know wou're not!" growlea
Johnny Bull, “1'm gpotng to smash you
after the doctor's been and shown you
u-l-.‘u

' Beast I

Johnny stalked avay.  TDilly Bunler
cayght hold of Wharton's sleeve as the
captain of the REemove turned to go.

“Hurry, old chap o

“Lut that out ! znapped Wharton.

“1 szay, vou're poing to azk e to tea,
ain't you?

“I'I-‘T¥ only hat! Can you shift any
bea, after whal you've shifted alreads
creninted Wharton,

“Oh, that was nothine—I ean, I
haven't had anything! Desides. it was
hours age, I'm  bungry now, and
LTodldy’s a mean beast! T koow he
don’t mean to stamd e any tea; T can
=00 it in his eve"

“Right on the wicked 1" agresd Preter

Todd. * Not to mention the fact that
youw've cleared oot the stmly, and
there’s nothing left for tea.™

“1 say, Hares——''

O, let go!”

“Those beaztz will ga for me when
vou're gone!” pasped Bunter. “You
know {hey will! I—I can't lick half a
dozen fellowsz when I'm lasne, ean 17

*Ha, ha, ha!"

“Any other time I'd dust up the
ﬁwﬁag& with the lot of them!” said

unter valiently, ““You, too, Toddy!
But I ean’t risk it now—my injury
might turn to mortifaction——"

“Oh, eome along, you pat rotter!”
growled Wharton, “I suppose I'd
better let vou stick to me till the fellows
cool down,''

“IE you put gt like that, Wharton
==="" hogan Bunter, with dignity.

"Well, 1 da.”

“All right, old chap: I can take a
joke! He. he, he! I'm econing.'

Amd Danfer ralled down the Roemovo

passage  belween Harry Wharton and
Frank Nugent, to Study No. 1, and
Skinmer & Co., eyemng his  convoy,

decided to postpone vengeance, In Btudy
No, 1 9t was necessary Tor Nugent to
eit away to the tuckshop for fresh
supplics for tea.  And amazing fo
relale, when fea was ready, Buntor was
ready, too. Iy what marvellons inward
process of expanston he found room for
mare was a deep mystery; bub her did,
and the fat grin on his face showed that
he was enjoying life once maore.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.,
Too Late!

(1 ONEY "
B “Don't bother!™
“Yeu're wanted"

“Ret I

*Noctor's come ™ :

“Wha-a-a-a-at 7' sphuticred Dunier.

In Stody Neo. 1. alter {ca, Willlam
(reorge Bunler  had  appropriaied  the
arinchair, and stretehed bis fal person
in . Wharlon  and  Nugent  wers
giving him delteaic hindz that it was
tizne to travel, and Bunter wos dis-
ragarding the hints, He waen't at all
sure that the Remove fellows had had
time to cool down yet.

Then Toddy looked in, with Lis
atartling statemient.  Billy Bunier sat
un as it he had been electrified.

“Daoctar! he gasped. “Idl-d-did
you say ¢-d-d-doctor !
~ Doctor ! repeated Toddy. " Medical
jelnny—sawbones—underiakor's assistant
—any old thing wou like! 1lle's in
Cimelr:h;-;'s stuely, and you're 1o roll
along.’

The slacker of the Remove bestirs himself next week—
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—anything better than the MAGNET!

" Qh dear ™
Bunter’s dismay was so greab that the

jeniors stared af him,  Lingering sus- |
picions  that “Lame Dunter ™  was
spoofing  revived with greater foree,

The announcement that & Gorgon bad
comg to zee him could hasdly have dis-
mayed him maore,

“Gelt a move on, old bandy bivd.”
said Peter. " Want any help down the
staira? L'l roll vou, if yvou like.”

“I—% ean’t go!”’

“Tust, fathead !

“Why on carth don’t yan want tn
see the doctor, DBunter?”  dennded
?"Engqu- “ et your leg badd”

" Yos—no—ol, don’t worry {7 snapiped

Dunter. "I belicve yenfree pilling iy
leg, Toddy, you beast!  Fhe doeror
hasn't come at all.”

“*Ho was bowmd 1o come sonper or
latey ifo«tay,” said Wharton., " You
know I telephoned for him——>>

“1 know you've an ass) gruniod
Bunter. “They know that was o«
mistake.';

“Eh! Haw sas ib a mistake?’

T mean, I said—that is, I didn't
sy —lneantersay-—hun-—hem : sqiel

Bunter incoborenly,

“Great pip! Have yon boon plaving
any frick to keep the doctor auayy”
exchaimed the caplain of the Remove.

“Coertainly not?” exelaimed  Bunter
hastily. “If you think T telophoned
after you did, and said it was a mis-

take, _you're jolly  well  ristaken,
Wharion, I never thought of suely
tng.™

My only hat ! zald Wharion. inder-
standing now why Dr, Pillbury had noe
catled as expected.

“Somebody may have, you know.”
sapd  Donter  cantionsly. “Not mo!
Why, I rcouldn’t have got down o
«IQurh.-hy's study, with my bad leg, rould

'|I||

1“”11. hia, hat*

" Well, he's come now,” prinned Peoler |

Tod:d. “Quelehy  must have phoned
hiiself, after lessons, as the sawbones
dide’t turn wpe Your're for if, Bonter.”

“Teil him T 117 pasped Banter.
UEay I'm dying, or—or dead ! Sov I've
got an infeetions disease—""

“Ha, ha, ha! Come along, Tathend '™

“T ecan’t!  Bay my leg's so0 bad ¥
can't limp 3

“Then he'll
Toddy.

“I=I =ay, Toddy. couldn’t you barge
ito him on the siaircasge—""

“What "

“And—and Iand bim, vou know., Tf—
if van should break hiz leg, or anything.
I shoulda’t mind ' gasped Bunter,

“Oh, my hat? gasped Peter. “I can
see myself barging into a medical man
on ihe staircase and broaking his jolly
old legs—T don’t think ! Now, I've
told you. Bunter! Get a mave an!”

come up bere,”" sand

“Tell him I wor't eome!™  Thowled
Duaniny.
:‘rl":mhmcl i

oll hitn T—I—I hope he'l comie
up, it he docan’t mind,”  stuttered
Bunter, * Keep bin ae long a5 you ean,
Fouddy, there's a good chap.”

TN telf him,™ said DPeter. And he
refived, very mnch puzzled, hbat guite
convinesd by 1his time that Bunter's
injureed leg was all “bonkam.'”

Dunter hurriedly shat the door after
b, asud [N 'ﬂ'tmrfnn and Nugont an
;[hm-‘-t aganised blink. They stared at
.

“Theee's not a1 moment fo waste !
gaspid Bunter,  “I'm for it if that bheast
BC0E 1Y 11"';_-,'! Fawey the brote coming,

you know, after T speeially phoned and
~—and
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“You might help me to
piring veice. ** Fray do,
paintully, the fat junior

I'ushing rotfer,

said he wasn't wanioed,
you know,™

“Quelehy most have phoned—"
“Just  like the beast! I--1 say,
Harey, old man. Lack e up. Do you

=iy %‘t’]ll think Dr. Pillbuey would know

any difference between a—a—a gannuy
'k

hnee, and—and—and—and—-

HAnd whatt?

“ And—and oarking-ink  rubbed inta
the skin?' gasped DBunter, getling f
out at last.  Dunter's fale hung on
minntes now, and it was no thne for
further spoof. :

“Marking-ink " yelled Wharion,

“Rubbed  into the  skin!”  gasped
Nurent, " Great Seotd ! . )

“Yon spoofing, fat villain—-""

“You decoiving topd—""

“I say, you fuilows, iz this a {ime for
slanging a chap, with a bheastly ‘.itl.'l.\'}"l-l.'.l‘:!"!-l':':"-
after i oxelaimed Duonter  andig-
nanily,  *You might help a fellow

whao's in a serape.’

“What can  we doi’ ejacnlated
Wharton. “TIlo you wanl me o give
yvouu a really bwd knee?  I've got a
cricket-bat herge-—-"

“NWo" yelled Banler. “T—1 =ay.

that heaszt Tillbary is a sharp beaszt—I
know he'll spot it

“Jolly certain to.” sabd Wharton, "I
shoulid have spotted a stunt like that of
I'd seen it ¢lose at hand, The docder
will know at once.”’

Bunter groaned.

“Totter swn upl” saggesfed Nupent.

“¥ou silly ass—and get a licking !
Call  vourselves  sporismien,  and  nnt

1

my study, Wharton,'" said Bunter In an ex-
Wharton,” commanded Mr. Quelch, Limping
leaned heavily on Wharton's arm and dis-
appeared from the Form-room. (See ChaplerT.)

stand by a
orir ko iy

Yoo silly owl!™ roared Wharlen.
“Youw've Just owned up that you
woren't hori in the erielet, and Hs only
marking-ink.”

“TeI mean—don’t be n beast, ald
chap! If—if 1 ecan get it washed off
before the doctor sees i, I-=T ran maka
ont s suddenly recoverad, vou know.
Gimmie somie hot water o a basin.™

“¥ou won't have ting—""

“Help me, you beast !

“Ha, ha, ha!” cune in a lawl frem
the passage, It apprared that there
were o good nany fellows listening ta
Bunier's excited volee, raised in alarn.

“Wharton, old fellow—-"

Tf there was one thing 1hat was abso-
]:I“L‘Ij' eierladn, 1B was that Jawe Bunte:
tl'lﬁ[‘ml;.‘:lil_',' deserved b be bowledd ok,
anul itll]:.-' !Iljllihlli*l], NRuk it went ngni“,l
the gram o refuse Iw,]p te a follow ar.,
a serape, whatsoever his deseris mighes
be,  Wharton caught the kettle fram
the fire. and Nugent jerked a basin fromn
the cupboard.

Bunfer bared hia fat knee, to wa-h
away the black-and.blwe bruises thar Jad
mposed on Mre, Quelch that morning,
A sadden recovery was evidently
Bunier™s only chanee; hut it was doulst-
ful whetlrer the Owl of the Remaove would
o prantedd time for so swdiden o recovery,
At overy monment he feared to hear the
doctnr's footzteps on the slairs,

“RBeap ! rasped Dooler,

“No woap hero=-—""

Yol soine, you ass™

“ITa, ha, hal?

chap erippled  playing

comes out strong as & friend in need !
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#And a serubbing s brush ! shricked
Bunter, as Nugent dashed from the
study, convulzed with laughber.

Nugent had to drive a way through
a crowd of velling jumiors. Nearly all
the Remove seemed to have gathered
round the doorway of Study Neo. 1, and
¢hey stared in at Bunter with great
merriment, He was already laying his
fat knee in the hot water, by way of
8 beginning, and the water was assum-
ing a purple colour.

. Bunter blinked round at them in great
Indignation.

“You beasts, cackling at a chap who's
goung tor get a licking !" he gasped.
“Chap who's been ecrippled at cricket.”

“Hs, ha, ha!" roared the Removitea,

“ Where's that slew beast Nugent?”

“Here he is!" gasped Frank, hurry-
ing back into the study with a cake of
soap in-one hond and a ecrubbing-brush
in the other.

“Go it, Bunter! gyelled Skinner,
highly delighted now, *“You'll never
get it off in time. I can hear sawbones
moving 1" .

#J]—1 say, you fellowe, barge him if
he comes up!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“"Rub away, Bunter!” gasped Whar-
ton, w.eepl'n[ﬁ; tears of mirth. * Oh, my
hat! You'll be the death of me ™

“This ain't a laughing matier, you
Least."

“Ha, ha, hal” ] N

‘All the juniors scemed to think that it
was & laughing matter. They yelled and
almost wépt as Billy Bunter rubbed and
seribbed, amd serubbed and rubbed at
his fat knee with frantic haste,

But that unhappy marking-ink, war-
ranted indelible by its makorvs, seemed
bent on living up to the guarantee. Lots
of it came nl%—-—m:m:gh to turn the flow-
ing bow! into a pool of Eur]p[e. But lots
of it remained. Bunter had rubbed it in
not wisely but too well. The bandages
lay on the floor, Bunter's turned-up
trouser-logy  was soaked and dmpping,

rplo water was splashed right and
lg:‘lt, Bunter’s fal hands were purple, and
there were purple spots on his fat, per-
gpiring fare. Perspiration streaming
own turned the purple spots into purple
gtreaks, and still the hapless Owl of

L e Tt Tk o a Vo o Vo T

CONCERNING
YOU!

We would refer our readers 1o

the announcement appearing elses
where in this issue with regard to

*THE PRACTICAL WOOQD-
VWORKER,”" which is the most
comprehensive work ever issued on
this subject dealing with Wood-
working from A to Z, with thousands
of illustrations, and ““how todo it™’
drawings and diagrams

Readers should take advantage of
the publishers offer regarding a
free bocklet giving full particulars
which will be of great interest,

the Remove rubbed and serulibed frantie-
ally, workiog against timc.

* Halla, hallo, halle! Here e comes!”

Dr, Pillbury came up the Remove
staircase with Mr. Queleh, Ie gave the
howling crowd of juniors a curicus look.
“Bilence, please! said Mr. Quelch.
“"What does this outbreak of unsecomly
merriment mean ? This is the study, Dr.
Pillbury! As I was saying, the unfor-
tunate boy’s knee, when I saw it, seemed
to be a mass of dark bruiscs—not raised
bruises, yvou understand; but the skin
secmed covered with black and blug—
Blees my soul !

Mr Quelch stared into the study.

Bunter suspended his rubbing and
scrubbing.  With the bare fat knee in
the basin, a cake. of empurpled socap 1n
hia lelt hand, an empurpled scrubbing-
brush in his mght, Buntor stood as if
turnod to stene.

Ir. Pillbury blinked at him.

“Upon my word!” he ejaculated,

“Tunter ! roared Hr. Quelch.

“Oh dear!™

“What are you doing?*

“wen-nothine, sic!"

“Is  that your damaged knee,
Bunter?"
SOw ! Oh! Yes gir!®

If Mr. Quelch had not been a very keen-
eved pentleman he could not have failed
fo see (he truth now. Bat as a matter of
foct, he was a very keen-oved gontleman
ingepd.,

“Blozz my zonl !™ he snid guite faintly.

*Master Bunter's black and  blue
bruises seom o be of—ahem—a vory
unpsnal  nature ! remarked Dree Pill

bury. “They wash off apparently. Re-
markahle ™
“ Bunter, you have deceived me!™
“0Oh, no, sir!” gazped Bunter, *1—

I hope, sir, that—that vou know me well
enough to know that I=T'mn incapable
of deceit, siv."

“"let me see the knes,"™ said
medical gFentloman.

He looked at it and siniled.

“There is nothing whatever the matter
with the knee,” he said, *only it has
recently been rubbed with some dark
purple ink, which doubtlesz gave 1t an
appearance of subeutaneous discolora-
tion, resembling bruiges, ™

the

A treat in store—" Galloping Dick!” A thrilling series—

“1~T am aware of that now; Dr. Pill.
bury I gasped Mr. Queich. " Your time
has been wasted, sir, owing to an astound-
ing deception on the part of this un.
aerupulous boy, who has escaped lessona
for a whole day by this—this—this
rascally imposition. "

Dr. Pillbury retired from the study,
suppressing a smile, Bunter would have
been glad to see Mr. Quelch follow him.
But Mr. Quelch seemed interested in
Bunter, and he remained.

“Bunter! You-—you young rascal, put
away that nonsense at oncol!” )

“Wom-mavn't T bathe my—my injury,
#ir?" asked Dunter [echly.

“What 77

My injurr,
erippled —*

“ Rleze my goul !

Mr. Queleh made o stride at Bunter
and took him by the collar. Bunter gave
& wild rear.

“Come with me, you uticrly
sernpulous boy 17

“Yaroooh!"”

Mr. Queleh led the Ow! of the Remove
from the study. DBehind fhem  the
Remove Luzzed and chortled as they
went downstairs.

“Bunler's for ik now!”
T"[]l],

H3nrve him jolly well right
Johnny Bull,

“The rightfulness iz terrific.”

Home of the Removites, interested in
the closing scene of the tragedy, followed
Dunter and the Remove master. Mr.
Queleh’s study deoor was shut; but his
voire conld be heard, incessant, for five
conzecittive minntes.  Billy Bunter was
receiving what the juniors called & Royal
jaw. And that was not all

When AMr. Quelch’s voice coased to be

sir! T'm practically

L=

saul DPofer

LR
a

grunked

audible Bunter's b_v:ramc audible In
turn—extremely andible.
“Yopoop! Yaroooh! Oh dear! Oh

crombs ! Yow-ow-ow-ow [

Swish, awish, swish, swish !

“Quelechy's going 1t!" roemarked Bob
Cherry.

Undoubtedly Mr. Quelch was going it,
%‘:u judge by Bunier's terrific roars the

prmove master was putiing  in someé
really hefty and athletic work with the
“RRE.

The study door opened at last, and
Bunter emevged. e was limp, though
not limping. Ile gave a woeful blink at
the Removites,

“Ow, ow, ow, ow! Wow!" he said,
clasping  his  fat  hkands in  anguish.
“ Licked, wyou know, alier getling
erippled at ericket, too. Jevver hear nof
such an awful beast? Ow, ow, ow!

Ernongh to make a fellow chuck up
ericket for pood! Ow, ow!l” ]
Bunter crawled away, cured of his

limp: but suffering severely in his fat
palms. And an unsympathetic chortle
followed Billy Bunter—-no longer lame
Runter.,

THE ENIL

(Noxt Monday's ripping complete stoty
of Harry Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars,
shows Lord Mauleverer—the slacker of
the Remove—as the principal character
on stage. Ilis generous nature will make
a great appeal to you all. To help a
“lame dog oyer ol stile,” Mauly 13 1
urgent need of £500. Will he get :tl'!‘
MEANS BUSINESS!” Next Monday !
Find the answer in *MAULEVERER

v P i
Lord Mauleverer is in urgent need of £500—
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—of highwaymen sfories, starting in a forinight’s time!

Just veady, 1

antl

cabr.  Allee same walles out-
detective, anuounced that he had accom-
mirror in his dressing-room, gave a final
The Chinese withdrew his  yellow
dress:, e pieked up his opoera hat
anothicr door, and entered the roow of his
Jack Thake, also immaculate in ¢voning
Locke gave a laugh, and tapped his
for the taxi and buy a programine, and
s, sabd thie woungster wimdluily,
“Well, yow're jolly well not Eﬁiﬂ% ter
1t
be the only people in the orchesiro stalls,
them, amd bowed with Oriental polifeness
; ; Goml-night,
Sing-Sing. "

THE FIRST CHAPTER,

The Brawl in Act 2.
“M =54 LOCOKY, me catchee taxi-

siele now,™ .

Thos Sing-8ing, the Chinese

servant of tlic world’s most famous private
plished the ervand on which he had been
sent.

Ferrevs Locke, standing before the
touch to the bow tie at his throat.

“ Right-ho, Sing-Sing!” he responded
cheerily. “ Shau't be a minute.”
countenance, amul quietly elosed the door.
Locke stepped away from the dressing-
table, a hithe, handsowe figure in evelmng
from a chair, gave o final glance at his
toilet, and left the room,

Stopping on the luding, he rapped at
assistant, Jack Drake.

“Ia, Drake, my boy .
goe ! The taxi’'s walimg.™
dress, jmkﬁl ‘up his opera hat and
followed his chief from the room.

" You've got the tickets, sir 7" he asked.
pocket. i )

“You bet ! I've got the tickets, o case
of excellent cigars, money enough to pay
a pair of decent opera-glasses. There's
nothing clse we want, iz there?” ;

“ 1 eould do wilh a packet of bulls'-eyes,
* Funny, but as e kid I never went o a
show without wanting to suck bulls’-eyes;
and T haven't got aver the faste.”
puck bullg’-cyes vy the Grand Metropolitan
Opera House tonight, my lad I said
Locke, witly ook severity, “We sha'n't
vou know 17

Sig-Sing npened  the fronr door to
as they weni ouf.

“*FYou neeodn't stop up for ux™
Locke; "1 have a key,

I]."::1:1!1’_*:|_"lr|,|:';' L tasy, the detective amd
his assistant were dretven rapudly  from
Baker Street to Savoy Square, in which
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the Grand Metropolitan Opera House was
situated. ‘They alighted at the corner of
the square, aml walked the remaiming
hundred yards to the tlweatre.

The scene near the Opera llouse was
an animaled one. A streain of fashionably-
drassed men and wolnen were pouring
into the great foyer of the theatre. UOne
beautiful motor-car after another set down
its occupants ou the pavement cutside. A
side: street was thronged with ]iw:!pl_fs who

the pit and

had been unable to get into
gallery.

To-night was indeed a gala night at the
Grand Metropolitan., For the first tima
a® new opoera by the illustrious English
composer, Paul Dubec, was to be pre-
sented. It was entitled,  The Conquest,
and a great Italian prima donpa, Signor-
etia Letti, had been engaged to sing the
principal role,

But perhaps the public were more
anxious to hear the tenor on this oceasion,
Next to the interest in the opera itself,
the chief attraction was undoubiledly Owen
Daiwyn, the Welsh impressario.

Dalwyn, though born in Wales, had
spent many years in Italy, And it was
in Milan that he had received most of
his training. Alrcady he had sung many
roles in the United States, In New York,
where oxists the most eritical opera publice
putsicle of Italy, Dalwyn had been com-
pared favourably with the immortal
Caruso. ‘The American musical eritivs
had lavished proize upon himm.  For days
the topic in the English papers had been,
“Would Dlalwyn make good  over
here ' That problem would be solved
bo-ngelat.

Eatering the Opera ouse, Ferrers
Tovke amd Jack Drake were wshered to
their seats by a trim attendant, Their
stabls were in the confre of vow AL pwd
immediately in front of the erelestra,
These 1foy had obtained only through the
Limad offices of Carl Tarsard, the manager
of  the Graml  Metropolitan,  aml o
poer=cual frivnd of the detective.

O cither side apd behud themn were
ihe elite of London, the women wonder-
fully arvaved in Jewels nd silkse The
pit and gallery were o sea of faces cagerly
wileling the arrivals m the boves and
stalls andd trymg to wennfy pobadalies,
The Royal box, as vel wnoecapeed, wos
tastefully decaratod with lovely blooans,

At the zenith of his triumph a
opera singeér is stabbed by an unseen
. Ferrers Locke—the world-famous
detective—Iis called
mystery, which turns out to be one of
the toughest propositions he has ever met

career. Meco

e SEE—

popular

in the course of his adventurous
unted by OWEN GONQUEST,

in to solve the \
I
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The orchestra enfered with their imstru.
ments, and remained stamding. there
waz a stir in the Royal box. ‘The con-
ductor raised his baton, Then rhe whole
house rose as one man to bz fect as the
National Antlhein crashed ouf.

As seats were resumed, Ferrers Locke
nudged Dirake in the ribs.

“Hee that lady—the sevond {o your

" J?‘»,.
let:tl,_irr;z” boy §

“8he's Miss Guen Dalwyn, ihe sister
of the impressario,”

A few moments later, as the first notes
of the opern were pleyed by the orchestra,
the boy stole another sidelong glance at
tha lady in question. She was becomingl
dresced in dove-grey, with a tiara of pearls
i her raven Thair, Her slim fingers
trembled  slightly as  she held he
Progranuim,

The lightz lowered in the auditorlum.
The curtain rang up.  The first act of
“The Conquest " had begun.

The perod of the new opera was ab
the time of the Roman Conguest: the
scene in Act One was laid on the Greck
st

Hardly a sound rose from all that vast
audienee as the apera procecded, A fow
onthusiasts grected the eniry of Signor-
etta Lottl with applause, Bt these wera
speced ]y hushed e silenes again by the
vast majority of inusic develees,

The great Hahan prina dosng wos in
fine voiee. Azl Owen Dalnyn, n the
rale of Clavding, rose to the ocensan, and
sang as he bad pever suog before,  Tho
purtty of hiz tone held all speli bound,
andl b strock the lugh netesaih a surely
that had pever been surpassed even by
the great Caruse haoself,

Aweh, as the cnrtain fell i Aet One,
ancd he lust tnsne of thee el roopent s died
away, a dewhiy silenea held the vas
audienes,  Then, hke the cra-binge of o
mighty tdal wave apainst o rochy heacl-
fareed, a thunder of applanse st forth.

T ared again the curtnin rose el
foodl,  Apel =talb thee mocdienee wins nuod 2aiis.
fieel. Tt was eheerod to the veha, ‘hen

from a thowsamd throats rose the name
of the tenor

" Dalwyn ! Dalwyn ™

A the eurtain ran e Apain the
Woel-h imnperessarin appears] waith thae
primma domime. ot thas tine the roar of
applawse was for the man, (hen Dalwyn

-—for whom and what purpose. see next Monday’s fine story 1

Tue Maoser LidRany, — oo BO6,



22

had mads good. Tondon had taken him
to her heart!

Jack Drake, flushed and happy, stele a
Elance along the stalls to where sat the
sister of the man who stood bowing on
tha stage. Two gpots of colour hghted
Yhe cheeks of the woman, and tears glis-
fonad in her eves. But they were tears
of joy.

Forrora: Locke, moving from hiz seat to
amoke a cigar in the foyer, vould not
refrain from halting by her.

“Misz Dalwyn,” he whispered, “I'm
wilad. My heartiest congratulations to
you both !

The womsn looked up in astonishment.

“Mr. Locko!” she exclaimed, *“I did
not recognise you ab fivst.  Of course, 1
met you ot Lord D'Acre's country house
last month. I—I thank vou, on behalf
of my brother, too, [or your congrats,
Oh, it ia eplendid—splendid! I only
Dwen cah repeat thiz triumph when he
sings in Milan next month, our cup of
bappinese will be filled to overflowing.”

“He'll make good anywhere” said
Locko stoutly. **Thai voice of his is
pure gold.”

And, with a genial nod, he passed ont
for his smoke.

The second sck promised to bhe even
Letter received than tho first. The scone
was the interior of the home of Claudius,
the captain of the Roman guard. It was
pleturesque, and great draperies of black
and gold in the background added o rich-
noss to Lhe scone.

The music of thiz act waz even more
enfrancing than the frst, dn addition,
the theme of it was more exciting, A
tine Soldicrs’ Chorus wag -fﬂ“ﬂ“’-&g by &
pulse-stirring brawl in the houee, which
whis broken intd by a mob of citizens,
The fracas developed. Clandivs eniered,
and was sel upon by the armed citizens.
Irrawing his short sword, he defended
himself valiantly against the knives of
the zabble.  Then above the rushing
notes of the orchesira arose an agonised
human cry.  Claudius  slipped  down
among the mob f(hat surrounded him on
the stage and rolled éver on the hoards.
Uarried away by oeoxeitement, a fow

members of the aondienco broke into
applavse. [t was grand music and grand
acting .

But cven az the applanse hroke out o
Aame Aickered close to the fallen man on
the stage. WNext instant, to the horror
of all beholders. the whale of the black-
and-gold draperies were ablaze!

The applause stopped imanediad ey, and
several fear-stricken cries rent the great
theatre :

“Fire! el

The ol wenl tearing from the stage
sitonling at the top of their voices,
Feaple sprang to theie feck in oll parts
of the operw-honse.  Only  Clancdios,
atherwiae Owen Dalwyn, the impressario,
remained still,

Locke leapad to his feet at the first
alarm, ss dil Jack Drake. The detee-
tiva's voice rang olear to every parlt of
the building :

“Reep calm !

That wos the order he sent forth in
sucl an lmpressive mwanner that even

those most panic-stricken restratned Lheir

mad desire to rush from the building.

Drake, meantime, thumped the flab-
bergeated orchesira conductor oo the
Lark.

“What have you stopped p]an’inr for o+
he demanded. “Play. man—play | Any
oid thing, Give ‘em ‘Busannah’s
Baueaking Shoes! ™

Tha orchestra conductor pulled himself
together, and nobly rose to the cecasion.
And so the jazz strain: of * So=anmah’s

Squeaking Shoes ¥ rang Lhroughout the
butlding, which but a few moments
before iud resounded with the highbrow
njusic of grand opera,

As for Ferrers Locke, dircetly he had
stemmed the impending panie, he turned
his goze again to the stage. To hia con-
sternation, he caught a glimpsa of the
* Homan citizens " Heeing from the stage,
while Owen Dalwyn remained prone on
the boards.

It took but a fraction of a second for
Locke to make up his mind how to act.

He vaulted lightly on fe the brass rail
of the orchestra enclosure, remained
poised there for & momeni, 1then made
a fymg leap over the conductor's
shoulder on te the stage. As sure-footed
as & cat, he alighted on the prompter’s
box, on either side of which extended
the array of footlights.

Then again ha harled himself forward.
The ashestos fire curtain came down with
a run, just missing his head,

But now the defective was on the stage
with the asbesios eurtain between him-
eolf and the audience. IDdarting to the
side of Dalwyn, he raised the temor In
hizs srms. The yellow tongues of flame,
bursting from the almost destroyed
draperies, licked hs hands and clothes.
A stream of water from a small hose,
operated by =ome zealous stage-hand,
strack against the side of his head and
zent him reeling,

“1li, go casy, my friend!” roared
Locke, “I'm not an fire !

Avouding further contact with fire and
wator, he staggered with hiz hurden into
the wings. ora Carl Hazzard, the
immaculately dressed maneger, who had
just come round from the front of the
thentre, met him,

“My dear Locke,” cried the manager,
“what 15 it? What has happened Lo poor
Dalwyn

Ferrers Locke, who had only had time
te galher the man in his arms and dash
from the stage, bad not more than
glanced ot his burden.  But the dead
weight of the man told him that the
tenor was unconscions, H  indeed life
remained in him ot all,

Instead of altempting a reply lo ihe
manager's anxious query, hoe demanded
ratighly :

“Lead the way fo Dalwyn's dressing-
room "

Some of the actors and stoge-hands
were getiing the blaze uwnder control—
of that he was aware, The draperiez had
burned themselves oaut, and had fallen
&t masa of smouldering ashes about the
stage.

And the manager, with one Guick
glance round, noted that .the danger ta
the building was past. With a sigh of
reliecf he led the way to the dressing
room of the impreesayio,

Yery tenderly Ferrers Locke Taid the
singer down on a wellsprung seltes,
Then, raizsing Dalwyn's head in his arms,
he quickly ran his eves over the man.
Buddenly hiz eyes nartowed to pin-poinls,
and his face assumed a sct expression.
For at the bael: of Dalwyn's neck an
ominous stain of crimzon showed !

“Good heavens ™ muttered
“The man has been stabbed |

“Etabbed "

Every veslige of colour loft 1hwe fat,
flashy face of the theatre-manager as he
bont over the singer.

Locke indicated the stain on Dalwyn's
neck and at the back of the shoulder of
the Roman caplain's uniform that he
wore. Then he looked up with a start as
the door of the dressing-room wasz Aung
open to reveal the form of a woman in

Locke.

Ferrers Locke af the fop of the treel

dove-grey evoning-dress. Tt was Miss
Gwen Dalwyn, siter of the opora-singer.,

For a moment the woman, white-
faced, stoad swaying al the door. Then
with a ¢ry she reached her bLrother's

side.,

“Owen! Owen!" ghe enied,  * Spenk
—speak to me!" Then, drawing away
shghtly with her eyes wide and staring,
she multered, in trombling accenis

0h, the villains —the villuins! They
—they have killed him!™

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
A BafMing Mystery !

ERRERS LOCKE stooped down
and gently  raised the grief-
strickepy woman fram her knees,
As he did so. Jack Drrake, who

had come round in scarch of his chief,
entered the dressing-room.

“"Ab, in the nick of time, mv boy'™
sald Locke, in a tone of relicf, " Plowse
look after Miss Dalwen !

The boy led the lady o a scat at
ihe dressing-table.

“Is the woman righl, Locke?®"
muttered Carl IHarzard, in a distressed
voice, s poor Dalwyn indeed dead?”

Locke looked up and shook his head.

“Thenk Heavens, he still breathes !™
he said. “Go  beivre the curtain,
Hazzard, and request -that if there is &
doctor m the audience, he will comae
round 1o the stage door at once. Meot
himm there yourseli, and bring him to
this room.”

The manager hurried away. The fire
hl.;lg heen gﬂfllj underfc?ntrnl, but  ihe
stage presented & pitiful spectacle, In-
stead of the beauliful scenie ¢ffecls of
the second ‘act of the opera, the place
was littered with ashes, charred pieces
of wood and canvaz, and cvervthing was
web with water. The agilaled composer
of the opera, the prima donna, many
ladics and gentlemen of the cast, and 2
number of -stage-hands were oxcitedly

discussing  the amazing evends of the

evening.

Going before (e drop eurlain, which
had been-lowered, he made his request
for a doctor.
~ Withdrawing Tvom the slage. ho was
in Lime lo meet the first-doctar whe pre-
sefited himecll al the stage door, and at
ﬂnﬁﬁhmndm‘lcd the surgeon to Pulwyn's
dressing-room.

Ferrers Locke had cat away Dalwyn's
clothes and lewmporarily dressed the un-
fortunate man's wounds with a field-
deessing such us he always carvied with
him, He whispered a few words lo the
medical man. Then. as the docior bent
over Lthe patient, he bultornholed  the
theatre managoer.

Y Look bhere, Huzrard,”™ said
Locke, in a zorinns (one,
more in Ehie bosiness  {han
aye IV

The manager siarled.

Ferrovs
*There is
neels  Lhe

“ You meuan thot —thad i wasn'l an
aceilont !
“I do. In my opinion the wound

which Dalwyn received, and the fire that
broke oul on the slage, were the results
of foul play.™

Mazzard opencd his wonib as though
{o speak again, but Locke hastily eut
in.

“Listen fo mwe, [Tazzard,” he =aid. =7
want you o give orders immnediately
that no one is to leave the stage door
of thia theatre."

“Bul_but many have lefl alreads?
A number of the aclors anud  stage-
hiands rushed out ai ihe firsl alurm, so
the attendanl at the door lold me.”

“You will find that most of those

Talking of money, there’s £300 to be picked up ! See Page 2.
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How does he do it ? Pile in and seel

have returned now {hei the fire has
becn. extinguished. Anyway, do as
I tell you!

“That done, telephone for an ambu-
lance and to Inspector Pycroft at Beols
land Yard, and ask him to come herc
with all specd.” )

Greatly upset at the real drama which
had bLeen enacted in his theatre that
evening, Carl Hazzard hurried cut ol
the room to do as he had been hidden,

Slowly, the doctor rose from the side
of the patient.

“Well, what's the wverdicet, doctor?”
asked Ferrers Locke. )

The medical man put his glasses nto
hiz pocket and chose his words care-
Eully.

““Ile has received @ nasty wound,” he
gaid. ‘' Luckily, the knife, or whatever
it was that struck him, missed the
il_}gu]ur TEIN 1]‘1,.' the fraction of an inch.™

Miss Dalwyn rose u:'ls.tmuli?:].: from the
chair and advanced towards himn

“Then—then my hrother will live?™

“That 15 my opindon,’” said  the
medical man  cautiounsly. H Droubitless
an X-ray exanunation of the wound will
he made at the hospital. Until that is
done, nothing really positive can be
soed.™

Ferrers Locke picked up the siained
pertions of the stage untform which he
had eut from Ihalwyn's shoulder, and
carefully placed them' in 2 wardrobe.

“*Kindly see that no ord touches
these, doctor,” he said. “1 shall not
be gone many minutes!™

Nodding toe Drake. the delective left
the tenor's dressing-room and mingled
with the throng in the wings.

* First, my boy!" he whispered, to
Lis nssistant. “* We will toke o look at
the stape where this drama oceurred.
Let's see—ik was up-stage centre?”

Walking up the stage Locke gentlr
flicked rome of the ashes of the
destroyed draperice away with hig hond-
kerchief.

“Bee, Drake,” he muttered, *the
hoards here are stained with a patch of
deep crimson. Thas 13 the spot where
Dulwyn fell I™

Going down on hiz konees, he looked
earefully at the hoarding of ‘the stage
for fully & minnte without speaking
again. Next he took his opera-glasses,
and, placing them close to the boords,
used one of the lenses as & magnifying-
glass.

As he rose, a cheery voice mreeted
].ij.]'ﬂ.

*Ah, Mr
alrcady Y

Tt was Inspecior Pyeroft. of Scotland
Yard, whe, by lraveling the short dis-
tance from the Embankment in a fast
motor-car, had beaten the ambulance
which had also been summoned by

teleplone.
shaok hands with his old

Locke, on the Job

Tlocke
friend, the .11}, man, and brielly told
Pyeroft the broad facls of the case.

“The case 15 clear,” said Pycroft.
“Thie tenor [ellow, Dalwsn, must have
been wtabbed hy one of the singers or
actora, or whatever vom call ‘em, who
ook part in that brawl scene in act
twa.,  1'll have the whole lob of “om
cross-questioned., Somcone must have
gseen the thing done!™

“Tlon’t sou bhe too sure, my worlhy
friend,”  remarked TLaocke, was
sitfing in the front row of the stalls,
arel T had no idea that a knife had
heen doven into Dalwyn's nock until 1
gol the singer to hie sressing-room.™

Tho lip of the Scotland Yard wman
curledd slightly benecath his mousiache.

"You've fonnd the -weapon with
which the deed was done, of course?”

" Na." replied Locke.

¥ ;n"-"e’ll, I''m  hanged!™ mutlered
Pycroft. .
“But I have somelhing to show

you,” said Locke calmily, )

IHa moved off lowards the dressing-
room of the tenor, but halled as a
stretcher  was  brought  along  with
Dalwyn lying on it The ambulance
had  arrived. Behind the stretcher
walked Miss Gwen Dalwyn.

The sleuth touched the lady on the
arm.

“* Miss Dalwyn,” he =zaid, *1 wish to
be of as mueh assisinnee to you as
possibila, When  you hoave seen your
brother fo the hospital, will you kindly
return here 3"

The lady nodded. and gave Locke a
look of gratitwde before leaving  the
theatre.

“Now, D'vercft,” szaid Ferrers Locke
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cloth, Pyeroft gazed at the warks long
gnd carnestly.

“ Fvidently  the
before 1L was worn,
length.

“ 3o vou think that likely, [lazzard I
asled Locko,

“I do not,” retarned the manager of
the opera house decidedly. * Dalwyn’s
costume, like all those wsed in * The
Conquest,” was absolutely new for the
performance this evenimg,”

“Waell, it doesu’t matler, un:.'wny,"
saicd Pyeroft. "1t docsn’t gei vs much
farther with the case.™

I not 5o sure,”” el Fereers Locke.
“Theose small black marks vou see on
the crimson stain are not {row prease-
paint, or anvihing of that nature. Unless
I am preatly mustaken, they aro stains
of ordinary petrelewm-jelly, or vasclioe,
in which has been mixed common or

wans ddirky
he remarked at
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Ferrers Locke vaulted lightly on fo the brass rail ol the orchestra enclosure, and
from there fock a flying leap over the conductor’s thoulder on to the siage.
Ing the fallen player, he raised him in his arms, the yellow tongues of flame [rom

the burning draperies licking bis hands and clothes.

Reach-

{S{-‘-ﬂ [‘hnp!‘r'r 1]

te the tnspeclor, 1 will show

exhilil gual™

No ooe was in the tenor’s dJressing-
rooni as he pushed open the door, The
doctor il :'ll!-:,"{l]l'l]].ill_tjl‘_'-l'_l the mrly with
the injurcd man. yerofl, Drake, and
Carl Iavsard followed {he sleath into
the aparuncnt, wondering greatly what
it was that Locke had 1o exhibvit to
then.

Going to ihe wardrobe, Forrers Locke
aponed the deor and fock out the por-
tion of erimson-stained uniform  which
he had cut from the tenor’s shaulder,

“Jlave wvou g napnifying.plass with
yon, I'yeraft 3™ he ashed

The mepeclor produced one.

“Coad 1 said Locle. “1 rea that
you believe in the oy Seouts’ motto:
‘Bo Prepared.” Now carefully examine
this coat.  Notice particularly the tiny
blark marke near the collac !

Plaving his glass over ilo

you

stained

parden sool, There is nothing i this
dresstng-rocim 1o andieate that [lalwen
gobt {he stams on his coslome Befare he
went on the stage.  Therefore it s
rensanable to supposs  ihar ile knile
et wounded bim waz coaled with the
staelf. "

“But, wy dear Mr Taocke,™  ex-
]:n.lg.l,u]rllmi the thoalro TR REFTTLIRY o8 T none
of the kroves wsoed 1o Aed TE thiis
cverdue wire Lhus eoaled with petrol-
LR j['”}'. Tilﬂ}‘ were miiy alogo
E]'I'HI“_"'[".;["E—,”

“We will examine them,” said Locke,
“thaungh T do not expect to find the
woapon which was uwsed for the deed
atmang them, Come—let uws go on tho
stage again.”

By this time {he audienee had left the
opera-hiouse, Many of (e singers who
hatl taken part in the wew production
hiadd changed Lo street atlive. XNow they

# The Eleventh Event !*—next Monday's detective thriller |
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snd ihe stage-hands weore 1mpatiently
wailing for the official invesligntions to
be completed so that they could go
home.

Leading his companions back on to
the stage, Ferrers Locke pointed to some
tiny dark stains near the small patch of
crimson,

“Here we have the sama phenom-
enon,” he remarked—"'black, pgreasy
raarks, They correspond with the marks
on Lhe coslume worn by Owen Dalwya.”

Insppctor Pyeroft bent his burly form
over the marks and examined them
through his gloss. Rising, he stroked
his chin thoughtiully.

“H'm! 1 see—I see!” ha murmured.
“iy theory of this affair is that one
of those -:haltals engaged in the same scene

ps Dalwyn had a grudge against him,
This -:ha?. whom I will call Br. X,
knew jolly well that he would be

nobbled for a cert if _he used the
property krife issued to him for the
decd he had in view, So he had another
knife concesled on his pereon.”

“I can hardly credit it!" said Carl
Hazzard, * Why on earth should a man
who had a grudge against Dalwyn elect
to do such a thing in public, with a
couple of thousand pairs of eyes looking
ont"

“That’s just it " eaid ths C.1.D. man.
* Although all those folk were watching
the seene, no ona appears to have seen
the actual stabbing. As a matter of fact,
it was the safest method Mr. X could
ltave selecled. There was the brawl on
ihe stage. The musie was playiog.
voices were raised in song, knives were
flashing, and in the general l'mr];.r-hurlﬁ
iho gpssassin got in his blow, whie
1|.j11ight have proved fatzl to thiz singer
chap.”

"%"ery good! Very good, Pycroft—
as far as it goes!™ said Ferrers Locke.
“And perhaps you can explain the
manner in which the draperies caught
firo immediately afterwards? For one
might suspoct that the fire was started
to create confusion and cover up the
traces ol a crime.”

“Huh! H'm! ¥Yes!" szaid Pycroft,
growing a trifle redder about the neck,
““ But, hang it all, I've hardly started
my investigations wet! I'll find out the
reason when I've had a further quz
round, never Fou fear! Kindly som-
mon all the men who appeared an the
stape wilh Dalwyn in thé brawl scene
of Act IL" . .

While tho manager was doing this
Terrers Locke put a few guoestions fo
one of the scene-shifters. According to
the man, several of the knives which had
been used in Act IL had licen dropped
an the stage when the sing-rs had made
their hurried departure. They had been
collected up by the ﬁfage-{mnda and
placed on a beneh in the wings.

“The property man's gut the whole
lobt of 'em there, sir,” swd the scone-
shifter. “Those what wefe brounght orf
by the hactors, too.”

Followed by Pyerofl and Jack Drake,
ihe sheuth crossed to the properiy-man,

“Have you the full complement of
Enives nsed in Act 117" Lo asked.

The proverty-man nodded and jerked
a thumb in the direction of a bench
behind him.

“They're all here, siv,” he replied.
"And none of them 15 stuined with
blood, either.”

“Thank wyou,” said Ferrers Locke,
atier glancing over the avray of slage
weapons, o Lhat is all I wanted lo
know."

Meantime, Carl Hazrard, manager of
the opera-house, had collected the singers

who had taken part in the brawl scene.
Thera were two dozen in all, The
majority of them had by now changed
into civilian attire,

Both Locke and Pryeroft plied them
with guestions. Dut one and all denied
all knowladge of the drama which had
been acted so close to them on the
boards. The first they hed heard of it,
they averred, was after Dalwyn had
been carried from the stage.

But Pyeroft was by no means satisfied.
Ho oridered a couple of constables who
were present to search the dressing-
rooms and the other parts of the theatrs
behind the footlights. He personally
ran his hands over each of the men
assembled on the stage. Not a trace
of another knife such as could have
cauged the injury Dalwyn had received
was lo he found, however.

The inspector chewed hiz moustache
and looked like a man who had
bumped up against & problem beyvond
his capacity.

“Remarkneble !' he muttered.
remarkable [

At that moment Dliszs Gwen Dalwyn
was edcorted into tho theatre from
the staro-loor cntrance. She wore o
beauwtiful blue wrap over her dove-grey
evoning-gown. The colour had returned
te her checks, and her whole bearing
was calm and dignified.

“Yourd brother s a trifle belfer,
Miss  Dalwyn?"  murmured Ferrers
Locke, stepping forward te proet her,

“Yes, thanks, Mr. Locke! The
doctors at the hospital say that bhe will
be greally improved after a night's rest.
Whoe are lhoge men lined wp over
there "

“They are the singers who enacted
the rolo of citizens in the scene in which
your brother received his injury.”

The woran's Ii.‘['}ﬂ. sompressoed Elip,'l]”_‘-‘.

“Then it was one of them who struck
my brother down?™

‘I cannot savy, Miss Dalwyn—vyet,"”

“PBut it must have beent™

Taking a couple of steps on {o the
stage, she came face to face with the
men who were lined up. Immedintely
an  exclummation left her lips.  Then,
raising her hand, she pointed a tremb.
ling linger al a medinm-sized man af
the ¢nd of the front row., Her voice
rose 1n a hysterical cry:

“Ieo's here—here bafore me! Tobert
Girifiths—the man who stabbed my
brother [™

*Yory

r—_mi

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Hunted Across Europe !

5 to who was lhe mozt astonished
A at ithe sudden denunciation by
the woman, it would be difficult

to say, Ferrers Locke, accns-

tomed as he was to surprises in his
adventurous career, was laken aback.
The man himself who had been pointed

ont as  the culprit ntppmrmt flabber-
gasted. The blood faded from his
cheoks. And though he opened his

mouth as though to speak, he closed it
again without uttering a sound.
“Come, come, Miss Dalwyn,' said
“That is a senons accun-
What proof have

Ferrers Locke,
sation you have made.
you to submtantiate it

“ This.

That Robert Griffiths has

A chance for everybody! £300 in prize money! See page 2,

always been the cnemiy of my brother.
Thiz man lived in the same town in
Wales where my brother and I were
brought wp. An uncle of Griffiths left
iy Owen a small legacy, and Griffiths
made himsell most objectionable about
the matter.”

“ But, this was years ago?” murmured
Liocke.

“Yes," said the women. “But there
has been great bitterness on Griffiths’
part since, Doth he and Owen were
pequiring & musical education.  The
legacy came in haudy to my brother for
the purpose, and Griffiths took no pains
to conceal the envy he felt. I wasn'i
aware Ethat Kobert Grifiths was o
member of the caste of the new ohbero.
But here he 15, and he was on the stage
at the time my brother was stabbed.”

“Huh " grunted Pycroft. * Ne proof
that he stabbed him though!” Turning
to Rohert Griffiths, the aceused man, he
said. " You knew Mr. Dalwyn?i"

Exriffiths moistened his I

“1 chid,” he replied., “But I swenr I
:_'[Iig'rﬂﬂt stab him, nor do 1 know who

1 .

“I should like lo see the brawl sccno
in Act Il reconstructed,” said Inspecior
Pycroft. “ DBy the way, Mr. Hazzard,
how Jdid Mr. GrifBths here come fo gob
a job in the same company with
Dalwyn *'

“1t was Mr. Dulwyn who recommended
him for 2 small part,” said the cpera
house manager.

“Yes," interposed CGriffiths. “1fF vou
wank to know, 1 may az well tell vou
[ was down on my luck, mnd Dalwyn
gave me a leg up ™

Ome of the other members of the com-
pany lined up gave a cough,

“Ahem!"” he said apolopetically. * I
think, in consideration of what haz lwen
said, 1 cught to tell you, inspector, what

heard before going on the stage to-
night. Passing Dalwyn's dressing-room
I hoard voires raised in onger, Ope of
thern was Dalwyn's, the otheor--Robect
Criffiths" I

All eyes turned on the man at the end
of the front row. FPlainly Griffiths was
VOT unceomiorfable. Hiz face was
Hllff:ll.'ﬁl&{l with rod, and his hands ¢lenched
and nnaclenched nervously. .

“Hang it, I ought to have told you !”
he growled. *I—I wanted to obtain a
loan from Dialwyn, I've been extremely

hard up of lnte. He refused, and -
and —" - .
“Yeu threptened him?Y  finizhed

Ferrers Locke quietly. .

Iobort Griffiths started and hung his
head.

*¥eos,"” he said. “Dut T meant no-
thing. It—it was an idle threat.”

But the squara jaw of Inspector
Pycroft was stuck out at an aggressive
angle, as he looked over the men who
had sung in Act LI,

“{('an any of you remember how clase
Ciriffiths was to Dalwyn on the stage?”
he demandad. ]

No less than three of the men gave it
as their opinton thet Robert Griffiths was
close ngainst Dalwyn on the stage. Thev
remembered, owing to a distinetive dross
which Griffiths had worn in the scene.

Tt was enough for the Scotland Yard
man. Ilis eye flickered in the direction
of & policernan who had bren standing
in the background, and his hand fell on
the shoulder of the Welih singer,

“ aobert Ciriffiths,” he said, “i1b 15 my
duty to place you under arrcst on the
chavge of attempted murder and causing
grievous bhodily harm to the nerson of
Owen Dalwyn, And 1 warn you that

Where 2d. is more than 2d.—in the MAGNET |
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On your travels, jaunts and capers—

enyihing you say may be ‘taken downl

and used in evidence against you."

For a conple of moments the Welshman
giared at the 1.1, man, while the colour
mounted hif‘her on his cheeks. Then
with & grow! like an angry bear he threw
the inspector's hand off hiz shoulder, and
rave Pyeroft a sharp jab with his Rst in
the region of the belé.

“Dach M gulped Pyoroft.

“ Now keep your hands off me, you fai
biuebottle I gaid Griffiths in a towering
rage. ' If you so mueh as—" _

But before he had time even to finish
his sentence, Pyeroft had sprung for.
ward and snapped a pair of “ darbies ™
on hiz wrists.

“Take him awav!” ordered chmﬂ,
as the eonstuble gripped Griffiths by the
armi. ' T'll come along a bit later.™

When Griffiths, loudly protesting his
innocence, and calling the police * dunder-
heads ™ and a few ather choice names,
had been led away, Pyeroft rubbed his
hands topether as though well satisfied.

“Thank you, Miss Dalwyn,” he said,
“Put for vou it may have been a hard
job to have laid hands on the culprit.
There's no doubt that Griffiths, ﬂ.ﬁ'lli‘l'
threatening your brother, decided to kill
him, What has become of the knife
with which he did the deed, and how the
fire ccenrred, are mabfers which I have
no doubt I shall speedily solve,”

Then Locke broke in.

“ All the other singers who took part
in the opera are still present,” he said.
" Will you kindly make sure, Hazzard,
that all the stage hands, eleciricians, and
so forth are here tool” _

Pyerofi revealed his impatience as Carl
Hazzard proceeded to find out what
Locke wanted to know. It tnrned out
that one stage hamd, called Andrew
Stube, who had rer:-nntll;r,-' been engaged,
had not been seen since shortly after the
fire. The man had helped to collect up
the weaponz whieh had been left on the
stage, and it was opined that he musi
nave gone home, Ferrers Locke made a
Eﬂtni of the man's address in his pocket

ook,

“Waste of bme,” grunted Pyeroff.
"Though I might go and interview the
man mysell to-morvow if we don't find
that knife. Not likely, though, that the
chap would have picked a blood-stained
knife from the stage without noticing it.
Take my word for it, Griffiths brought
the knife off himself, and has put it down
some crack or crevice. We shall find
it 1

T Homelow, I don’t think voo wiil”
suid Ferrers Locke, shaling hiz head.
“To my mind, it's a pity that you
arvested poor Griffithe. DBut it's none of
my buginess, 1 shall, however, with yaur
pernnssion, Hazzard, take a8 fuvther look
round the theatre.”

Do oso by all means, my dear Locke, ™
saicd the manager heartily.

Preroft shrogped his shoulders. and
grunting an excuse, went off {o help the
two constables o their search for the
miseing knifo,

“Crumbs ! sabkd Jack Irake 1o his
famous master, “This i3 4 guear go
altogether ! You don't think the man
Ginffiths did the job ™

“Trankly, 1 den't,” said Torvers
Locke. " Another theory has been form-
g wradually in iy mbul. 1 iuntend to
pat it 4o the tesl, Faollow me 1™

Leaving the manager, who had oiher
Lusiness to attend o, he led [hake to the
ladder loading up inio the ~ fics,”  They
chmbed thiz, and cautionzly made thoir
way high up above the stage, A norrow
bav-ony extended the whele depth of the

stage on both sides.

suspended above and across the stage,

ston on his keen face.

marks on the guardian rail.

“By Jave, I believe I'm right I he ]

said. ' Dalwyn was assaulted with the
knife from up here !”

“From up here?
Dirake, in pmazement

Locke pointed to the black amears on
the rail.

“There is the ovidence,”™ he gaid.
“Those marks are of soot unaxed in
petrolewin jelly. Similar stains showed
on Dalwyn's costume and on the stage.”

“You think thut the Enife was coated

U HIEEAL T
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To the wooden ratls 7'
of these weie tied 8 number of ropes
attached to the various rolls of scenery:

Walking along one of these narrow’ kmife
wooden baleanies, Ferrer: Locke gazed!
dlown at the stage, a thoughtiul expres-
Then anddenly:
hiz eyez hghted on two or three black’

exelaimied Jack.
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ITe paused, and then resumed: _

“"Now we come to the crime itsell
Standing up here, the would-be aszasgin
woibid rﬁis opportunity. He burled the
downwards o  the stage. The
knife, being black, was invisible against
tiie black draperies in the background,
and went unnoticed by the auwdience,
Then, directly he had ihrvown the knife,
the man dropped & small fire-bomb
behind the draperies, and out of sight of
the audience. This igmited directly it
struck the stage, and next instant all the
draperies were ablaze, ™

“Tul surely theé folk in the wings
would have seen anything dropped
Lehind the draperies, sir?"”

“MNo. There were side picces of
seenery ot in' such a way that it was im-
possilile to see on the stave,’

“By gum,” muttered f)r:ﬂm. “if ‘your
theory 1s correct, it was a jolly wwell-
conceived affdir., DBut if the knife was
tHirown from here, it must have sirnck
Dalwyn on the neck and then Tallen to
the sizage. In that case surcly someone
would have found i7"

“1Unless,” said Ferrers Lovke, "ihe
miscreant who stood wp here to perform
the deéd hastened down the ladders and

man at the end of the (ront row,

Miss Dalwyn came face to face with {he men who were lined up in a row,
Then an exclamaiion left her lips. She poinfed a trembling finger at the
* He's here,”” she cried, hoarsely.
Griffiths—1he man who stabbed my brother ! **<(See Chapler 2)

“ Robert

with petreleum jelly in which soot or
lmp-black had been mixed 77

“That's so, niy boy. Let usz try to
reconstract the crume in theory.
hand has a grudge awvainst Daiwyn or
one of the other singers. Ils posscsses
sonte skill in knife-throwing. So he lays
his plans well in advance. Knowing
that long black draperies act az o back-
ground (o the scene on the stape, and
that the seene iz played 1 a fairly dim
light, he Llackens the knife with soot
mixed in petrolewm jeliy.”

“Rather messy, =@, conenented Joek
Drake, * Black painl weuld have been
beiter,”

"o it weould., But i all prelability
the man bad kept the Lhnife cosled o
petroleuny jeliy {o prevend rust. There-
fore, it was an ea:y patter {for him 1o
s lump-black or soot with 1t 1o darkef
the lnife.”

A slage.

assisted in clearing up the sfage himeelf.
Newlles: to say, his first tlm-u[]zhl would
b2 for the knife, and he would pick it
upr and conceal it ™ )

“IWell, it ought to be fairly casy to
find aut which of the hands were up here
during 1he second ael,” suid Jack Drake.
Mozt likely it was (hat chap  Andrew
Stube, who pushed off heme in such a
upghiy huorey,” o

“'[here iz a pointer in that direction,”
apreed Ferrers Locke. " Hul let us
descond {o the stage and maoke a few
more indguiries. '

By questioning some of the other stage
hands, Locke found that Stube, whe had
been  enmaped  only rm‘ent‘lag." at: the
thieatre, had been in the Aics doring part
of the performance. The wan  was
deseribed g of foreign descent, of bulky
proporiion:, and posseszed of a- short
Il1lillh1.I-l.l"'h'l'_" und beard.
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When Locke went 4g bid the opera-§ Inspector

Hhousa manager good-might, the latter
eatnesily expressed the lwpe that he
would  continue  the Investigations.
Mozeover, lHazzard offared to pay all
G penses.

caving the opera house, Tiocke and
'rake took a faxi and bowled home to
Baker Street.  But although the hour
waa close on midnight, they had no
thought of sleep. eeping the taxi
waiting, they hastily Ghﬁngaﬁ into zomc
old clothes and cabbed it as far as
Shaftesbury Avenne.  There they paid
off the toxi and wallied to Stube's address
in Soho.

The place proved to be & small Italian
lodging-house. They awakened the pro-
pristor from his sleep, and, paturally, the
man was fur from pleased to have
visitors at that wnearthly hour.  How-
ever, s pound note pressed inkto his
greasy palm by the detective made him
rather more amicabla.

The landlord, in answer to Tocke's
{jnl‘uerms. stated that he knew but little of
Andrew Stube, for the man had anly
stayed with him for three davs. Locke
preased another pound inte the Ifalian's
Wi ln’g palm, and the man agreed to let
the sleuth look over the reom eccupied
by the stage hand.

‘It took but a glance for Locke o sce
that Stube had no intention of returning
that might. All his clothing had heen
removed, and only a few articles of no
monetary value remained,

"My aunt, look at this, sir!” sud.
denly cxclaimed Drake, who had been
peering into & small cupboard.

. The find proved to be a nearly empty
tin of petroleum jelly.

But Ferrers Locke was on his knees by
the empty fice grate. He thrust his
hand in and beran feeling about the
chimney.

“Here we have it !" he cried triomph-
antly, as he brought his hand down
again, It was on a soot-covered ledge
at the back of the chimney just above
the grate,’

And he produced o broad-bladed knife,
dirly with 200t and vazeline, and with
ominous rust-coloured stains along its

cdge.

‘Our finds here have proved m
theory to be correct as fo thepmethcd hi:
which the deed was committed,” said
Locke, “Our next job is to find Stube
and dizcover the motive for the deml.’
_Taking the knife and empty tin with
them, be awd Liz young assistant lefe the
house in Hoho, But the mysteriouns
Stube had made his get-away., Unable
to pick up his teack that night, they re.
turned to Baker Street to snatch a few
hours’ sleep.

After breakfast Ferrers Locke and
Jack Drake separated, and paid a visit
to various railway-stations, steamship
compantes, amd fourist agencics. In the
office of one of the last named, Jock
Drake Lad the good fortune fo learn that
8 man  answering . cxactly to Stube's
description  had ~ booked  through to
Bilan, in Tialy. e reported the dis.
covery to his chief when he returned to
Baker 8trect for luncheon.

“Excelient ! said Ferrers Locke, 1
have telephoned to Inspector Prerolt to
join us at lunch.,  We will then show him
the knife, and learn what happened at
the lice-court  proceedings  against
Griffithe this morbing. The newspapers
were full of the opoera-house sensation.
It would not surprise me to learn, how.
ever, that Tolert Grifiths was dis-
charged from eustody."

This surmise proved to be correct.

[r—

Pyeroft arrived ot Baker
Street looking thoroughly miserable,
Deapite his best efiorks’ to make a case
of the meagre material at his disposal, he
had theard the magistrate. discharpe
Griffiths on the grounds of “insufhciont
evidence. "

“ Well, cheer up, my dear Pyeroft!™
said Ferrers Locke gaily., *“Bing-Sing
has made some very excellent rabbit-pic,
And—er—how would you like a jaunt
over to ltaly¥"

“To Italy ! echoed Pyerelt. “What
the dickens—--"

“TI explain,” said Taocke calmly. ** A
mun calling  himseli  Andrew  Stube
secured o job as a4 scone shifter at the
Grand Metropolitan. That is the man
whe stabbed Owen Dalwyn. I vou wish
to retrieve the blunder yom made in
arresting Robert Griffiths, you will take
a few days from the Yard to accompany
Drake and me to Milan. There I hope
to be able to point out to you the wanted
man. After that it will remain for you
to toke extradition proceedings and get
the fellow back to Euglund to stand his
trigl."”

A gleam of hope shone in the eyes of
the red-faced police inspector, )

“ By Jove, I'll vone, Mr. Locke!” said
he. Y was & fool not to have taken
yvour advice in the first place™

L] L L - L) L

It was five days later. Very much
against his will, Imspector Fyeroft, of
Seotland Yard, occupled a dress-cirele
zeat between Ferrers Locke and Jack
Uralke in the Milan Opera House.

“La Boheme! snorted Pyeroft for
about the umpteenth time. “1 don’t hold
with grand opera; it's too highbrow !

“ Sh-sh, my dear Pyereft [ murmured
Locke, * Perhaps nover again will you
hear the role of Rudolph sung as it 15
being sung to-night. Carlosa, the great
Italian tenor, is wonderful, is he not?"

“He's got a fine, loud volee,” admitted
Pycroft grudgingly. “Dut he's no pic-
ture to look at. ?t‘uﬂ't stand those burly,
¢lean-shaven, oily-locking fellows.  1le-
sides, I haven't understood a word of the
first act. T'd sconer see a deccnt picture
of old Charlie Chaplin any day of the
week than szit and listen to a lot of
Macaronis screeching in Italian.™

From thiz it will be judged that
Inspector Pyeroft, of Scotland Yard, was
not in the best of humours. Ie had
been dragged to the opera against his
will.  And, although they had been a
whole day in Milan, Locke had made no
move to point out to him the man wanted
for the Dalwyn stabbing affray. Instcad,
during the day the private sleuth had
gone off on his own, leaving ycroft and
Drake to amusge themselves as best they
could,

To Pycroft's further annoyance that
night, directly after the opern Ferrcrs
Loacke insisted on them abl going to the
slage door, ““to watch the stars come
out.”

* Really, My, Locke," said Pycrolt, *if
vou'll exevse my vemarking so, you're
potry on these opera gingers,” d

Mevertheless, 1 {::mt’t stood alongside of
Locke and 1ha and  admived the
daintily-clad prima donna and others as
they emerged from the slage door and
entered their motor-cars. Then a burly
figure eame out, and all recognised the
great Italian Lmproszario.

“Bignor Carloza, chi”
Pyevoll,

“¥es,” said Ferrers Locke.

mutbered

“ Bignor

Carlosa, my dear Pyeroft—ihe man you |

are looking for 1™
LIe noddecd in the direction of two smart

nuech.

w—fake the Gay Companion Papers!

Ttalian policemen whe had been hovering
in the vicimty., To the ammazement of the
(CLLD. man they immediately valked up
to the singer and said a few words thas
rri:u:mrj Carloza to start Back as though
shot.

Then, uttering a cry of rage, the tenor
sprang for his car.

“Quick, Pycrofc!” P'e]]nd Locke, " Get
your darbies on him Y .

There was something s lmperative in
the sleuth’s tone that Pyeroft was con-
strained to obey,

“Good ! commented Locke, " DBundle
himi into the car!”

Pyeroft did so. Locke aud Drake and
the two Italian policemen also rpil::sl in,
and the motor drove rapdly to the Milan
police headquarters.  1Tere Carlosa was
formally charged with the aticmpled
murder of Owen Dalwyn in London, and
placed in a cell pending the resuly of tle
extradition procecdings.

Back at their hotel, Fervers Locke
briefly cleared wup whatever mystery
remgined.

“The stablbing affuir in the Grand
Metropelitan was the ael of a madlﬁ
ealous man,” he said. ¥ Carlosa ha
wen skaying in London after a visit to
the UTnited States. In Awmerica he had
heard Dwen Dalwrn sing, and saw in
the Welsh fenor 2 dangerous rival to his
own gareatig-m He gave out in Leondon
that he was going to return to Ttaly.
Instead, he disguised bimself, and, with
forged relerences, aecured a job at the
Grand Metropolitan az Androw Stube, a
seene shifter, He deliberately laid his

lans for throwing a knife down from the
Ei-:.-;-.a of the theatre at Dalwyn and causing
confusion immediately afterwards by
dropping an incendiary bomb on the other
sidle of the black draperies which were
hung at the back of the stapge.”

“I'm? gronted Pyeroft. “And he
made o thundering geod aim with that
knife, too !

“ife did.  As a matler of fact, I
rememmbered reading somewhere that in
his very early days in Italy Coarlosa had
carncd his hiving by throwing kKumves n
a cirens. Ile brought his old-time skill
to hiz aid in hiz plot against Dalwyn.
Dircetly after the trouble at the Grand
Metropolitan, Stube, alias Carlosa, re-
turned to his lodgings with the stained
knife, which he relrieved from the stago
in the confusion. The knife he sccreted
in the chimney of his rootn, where I
found it. To-day T located the cutlery
firmn in Milan who sold this identical knife
to Carlosa just before his visit to the
States. Then I arranged with the Iralian
police to have the singer arresied
to-night.”

There was ¢ pauge, Then Pyerofl held

out his hand.

“By Jove, you've wonderinl, DMr
Locke ! he sawd. " You have donc ibe
police a preat serviee in bringing the
rascal 1o book.”

“Glad to have bLeen of assistonee,”
relurned Locke hearbily, " Awmd it's a
pleasure to know, too, that Owen Dalwyin
will shortly comie to BMilan ana score ithe
great trivmphh that Carlesa feared o
When he appears in England
again, I advise you to go and liear him,
Pyeroft,”

“No, thanks.," said DPyerefi, as Le
knocked out the ashes of Lis pipe, pre-
?arutur_yr to going to bed. T cHill dow't
wld with thay highbrow stuff thes call
grand opera !

THE EXI.
(Pon’f misz next! Monday's sewsntional
Yee  warn,  enditled " The Rlerenih

Ereatd" By wen Congurest )
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3 SCOUTS AND SCOUTING!
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$ By SCOUTMASTER.
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WHAT IS IT ALL ABOQUT ?

i 1, yes, I've scen lots of “em ! said the slacker,
“Parading about with shorts and sticks! Bul
what’s the use of it all? What is it all about?”

That's a remark I overheard a short while ago
fromn a young fellow who had just watched a troop of Boy

Hcouts pass down the road. 1 sniled a little at this, for I

knew that, in spite of the certain note of disdain in the boy's

tone, that he had only to taste the great joys of scouling to
make him an  enthnsiastic suppeorter - of the growing

mov enent,
He didu't know, He'd heard about Seouts, but that was
all, e bad not troubled to gain access to the inner working

of this fine movement. And that is the seme with many
others, They know of its existence, and that iz about as far
az their knowledge extends. But we of the inner cirele,
s to soeak, know what it iz all abseuk,

It is to teach boys to be men, clean-nunded and hard.
The sorl of chap with the clean-cut features and deep chest,
whe is eut to gain the top rung of the ladder or perizh in
the atiempt. 2

Wea learn more than thab, too-—-lots wore; and that is
where we score again. Scouting is the greatest movement
in the world, and one still in ils infancy. But it is still a
mystery, and will always be. That is the beauty of it all.
It's fuil of mystery and full of something new every day. In
Lthe manner of the proverbial brook, it goes on for ever, and
s it proceeds it widens. _

What is that magnetic influence radiating ils ievesistible
forces over the Great Game? It 1a the “Bpirit of Adven-
ture.” Thera iz a deep secret force hidden in adventure,
the thing which boys thrive on. Clean, wholcsome adven-
burn, with exXpertences gained. Er&r{ boy loves adventure—
he would not be a boy if he didn't., You do yourself. Don’t
¥ou experience that wonderful feeling and thrill when off to
camp—that yon are off on zomo great adventare like the men
of olden times?

ff to camp—among the woods and wild life, in the open
spaces, there to cook your own genb, cxplore the country,
anid camp 23 a good camper does.

Your club-rovin voof is the blue smiling sky, and there

are mo walls 1o be cooped up in. What a club-room, and
what a pustress i Natore ! Thorough in her teaching, she
get= the hest. ot of evérybody,

il RIM.'H

An excellent example of a good scout 13 in Rudyavd
Kipling's “Kim,” Kimball ﬂ’ﬁara, to give Iim his full
namie, was a member of the Secret Service in India. You've
all vead the book of his wonderful adventures, mo douht,
anrl know how Kim becama acquainted with o eertain
member of the Government Intelligenca Department, which
wit= tha start of his amazing carcer? His knowledge of the
native longue and eusboms, his pluck and mtelligenee, stood
him in good stead.

Ile was a boy who vsed his eyes and common szenze, ln
othor words, he was a true Boy SBeout.  Just those Iwo
mitural facilities excrcised in the proper manner ultimately
pot him into the mosl envied position o boy could Le in.

When 1 soy he unsed his oyes, I nobt only mean in the
ordingry sense of the phrase, of just glancing at a derlain
thing, but what he saw he remembered afterwards in every
detaill. e observed, took note, and Hled i+ away, as it
were, for futwre reference. And every scout should enilale
Wim---observe, remeimber, and deduct, That’s frae zeauling.

ON THE HIKE.

“ Pack up vour weounbles e ovour old kithaz, and teap.
Lraknyy, Lrormg

That is how the ofd song should go, rveally, Not exactly
picke up your troubles; pack wp yonr compmg eqguipinent,
and then {ake the first road for the Great Outdoors,

et on the hike—on the move--anywhere. Tt dors not
matler so long as you de, Tlus s vak the time o stick Lo
the club-roour; your club-voom is in the open on the high-
way. Any week-cwd that comes yonr way, guther togelher
the patvol, zhng the jolly old-haversack over your shenlder,
and, with a light heavt and thick a-h staff, go amt lind
wliere the spene spaces ave.

“BE PREPARED!"

The wonderful motto which has made seatiing what iL is,
b grenfoest povernenl in the workl consst: af jusb e

words, Bul words which have volumes of meaning in them. Just
think of it! * Be: Prepared ““—the Boy Scout’s matte which
carrics him forward along the straight road of lile {o zue-
cess, -De you know what it means?

It i3 thus: Hold vourzelf in readiness to help others,
guard yourself well, and alwavs be on the alert, Take for
example the following :

I was walking along one day last sumimer when T saw
two fellows ahead of me going in the same divection, Snd-
denly one slipped and fell, spraining his ankle badly. The
other turned in Jdismay, looked at his friend Iving on the

round groaning, and then seratched his head, nonplussced.
Yhat was he to do? 1 was about to run forword when
another figure came round (e corner at the Jdouble, and was
upon the seene in a twinkling of an eyelid. By the time I
had come up this newconter wva: kneeling he:ide the
prastrate boy.

Onut of his pockel came a small Ne-t-aid eace, and he was
administering aid to the injured fool i & very short time,

This boy was a scout. ITe was ““Prepared.” Ilc knew
exactly what to do, and did it in a very businesslike mauner,
That is merely an ordinary example where knowledge of
first-aid, tanght to every Beout, came in vseful, and alsio a
case of “Beng Prepared.” There are many others, {co
numerous to mention., But things of that sort are being
done every day all over the world,

So you see how fine it is ta be able to help others, and
yourself, It is something to be prowd of, te know that vou can
be of nse in an emergency. In o cese of Bre, or in accidents
of the kind mentioned, divecling strangers, knowing liow to
do this, that, and the other, and alwsrs propared for 1he
oocasion.

It ia thiz kind, woselfizl, rveady to-oblipe nature which
carries Sconrs to the top of the ladder. Poeople realise rhat
that sort of chap is worth hiz zalt a fellow who “obliges
without regarding whom he obliges ™ aml tristworthy to
hold & respon-ible position.

Every branch of profession comes in w Boy Beont
teaining—mechanics, hook-keeping, drawing, printing,
secretarial work, farming, ¢ie.  Bo rhat when the fime comies
ta find an occupation, the Hcout 1< veady to faee the world
with a good start,

Ho has proparved hing=elf, and =< vendy fo tighs in e frus
seouting spicit,

== e

Intelligent Boys wanted

To Lenrn Well.Paid Trades at Home.

Youths and yvoung men wha Are anxiocus fo earn more
monsy skould taks imumedinta advantage oI the op i'l'-
tunity to learn & trade while atill keeping on 1their
precent Jobs. This Er-.'rn.t book Bas helped thousands of
men and hoys to become profeirnt in wosdworking
trades, and they are now earning big money awd have
permanent aud progressive joba.

“The Practical Woodworker"

will teach you Carpentry sad Joinery. Cabinel Making.
Upholstery, etc.
Thie book was written hy over fifty expertr. Auni if you
follow the instructions vown can brcome a tip-top 1rades.
man in a very short time. The Tollowiag are 7 Jew
of the chapters:

- D tic Racks- Pigeon LLotes
b o ﬂmlﬁﬂmﬂn -Beehivea and Fii-

and Rabni ol
1 Diat Mutchef--

&n f—Rleps And I-H.{lﬂnf.t-‘-ﬂhr.ﬂi and Outdoor Nrectlony
= ﬁ'hiﬂbarruwx — Hoxes Ior Special Purposes - Tool
Chests — Work Renches - Garden Carpeitry . Gardsn
Baakets — Trallises — Porches and Arches - Surmmner-
Bongas--Gardenn Raooms orf Bungalows -Garden Lights =
Greenhousés—-Teuts - Foultry Houses - - Incubators and
ChHizkan-raarers: -Tuhs L Churus— Doora & Windowa, ebc.

WRITE NOW.

for our free booklet. which Lelly vou RII abowt thia great

boak teacher. Sand no mopey., Just wiite your name

and addresk on the free coupon, tear it oX, and post
it o1 to ua.

E"XECIELIER.

To the WAVERLEY BOOK CO., Lid. (Mag. 5. Dept.),
96, Farringdon Street, London, E.C. 4.

Pomne. wend e, withioae: chabge ar oblEgRuiog g apder, vanr Froa
st rated  Hooklen,  contxibing  all portesdars ok de fosienis,
ALY, e, of ' The Practical Woodworker ™ obsa i forka.
iR gs 4o vennr offer o frpal she Campbein Wosk el 8 SN EELY
weauinEl  Arge pavmeent, dee Twlapes Sy Be fost by g few sinntl
OnTHEY pevitetis, bemnning ihbriy dasy slier de bveey of o Worl,
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THE BIG FIVE!:

“THE BOYS' FRIEND”
Every Monday.

“ THE MAGNET"”
Every Monday.

“ THE POPULAR"”
Every Tuesday.

“THE GEM”
Every Wednesday.

“ CHUCKLES ”
Every Thursday.

THE EDITOR’S CHAT!

(Continuwed from page 2

provoking here, also something that is serions, snd through

it all looms the generosity of good old Mauly, who never

counts tha cost,

=

“THE ELEVENTH EVENT!"
_ This shows Ferrers Locke faced by a difliculty which looks
imsuperable.  There is soraething a_bit mere than 'ﬁ-ilm'[?'
tuking place in a big internabional spotts figture, and British
sport wounld have had 'a koock-down blow, only -well,
Ferrers Locke happened to tumble in and take a hand
Wateh ont for thas!

——

A FARMING NUMBER !

It i3 a pleasure to announce. this sypplement, Some people
scoff at farming and say it 13 on the down grade. There
15 0 need Lo believe this—in fact, 1t iz all meonshine, Just
read the “Grepfriars Herald ™ in next week’s Maowern

ORDER YOUR COPIES TO-DAY! Everybody who is f’r_jrﬁg':g ahomt farming should secure a copy.
1‘h~:~.|:'n 15 far oo miuch wndilference on the subject, That's why
soine fellows get the wrong pig by the car, Lnough said!
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B  The “Big Ben' Keyless Lever Watchon
THE GREATEST BARGAIN TERMS asver
put belore the British Public by one ol

‘LONDON'S DLDEST-ESTABLISHED
__.', MAIL- ORDER HOUSES.

—

“ I Free

An abaolytely FREE Gift of :

a Solld Silvar Engllsh Hall- . =y

= marked Double Curb Albart,

. Iﬁ,l'l'ﬁ'.:-,. with Seal attached, given F EE
P (A = - " wWith every Watch: -

o — - -

W g SPECIFICATION: Gent's Fullsize Heyless

i Lever- Watch, improved action; fisfed .
patent recoll click, preventing breakags

of mainspring by overwinding.
10 YEARS' WARBRBANTY
rSEJ:[t'r:t'tl receipt of Jd.

i ﬂ%pasu‘. after appro-

wal, sand 1 /Y more., The balance
may then be pald by 9 monthly
payments of . 2/- each.”™ Cash

refunied in full if diseatisfied.

Send 3d- pow to

X4 3. A DAVIS & 00, §

(Dapt. 87}, 26 Danmark Hill,
Lendon, 8.E. §.

:
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Fino New Madel Aecordeon, 10 3 10F 53
Planag . Finlghod. etal- Boond 9-Fold Strong
Bellows, = 1 Kfﬂ' otec., OGrand Organ Tona.
Senb by Beturn Post, to approved orders, for Lf-
Drepaeit and 103 Postage, and promise (o2cnd 2/
Tortaightly £101 15/= in all 15 pald. 2/ TOTOR:
FPREE. Cuuh Frice, 13/8, Fost Freo (Elsewhaero
Doukled., Delipht orF Money Hack, B
Grand THustrated Cateleguc -Post Frea. -Big
Bargaine, Td. to 77/8, Caszh or 1/)- Waok.
Aceardeonz, 12/6 to 48)-. Gramophopes, 39/8
Lo T7/6. Clocka, 4/8 Lo 55/-. Walches, Bf-
Lo T, Jewellary,  Noveltiez, Tovs, Hie, —
PAIN'G PRESENTE HOTSE, Dept. oA,
HASTINGE. {Established 34 Years.)

WIRELESS

THE MOST COMPLETE AND COMPREHENSIVE

CATALOGUE - LISTING EVERYTHING
TWTWIRELESS FROMA CAT'S WHISKER
TO A COMPLETE S8ET. 3d. POIT FREE FROM
DEPT. A, UNITED ELECTRO-SERVICE C0O. (Mail +:|:rﬂ_-_|,r]J
42, 8T. MARK'S ROAD, KENSINGTON, LONDON, W.10.

HEIGHT INCREASED
IN 30 DAYS. 5

Complete

Course.

3]

5 .;thllanmea- Ko Druge, No Dieling, The Molvin Strong System '3

‘IR FAILS., Full particuiars and Testimohidls, stamp.—
Mcivin Strong, Ll (Dapt. 5], 10, Ludgate HiI, Loodon, Eog.
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FOR

T @
-k s Monih!
L Eallyouparforouro 4004 lady's
4 or genbleman's Mead * Marve! =
the fineat cwelra ever offered .on
stichexerptivonllveasyterms, Bullt
g Fopu 10 gtand bard wear.  Brilliantly
ot plated s rieldy  enamelled, ex-
i wi:ﬁiiufv lined In two coloura.
sent packed foee, carcinge paid on

15 DAYS' FREE TRIAL.
Fullywarranted. P;amptdﬁﬁﬁuri.-,
w Money - refonded i dirgatisfietl,
Big bargains in slightly factory.
aoiled * moonts. . Tyvrea and
Accessorles 33%% below “shop
cea.  Buy direet from the
{Err-:mr;.r and save pounds,
ow m seven.year-old MEAD
whicth had texverasd 75000 milea,
beat G50 up-to-date machines and
broke the warld s pegord by covering
i aEAmilesf Sdavsisexpiainedin
ourackcatalogue. Write TO. DAY
tor fees copy—=Nhrimfal of in-
formation about. bicyeles and
centaing  gigantic  photo.
grapheaf onr latest madels,

MEADCYCLE CO.{Inc.)
{Dept. BTST)
Birmingham

HEIGHT COUNTS

in winning. success, Let the Girvan System increase
your height, Wonderful results, Send P.C, for par
 tienlars and our £100 ‘guaranteg to Enguiry Dept.,
AP, 17, Btroud (reen Boad, London, N. 4.

£2 uuﬂ I‘F::;:'Lh"u.!' Chenp Joh Phatographio Material, Cameoras, &e.
] Sepd mb Onon for CATALDGUE AND SAMPLES, FREE, =—
HACKEETTE WORHKS, -!-'}'J’I--'Ef ROAD, LITERPOOL, E

ROUTMANIAN PREE PHT. 65 diffevront Stampe, including set 8
Roumania, 6 new wint Germany {mark], old used Spaing BLC, =Y O
if you ask’ for famous Approvale. A pooo will do —QRAVES & CO. ("E"},
€6, Cambridgs Road, #EA.F:GRTH, LIVERPOC,.

Cure vouraelf as I Jid. LT

STDP ETAMMEHIHG! ticulars Frna.—rﬂjﬂlﬂg =,

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW. LONDOMN. W.C.1.

__YOURS for gwp.

ot Thls hatsdacms fllslzed Gent's Lever Walch

- % gent upoen recolpt of 84,7 After approval

_-:undq.:"- mare, the balance may then ba

paid by B monthiy instalmonta of

Boegen. Guaratised & years. Chain

" -.-rlrl.tll:I fl."ur:.rwwn;m L llel{s' I:ur
Gent's Tia artches i alock g omn ETTRL
M Cash returnod In foll i diszacisfied.  gend EIEIII':IEITT,D -

SIMPSONS (BRIGHTON) Ltd, (Dept. 122)
94, Qucen’'s Road, Brighton, Sussox.

CASH £
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