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. BILLY BUNTER GETS LEFT!
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GREAT COMPETITION FOR CRICKET LOVERS!

FIRST PRIZE £100; SECOND PRIZE £50; THIRD PRIZE £30;

and 120 Prizes of £1 each. . 1 forecast that the Counties will finish the Season
in this order :

Can you forecast how the Counties |57 -
are going to finish up? '
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ope of the other publications taking part im this contest, the Rules as announced, and agree io abide by the
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THE EIRST _CHAPTER.
Bunter Means ‘Business !

1 UNTER !"” roared Bob Cherry.

B Billy Bunter, who was adorn-

ing the School House steps with

- s rtly person, certainly
heard the call. Half Greyfriars might
have heard it, as a matter of fact. Bob
Cherry's voice was own cousin to the
celebrated voice of Stentor of old.

But Billy Bunter heeded not.. He
leaned against the stone balustrade, with
his straw hat on the back of his bullet
head, and grinned.

“ Bunter " :

Still Bunter did not heed.

“Seen that fat idiot Bunter?" came
Bob's voice again, in tones of inquiry,
within the house,

“Just outside,
Wharton.

“Then why didn't the fat bounder
answer?” growled Bob., And ho came
out in quest of Bunter.

“Didn’t you hear me vell?” he de-
manded, as the Owl of the Remove
grinned at him,

“I heard wou, old bean,” answered

I believe,” answered

Bunter. * It's no go.”

“Kh! What's no go?"

“Nothing doing!” grinned DBunter,
“Run away and play!"

“You fat duffer!” said Bob in

measured tones. “I don't know what
you're driving at; but it doesn't matter,
anyhow. Mauly asked me——"

“*Mauly's asked you to go with him
this afternoon?” exclaimed Bunter.

“No, ass! He's asked me——"

“I'm going!"” said Bunter. "I don't
think you fellows ought to butt in. Of
course, old Brocke is bound to give him
a pgood feed at Lantham. He’'ll be
Elﬂased if Mauleverer brings a pal with

mn. That's why I'm going. You
follows can go and play cricket.”

“We're going to, ass,” said Bob. "1
was looking for you to tell you—"

“Oh, I know all about it!” grinned
Bunter. “ You want to pull my leg, and
get me out of the way while Mauly clears
off. I'm fly, you know! Well, I'm
waiting here for Mauly to come out, and
~ I'm not shifting, See?"

Bob Cherry %ﬂllg‘hﬁd*

“I don’t know where Mauly's going,

and didn't know he was going any-

:rhere,:' he said, “He’s just asked me
0 ?
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Frank Richards! | 1

to apeak, the egregious Owl =

William George Bunter thinks it a fina thing to
ke a baronet, but when the chance comes his way
to strut the stage with a handie to his namae, 80

peedily hagins -to

think that plain WiHkam George Buntar is good
enough for him. The astonishing series of evanis
hringing ahout this sudden change of mind is
described in bright-and hreezy fashion by popular

FRANIK RICEARIDDS.

“Oh, T know what he's asked you,”
assented DBunter. “And jyou're mnot
going to shift me. Mauly really wants
me to go with him to meet his guardian,
only he never does knf:ﬁ' his own mind."

“He's asked me—

“(rive it a miss, old chap,” eaid Bunter.
“You can talk till you're black in the
face, but I'm not shifting. I'm waiting
here till Mauly starts, I'm looking for
the car. When the car comes for Mauly
I'm going to be on the spot. See?”

“Will you let a chap finish " shrieked
Bob. “Mauly's asked me to tell you he
wants to speak to you in his study.”

“Dh " Ejaculateg Bunter.

“That's all. Now go and eat coke
said Bob Cherry. And he went down
the steps and joined Johnny Bull and
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh in the quad-
rangle.

Billy Bunter gave a fat grin of satis-
faction. Kvidently he had not been ex-
pecting that message from Lord Maule-
verer. Mauly had, hitherto, shown no
enthusiasm whatever for Bunter's com-
pany that afternoon—rather the reverse.
Bunter was pleased. He intended to join
Mauly in the car, anyway; but it was
quite nice for Mauly to want him,

Bunter rolled into the house, and
paused there to speak to Wharton and
Nugent of the Remove,

“You're plaving cricket this afterncon,
you fellows? You won't want your
Sunday topper, Wharton 7"
~“Eh! As a rule I don’t play cricket
in my Sunday topper,” answered: the
captain of the Remove,

“Then you can lend it to me.”

“Bow-wow [

“I suppose I can have your gold
watch, Nugent?”

“Buppose again!"
Nugent.

- "You see, it's rather a special occa-
sion,” explained Bunter. “I'm going to
meet a baronet.” '

“One of your titled relations?” asked
Wharton with a laugh. “ Well, you can
borrow his hat and watch, if you like.”

“One of Mauly's relations,” said
Bunter loftily. “Lord Mauleverer 1s
waiting for the car to fetch. him to
Lantham. I'm going with him. I sup-
pose I can have that topper "

“You can suppose anything you like,”
said Wharton agreeably. “DBut if you

touch my topper I shall touch you—
hard,”

[
M

suggested Trank

{ affably.

“0Oh, really, Wharton—""

“What's the matter with
topper?’ demanded Wharton.

“ Woell, it wants a lot of brushing, and
it’s never been the same since the toffee
gﬂt on it,” said Bunter. “I want to be

ecently dressed. meeting a baronet, you
know. Mauly's asked me specially to
go with him to meet his uncle.”

“CGammon !”

“I mean he's just going to ask me.
He's sent me a message to see him in his
study, Can I have vyour topper,
Nugent ?" .4

“Just as much as
gold watch,” said
“* No more.”

“Beast " . ;

Billy Bunter rolled away to the stair-
case, and ascended to the Remove pas-
sage, Fortunately, he knew where Whar-
ton's best hat was kopt, s0 if Wharton
went down to the ericket before the car
arrived that would be all right.

In the Remove passage he came on
Sir Jimmy Vivian, the relative of the
noble Mauly. Sir Jimmy gave him a
grin. :

“Mauly's waiting for you,” he said.
“Roll along.' -

“Are you coming to Lantham ?” asked
Bunter, blinking at him. 8ir Jimmy,
who was not always t-ili{, had a newly-
swept and garnished look, and had
clearly been taking unusual pains with
his appearance.

“I'm going,” answered Sir Jimmy.

“Well, I supppse there'll be room for
three in the car,' said Bunter, “I don't
mind your coming, Vivian."

“Don’'t you really?" grinned 8ir
Jimmy.

“Not at all, old fellow,” said Bunter
“QOf course, I shouldn't take
you to meet one of my titled relations.”

“0Oh, wouldn’t you?" grunted Vivian,

“No. Couldn't be done, you know!
My people are.a bit particular,” said
Bunter. * But if Mauly chooses to take
you to meet his uncle, it's no bizney of

mine, You can drop your h's all over
Lantham, if you like.”

And Bunter rolled on to Lord Maule-
verer's Study—No. 12 in the Remove—
lecaving Sir Jimmy Vivian glaring after
him. Sir Jimmy doubled his fists, and
took a step after Bunter, but he paused,
He did not want to meet Sir Reginald
THE MaaNET LIBRARY.—No, 809.

your Own

ou can have my
ugent, laughing.



i

Broocke that afternoon with signs of
eombat about him, '

“The silly howl 1 said Sir Jimmy to
himself. “The 'orrid hass! Yah!"”

Heedless of the schoolboy baronet,
Billy Bunter rolled into Study No. 12.
The door was open, and the key, for
some reason, was in the outside of the
lock. But the Owl of the Remove did
not observe the latter fact. Lord Maule-
vgrer was giving a linal artistic touch
to his necktie before the glass when
Bunter rolled in.

‘“Hero I am, old fellow !" said Bunter,
giving his lordship a friendly poke in the
ribd, which made his lordship give a con-
vulsive jump and ejaculate “ QOw !”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Left Behind !

ORD MAULEVERER turned and
looked at Billy Bunter. He had
finished the necktie, and was
ready to start.

“Bob Cherry told me you wanted to
speak to me here, old fellow,” said

unter, “Here I am, Mauly.”

“Yaas,”” sard Lord Mauleverer,

“When is the car coming 1™

“Any minute now, dear boy.”

“Good! I suppose it can wait a few
minutes,” eaid Bunter, *“I—1 want to
get my best topper, and—and I'd rather
wait till Whosten's gone down to the
cricket.”

Lord Mauleverer grinned. Ha could
_ guess whose best topper Bunter had his
eyes Upon. '

"“Oh, never mind the to
he said. ‘‘Take a pew, old bean.”

Billy Bunter sat down, selecting
Mauly's most comfortable armchair.

“Now, I had somethin’ to say to you,
Bunter,” said Lord Mauleverer. “Yon
know my guardian has written to me to
mcet him in Lantham this afterncon?”

“Yes, old chap.”

"“I never told you anythin’ about it.
It’s surprisin’ the way you get to know
things, Bunter, isn't it¥’

Biily Bunter grinned complaocently.

“Precious little goes on that 1 don’t
know about,” he remarked.

“¥Yaas, that's eo. Horrid little pryin’
beast, ain’t you, old chapi”

“ What?” roared Bunter,

“I—I mean to say, just 50, said Lord
Mauleverer hastily. "“You know that
Sir Reginald Brooke has asked me to
turn up at the Lantham Royal Hotél, 1
dare say.” :

“Yes, I do!” grunted Bunter. *I
happened to hear you speaking to
Vivian—nuite by chance, of course.”

“And I dare say you know there'll be

a spread, what®”
Bunter's cyes pglistened behind his
Lord

r, Bunter!”

glasses,

“And somehow,” continued

Mauleverer, " you seem to have got an |.

idea into your head that you're goin’?” -

“Oh, really, Manly—" P

"X al?u:npld hate to chuck you out of the |
car,’” eald his lordship. “You’re too
heavy for me to handle with any com- ]
fort, Bunter, especially on a warm day
like this.™ ;

Billy Bunter glared at his lordship.
This was not at aﬂ-l what he had expected
to henr in Study No. 12,

“You're a sticker, ain't you, old
bean?’ said Manleverer. *No good say-
m’ ‘ No’ to you, is it, Bunter?”

“If you don't want my company this
afternoon, Mauleverer, you can say so,

_ suppose,” said Billy Bunter, with
dignity.

“Rightt T don’t|»

“He, he, he!"

“Oh, gad! What are you cacklin’ at,
Bunter?”

“Your little joke, old fellow, 1 can
take a joke, T hope.” !

“But I wasn't jokin'.”

“He, he, he!” chortled Bunter.
Evidently the Owl of the Remove was
determined to persist in the view that
Lord Mauleverer was joking. ‘‘It's all
right, Mauly. I know what you mean,
old man. I'm coming."”

“The fact is, Bunter, my guardian has
somethin’ - special  to say to young
Vivian. He's Vivian's guardian, too,

ou know." :

“That’s all right,” said Bunter, *1]
don’t mind.”

“Oh, gad!”

““Of course, I'd rather you didn’t take
Vivian ! said Bunter. *1 hardly care
for his company.” '

i ﬂh 1“

- “PBit too common for me, yvou know,”
explained Dunter. * Of course, T know
he's a baronet, not that I think much of
baronets mysclf, with so many higher
titles in my family. But his traimng,
you know, Mauly. Really, Vivian is a
bit thick, if you don't mind my mention-
mg it. Of course, it wasn't his fault
that he was left an orphan in a slum, or

{ something, without any money, and was

brooght up like a hooligan. Still, he’s
no ¢lass, isn’'t he? On the whole, Mauly,
I'd prefer you to leave him nut; as
‘we're going to a rather swell place.’

Lord Mauleverer gazed at Bunter in
silence, His noble breath seemed to be
taken away. :

“Oh, gad!"” he said at last faintly.

“That’s how I look at it," continued
Bunter cheerfully. “But, mind, I don't
object to stretchuing a point to oblige a
pal, 1f you want Vivian to come I'll
stand him."”

“You—you'll
Maulevercr.

“1 will,”! said Bunter generously.
* PDash it all, I'd do more than that for
a pal. You might give him a hiot not
to cat with his knife, you know., I'll
stand him. I'm not a snob.”

""Oh, my hat !’ said Lord Maulaverer.
“Now, look here, Bunter! I knew you
were watchin’ for me to start, ang I
¢douldn’t possibly have the trouble of
kickin’ you out of the ear. You're too
heavy.” -

dik E.. hej he !‘!‘I‘ . :

““So I sent you a message to come up

stand him?"  gasped

study comfy this afterncon.”
" Eh—what "
r “Good-bye !
- With a swiftness that was very unusual
in his lazy lordship, Lord Mauleverer
stepped out into theé sage and jerked
the door shut behind him. Bunter made
a bound out of the armchair.
Click! |
The key turned in the lock outside.
"Bunter heard a gentle chuckle, and

| the sound of the key being withdrawn
from the lock, and then thé receding

footsteps of Lord Mauleverer. ;
The Owl of the Remave grasped the
door-knob and shook it furiocusly.
- “"Mauly!"” he roared. e
“Good-bye, Bunter!”
“¥Yon've locked me in.”
“¥Yaas. " .
“You're not leaving me here]” roared
Bunter. Y
“Yaas ; :
“Do you think I'm going to slay
locked in this study while you’re gone
to Lantham?" shrieked Bunter.

“Yaas.

here, old bean. I hope yeu'll find the

There’s still a chance to “‘ bag "’ a big money prize—i

“ Beasit! I say, Mauly—*»
But answer there came none.
Mauleverer was going downstairs,

“Mauly !” howled Bunter,

Bang, bang, bang! _ :

The fat junior hammered furiously on
the study door. He understood now
why Lord Mauleverer had sent him that
message to come up to Study No. 12.

The Remove ¢ rang with the
thundering on the ﬁtmr. But the door
was securely locked, and remained fast.
Billy Bunter was a prisoner.

Lord Mauleverer tripped gracefully
down the stairs, and joined Sir Jimmy
Vivian below,

“ All safe?” grinned Sir Jimmy.

"Yaas.”

“Lot of trouble for mothing, Mauly.
You should *ave left it to me to 'ecave
’im out of the car.”

lL.ord Mauleverer shook his head.

“Fasy does it, dear boy,” he
answered. “Why heave him out of a
car when it’s just as easy to lock him in
a study. Wharton, dear boy!”

“Hallo? said the captain of the
?.&ma;e.d“ Just off T?E’Where’n Bunter?
en't he doggi ou?

“He's li;ul_'fiLF 1?;1_ my study for the
afterncon,” explained Mauleverer.

“What on earth for?™

“Beocause I've locked him in.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Would you mind takin’ charge of the
key 1" nakej Mauleverer. *“1 might lose
it, I'm always Josin’ things. 1 shall
want the study again this evemin’, Only
don’'t let Bunter out.” !
. Harry Wharton laughed, and took the
ey.
'E:Righbhn!" he =aid.

“You might lei him out about five
o'clock, if you think of 1t,"” remarkéd
Mauleverer. *“Don’t make a fag of it,
of course. But if you happen to re-

- Lord

happen to be indoors—you might let him
out. Ta-tal” )

And Lord Mauleverer walked away
with 8ir Jimmy Vivian, The car from
Lantham was at the gates, and it was
goon rolling away with his lordship and
8ir Jimmy. Harry Wharton & Co. went
down to the ecricket. And in Lord
Mauleverer's study Billy Bunter alterna-
tively hammered on the door and howled
through the keyhole, in a state of mind
that grew more and more Hunnish with
every passing moment.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Remorseless ! .

ARRY WHARTON & CO. were

H playing the 8hell that afternoon,

i and the Bhell cricketers gave the
Remavites plenty to think about.

of the Remove should forget that such a

limits of the solar system. So far from
remembering his existence at five o’clock
and going to the School House to let him
out, Wharton was at that moment en-

wiing. And as the gpame was not likely
ta finish much }mf[:::*a dark,
probable that William George Bunter
was booked to remain in the study until
Lord Mauleverer's return, '
The feelings of the fat junior were

hammered at the door till he was tired,
and howled through the keyhole when-

You want a good faugh 2 Then read ‘‘ Bunter the Hunter ] V—
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member he's there, you know—and -you-

Tt was natural, therefore, that the captain -
person as Billy Bunter existed within the
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it was

really indescribable when he realised that -
Manuly had gone and left him behind. He -
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—Get busy on our simple Cricket Competition to-day ! B

howls were only answered by chuckles;
the Remove fellows seemed to think there
was something funny in his imprison-
ment. Besides, they could mnot have
helped him without the key.

So the hapless Owl of the Remove
- made up his mind to it at last, and ceased
to hammer and howl, A search in tho
study cupboard revealed the remains of
a cake—which did not remain long ! Two
or three bottles of ginger-beer Fnllﬂwerl
the cake, and then Bunter found a box of
chocolutes. After the chocolates had
Lbeen disposed of, and as there was
nothing more to eat or drink, Bunter
hammered qn the door again, and gave
another howl or two through the keyhole,
Then. he roamed round the study like a
very fat caged lion,

He stopped at the window and blinked
out into the sunshine. There was thick
ivy on the wall below, and an active
fellow with a nerve of iron could have
climbed down. Dunter was not an active
fellow, and his nerve resembled wax
rather than iron. But he blinked
thoughtfully at the ivy through his big
spectacles.

“I'll jolly well chance it'" he mur-
mured. “If T fall and get killed then
Mauly will be sorry he played this trick
on me. He'll suffer from remorse, the
beast !”

- This was quite an attractive prospect—
for & moment. But only for a moment.
Bunter valued his fat neck at a much
higher rate than the pleasure of inflicting
retnorse upori Lord Mauleverer,

Ile turned away from the window.
There was nothing more to eat or drink,
and he could not get out; so, obviously,
the only thing to be done was to sleep.
Sleep was the third pleasure of Bunter's
happy life—eating coming first, and
drinking second.
luxurious sofa was very soft and com-
fortable, and there were downy cushions.
Bunter arranged a cushion for his head
and another for hiz feet, and stretched
his fat person on the sofa and slumbered.
Through the study rumbled a deep and
resonant snore.

Bunter was still snoring at six o'clock
when a car stopped at the gates of Grey-
friars, and Lord Mauleverer and Sir
Jimmy Vivian stepped out. They walked
cheerily to the School House, and came
up to the study. 8ir Jimmy was looking
particularly cheerful, as if he had heard
some good news from his guardian at
Lantham. As a matter of fact, he had.

Lord Mauleverer turned the door
handle, but the door, of course, did not
open; it was still locked. From within
there came a sound like the gtunting and
grtowling of some animal,

“That's Bunter!" grinned Vivian.
¥ Snoring I

“By gad! I forgot the door was
locked,”  said  Mauleverer. * Wharton
can’t have let him out !

Bir Jimmy chuckled.

“Poor old Bunter!" sighed his lord-
ship. “ He's been a jolly rﬁd prisoner all
the afternoon. Cut off and ask Wharton
for the lreg'. Jimmy."

(13 Right_ o Il'

Sir Jimmy started for the cricket-

ground. Lord Mauleverer tapped on the
door,

“ Bunter! Wake up, Bunter !"
“Groogh! Oooooh! Is that you, :.'nui-

beast ™ :
“Yaas "

“Let me out, you rotter!"

“¥Yivian's gone for the key,” said Lord
Mauleverer soothingly., * Won't be a fow
minutes, old tulip.”

“T was going to get out of the window,

-=next Monday’s ripping s

Fortunately, hfiau];r."a 1

Mauly !
neck ?"

*““No such luck. old bean.”

“ Beast !"" roared Bunter.

Lord Mauleverer chuckled, .

“Open that door at once, Mauly, you
rotter ! :

“ Waitin® for the key.”

“Then I'll jolly well climb out of the
window,"

“Go it, old top !
C“Mind, I mean it!"

“"Bo do I!"” said T.ord Mauleverer
cheerfully,

There was a slam as the window was

Suppose I had broken my

thrown up. Lord Mauleverer started for.

a moment, and then he grinned. Billy
Bunter was about the last fellow in the
world to take such a risky climb.

“I'm going, Mauly!"

“Carry on, old top!”

“(i00d-bye, in case I'm killed!"

“Good-bye ! said Lord Mauleverer
with undiminished cheerfulness,

Silence in the study. ILord Mauleverer
leaned on the door and waited for Sir
Jimmy to return. In a few minutes the
schoolboy baronet came scudding back
with the key,

“ Here T3,‘c:=u are, Mauly 1

“Good I

Sir Jimmy unlocked the door and
threw it Then he stared round
the study. The window was wide open,
the curtains futtering a little in the
summer breeze. There was no sign of
Bunter.

“BF Eﬂ.d o
yiorad,
“He can't "ave climbed out of the

ejaculated Lord Maule-

-

*“ After all, if Bunier’s fallen from the window,”’ said Mauly,

Vivian’s attention to the

'iH.... .

winder ! exclaimed Sir Jimmy. *He
wouldn’t 'ave the nerve.”

Vivian rap to the window and looked
down. There was no climber clinging to
the ivy, and no sign of a body on the
f;r::-un -far below, Lord Mauleverer
ooked round the study,

¥From beneath the end of the sofa a foot
was sticking out, and Mauly grinned as
he noted it. Bunter, hidden under the
sofa, was quite unconscious of the fact
that one foot was in full view. The open
window and the empty study were
designed to give Lord Mauleverer the
scare of his life. But Billy Bunter,
though a great schemer, was not a
successful schemer. -

Vivian turned back from the window,

1 and Lord Mauleverer pointed to the foot

and made a sign of silence.
grinned.

“ Poor old Bunter !"” said Lord Maule-
verer.  “lHe's done it! Of course, he
couldn’t elimb! Bound to fall! Fancy
Bunter breakin® his neck under our study
window, Jimmy !"

Under the sofa, Billy Bunter grinned
maliciously. His lordship was scared !

*Hawful!" said 8ir Jimmy solemnly.

M Awful, dear boy—not hawful,” said
his lordship mildly. *“Ought we to gO
down and gather up the body, Jimmy?
I'm rather tired.” i

“8Same 'ere,"” said Sir Jimmy,

Bunter could scama(liy believe his ears,
He had never dreamed that Mauly could
be so heartless as this.

“After all, if he's fallen from the
window he’s past help, so there's no use
goin' down,” said Mauleverer, It's

Yivian

KT T

l (i
I
P A

| i‘ﬂn’h

drawlng

foot sticking out from under the sofa, **it’s

not much use goin’ down to gather up the biis, and I feel rather tired.’’

““Same ’ere ! *’ grinned Sir Jimmy. . (See Chapter 3.)

fury of Harry Wharton & Co. !
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tady Jimmyt Bumter -was expectin’ a
ostal-order, you know ! Now he's gone
efore - it’s arrived—after waitin’ for it

‘whole terms! It's very sad!”

“Beast " murmured Bunter under his
breath.

“'Orrid ! grinned Sir Jimmy.

“But it will be a relief, wor't 1t7".

went on his lordship, sitting down on the
sofa, “I'm sure that if Dunter was still
living he would want to hook on to the
hbliday party in Cornwall—what 77

“Sure to ! chuckled Vivian.

*Bo perhaps it’s all for the best,” said
Lord Mauleverer,
of trouble dodgin® him at the end of the
term. Couldn't lock him in the study
when the school breaks up, could we?
8o perhaps it’s all for the best. Then we
must think of his people, toa ! llow nice
for them not to have Dunter home for
the holidays any more!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Sir Jimmy.

“Fact 15, Bunter’s done K a really
popular thing,” said Lord Mauleverer
thoughtfully. “He didn't mean it that
way, of course, but he has! If it wasn't
too late, I'd like to thark him.”

“Beast | came a roar from under the

rofa. Bunter could stand this heartless
talk no longer.

% E{ gad !
voirce!” said Lord Mauleverer.
be his Ehust.”
"‘ Yah! Rotter!” howled Bunter.
“You'd like me to break my neck,
E;'m‘:;]?’?’t you, you awful, unfeeling Deast !

it .

Bunter rolled out from under the
sofa.

ITe picked himself up, set his spec-
tacles straight on his fat little Noes, pand
glared at Lord Mauleverer, Mauly eyed
him lazily,

“Begad, 1= that you, Bunter, or vour
ghost 7 he asked. i e

"“Me, you beast !™

“But haven't vou broken your neck 1"

asked Mauly, looking puzzled. “ Didn’t
you fall from the window 1"

""Yah !”

“You've taken us in, Bunter! You're
always takin’ somebody . in. You've

done this just to raise our hopcs and
then dash them to the ground again,”
said Lord Mauleverer reproachfully.
“Ha, ha, ha!™ roared 8ir Jimmy,
greatly entertained by the expression
on Bunter's fat countenance.
“You—you—you awful beast!” splnt-
tered Bunter. *“I—I thought vou'd be

stricken with remorse. Any fellow
would be.” ,
““Why?” asked Mauly innocently.

“You made me believe you'd done a
really kind and popular action—7"

::I:a[.l ha, ha " ; ;

ind now you've disappointed me.
I'm shocked at you, Bunter.”

“DBeast!” howled Bunter. * You—
you believed I'd fallen from the window
ﬁnd‘%ot killed, and you—yon——" :
o “Well, T didn™t quite helieve it, you
know,” said Lord Mauleverer amiagl:,r.
“Next time you fall from a window,
dear boy, don’t leave ome hoof stickin'
out from under the sofa.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled 8ir Jilnnw.

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. "* You—you
knew! You spoofing beast! You knew
1 was under the sofy all the time " :

“He's guessed 1t!""  said - Lord
Mauleverer admiringly. “What a
brain 1" 2

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter shook hig fat fist at Lord
Mauleverer’'s gently smiling face and
rolled out of the study.

“Dear me!” said Manly. . * Bunter
doesn’t seem very f{riendly now; he

That sounds like B{mmr’sl
" Must:

“It would be no end | .

-

Tord Mauleverer.

gecme guite uniriﬂndly% im fact. That's
rather nice;. I hope he'll keep it up.”

Dut that ‘hepe was' ill-founded. Bo
long as Mauly .remained an earl and a
millionaire he was not likely to escape
the devoted friendship of William George
Bunter.

TRE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Man of Property !

s {YUPPER m Mauly's study " said
S Harry Wharton.
“Good 1" .

remarked Hurree Singh, ** The esteemed
Mauly is the right peg in’ the. round
hole, as the proverb says. ILet us come
down on Mauly like the Assyrian on the
fold of the wolves.”

The Famdus Five walked along to
Study No. 12. The ericket mateh had
outlasted the light, and had been left
unfinished. The Famous Five had had a
very scratch tea, and they were quite

ready for a pood supper, and supper

with Mauly was always good. :
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!"”. roared Bob

(herry. '“Here we are, Maulyl”

“Prickle in, old tops!” N
“ Al ready,” satd Sir Jimmy Vivian,

“and blooming Ennd.” £
“Not bloommn’, dear boy !’;;}aquhtﬂd
“Jolly good, if you
like. Awfully good. Any old . thing.
Not bloomin’, for goodness’ sake!”
¢ Fest as vou like, Mauly,” said Sir

Jimmy. “What 1 mean is, you blokes,
it's spithog.” A
“*Ha, ha, ha!™
“ @pifing all right, Mauly!” asked

Vivian. mons
“Oh dear! Not quite. Make it mnip-
_Piﬂ‘i-” ‘
“Ripping, then,” said Sir Jimmy.
“1t's blooming ripping."”

Lord Mauleverer let it go at that. His

LOOK, CHUMS!
£101 £10! £10!

RESULT OF ESSEX
PICTURE-PULILE GOMPETITION ]

" In this competition one competitor sent in
a correct solution of the pictures. The first
prize of £5 has therefore been awarded to:

ALICE PACE,
73, (rove HAtreet,
' Leek, 8tafls,

The second prize of £2 10s. has been

divided between the following two eom-
peiitors, whose solutions contained one

error each : :

. H. G. Jefirey, 14, Park 8treet, Southend-on-
R, : i

.. Alex. Shaw, 61, Pontypridd Road, Porth,

Glam, - '

Twenty-nine competitors, with two errors
each, divide the ten prizes of 6s. each. The
names and addresses of these prizewinnoers
can be obtained on application at this office.

SOLUTION.

The Essex club is at present having a stiff
fob to keep its head above water, owing to
the sale of the Leyton ground, and the loss
of ‘numerous membera. Essex waz promoted
to firstclass Fank nearly 30 years ago, Its
defeats outnumber its trinmphs, but the club
has a fine history, Russell, the South
African test match hero, is the leading
batsman,

“The goodfulness is terrific,” |

Another thrilling story of ™ Galloping Dick” next week!

rather peculiar relative was too much
for Mauly sometimes,

The supper in Study No, 12 deserved
all Bir  Jimmy's varied adjectives.
Harry Wharton & Co. sat down to it
with great satisfaction. 8Bir Jimmy
Vivian thoughtfully turned the key in
the éinm’.

" Seen your jolly old muncle?’ asked
I'rank Nugendt. ) ;

“Yaas. He's sent you fellows his
kindest regarde,” said Lord Mauleverer.

“And he's told me about my pro-
perty |7 said Sir Jimmy Vivian, rather
loftily,

B“HYnur property I repeated Johuny
ull.

“Just - that.
wall.”

“Didn't know you had any,” said Bob.
“Congratlers, old man. Pass the cake
this way.” :

“Well, T didn't know I ‘ad any,” con-
fessed Sir Jimmy. *“But I ’ave, 'aven't
I, Mauly®™

“ ¥ass,"

“A blooming old Touse,” said 8ir
Jimmy impressively, *’undreds of years
old, called-—what's it called, Mauly 1"

“ Pengarth.” :

said  Sir

“That's #—DPengarth,”
“That sounds Cornish,” said THarry

My property in Corn-

Jimmy.

Wharton. *“But how did it come
about 7"
“It's npunky’s doin’,” said Lord

Mauleverer. *“The property’'s been in
chancery for donkey's years, but it ought
really to hare come to Jimmy's father.
Nunky has been kickin’ the lawyers for
years, it turns out now, and at last he's
got it handed over to Jimmy—or,
rather, to himself, as Jimmy's guardian.
Rippin’, 1sn't 1t 7
“Top-hole " said Wharton heartily.
“That’s jolly good news, Vivian."
“Yes, am't it?”" gaid the schoolboy
baronet. * Blooming top-hole—what?"
“Ha, ha, ha!" : T
“But why didn’t Vivian’s father t
in for it if he had a claim?” asE:ﬂ
Nugent.

~ "T1le was tco busy painting the town
red, from what T've "eard of "im,” said
Bir Jimmy, with a grin. “He was a
goer, my dad was. INo end of a son-of-
a-gun. .'Course, I 'ardly remember him,
but I know he spent every blessed cent
and left me on my uppers—where I'd

be now but for Mauly’s uncle. Fancy
me selling pipers P

“Papers, old bhean!” murmured
Mauleverer.

“Well, I said pipers,” said Sir Jimmy
innocently, * Me selling pipers for a

‘living, when I was a blooming baronet’
And now it turns °

and never knowed it!
out I've got property, toc! Old nunky
is a good sort, 'Course, he ain't my
uncle really, only a distant relation; but
that makes it all the beiter of him to
take so much trouble about a cove,
don't 1t 1"
. ""Yes, rather.”
“And what's the

| pr:np(:rt-:,' like }"
asked Johnnvy Ball

“Well, it ain’t worth mach in the way

of money,” confessed Bir Jimmy. * 8till,
it's my property 1in Cornwall:” e
“A jolly old house,” said Lord
Mauleverer, *“It's been standin’ for
hundreds of years, an’ belonged
branch of the Vivians that has died out.
It's been in chancery a long
There's a big old stone house backin’ on

a huge ¢liff, and a bit_of land, mostly

rocks, I think. The house is
ruined, but there’s a sord of caretaker

living there—man named something oF - = 2

Determined to be included in the party visiting GCornwall—
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A character who will very soon be a favourite—Dick Langley !

hfhe;—ﬂeﬂy, or Kinks, or somethin’

“Kecley !" said Sir Jimmy.,

"“Yaas, Keeley! This old chap served
the last owner vears an’ years apo, and
hung on to leok after t?]'l?r house. It's
jolly lonely. The nearest village is half
a mile away, across a bay., It's some-
where near Land's End, or ¢lse it isn't
near Land's End—I forget which.”

_“Nnt much difference ! remarked
Nugent. ;
“Well! it's somewhere,” said Tord

Mauleverer, “and now it's fixed that it
belongs to Junmy, nunky has an. idea
that it would he a jolly good place to
spond a fow weeks ng the summer '-raca-J

tign."
aaid  Sir

“Good
Jiummy.

*“It would practically be campin' out,”
said Lord Mauleverer. “ Swimmun' and
boatin’ and climbin': all sorts of deeds
of derring-do, vyou know; cavez to ex-
plore, where the jolly old smugglers used
io smug—the very thing vyou fellows)
would like. If you're not fixed up for
the holidays, how'd. yow like to try it
oni"

“Do!" said Sir Jimmy. * Nunky's
told Keeley to get the place ready and
ordered in tons of grub and things. T'in
going, of course, and I'd hke you fellows
to come.”

“ Nunky thinks it would do me good,”
sald Lord Mauleverer, with a sigh. *'1
iold him 1 wasn't good at campin’ out
and roughin’ it, DBut I can't let Jiminy
go on his own. Ile must have somebody
to look after him."”

“'Course you're coming,” eaid the
baronet. *It'il do you all the good n
the world makin' your own bed and cook-
ing your own grub.”

Lord Mauleverer shuddered.

“My hat!, It sounds rather a good
thing,” said Bob Cherry. ““We haven't]
settled yet where we're going, only we're |
all poing together. We've settled that

wheeze—what 7'

much.”

“Think 1t over,"” said Lord Maule-
verer. *“I could trust Jimmy with you,
and then——""' - ;

“You'ra coming, foo!" said Sir

Jimmy decidedly.
to slack around, Mauly.
Eﬂnd-”

““Yaas; but _

Harry Wharton glanced at his chums,
The idea had appealed favourably to the
Famous Five, There was a general nod-
ding of heads.

“Done!” said Wharton, “ We'll come,
with pleasure. And we'll make you lead 1
a strenuous life, Mauly."”

“My dear chap——""

“Up with - the sun,
chuckled Dob Cherry.
before brekke =4

“0Oh dear!"”

“*1 say, you fellows The - door-
handle was rattled, and the voice of Billy
Bunter was heard throngh the keyhole.

"1 say, I'll come!”

“H{h, ha, ha!”

“You ijolly well won't!" roared Sir
Jimmy wrathfully,. “Gerraway from
that kevhole, you fat snail!"

*0Oh, really, Jimmy e

“If you call me Jimmy, I'll como out
to you with the poker!"

“I'm conung, Jimmy, old fellow,” said
Bunter. .*Bless you, I'm not a snob! I
don’t mind if you drop your h's all over
Cornwall, from Devonshire to Land’s
End.”

“Why, I—I—you wait a tick while I
get the poker!” gasped Sir Jimmy.

Ie made a jump for the fender, and

Il do you |

e

you know,™
“*Ten mile walk

“¥You're not going |

another jump for the door.
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proceedings.

-Bunter jumped -first; and the passage
was empty when the schodlboy baronet
looked out.
THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Obliges !
“ IVIAN 1" 1
“Yessir!"
\ Mr. Quelch stood at the door

of his study, and his glance
dwelt benignantly oh Vivian of the
Remove. Tt was a golden summeoer's
afternoon, and lessons were over at Grey-
friars.

"My dear Vivian,’
“you should =say,
*Yegsir!” "

“Yessir!” said Sir Jimmy obediently.

“You should divide the two words,
Vivian,"”

“ Yessir "'

Mr. Quelch gave it up. A good deal of
Lreyfriars would be required before the
schoolboy baronet quite got over the
offects of his peculiar early training.

“I require a registered letter to he
taken to the post-office, Vivian,”' said
the master of the Remove. “If you are
not otherwise engaged, you may {ake it
for me.””

M Yessir !

As a matter of actual fact, Sir Jimmy
Vivian was otherwise engaged. PBut he
never dreamed of telling Mr. Quelch so.
A Form master’s requests were like the

' zaid AMr. Quelch,
*Yes, =&ir,’ not

requests of Royalty, and amounted to.

commanda.

* Why—what——"' ejaculated Bunter, amazed by Scaife's strange
“ What—oh—ah—help !
had time for. The chloroformed pad was pressed over his face and he
relapsed into unconsciousness,

That was all the Iat junior

(Yee Chapter 7.)

Vivian.”

Mr. Quelch handed a sealed envelope
to the schoolboy baronet.-

“You will register the letter, and brin
e the receipt, Vivian,” he said. * Here
15 a shilling.™ '

“Yessir ! said 8Sir Jimmy, again with-
out dividing the two words. -

1}11(] he trotted away with the letter.

“Oh, here you are, old fellow!"” said
Lord Mauleverer, as the schoolboy
baronet came out of the house. * Waitin'
for spu.” :

Sir Jimmy held up the letter.

“I can't come out in the boat, Mauly.
Mr. Quelch has asked me to take this
down to Friardale.”

“Oh, gad! What a life!"" said Maule-
verer. " (ét some other fellow to take
it, dear boy "

“Would that do?" asked Sir Jimmy.

“Yaas, of course it would! Here's
Skinner! Let's ask Skinner. I say,
Skinner, old bean." '

Harold Skinner stopped.

“Goin' down to tEe village ¥’ asked
Lord Mauleverer,

“No!" answeted Skinner.

“How would you like to take this
dashed letter 1o the post-office and
register it for Mr. Quelch?’ asked Lord
Mauleverar,

Skinner grinned.
““Not the least little bir in the world,”
he answered. '

“It would be an obligin® thing to do,”
urged  Mauleverer. “You're only
slackin’ round doin’ nothin’, old bean.”

”‘ir"er'y good. ngﬂ- is the Iletter,

—Billy Bunter proves a difficult customer to get rid of !

o
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the best and the

“And I'm gomg on doing it!” eaid “Ain’t that a blooming distinction with-

Skinnee,

*"Why not make yourself useful for
once?’ suggested Mauly. *“That ought
to be your object, really.”

“Ehl Whyt”

* Because you couldn’'t be ornamenial,
vou know, anyhow.”’

Skinner snorted and stalked away.
Ornamental or not, he evidently did not
w;ant to be usefnl.

" 0Oh dear!’ =aid Lord Mauleverer.

“Let’s ask some other beast. 1 say,
Squiff ! Stop 2 minute, Field!"
Sampson Quney [fley Field stopped,

‘"Busy !’ asked Mauleverer.

“Tm i down to the cricket,”
answered the Australian junior.

“Like to walk down to Friardale
stead, with this letter?”’

- ks, no!”’

 And Squiff walked on.

in-

. “Blessed f I knew what a lazy lot

are at Greyfriars!” murmured his

J ip. ‘““ Hallo, here’s Bunter ! Bunter,
old bean ¥’
« Billy Bunter rolled up eagerly.

“PIl go!” he said.

“Thanks! You won't mind?’

“Not at all. Count on me,”
.Bunter. “I'm your man, Mauly. We've
‘always been s, haven’t we?’

“Have wa?’ said Lord Mauleverer. **1
didn’t know it, but I dare say we have
jas you say so. I suppose you know
what n':uil tﬂﬁ:’ about.™

ik : e r' l]l]‘—“

“Well, here’s the letier,”” said Lord
Mauleverer.

“Eh! What letter?

“Mr. Quelch’s letter, to be registered.

Didn’t you just say you'd go?”’ demanded
his Iﬂrihip

“Eh! 1 was speaking of going to
Pengarth e

“Pengarth

“Yea, for the vacation.”

“You silly ass!" howled his lordship.

“Isn't that what you calliad e for?”
demanded Bunter mmdignantly.

““No, you plump owl! I want some
sillv ass to take this dashed letter to
Friardale and register it.” ,

“Take it yourself, and be blowed!"
said Billy Bunter.

“Hold on a minute, old fat bean,” said
Tord Mauleverer, as the Owl of the
Remove was rolling away. *“ Aren't you
expectin’ a postal-order?”

Bunter turned back at once.

“¥es, rather, Mauly, old man! One
of miy titled relations is sending me a
postal-order for—for two pounds.¥

“For what?’

“I—I mean a pound,” said Bunter,
moderating his transports, so to speak.
“If you'll cash it for me Mauly—""

‘““Aren't you expectin' a postal-order
for half-a-crown?’ asked Lord Maule-
verer genially.

Bunter blinked at him searchingly.
He realised that Mauleverer was good for

half-a-crown, but not for a “quud.” So

he nodded,

“Yes; I'm expecting several, as a
matter of fact,” he said. “One of them
18 for half-a-crown, Mauly.”

Lord Mauleverer grinned.

“Well, I'll cash that one, if you'll take
this letter down to Friardale and register
ik, Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove shook his
head.

- “I'm afraid T couldn’t accept it on
those terms, Mauly. But if you like to
oblige me by cashing my postal-order,
I'll take the letter to the post-office to
oblige you.”

“Oh, my "at!” said Sir Jimmy Vivian,

sald’

3

e

out a blooming difference??
“¥ou wouldn't understand,” =aid
Bunter loftily. “Is it a go, Mauly 2’
“Yaans,” said his lordship. “Here's
the letter, and here’s the half-erown, and
here’s Quelchy’s bob to pay the igter
fee. Mind you don't spend Quelchy’s
bob at Uncle Clege's by mistake.”
“For goodness’ sake, register the
Eetter first '’ said Bir Jimmy anxiously.
‘Quelchy would be in a fearful wax,”
“I hope I'm a fellow to be trusted

with money!|” said Bil Bunt
haughily. ; ty - Hunter

“Oh, ah, vaas!” sped Lord
Manleverer. * Certainly !”gﬂ

“Oh, my 'at!” said Sir Jimmy again,
“I'm quite glad to oblige n,
Mauly,” said Bunter ﬁm'.ﬂ-ly. "{’Pm
don’t mind waiting till to-morrow for
the postal-arder " :
::Hnt at all " grinned his lordship,
Right-ho! Fm off, then.”

. Bunter Egut the letter into his pocket
and started. Relieved of that responsi-
bility, Sir Jimmy Vivian walked down
to the boathouse with Lerd Mauleverer,
and they pushed out Mauly’s handsome
skiff. There Lord Mauleverer stretched
bhimself on eushions in the while
Sir Jimmy handled the oars, 15 Was
hiz- lordship’'s way of taking boating

The transference of Mr, Quelch's
letter to Billy Bunter’s charge was a
miatter of small moment. But, as it
happened, that simple transaction was
to have very startling comsequences—

‘1 exerciso,

‘especially for Buanter.

——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Man in Black !

R. LOCKE the Head of Grey-
friars, glanced at a card Trotter
had brought in and gave a nod,

“ Bhow Mr, Scaife,
Trotter,”

With a gentle sigh, Dr. Locke laid
down " Septem contra Thebam,” mark-
ing his place carefully, and rose courte-
ously as his visitor+¥as shown in.

Mr, Scaife was a little gentleman in
black,- and earried a little black bag n
his hand. He looked as if he had come
from a solicitor’s office. The black bag
was in one hand, and a rather ruosty
bowler hat in the other,

“Dr. Locke?” asked Mr. Scaife.

“Precisely! May I ask o

“1 have called nn the instructions of
Sir Reginald Brooke, sir, to see Master
Vivian,” said Mr. Scaife.

n

“Vivian of the Remove?” said the|]
Head. '

“Yes, sir. No doubt you are aware
that the Pengarth property, lately in
Chancery, 18 now established to be the
property of Si James Vivian, a junior
hn?' in this school.”

‘I had not heard of it,” said the
Head.

“Tt is Sir Regimald’s wish that Master
Vivian should be shown certain plans
and documents relating to the pro-
perty,” explained Mr. %caifa. “Mr.
Viney, Sir Reginald’s solicitor, has sent
me down for the pu e’

“0Oh, quite so!" said the Head, “ You
may see the boy at once. He is doubt-
less near at hand.” :

Dr. Locke touched a bell, and Trotter
appeared,

“Request Mr. Quelch to step here,
Trotter, if convenient,”

“Yes, sir.”

Mr. Quelch. the master the Re-
move, arrived in the Head’s study. Mr,

best only !

e

T

e

-

Scaife, in the meantime, had accepted
the Head’s polite invitation to be seated,
and was sitting silent and bolt upright,
a good deal hke a rusty-black graven
Image,

Dr. Locke explained to Mr. Quelch
what was wanted, :

“Doubtless you will arrange for Mr.
Scaife to see Vivian, Mr. ‘:i‘l.'le}fh?" he
concluded, with one eye on his fascinat-
mg Greek volume on the writing-table.

Y Certainly, sir! But I fear there will
be some delav,” said Mr. Quelch,
“Vivian has gone to Friardale.”

“Dear me! How unfortunate !

“I have sent him to the post-office
to register a letter,” explammed Mr,
Quelch. “He may be back in half an
hour—though, of course, as he is free
till ecallover he may remain out- of
gates. ”

“Bless my soul!” said the Head.
“This is very awkward for you, Mr.
Scaife.”

“T am sorry!” added Mr. Quelch
politely.

Mr. Scaife rosze,

“Not at all, gentlemen.” he said.
“Perhaps Mr. Viney chould have
written to make an appointment. It is

‘of no consequence ; I can call on ancther

occaston. ™

“It 13 & somewhat long dmstance from
London,” said the Head, *“H you would
prefer to wait & .

“1 think net, sir, as I have a train
to catch.”

“I will, if you prefer it, send some
boy to find Vivian, and it is possible
that——" :

Mr. Scaife seemed to reflect.

“Certainly it is awkward,”” he said.
“1 am instructed to show these plans
of his property to Master Vivian, Mnﬁy
I ask how long he has been gone, sir?”

“Not more than twenty minutes,”
said the Remove master, “Probably he
has hardly reached the post-office yet.

I will ask one of thé junior boys to go
on a bicyele and find him if you like.™

Mr. Scaife shook hiz head.

“Perhaps I had betier call again, and
I will ask Mr. Viney to write te- Dr.
Locke, making an appointment with the
boy,” he Eﬂi&. “1 am sorry to have

troubled you, gentlemen,”

“Not at all!”
Mr. Bcaife faded out of the study.
Trotter showed him out,

a very few moments the Head and
the Remove master, They attached no
importance to the wvisit of the shabby
solicitor’s clerk.

But Mr. Scaife, in his own way, was
worth remembering.

He quitted Greyfriars, and walked

quickly down the road towards the
village., A hundred yards or =b& from
the gates a car was backed into a liitle
rutty lane.

Mr. Scaife hurried up to the car; and
the chauffeur, a burly man with a thick
beard, gave him an inquirinﬁ look.

“You've seen him, Seaife?

* No.
sent to the in

 the village,
said Scaife-in a low voice.

“It may

happen all the better for eur purpose,

Hawes"

“How1™

“1 wanted only to see the buy,.m

that I could watch for him and recog-

nige him, and find a favourable oppor-
tunity, This may be the umrtumtj
ready made,” said Beaife. along
to tﬁ: village, and we will sce.”
“Right!"” said Hawes.
ife stepped into the car, end

Time and again the ‘ Co.” throw Billy off the scent—
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and the .
t little man in black walked away to the
gates, hiz existence being forgotten in

As it happens, Vivian has beﬁ}} :

ma
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fow moments ITawes had turned it into
the road, and started for Friardale.

Mr. Quelch and the lead, who had
forgotten all about Mr. Scaife by that
time, would certainly havo been very
astonished could they have heard that
colloquy, and seen Mr. Scatfe’s further
preceedings.

Sitting 1n the car as ittﬁlided townrds
the village, he opened the black bag,
and from & recess in it drew a wad of
cotton-wool and a little bottle. Theae
he placed .m a corner of the seat, evi-
dently ready for wuse, with the bag
screening them from sight.

Having thus made his preparations,
Scaife watched the road as the car ran
on to the village.

A 'schoolboy ecame swinging along,
whistling, and the car stopped. Mr,
Scaife put his head out of the window,

“ Master Vivian'!"' he called.

The schoolboy looked at him.

“You are Master Vivian of Grey-
frinrs, I think?" said BScaife.

The junior grinned. ]

“No jolly fear! I'm not a Greyfriars
chap ! Wouldn't be found dead at
Greyfriars "

And Monson of Highcliffe walked on
loftily. , . ;

The car moved on again, Seaife siill
watching the road, The car halted at
the village post-office. .

After a glance round Scaife entered

the post-office—which, like most estab-|

lishments of the kind in small villages,
was also a shop. There were two or
three customers at the grocery counter,

and a fat junior in spectacles at the |

post-office desk. .
The postmaster was weighing a letter

on the scales. Scaife’s eyes glittered.
He had little doubt now that h.ﬂ.h“,d
found the person he sought. Vivian's

had sent

Form master had said that he :
0

Vivian to the village post-office
register a latter,
“Ninepence !” said the posimaster.
The fat junior paid for the letter and

took the receipt, which he put in his
pocket.
Then he turnsd round and rolled from

the shop without even a blink at Scaife.

Scaife followed him out.

He made a rapid sign to Hawes, who
was sitting at the wheel in the car.
Then he touched the fat junior on the
elbow, .

“Rxense me, Bir James—"" he said
‘respectiully.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Asks For It !

ILLY BUNTER glanced round.
B Having registered Mr. Quelch’'s
letier, Buntor was about to start
for Uncle Clegg's, to expend
Mauly’s half-crown in refreshments,
liquid and solid. He blinked at Scaife. in
EUIPrise.

“Th, what?™ he said.

Why the little man in black should
address him as Sir James was a myste
to Bunter: but he was quite pl ;
Evidently this very respectiul man took
him for a person of iitle.

That was natural encugh, Billy Bunter
being such & very distinguished-looking
fellow—at all events, in his own estima-
tion. '

And Bunter liked being treated with
respect. He wvery seldom was.

“1 called at the school to see you, Bir
James,” said Mr. Seatfe. “1 have some
information to give you with regard (o
your new property in Cornwall.’

“Oh!"” ejaculated Bunter.

E

He undersiood then.

For some inexplicable reason this little
man in black was taking him for Sir
Jimmy Vivian.

It was a natural enough mistake on
Mr. Scaife's pari, as Sir Jimmy was
supposed to be at the post-office register-
ing & letter. It was not hikely to occur
to him that, unknown to Mr. Quelch,
Vivian had passed that task on fo

L another fellow,.

But sure as he was that he had found
Vivian, Scaife was seeking for the
schoolboy to confirm him on that point.
Had Bunter answered that he svas mus-
taken, all would have been well—for
Bunter.

But Bunter didn’t!

The inquisitiveness which was the|

dominating trait in Bunter’s character
came to the fore.

If this little man in black had in-
formation to give, Bunter was quite pre-
pared to receive the infermation. Hav-
ing raceived it, he could then mention
that he wasn't Vivian.

That was just like William George
Bunter ! .

“You will excuse my speaking to you
here, Sir James,” went on Scaife, with
deep respect.”But as 1 have come so
great a distance to see you, sir—"'

“Oh! Abh! Yes!” mumbled Bunter.

“Porhaps you would step into the
car, sir,” suggosted Scaife. “1f yom
like, I can run you back to Greviriars, if
I'm not taking a liberty, sir,”

“My dear man, that's all right,” said

T
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Bunter affably. “TF1l be jolly glad to
get out of the walk, Only—"

“*Yas, air.”

“]—I've got an appointment over the
way—sha'n’t keep you a few minutes.”
Bunter rﬂmﬂmherejv the half-crown and
Uncle Clegg.

“Very well, sir. I will wait. 1 am
entirely at your orders. Sir James.*

“Right-ho,” said Bunter, with a
Fntmnming nod. “Won't keep jyou
Dng- ¥

And the Owl of the Remove dodged
into Uncle Clegg's little shop, where he
lost no time in expending Mauly's half-
crown. QCuriosity as to 8ir Jimmy's
affairs was strong, but tuck came first.

Two shillings and sixpence vanished in
record time ; and then Bunter considered
the threepence change out of Mr.
Quelch's shilling. That threepence be-
longer to the lgamow& master. But the
Remove master, of course, would expect
Vivian to bring him the change, along
wiith the registered receipt. Well,
Vivian could do it—he couldn’t expect
Bunter to bother about a few coppers.
Having decided that he would be quite

| justified in expending the &hreepence,

unter expended it promptly. Then he
rolled out of the shop, happy and sticky.

Meanwhile, Scaife had exchanged a
few words with Hawes, the chauffeur.

“ Kasier than 1 thought—easier than I
could have hoped. When he's 1n the car,
take the road to (reyiriars, and turp at
the first turnming.”

“You're sure he's Vivian !

“Oh, yes!™

T
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Scaife was about to close the door when Bunter put his foot In the way.

““You keep on calling me Vivian ! ** he howled.
The man made a threatening gesture with the
** Silenee, Sir James 7' he said.

Sir James Vivian ! "
stick,

- -

““I’'m Bunier—not
(See Chapter 190.)

+~but, like the proverbial bad ha’penny, he turns up again{
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*Good 1" ;

Bill;g Bunter reappearcd from Unele
Clegg’s, and came over to the car.

“Ready |” he announced.

Bcaife opened the door of the car.

“ Please step in, Sir James.”

Bunter rolled in, and Mr. Beaife fol-
lowed him, closing the deor of the car.
The engine was already throbbing, and
the car siarted at once,

Scaife’s eyes glittered as he locked at
the sehoolboy.

His success had been casy—absurdly
casy! Not a hitch from beginning to
end. Now that the junior was in the
car, heswas in the kidnapper’s hands, and
there was no escape for I]:?m—m} chance
‘of help once they were outside the
village. Mr, Scaife felt satisfied.

Billy Bunter was feeling very satisfied,
too.

He was getting a free ride back to the
school, and DBunter hated waiking. He
was going to learn particulars of another
fellow’n affairs, that did not concern him
in the very least. And—for a short time,
at least—he was going to be treated with
the respect due to a baronet of the
United Kingdaom,

Bunter settled himself back in the ear
comfortably, and blinked at Mr, Scaife.

“ Better get on with it,”” he said. “1I
—1 shall be pretty busy when we get to
the school. You were going to tell

me-—-17 '

Bunter’s actual thonght was that when
tbey got to the school, he would he te-
vealed as Billy Bunter, after which the
man in black certainly would not tell
him anything about Vivian's affairs, In
fact, 1t was Bunter's intention to dis-
appear promptly, as soon as the car
stopped at Greyinars, Jeaving the man
in black to learn at his leisure that his
leg had been pulled.

“Yes, certainly, Sir James!” gaid
Seaife,

He glanced out of the window.

The car was already - leaving the

village behind, and rushing out into the
-izi}untry road, bordered by ficlds and
regs. :

“¥Your guardian has told you, T under-
stand, about the house at Pengarth,”
said Scaife.

“Oh, yes!" said Bunter. ‘“‘Jolly old
show, what 7"

“ A rather dismal and lonely place, I
understand, 8ir James. Hardly the
place where a schoolboy would hke to
epend a holiday, 1 think,” said Scaife,
watching Bunter’s face. ’

“Oh, I don’t know!” gaid Bunter.
“I've told Mauleverer I'm going.”

“¥You have made up your mind, Sir
James "’

| “Oh, yes, I ihink s0!” said Bunter,
suppressing a grin. “Thev've been
making a lot of preparations at Pen-
garth, I hear.,” ]

He did not add that he had heard it
at Lord Mauleverer's study. dogr, with
his fat ear to the kevhole.

“¥Yes., Sir Reginald Brooke sent in-
structiona to IKecley to have the place
got In readiness,” said Scaife. *DBut, of
course, if you decided not to go—"*

“Oh, I'm going!”

“That 1s guite settled, then?” asked
Scaife.

“Qute.™

“With a party of friends, I suppose?”

“That's 1t," said Bunter. *0ld
Mauly, you know, and Wharton and his
crowd. L dare say it will be jolly.”

He blinked from the window.

“I say, your man’s mistaken the way.
Ho's tarned into the Redclyffe road.”

Scaife did not answer. He had taken
up the pad of cotton-wool, and, having
removed the stopper from the little
bottle, coolly emptied its contents on
the pad. There was a sickly cdour in
the car, )

“Why, what " gjaculated Bunter,
amazed by Scaife’s strange proceedings.
“ What Oh! Yah! Oh! Help!®

That was all Bunter had time for.

Scaife’s grip was on him, and a
chloroformed pad was pressed over his
fat face.

Bunter gave a horrified wriggle or two,
and relapsed into unconsciousness.

Bealfe hurriedly opened both windows
of the car, and replaced the pad and the
bottle in the black bag. :

Billy Bunter lay back in the corner of
the* seat, unconscious, his eyes closed
under his plasses. Bcaife proceeded to
lift him to the floor of the car, where he
covered him with a rug.

The car slowed down.

In the middle of the road ahead a
eyclist had stopped, and was bending
over hes machine, examining it. It was—
though Scaife, of course, was not awaro
of #—Coker of the Fifth. Ii was just
like Coker of the Fifth to plant himself
in the middle of a narrow lane, regardless
of any considerations of traffic,

“Get aside!” shouted the chauffeur
angrily, as he szlowed.

Colter stared round,

liE.l?f?

“lear the road, can’t you?"

* Better be civil, my man,” said Coker
of the Fifih warmly. *“I've got a dashied
puncture here, and I'm not taking any

check from chauffeurs, T can tell you.”
SBcaife looked out of the window.

* Please clear the way,” he said. "'We
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On your travels, jaunts, and capers—

are in a Imrrjy; I have a train to catch
at Redclyffe,’
" Well, if you put it like that, all
right,” said Coker, mollified. '
he soft answer had turned away
wrath. Horace Coker lifted his miachine
to thoe roadside, aud the car ran on
again.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Not What Bunter Expected !

o ROOOQOGH '
That was Billy Bunter's frst

remark,
He opened his eyes.

What had happened Bunter did not
know. He knew that his head was
aching, and that he had a feeling of
sickness inside. That was all he knew
for some time, ag he lay and mumbled
and groaned.

He sat up at last.

e was on a rough camp bed in semi-
darkness. A gleam of sunset came in at
a small window far above his reach.

The room was small, with bare wooden
walls, musty and dusty. It looked like
an old disuged garret.

Bunter sat on the edge of the bed
and blinked round him. He wondered
whether he was, as a matter of fact, in
bed in the Remove dormitory afﬁ Grey-
friars, and dreaming all this,

But it was a horrid reality,

" Beast ! muttered Bunter, thinking of
the little man in black in the car.

Evidently the man in black brought
him here. Why, Bunter could not even
begin to guess,

He drtﬁged himeelf from the bed, and
went to the door. It was fastened on the
outside,

“Beast I”” said Bunter again.

It was clear that he was a prisoner.
His throat felt dry, and he was thirsty.
There was a jug of water on the wash-
stand, and Bunter quenched his thirst.
Having done so, he ame conscious of
the more important fact that he was

hungry.

“What on earth’s the game?”
mumbled Bunter. “If this is a rotten
practical joke, I'll make 'em sit up for

it, the beasts!”

IIe went to the door again, and began
lo hammer on it with his fat fist, Tt
reminded him of his experience in
Mauleverer’s study of a few days before.
But even Bunter’s fat mind was realising
that thiz was a much more serious
matter, It was borne in upon him that
he was in desperate hands.

Two men had been in the scheme, and
a motor-car, and that meant a consider-
able ezpenﬂ.zture of time and money,
Why anybody should spend half an hour,
or half-a-sovereign, to kidnap Billy
Bunter was a deep mystery. e had
forgotten for the moment that it war as
Sir Jimmy Vivian that the two rascals
knew him.

Bang, bang, bang!

Bunter was wuneasy and a little
frightened ; but still more he was hungry.
So he banged on the door to attract
attention.

There was a sound of footsteps on a
creaking stair, and they stopped outside
the door. A bar was taken out of iron
sockets, and the door, which opened

outwards, was drawn open.

Billy Bunter blinked at the man in
black,

Scaife motioned him back into tho
garret, and followed him in. His face
was cool and almost expressionless.

say, -what does this mean('~

.

Mr. Frank Richards comes out strong in n&xt Monday’s story—
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stammered Bunter.
brought me here for?
place 7"

“¥You need ask no questions, Sir
James,” said Scaife coldly. * They will
not be answered.”

- Billy Bunter started.

Sir James,

His fat brain comprehended. He owed
his kidnapping to his irrepressible
duplicity. The man in black believed
him to be Bir James Vivian.

After the first moment or two of sar-
prise Bunter grinned. It was a great
relief, Just then he was sincerely glad
that he was not Sir Jimmy Vivian,

“You are in safe hands,’" said the man
in black, watching Bunter's face, and
aﬁpﬂ!‘gﬂﬂj perplexed by the expressions
changing on it. “You will not be hurt,
and yvou will be provided with food.”

“But what—""

“It sirnply means this, that you are a
prisoner for a few weeks,” said Seaife.

“But why " gasped Dunter.

“It 15 not necessary for you to know
that,” answered Scaife coolly. * The fact
15 enough for you, You will not be hurt
if you give no trouble.
disturbance vou will be punished. Do
not beat on the door again; I warn you
for your own good.”

“But—but—" stuttered Bunter.

“Your meals will be brought to you.
I will sce that you are provided with
some books, if you care for them. In a
couple of months.you will be set at
liberty, That is all!” _
_ “Oh!” gasped Bunter. “This isn't a
dodge for holding a chap to ransom,
then 1"

Scaife laughed.
- *“No; nothing of the kind! Besides,
you have no money.” -

“Oh, haven't 17" said Bunter warmly.

*1 know all your circumstances,” said
Scaife contemptuously,

Where is this

spendthrift father. You
charity of Sir Reginald Brooke. The
old [prppnriy ou have inherited in Corn-
wall is wo practically nothing—the
house is scarcely habitzble, and would
probably not fetch a thousand pounds in
the open market. If we were criminals
holding a prisoner to ransom we should
have secured your relative, Lord Maule:
verer, not his poor relation.’r

Bunter grinned again, -

‘The man in black was speaking to
him, under the fixed belief that he was
8ir Jimmy Vivian, that was clear.

“You secmed amused, Sir James!"
said Beaife, scanning his face. “I hope
you will find your sojourn here continue
amusing.”’

Bunter became serious again at once. |

Two months' imprisonment in that bare
garret was not a laughing matter by any
INeans.

“I—I say——"" he stammered.

“I will see that your supper is sent
up,” said Beaife. ““The food will be
ample, but plain.” :

“But why do you want to keep me
here?” exclaimed Bunter.

“That is my business.”

“I've got to get back to Grayfriars.”

“You will get back to Greyfriars safe
and sound for the new term,” said
Scaife. -

“The new term?” stuttered Bunter.
“You mean you're thinking of keeping
me here till the school breaks up. and
all through the summer holidays?”

“ Exactly."”

“You can't!” howled Bunter. *“I'vel

got to turn up at the examinations.’
- Scaife turned towards the door.
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Bunter ran . for his life.

“I've got to get back this very even-
.ing for call-over,” said Bunter. *“Can’t
you understand?!"

Scaife’s hand was on the door.
“Hold on!"' yelled Bunter. * Let me
tell you something, You jolly well think
' I'm Vivian, don’t you?” ez
Scaife spun round. His eyes glittered

l1as he fixed them on the Owl of the}

ovE. o i
- "I know vyou are Vivian!" he
.answered. * What do you mean*™ .

o "Well, T ain't!”" smid the fat junior
‘triumphantly. “T'm Bunter!”

“ Bunter !
Buntor ?” ;

“My name’'s Bunter.”

Scm'}rafgave a hard laugh..

' ““Da you think you can impose on me
like that?” he snapped. “ You are 3it
‘James Vivian.”

“I ain't!” howled Bunter, - “I—I
never was in my life! Nothing of the
sort! You're making a silly mustake.”
. “Js that all you have to say?" asked
Scae contemptuously.

“J] say 1'mm Bunter!” gasped the Ow]
of the Remove, in great dismay, as he
gaw that his statement was not believed.
“ Bunter, you know—Billy Bunter!
Vivian's in my Form at Greyfriars.”

“And why, then, if your name is
Bunter, did you tell me that you were
Sir James Vivian?" asked Secaife, with
a curling lip, : N

“1—I " stammered Bunter.

“Well I

“I—I waa just pulling your leg, you
know, I—I was going to let you tell

As the man In black turned his back for a moment Bunter made a
desperate jump for the door and tore it open. ** Step ! '’ roared Seaife.
Buti as he reached the outer door the burly
figure of the chauffeur was framed in it. (See Chapier 12.)
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me about Vivian's affairs, you know.

Ogly pulling your leg.”
Scaife smiled,

“1 cannot congratulate you on your
cuteness, Sir James, if you expect me to
swallow a story so thin as that!” he
said. “That will do!" '

And the man in black quitted the
garret, and closed the door after him.

“I say, lemme out!” he roared. I
say, I'm Bunter. Really Bunter! 1
ain't Vivian at all! I say—— Oh dear ",

The rattle of the bar into the sockets
was the only answer Bunter received.

In utter dismay the Owl of the
Remove stood .and blinked at the
fastened door. He had -borrowed the
identity of Bir Jimmy Vivian easily
enough. It was not s0 casy to get rid
of it when he wanted to do so. :

Bunter had asked for it, and now he
had got it, ' Zal:

—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
~ Misging [

b UNTER ™ .
B Mr. Quelch was ealling the
roll in the school Hall.

In the ranks of the Remove
there was one well-known figure missing.
It was the rotund figure of Willilam
George Bunter.

“ Bunter!” repeated Mr. Quelch.

But there was no fat votce to answer
“ Adsum,” and Bunter was marked down
as absent.

a good thing !

TrE Macyer Lisrary.—No. 809,
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When the school was dismissed after
roll:call, Mr. Quelch called to Vivian,

The master of the Remove fixed a
frowning glance upon the echoelboy
baronet. .

“You did not come to my study with
the receipt, Vivian,” he =aid.

“ The—the receipt !” said Sir Jimmy.

“‘I'he receipt for thg registered letter.”

“ D-d-didn’t Bunt{} give it to you,
gir 7"’

“ Bunter!
with 161" _ 1

“He took the letter, sir,” explained
Vivain. "I was going out on the river
with Mauleverer, so Bunter took the
letter to the post-office.”

“0Ok, very well!” said the
master. “ You may go.”

' 8ir Jimmy went and joined T.ord
Mauleverer, who was '.-.'aiting for ldm in
the corridor. .

“Trouble!” yawned his lordship.

“That hass Bunter!” gmw{ed Sir
Jimmy.

“That ass Bunter, dear boy!” mur-
mured Mauleverer. * But what——"

“He ain’t too n

it l_[‘a'ken k3

“ Ain't taken the receipt from the post-
orfice to Quelchy,” sald Sir Jimmy. “He
ought to have took—taken it at once,
the fat hass—1I mean, ass. I'll jolly well
kick him I

“He will turn up with it later on,”
gaid Lord Mauleverer comfortably.
“Bunter alwaye does turn up, worse
luck. Why worry?”

; ﬁmd his lordship ambled away peace-
ully.

IE the Remove passage Bunter's
ahsence waa hot specially noted. Peter
Todd, of course, noticed that he did not
come into Study No. 7 to tea, but he
concluded that Bunter had planted him-
self upon another study for that meal.
Neither did Peter miss hiin speeially
when he failed to turn up for prep. It
was not wuncommimon for Bunter to
neglect his evening preparation.

nt after prep was over it was nnticed
that the fat fHigure of Willham George
Bunter was nowhere to be seen, and
some of the fellows remembered that he
had not answered to his name at call-
ovar.

Shortly before bedtime Wingate of the
Sixth  came into the junior Common-
room to ask about Bunter,

“*Hasn't he come in yet?” demanded
Peter Todd,

“No. Anybody know what's hecome
of the yeung duffer?’ asked the captain
of Greyfriars, looking round.

No answer. Nobody knew apparently.

“Don't you know, Todd?"

“Haven't the least idea,”” said DPeter.
“T haven't seen him since lessons.”

““Has anybody here?”

“¥Yaas.™ .

“Well, when did you see him, Maule-
verer?”

Lord Mauleverer explained.

“Mr. Quelch has told me that he went
to the post-office instead of Vivian,”
prunted Wingate, "“But he doesn’t
gcem to have come back. It's jolly odd.”™

And Wingate left the Common-room
with a thoughtful brow.

“Tt's gueer, and no mistake,” re-
marked Bob Cherry, as the Juniors broke
out into a buzz of discussion.

“I'he queerfulness is terrific!”

“T suppose he got to the post-office,
anyhow 1" said Harry Wharton. “He's
well-known there, and they'd remember,
The post-office is on the felephone, too
Quelechy could ask.”

“And he must have gone to Uncle
Clegg’s !” said Mauleverer.,

What had Dunter to do

Remove
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| really made discoveries,

“Why must he??

“Because I'd lent him half-a-crown.”

There was a chuckle,

Billy Bunter had not come in by bed-
time. The Remove went to their dorm-
tory in & wondering frame of mind.,

1t was scarcely possible that an acer-
dent had happened to Bunter so many
hours ago without news of it reaching
Greyfriars. But if there had been no
accident it was difficult to account for his
absence. 1t was known by bhedtime that
the Head had tadephoned to his home,
and that Bunter had not been there; and
that a telephone message had been re-
ceived from Friardale Post Office, men-
tioning that Bunter had posted Mr,
Quelch’s registered letter there.

After that DBilly Bunter seemed to
have vanished from human ken.

But it was not generally supposed that
the matter was serious, and the Re-
movites soon ceased to discuss it, and fell
asleep,

But when the rising-bell awakened
them in the morning, and they, found
that Bunter’e bed was still empty, there
was a good deal off excitement. The
empty bed showed that Bunter had not
returned overnight.

“This 15 getting seriouns,” Johnny
Bull remarked, and the Remove fellows
agreed that it was,

At the breakfast-table 7t was observed
that Mr. Quelch looked very serious,
indeed.

After breakfast Wingate went out on
hizs bieyele, and rode down to Friardale,
ovidently to make inquiries. The school
heard the result bhefore morning classes.

Nothing was known of an aceident at
the police-station. TUnele Clegg men-
tioned that Dunter had spent two shil-
lings and ninepence in his shop the
previous afternoon, just after leaving the
post-office a8 a comparison of times
showed. Unele Clegg had not noticed
whither Bunter had turned after leaving
his shop. .

By that time the masters, if not the
boys, were goetting a  little alarmed.
Every police-station for a dozen miles
round was communicated with by the
Head. DBut in the Remove-room that
morning Bunter’s place remained empty.

When classes were dismissed the
Famous Five went to the bikeshed for
their machines. They had agreed to
look round for Bunter if the Owl had
not returned hi the time classes were
dismissed, and he certainly had not re-
turned,

The chums of the Remove rode down
to Friardale, where they scattered, and
asked questions up and down and round
about, and gradually learned some more
details, In the little village the fat
figure of Billy Bunter was well known,
and people remembered having seen him.

Boggs, the willage postman, had seen
him talking to a man outside the post-
office, a man dressed in black, who had
a motor-car.

A village boy had eeen him sitting in
the car, nin?; down the High Street
towards Greyfriars.

When the youthful investigatorz com-
pared notes they found that they had
Billy Bunter
had been taken away in a motor-car by
a man dressed in black—a little man.

“The jolly old mystery deepens,” re-
marked Bob Cherry., “If it was some
friend taking him for a ride he'd have
come back.”

“ And if he'd gone away to visit some-
body he'd have asked leave,” said Harry
Wharton. “0Or, anyhow, he'd have let
the Head know.” -

“That’s certain, It's not that.”

your Cricket Competition Coupons |

The boys who are household favourites—Harry Wharton & Co.r

““But "—Bob whistled—" why should
anybody take Bunter away in a car and
not let him come back?”

“(Ooodness knows!  But somebody’s
done it!"

“Kidnapping ! gaid Johnny Bull,

“Tt looks like i, though why any-
body should kidnap Bunter——'' .

“It's a giddy puzzle. Let's get back
and tell Queﬁzhy what we've routed
out, anyhow.”

And the Famous Five got back to
Greyfriars just in time for dinner. After
dinner they went in a body to Mr.
Quelch’s study, to acquaint their Form
master with what they had learned.

Mr. Quelch looked guite startled,

* A little man in black !” he said, when
Wharton repeated the deseription of the
man who had been seen with the motor-
CAT.

“Yes, sir.”

“It is very odd,” said Mr. Quelch,
“The man who called to see Vivian

esterday was a little man dressed in
ack. Tt iz a very odd coincidence.” He
aused. “Thank you very much, my
Eﬂ}'ﬂ; yvou have done extrenicly well.”

And the Famous Five quitted the
study, feeling quite pleased with them-
selves,

THE TENTH CHAFPTER,
Mr. Scaife Has His Doubis ]

ANG!
Billy Bunter’s fat fist smote on
the door of the garret.

It was high ncon, and Bunter
was hungry. His breakfast that morning
had been ample, but not ample for
Bunter. And he had had nothing since.
At Greyfriars Bunter generally contrived
to get a “snack ' in the morning break.
But on this especial morning there was
no sitack for the Owl of the Remove.
By midday he was famished.

When he could stand it no longer he
began to bang on the garret door to
attract the attention of his kidnappers.

Scaife’s warning the day before was
atill in his mind, but when he was
hungry Bunter was prepared to risk
trouble. If they wanted him to keep
gquiet, they had to feed him, That waa.
how the Owl of the Remove locked at
it.

Eﬂngi hang!

Footateps came to the door at last, and
it was opened, Scaife’s angry face looked
in, and Bunter noticed with dismay that
he carried a stick in his hand. ;

“T—I say——" stammered Bunter.

“1 think I warned you to keep silent,
Sir James,"’ saill Scaife, with a threaten-
ing look. '

A I:m ]‘ll.l]".lgl'j’.“

" You will be fed. Wait, I

“But T zsay—"" =

“ Another sound from you in this room,
Vivian, and you will be beaten,” said
Scaife quietly., * We shall not stand on
ceremony with you. And listen to this—
I am leaving here to-day, and shall not
return. You will be guarded by my
man while you remain here. He will
treat you well so long as wvou behave
yourself. Give him any trouble, and he
will be very rough with you. 1 warn
you for your own good.”

“You keep on na!}inpi'
gsnarled Bunter. “I tell
Vivian.”

“That's enough.”

“T'm Bunter = .

“That will do, T tell you!" snapped

me Vivian!™
you -I'm net

- Beaifo,

“1 say,” howled Bunter, as the man
in black stepped out on the landing. "}
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gay, I can prave it. I've got a letter in
my pocket addressed to me, Dunter, at
Greyfriars,” T '
Scaife did not even answer.
He was closing the door when Bunter

put his foot in the way. Bunter realised |

that if he could only make the kidnappers
aware of his ideatity, they would not
want to keep him, and he was frantically
anxious now to disclaim the distinetion
of being a baronet of the United King-
dom.

“I—T say, listen to me—"

Scaife magde a motion with the stick.

“I'1l prove it I"* panted Bunter. * Look
here, I must have been missed at Grey-
friars. You know that! They'll have
gone to the police by this time."

“You are sixty miles from Greyfriars,”
angwered Scaife coldly. * You will not
be found here.” ' '

“But 1 say, if you ask them at Grey-
friars, they'll tell you the name of the
chap that's missing !”" gasped Bunter,

Scaife looked at him.

“I1f T inguire at Greyfriars I shall learn
that Sir James Vivian is missing,” he
answered : but for the first time a tinc-
ture of doubt crept into his voice.

“¥ou won't!” exclaimed Bunter
eagerly. “They'll tell you that it's
Bunter that's missing—me, you know.”

Qeaife stood silent, staring at him, The
fat junior's’ eagerness was not lo be
mistaken. Secaife was impressed at last.

“If I take the trouble to inquire at
the school,” he satd, *“you will remain
locked up here until I return,”

“That’s all right. But you'll jolly soon
find that I'm not Vivian.”

Beaife gritted his teeth.

“T do not believe you,” he =aid; “but
to make sure, I shall inquire. If it turns
out that you deceived me in pretending
to be Bir James Vivian I will make you
sorry for it.” _

“Th! What?" Bunter started. He
had not thought of that. **I—I say, you
know, it's not my fault you took me for
" Vivian! I never said I was Vivian; it
was you said I was, you know.”

The dark doubt in Secaife’s face intensi-
fied. He shut the door without another
word, and barred it. .

The rickety stairs ereaked as ho de-
scended to the lower room. Hawes, the
chauffeur, was sitting on a bench there,
smoking. He loocked inquiringly at
Scaife’'s frowning [ace.

“ Anything wrong ?"” :

“1 don't know,” muttered BScaifeo.
“The boy siys he i8 not Vivian, There
can scarcely ge a mistake; and yet——"

“He said so last night.”

“Yes, but I did not believe him, and
I do not believe him now," said Seaife
restlessly.  “ 0t is a trick to get .away
from hera, of course. But—but we
cannot afford to take chances. If—if it
should prove that we have captured the
wrong bird, the party would arrive at
Pengarth as already arranged, and—
and—" TR '

He broke off. 1

“ After. all, it's easy to inquire the
name of the missing boy at Greyfriars;
that will settle the matter. I am sure we
have Vivian; but it 13 worth while to
place it beyond doubt.” . -

“You can't risk going near the school
again,” said Hawes dubiously. * They
may have found out by this time Ehat
you did not come from the solicitor's.” -

“I1 hardly think they will connect
Vivian’s disappearance with my visit;
but, of course, I cannot run risks,” =aid
Scaife slowly. * People may have noticed
me in the village—and the villagers are
gossipa, * Yivian may have been seen in

Friardale.” : o ‘ !

“ Very likely, T think. You'll be walk-
ing into a trap if you go near Greyfriars
again.”

Scaife amiled.

"I ghall not do that. I can walk into’
the town here and get a trunk eall to

It will be casy to make him state the
actual name of the boy who is missing
from his school.” : 3
31 G’ﬂ'ﬂ'd _!,r! . .
Scaife took his hat and left the cabin—
a lonely little building by a lane over
the downs. His face was ~dark with
thought as he walked away. o
In the garret, Billy Bunter waited for
his dinner, thinking a great deal more
of his dinner than of the chance of
freedom. - -

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Sir Jimmy’s Peril !

T was a hall-holiday that day ai
I Greyfriars, and quite a crowd of
the Greyfriars fellows had made up
their sminds to spend it in searching

for traces of Billy Bunter, No news had

e
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ecome of the missing jumior, and it was
known to all the school now that he had
been taken away in a motor-car. The
iom:lusiﬂn was obvious; Bunter had been
idna . And that kpowledge gave
the Greyiriars fellows guite a thrill.
' No great alarm was felt on Bunter's
account, for there was no reason to sup-
56 that his. kidnappers intended him
arm. But why they had I-:idn:lppa-d
him was a m:,rstmi{r that puzzled all the
school, and made William George Bunter
the one topic of conversation at Grey-
friars that dagi'c.l !
“It's a giddy mystery!” ‘said Peter

Todd., "I give it nght up! Why any-
bod Ehﬂulf want Bunter—" _
“The whyfulness is terrific!” said

; Hurree Jamset Ram Singh:
“Bomebody’s after his postal-orders,

perhaps ! suggested SBkinner, and there
was a chuckle. ]

“Poor old Bunter!"” said Bob Cherry.
{ “I hope they're giving him enough to
iatr, anyhow," :

““Not likely," said Skinner. “There
isn't enongh gﬂin%:

“Don't you so jolly funny,

the car with us before we got out of |

Greyfriars, and speak to the headmaster. |’

1 ¢lerk from Mr.

13

Skinner,"” said Toddy. *Ths
serious matter—for Bunfer, at least .

“* Serious for us, too, if he comes back "’
said Skinner blandly. “That’s, what
worries me.’’ :

“0Oh, chuck it, Skinner!” said Bob
Cherry. “I'm jolly well going out to
hunt for him.”

“1 hope you'll find him, old man, and
that they'll bag you, teo!"" said Skinner.
“That would make life quite jolly at
‘Greyfriars, wouldn't it?" _

And Skinaer walked away before Bob
could kick him,

The Famous Five went out on their

5 a°

‘bicycles, and Vernon-Smith and Red-

wing, and Squiff and Peter Todd, and
a dozen other Remove fellows, joined in
the guest. It wus not likely that the
kidnapped junior was anywhere in the-

-vicinity of the srchool, but the juniors

hoped to get on the frack somehow.
Meanwhile, Mr. Quelch was getting

busy. ; : .

Ife had gone down to Friardale soon
after dinner, to pursue the line of investi-
gation opened by Harry Wharton & Co.
He¢ returned to Greviriars Iooking very
thoughtfnl, and sought the Head., He
found Dr. Locke looking very ill at ease.

“No news of Dunter!” asked the

Head.
' "1 am sorry to say, no. But I have
gleaned some information mi rding the
Kidnappers,” said Mr. Quelch. “It is
clear that Bunter was taken away in a
car, which waited outside the post-office
when he was there. I have spoken to
several persons who saw him, and have
received a good description of the man
who took him away—a liftle man,
dressed in black.” !
“ And ' said the Head.
“You will remember Mr. Scaife, who

{ called to see Vivian yesterday,” said

Mr. Quelch. “He was a little man in
black. And he must have been some-
where on the scene at the time; he left
Greyfriars after failing to see Vivian,
about the same time that Bunter must
have reached Friardale. It would be
very odd if there were two litile men
in black, both strangers in the place, in
the village at the same time."”

. The Head looked startled.

“You do not think that the solicitor’s
clerk " he began.

. “T should like to .ascertain whether
Mr. Scaife was, as he Etﬂtﬂdg a solicitor's

Viney's,”" said the
Remove master “‘If his firm answers
for him, we can dismiss him from our
minds. I suggest ringing up Sir
Reginald Brooke’s solicitors 1n Lincoln's
Inn Fields, and inquiring with regard
to ‘Mr. Scaife.”

“That iz easily done.”

; The Head made a gesture to the tele-
hone. Having looked through the
irectory for the number, Mr. Queleh
rang up the exchange, and asked for a
trunk call. Then he left the study.

- It was twenty minutes before the ecall

came through, and then the Head took

up the receiver.

- He found himself speaking to Mr.

Viney. :

“A gentleman from your office—a Mr.
Scaife—called here yosterday,”” said the
Head, ‘“ He brought scme decuments to
show Vivian, in connaction with his

r property in Cornwall—"'

© “What?”

“A Mr. Beaife—""

“No person of that name is employed
by this firm,” answered the solieitor.

“Bless my soul! Did you not send a
man here to see Vivian M

“ Certainly not!"”

(Continued on page 16.)
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BOB CHEZRRY :

Bix Qours' sleep 15 all-sufficient for this
child. And it ought to be sufficient for
“any healthy, energetic’ fellow. The
trouble with most people is that they
sleep themselves stupid. They retire a*
about 9 p.m., and rise at the eorrespond-
ing hour next morning; and then they
wonder why they foel %IEE\"}' and fit-for-
nothing all day! Too much sleep is
just as bad as not enough, in my
opinion,

LORD MAULEVERER:
If I had my own way, begad. I should

go fo bed directly after tea, and rise in §

time for Junch next day! It has always
been my pet grievance that I don’t get
encugh sleep. No sooner do [ settle my
head on the pillow each night, than the
rising-bell secms to start clanging. I
believe old Gosling gets up earlier and
earlier every morning, fo summon us
from our snug beds! There’s an old
adage which says, “8ix hours’ slecp for
a man, seven for a woman, and eight
for a fool.” 'To that I would add,
“Twelve for a nobleman!” I could say
lots and lois: on this subject, but I'm
dying to take forty winks on the study
sofa, 50 you must excuse me, dear boys.

MR. QUELCH : :

I consider tHat eight hours’ sleep each
night should satisfy the average indi-
vidual, My own sleep iz very often
restricted to six hours, owing to the
fact that I sit up late at night, working
on my History of Greyiriars. I never
sleep* in the daytime, and I do not
approve of my pupils doing so. Maule-
verer, take warning |

BILLY BUNTER.:

An old scribe once gave the advice,
“Sleep until you are done.” A rather
queer phrase this, which scems to sug-
gest kooking, but you can see what the
dear old johnnie meant. He meant that
you should take your £ill of slumber, and
not get up till you've had it. Person-
ally, I konsidder that 18 hours out of the
24 should be spent in sleeping, and the
odd 6 in feeding!" But that wonldn't
leave any time for lessons, so I don't
suppose the Head and the masters would
see eye to eye with me on the subject !

DICKY NUGENT:

t don’t think it matters the toss of a
Button how much sleep a Fellow has,
somoe Chaps can keep themselves fizzically
fit on two hours' sleep a night, and other
Chaps want 12 or 14 hours' sleep before
they begin to fec! good. personally i
can go to sleep at any time and in any
plaice. i sleep more soundly in the
Form-room than anywhere else, espes-
hully if it happens to be a hot day. i
never like going to sleep in the Dormi-
tery. One misses all the fun—Midnite
Feests, and all that sort of thing. by the
way, when i went to sleep in class this
morning old Twigeg woke me up by herl-
ing a lextcon at my napper. Beest!

“._
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THE HEAD: .

I generally enjoy an unbroken, dream-
less sleep of nine hours’ duration each
night, And I must confeszs that I fre-

uently lapse into slumber in my study
chair. I do not think one can make a
hard-and-fast rule as to the number of
hours a person ought to sleep. A short
rest suffices some ple; others prefer a
long sleep of the l{ip van Winkle variety.

THE SNORER’S LAMENT !|

By Percy Bolsover.

Upon my head each night,” young
Brown ]
The vials of his wrath 18 pouring ;
(Also a water-jug) to drown "
My snoring !

Bob Cherry, with a cricket-stump,
. A hole within tny ribs is boring :
He says it makes him have the hump—
My snoring !
Fierce shouts are heard on every hand,
And everybody’s loudly roaring;
The fellows simply cannot stand
My snoring!

Rake comes at me with lowered head,
And, like a bull, commences goring;
It neen:js t6 make the chump *“sca
rﬂ !'!_
My snoring!

They tell me that my nightly noise .
Shakes every wall, and shakes the
flooring ; .
And not a single chap enjoys
My snoring !

Myself, I like the merry din, |
Melodious musie, most adoring ;
But others find no pleasure in
My snoring !

HURREE SINGH :

I tleepfully slumber for about seven
hourfulness each might, and I find that
this esteemed and ludicrous period of
restfulness is terrifically satisfactory. I
should not dreamfully think of making

an orgy of sleep, like Mauly and Bunter
do. n my native country, I used to
sleepfullyeslumber for about ten minutes
each night, The heatfulnesa and the
mosquitoes used to preventfully stop any
further repose.

DICK PENFOLD:

“Early to bed, and early to rise, .
" Makesa a man healthy, wealthy, and
wise, :
But wisdom and health, and a princely
exchequer

Don't tempt me; I never get up before -

Lhirekkar !’

WILLIAM GOSLING:

There ain’t no rest for the wicked, and
there ain’t no rest for the
a school like Greyiriars, o sooner do I
lay my weary head on the pillar, so to
speak, when some belated junior rings
the gatebell and clamours for admittance,
and I has to go down in my Aasselled
nightcap and let him in. And I often
get quﬂ up in the small hours of the
morning, because somehody’s been took
ill, and I've got to unlock the gates to
let the doctor come through in his car.
Mine is a hard life, mine is! -1 never
know what it is fo get a good mght's
sleep. Moreover, I has to turn out at
five o’clock every morning, to clean u
my lodge before sounding the rising-bell.
It's marvellous how I manages to keep

ing, year in and year out. If it wasn’t
or a mild stimulant now and again, I
should have to chuck in my mit, and
retire from Greyfriars on a pension !

Don’t miss our special *f Singing *’ Supplement } It’s next }
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A Vernon Smilh=

( :EE‘IL REGINALD TEMPLE, the
leader of the Upper Fourth, went

. to bed looking very annoyed.

. Temple had just fallen foul of
okt Capper, his Form master, Capper
had dropped on him very heavily for
pluying a concertina in the Close, and
refusing to stop when ordered to do so.

“ A thousand lines I"" ¢napped Temple,
as he started to undress. **That's the
stiffest impot I've had this term! Tt will
take me a month of Sundays to write it.
Capper’s a beast! Can’t a chap play a
eoncertina  without pgetting into {mt
waler 1"

“It's certainly a bit thick,” agreed
Dabney. *“What are you going to do
about it, old man "

“T'Hl make Capper sit up!” declared
Temple. "“1'll give him a scare of some
sort—thia very night, too! He's very
nervous at might.”

4 “Going to %reaa up as a ghost 7" asked
ry.

Temple shook his head.

“Capper’s a cute beast, an’ I'm afraid
he'd tumble to my identity,” he said. "1
shall have to think of somethin’ eclse.”

Temple laid awake for hours, trying to
think of ways and means 'Wilﬂl'Eh]‘ he
could scare the master of the Upper
Fourth,

It was not until midnight that he was
scized with an idea. The distant barking
of a dog gave him an inspiration, He
knew that the dog in question was Rover,

a big retriever owned by Mr. Mimble,
the gardener,

Temple happened to know, alse, that|

Rover, and the kitchen cat were on any-
thing but affectionate terms. They were,
in fact, bitter enemies, and there was
always a scrap when they got to close
quarters. =

Temple sat up in bed. He was grin-
ning in the darkness. :

“F'I smu gle the dog and the cat-into
Cappet’s Ee&rmm 1" he muttered.
"“Then the fur will start Aying, and old
Capper will have the scare of his life !”

Acting upon Shakespeare’'s advice that
conspiraciea no sooher should be formed
than executed, Temple rose and dressed,
and went down into the Close. He made
his exit by way of the box-room window,

It wae a dark night, and Temple had
difﬁmltﬁjin picking his way across the
(lose. But he could just discern the dim
ﬁyi-litm of the tuckshop, and this guided

im,

The dog Rover was chained up at the
back of the shop. He barked loudly on
Temple's approach, but the Fourth-
Former soon calmed him down.

“C'ome along, old fellow !” he eaid, as
he unfastened the chain. “ We're goin’
in se;u.rch of your bosom pal, the kitchen
cat.’

Even as he spoke, Temple heard a hiss-
ing sound. Peering through the gloom,
he saw the cat standing with arched back
a few yards away. Ile gathered her up
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in his arm, and then conveyed  the
animals into the building. oy

Chuckling softly to %imﬂﬂif. Templa
made his way to Mr. Capper’s bed-room.
Even as he went, the animals were
struggling and straining to get to grips
with cach othér, : o

“As soon as 1 bundle ‘em into
Capper’s room there’ll be a regular cat-
an’-dog fight !” murmured Temple,

On reaching his destination he
cautiously pushed the door open,” and
gave Rover a push which sent the dog
well into the room. Then he hurled the
kitchen cat on top of 1it.

Instantly there was an uproar. Rover
barked and snarled, and the cat made &
moise like a soda-water siphon in action.

Temple lingered outside the door,
listening to the commotion.

The yapping and snapping graw louder
and fiercer, and at any moment "Temple
expected to hear a startled shriek from
Mr. Capper. But no shriek came.

There was a sound of someone jumping
out of bed, and an angry voice ex-
claimed : .

“What's .the meanin’ of this, hey?
Cats an’ dogs in,my room in the middle
of the night, bégad! Out you gol”

Temple gave a gasp. For the voice .
was not that of Mr. Capper—it was the
voice of Sir Hilton Poppér, the fiery
baronet and governor of Greyfriars, who
was puiting up at the school for the
night, and occupying Mr. Capper's roont.

Sir Hilton had picked up his silver-
mounted cane, and he laid about him

fiercely. : ; :
Rover, velping- with anguish, came
rushing out of the room at top speed.

The dog cannoned full into Temple, the
focrce of the impact knocking Ceeil
Reginald over. :

“Yaroooooh !” yelled Temple, thereby

giving himeelf away completely.

There was a fierce snort from Sir
Hilton Popper. _ )

“ A practical joker, begad! T'll give
him a thraghin' that he won't forget 1r &
hurry 1" % .

So saying, the baronet strode into the
corridor, and proceeded to belabour the
recumbent  form of Cecil Reginald
Temple,

Whack, whack, whack !,

Wild yells of anguish rang through the -
night. Cat, dog, and Temple fled for
dear life, with Sir Hilton Popper in hot
pursuit. :

RBefore Temple could shake off his pur-
suer, he received at least half a dozen
stinging blows across his shoulders. And
when at last he crawled into his dormi-
tory, he felt that life was not worth
Living ! '
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EDITORIAL!

By Harry Wha rl:r;:rn.

TN T T

MmN

T T T

U LEEP, i ntle sleep, Nature's soft
S nurse "—that 13 our subject for
this week. And we have tackled

18 as thoroughly as the limita-

tions of space will permmit. You will
notice that we are somewhat smaller this
week ;  but  though the guantity 1s

reduced, the quality remains as good as
ever—and it's the quality that counts!
Bleep 1s a wonderful thing. Accordin
to the Ancient Mariner, it 13 *““belove
from Pole to DPole.” Personally, 1
wouldn't go so far as to agree with that,
because there are several fellows in the
Greyfriars Remové® who don’t love sleep
at a{l. They are 30 energetic and full of
life that they simply hate to lay their
heads on the pillows o’ nights. Bob
Cherry is one of these energetic mortals.
He prefers getting up to gomng to bed.
Lord Mauleverer is the very opposite.
Sleep 18 the be-all and end-all of Mauly's
existence, and he is never happier than
whieen reclining on the couch in hiz study.
So far as sleep is concerned, his lordship

holds very different views from Bob
Cherry; and they both air their views i1n
this 1ssue.

To their horror, our respected Form
masters have discovered that many of
their pitpils prefer slecping in lesson-time
to studying the works of that classio
gentleman, P, Vergilius Maro—snawful!

Put I must bring this brief editorial
chat to a close, or 1 sha’n’t be able to
find space for Bolsover major’s poem,
And that would be a tragedy! I should
have the bully of the Remove biffing mo
on my editorial pate with an Indian club!
So long as this Special Sleep Numnber
docen’t send you to sleep, out of sheer
horedom, I shall be well content.

Full of fun-and mirth—the MAGNET Supplement ]

Supplement ii,

Tee MAGRET Lisrary.—No, 809,



15

SIR JIMMY'S SUBSTITUTE! ||

{Continued from page 13.)

“Then I may take it that the man who
called yesterday was an impostort” ex-
claimed the Head ' '

*“Most certainly. No one has been
sent from this office to see Sir James
Vivian,
Dr.. Locka,”

“Bless my soul!
Yiney !”

Dr. Locke put up the receiver, in a
state of considerable agitation. He went
to M. Quelch’'s study with the news.

“As 1 bad begun to suspect,” said the
Remove master, *““Scaife was an  im-
postor; and it 15 Scaife who has taken
Bunter away.”

“But why—why?" said the Head help-
lessly, ** What possible motive could the
man have for kiwlﬂa;:xping' Bunter?"

“None, I think,”" said Mr. Quelch
quietly. * It is fairly clear that Bunter

was taken by mistake.”

b mistake *"’

"Yis. Bcaife came here inquiring for
Vivian, and he was told that Vivian had
gone to the village to register a letter
for me, T was not then aware that
Vivian had sent Bunler in his place.
Sealfe appears to have gone directly to
the village, and to have kidnapped the
hoy who was ting the registered
letter.  Evidently, I think, he mistook
him for Vivian.”

“Then vou think that it was Vivian
whom—"" :

“It seems perfectly clear to me,” said
Mr. guekth. *““There was a plot on foot
to kidnap Vivian, and Scaife’s vizit here
was to get sight of the boy, I imagine,
with that object in view, By a enrious
combination of - circumstances, Bunter
has fallen into his hands instead of
}Tiﬂ.f'ian'.” . T

*“*But Bunter would. surely state his
real name—-""

“He might not be helieved In any
case, I think stringent care should be
taken . of Vivian for the present, and it
would be as well to give him instructions
to keep within gates.” - -

“Undonbtedly,” said the Head. *DBut
if the intended victim was Vivian, that
does not lessen the mystery. Why
should anyone desire to kidnap Vivian?"

Mr. Quelch shook his head.

“That is a problem,” he answered.
“But that clearly was the intention, and
we must take precautions for his safety.”

Thank wou, Mr,

Trotter tapped at the door. .

“The telephone bell's ringing in your
study, sir,”

"%hank you, Trotter,” said the Head,

rising. “Pray come with me, - Mr.
Quelch—it. may be news.”

The two masters proceeded at once to
the Head's study, where the bell was
buzzing pﬁraiatenﬂjr. Dr. Locke took
up the receiver. :

“Is that Greyfriara School?”’ came a
voise dver the wires,

*Yes. Dr. Locke is speaking.”

**The Headmaster ! :

“;’es.l” b :

“Is there a missi
school 7 " =

“Yes, yes," said the Head eagerly. “If
you can give me any information, I shall
be deeply indebted to you.”

“I hope to be able to do, sir. The
boy's name ig——""

‘Bunter !"

“Kindly repeat the name, sir; I did
not quite catch i

* Bunter—William Bunter,"

from your

Tae Macner Lapmary.—No. 509.

You have been imposed upon, |

“B-u-n-t-e-r—Bunfer ! spelt out the
unknown interlocutor, wha
wanted to make certain of the name.

*“*Yes: that iz correct.’’

The Head waited for an answer: but
it did not come. He spoke again into
the transmitter; but there was silence.
The unknown had rung off,

" Bless my soul!” said Dr. Locke, in
great perplexity. *“This is very odd. T
wonder =

“1I think it is fairly clear, sir,"” said the
Rlpmm'q_* master, “‘ Bunter has told the
kidnapper his real name, and the rascal
has applied to you for definite informa-
tion.”’ .

“Good heavens! You mean that 1
have just been talking with the kid-
napper himself!" exclaimed the Head,
aghast,

"I imagine so., I think that makes it
quite clear that the wrong victim was
seized by the rascal, and T will speak to
Vivian at once. He must run no risks,"

Mr. Quelch hurried away in search of
Vivian. He found that cheery junior
on the cricket-ground, fagging at “howl-
ing for Walker of the Sixth. Mr. Quelch
impressed vpon the schoolboy baronot
that he was to remain within' gates till
further orders; and as he detected a ro-
bellious gleam in Sir Jimmy's eye, he
explained the reason '
which the astonished Sir Jimmy replied :

“Oh, snakes! What blooming larks !’

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER !
Not the Genuine Article ]

i CAIFE entered the lonel coltage
on thp downs, with a glack and
scowling brow, He threw himaelf

into a chair, clenching his hands.

“It's not Vivian!” he said, between
his teeth.

Hawes stared at him over his pipe,

“"Not Vivian? Sure?”

“I have spoken to his headmaster over
the telephone,” said Scaife, savagely.
“We've been taken in! How the mis-
take happened T don't know. The Form
master ceriainly believed that it was
Vivian who had gone to the post-office
to register a letter. And I asked the
boy. He claimed 40 ber Vivian—for what

reason I cannot even guess. He shall
pay dearly for fooling me !”
“Then we've failed?” said Hawes
blankly. .
S{!uifz nodded.

It will be useless to try to get at
Vivian now. Probably they guess. by
this time thal it was Vivian we intended
to kidnap, and he will be specially taken
care of. In any case, we could not
venture near Greyiriars again—the whole
neighbourhood will be watching for
strangers. This affair must have caused
great excitement there. Half the police
in the county will be on the alert.”

He rose to his feet, pacing restlessly
about the room.

“It was a good scheme—it was well

lanned,” he muttered. " All would

ve gone well but for that fool of a
boy telling me his name was Vivian!
What can have essed him—— But
that matters little no®. We have lost
Vivian, we cannot venture to make
another attempt, and we have a fat fool
on our hands who 1s useless to us!”

“ A pretty look-out!” grunted Hawes.

“It could not be helped. All would
have gone well if Vivian could have been

| secured, and taken care of during the

Then the party

midsummer holidays.
Pengarth.

would not have gone to
Now——""'

evidently.

at full length. " To

Next Monday’s Greyfriars story is right on the wickef— -

“Now they'll go*” 2 g

“I suppose so—it is all arranged. Buf -
a3 the properiy is Vivian's, it would have
fallen through had he disappeared for the

* Keeley—' .

“Keeley can do nothing, exceptin
carry oul the orders henﬁu receive
from Sir Reginald Brooke. But for this
wreteched mischance, all would have been
well. Now—"

“But—but if they get to Pengarth
the game’s up!” said Hawes, dtaring
blankly at Scaife, :

S{'Eigﬂ shook his head. e T

" Keeley will take care. Something
else may turn up to relieve us of the
schoolboys., I shall take care that some-
thing turns up, in fact,” said Secaife,
between his teeth. **Nothing now can
prevent the party from reaching Pen-
garth; but, after all, they have no
suspicion that they are not wanted there
—they will be walking into a trap, and
we can deal with them." ;

“If they should get.into Pengarth
Caves "

“ We must take care that they do not,”
said Heaife. * After all, we shall be on -
the spot. And the sponer the better,
now that the game i3 up here. We will

whole of the h?ﬁﬂaya, of course.”

' get rid of that fat fool, and disappear!”

He tramped up the stairs.

Billy Bunter heard the approaching
footsteps with a tremor in his plump
heart. .

He could guesz that by this time the
kidnappers had learned that he was not
Sir James Vivian. No doubt they would
get rid of him, as he was not the person
they wanted; but Bunter had a very
deep apprehension now ‘as to what might
hn’Fpen first.

be door of the garret was throw
open, and Bcaife came in. Bunter felt
his tremor increase at the man’'s black
and savage look.

“I--1 say " he stammered.

“I have found out the truth,” said
Scaife. “You are not Sir James
Yivian."”

“I—I told you so, you know!” said
Bunter feebly.

“You fat rascal!”

“Oh, really, you know

“Why did you deceive me?" hissed
Scaife, :

“I—I was only pulling your leg!"
mumbled Bunter., “How was I to
know you were going to kidnap me, you
know? I—I wouldn’t have let you think
that T was Vivian if I'd known, I give
you my word !" ;

Scaife stared at him, and burst into &
barsh laugh. - - =

“You—you dolt!” he said. *“You

fool! You—you—"
“Qh, draw it mild !’ said Bunter, *I
didn't want to come here. I haven't

been fed decently. I'm the chap that's

ot a right to complain, I suppose. I'm
ﬁuﬂg‘!‘jf now. If you think that I can
do with bread and cheese and a chunk of
corned beei for dinner, you're making .
a mistake. I'm simply famished !"

“ After all it is not worth the troubls
to thrash you for your folly,” muttered
Scaifa, |

Bunter jum

“*Not at all—not a bit!” he gasped,
" I—1 quite ee with you—I do, reallyt
I—-I'd awfully sorry to give you any
trouble—honest 1njun!” ot :

There was a sound of the man below
starting up the ecar, which had been

araged in the shed attached to the
ﬁlﬂ!&lj’ cottage. Bceaife- grasped Bunter
by the uhuuﬁ:lar.

“Come!” he snapped.

Does Billy Bunter get to Cornwall 2—
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" You—you're letting me go!” gasped
Bunter,

“You are no use here, you fat fool!
Come "’ :

“Right-ho! But I-I say, you're
going to give me some grub before i |
go, 1 suppose!” said Bunter anxiously.

Scaife did not answer that question.
He led Bunter down the rickely stairs
with an iron grip on his shoulder.

He almost pitched the fat junior into
a chair in the lower room,

“Stay there!”

“Ow! All right!" splutiered Bunter.
“T—1 say, what are you—you going to
—to do with that?”

His eyes opened wide behind his
spectacles at the sight of the chloroform
pad.

“I—1 say—"'

Scaife did not heed him, Billy Bunter
gave a longing glance at the door.

As the man in black turned his back
for a moment, Bunter made a desperate
jump for the door, and tore 1t open.

“ Stop ! roared Scaife,

Bunter did not stop; he ran for his
life. The outer door stood open, with
the warm glow of the sunset beyond.
But as Bunter reached the door the burly
fipure of the chauffeur framed in it.

Crash | -

“Yooop!” gasped Bunter.

“ 0w 1" howled the chauffenr,

“J—I say, I—- Yarcocooooh!”

Hawes grasped ihe fat junior by the
colar, and led him back into the room.

“1—1 say, you fellows——" gasped
Bunter feebly. “I—l say—— Ow!
Groogh 1"

The chléroform pad was pressed over
his nose and mouth, and Bunter's
terrified eyes closed behind his spectacles,
He was unconscious when he was carried
into the car, and laid on the floor,
covered with a rug,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Turns Up !

44 O news?”’
“* None !’
“Poor old Bunter!”

Crowds of Greyfriars fellows
had come in, after spending the after-
noon scouring the countryside for traces
of the missing Owl of the Hemove.
Harry Wharton & Co. had ridden as far
as Redclyffe, having learned from Coker
of the Fifth about his meeting with the
man in black in the car going in that

direction the previous day.

At Redclyffe they found a garage
where a car had stopped for petrol, and
by the general description they supposed
it was the same car, Bul after passing
Redclyffe it had vanished.

The ,EOHEE were making inquiries far
and widej but the Famous Five, a8 they
rode back to Greyfriars, tired and dusty,
did not expect mews. It seemed most
probable that the car had left Greyfriars

miles behind: doubtful whether

mani
the kidnappers had stopped in Kent at}

all.
As they went into calling-over, the
- Greyfriara fellows exchanged questions;
but no one had news of Bunter. And
most of the fellows were feeling really
concerned about him now. '

Tt was generally known now that
Bunter had been kidnapped in mistake
for Sir Jimmy Vivian; for Sir Jimmy
was gated for an.indefinite period, and
the reason was known. How anybody
could have taken Bunter for him was a
mystery to Sir Jimmy, and not & pleasing
one, really, He was not flattered by the

—Watch out for next M

idea that there was the remotest
resemblance between himself and {ihe
Owl of the Remove.

Mozt of the fellows were at prep, when
there came a loud ringing at the bell in
Gosling’s lodge, and the Greyiriare
porter turned out, with a grunt.

Gosling jumped at the sight of a
fat ii‘Fura outside the bars of the gate.

' Master Bunter !”

“Tot me in, for goodness’ sake!”
howled Bunter. “Can’t you get the
gate open? Quick, fathead [

Grunt from Goshng.

“T'm  hungry!” roared Bunter.
“ Famished! T've walked over a hun-
dred miles this evening—ten, at least!”

“ Precious goings on!” said Gosling,
as he unlocked the gate. ‘“What I says
is this 'ere——"

Frnpder i evRer

There came a loud ringing at the bell, and the Greyfriars

out with 8 grunt. Gosling jumped at the sight of a fat
: ‘“ Master Bunter ! ** he gasped.

close to the bars of the gate.

me in ! 7’ howled Bunter. *‘I'm starving !”

Billy Bunter did not stay to listen to
what Gosling had to say. As soon as
the gate was open he bolted in.

The door of the School House was
closed, and Bunter rang the bell and
{humped on the door. _ q

“Can’t you let a fellow in when he’s
famished i” he roared.

Trotter opened the door, and almost
fell down at the sight of the fat jumior.

“Master Bunter, I thought you was
kidnapped ! said Trotter.

“gq 1 was!” growled Bunter. “And
I’ve had practically nothing to_eat, and
had to walk hundreds of miles since
they dumped me out of the car, the
beasts !"’ '

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” came a roar
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[rom the staircase. “It's Bunter! He's
come back.”

‘* Bunter ¥

“Great pipl”

“ The Bunterfulness is terrific!”

There was a rush from all sides to zee
Bunter. Mr. Quelch came out of his
study in a great hurry.

“ Bunter, you have returned! Thank
goodness ! T hope you have not suffered
from any ill-usage, my boy?”

“J have, sir,” eaid Bunter. *A pam
of desperate villains, sir—worse than
FHuns! I've heen treated {frightfully,
sir—awful cruelty—"

“Pless myv soul! What did they do,
Bunter 7"

““ Kept me short of food, eir.”

“(Oh'1” gasped Mr, Quelch.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

rier turne eﬂ
s vt
(See Chapter 13.)

“PBlessed if I can see anything to
cackle at!” howled Bunter indignantly.
“I've had nothing to seat since dinner
and then I only had about half a pnun§
of cheese and a loaf and a tin of co

' Boef, I'm dying of hunger at 18

moment. walked hundreds of
miles 2 :

“Make it thousands !’ murmured Bob.

“You escaped, DBunter?” asked Mr.
Quelch.

““Yes, sir—that is, they let me go
when they found out I wasn’t Vivian
sir. It was Vivian they were after, and
they took me for him, 1 suppose they
thought ;[ locked like a baronet.”

i 1, Tl

“Of course, I look a good deal more

I've

onday’s MAGNET I - You'll find the answer |

Ter MacweT Lierany.—No.-809,

g



18

like & baronet than Vivian does,”™ said’

Bunter. *“That aceounts for it. It's
fotty rotlen, sir, that a fellow can’t
rave a distingunished look without all this

hngpﬂning to him."

Blezss my gbhml!
the Head, Bunter.”

“VYea, sir. Is the Head at supper?”

“No, Bunter, the Head is not at sup-

er.

“Then if you don't mind, sir

“Come ! said Mr. Quelch, who appa-
rently did mind. ;

PBunter was led away to Dr. Lacke’s
study. There the Head was very glad
to sce him—possibly the first fime on
record that anybody had been glad to
see William George Bunter.

Bunter for once in his life gave a brief
account of his experiences; he was
anxious to get to supper. So, instead of
adorning the tale, he gave quite a suc-
cinct account. He had little to tell; only
that he had been locked up in a garret—
he didn't know where—and removed
under chloroform im a motor-car, and
left by the roadside after dark hundreds
of miles from G iars, and had had
to walk those hundreds of miles io get
home after coming to his senses,

The hundreds of miles probably might
be reduced to four or five, as it tran-
spired that DBunter had been about two
hours tramping. But certainly he was
tired, and undoubtedly he was hungry.

The Head dismi him, and he went
to seek the housekeeper and supper, and
it was bedtime when Bunter finished.

-In the Remove dormitory all the fel-
lows wanted to hear Bunter's story, but

Come with me to

1

mmtﬁﬂwm-—w—-;

YOUR EYES OPEN FOR—

KEEP

-

TR T

SCHOOL,
SPORT
AND
ADVENTURE
STORIES.

C

360 PAGES!

llIIIIllIIIIIIHIIIIHIIIt!illl!illllllillll .

LY BLET PR S L B 1 I-"II.:I";'ll"‘_.’.':j'.ﬂ

Al v bt D RV AT L T L

felled six or seven

they were disappoinled. Billy Bunter
fell asleep as eoon as his head touched
the pillow. . : :

So the eager inquirers had to put it off
till the morning. In the morning Bun-
ter was ready to {ell what had happened
—as well as a great deal that had not
happened.

“They took you for Vivian because
you were registering Quelchy's letter at
the post-office,” said Lord Mauleverer.
“You earned that half-crewn, Bunter,
by gad! But what did you let them
take you away for?”

“1 struck out right and left,
ot them——-"

“Lo it!" chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Then I was seized by a dozen mora
and hurled into the car,” said Bunter.
“ After that—-"

“You woke up?" asked Peter Todd.

1 l'iEl.. ]'lt'l., ha 1™

“*Dror it mild, old chap!™ suggested
Bir Jimmy.

Bunter blinked
baronet.

“Is that what you call gratitude?”™ he
asked. ‘" After I allowed myseif to be
kidnapped in your place to—to save you
out of devotion——"'

“Oh, my "at!"

“Pile it on!" chortled Peter.

“If you don't believe me, Toddy—"'

“Believe you! Oh, my word!"”

“You allowed urself to be kid-
napped to save Vivian?" gasped Lord
Mauleverer.

“Yes, heroic devotion, you know—"'

“And you fought like a tiger and
felled them right and left 7"

and

indignantly at the
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¥ The Midnight Mymry," a stupendous story of St. Jim’s—

“Yes, rather! TI'm a pretty dan-

rous customer when I'm roused, you

mw-l'l. ! -

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, gad! Those two yarns don't
seem to fit together somehow,” said Lord
Mauleverer.

“Oh, really, Mauly! The fact is, I've
saved Vivian from being kidnapped—""
“ By accident !” grinned Bob Cherry.

“By my courage and devotion,” said.
Bunter. * The least Vivian can do now
is to ask me to join the party in Corn-
wall for the wvacation. I sha'n't refuse;.
Vivian, old chap.”

“¥You won't
grinned Vivian.

And the schoolboy
away.

“ And that’s gratitude !

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“But I'm coming with you fellows to
Cornwall, all the same,” said DBunter re-
assuringly.

That was definitely seftled—in Bun-~
ter's own fal mind, at least. Billy Bun-
ter was guite determined not to desert
his old pals that vacation, and he was

the echancal™

have
haronet walked

satd Bunfer.

equally determined that his old pals
should not have a chanoe of deserting,
him.

THE END.

(Billy Bunier fondly imagings that he
has carned the right to be included
Sir Jimmy's party wvisiting Cornwall—
the “Co.” think otherwise. Look out
for * Bunter the Hunter " —next week's
ripping story—and see who i3 right!)
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With his heart full
of bitterness against
Sir Mostyn Frayne,
gamester and rogue,
who, in one stroke, |
has robbed him of |5
his brother, and the
house and lands
which had been the
property of the
Langleys for genera.
tions past, Dick
Langley turns
highwayman. Now
known as “ Galloping Dick,”
he roams the countryside—the
terror of the rich, and a
staunch friend of the poor,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Drastic Measures !

“OYEZ! OYEZ! OYEZ!"

‘““Hereby be it known to all Honest
Men, that to any who shall apprehend
and bring to Justice the notorious Rogue
and Highwayman, Richard Langley,
commonly known as Galloping Dick, I,
the Undersigned, will recompense in 'the
sum of

TWO HUNDRED GUINEAS,

the same to be paid by my Steward at

Fratton the day the aforesaid Rogue is

delivered into the hands of the law.
“8IR MOSTYN FRAYNE, BART.”

T OUNDS! The thing 18 plaguey
heavy to hnndlu '™ panted
Gaffer Beckton, setting the

board down and mopping hlﬁ
brow. Let go your end o' ’'t, boy, an'
wait while I get my breath !”

They propped the heavy oak board
against the foot of the tree, and stood
wiping their foreheads,

“I1 bain’t no scholard,” said ::-ld Beck-
ton, “but it's to do wi' this here high-
wayman that stopped the master last
week—hey "

The younger man wrinkled his brow,
stared fixedly at the painted board he and
his father had brought with them, and
slowly spelled out from it the inscription
at the head of this cha-.pter

“Well,” said Gaffer, “young Master

El&j" of Langleys! He'll take jsome
catching, from what I remember o' him
on horseback., To think o' him takin’
to the road! Ay, he's soured at the
treatment he's had, and no wonder!
Well, we've got to obey orders and nail
this board up. This here's the tree—
pollard oak, at Two Mile Corner, on the
Milton bridle-path — them was the
steward’s orders. You hold it up, Bob,
while T drive in the spike.”

Bob laid the board against the tree-
trunk, five feet from the ground, and old
Be-cktnn, taking a tenpenny nail, began
laboriously to drive it through the wood.

“0Odds fish, Gaffer Deckton!™ said a
laughing voice behind them. * Can you

. \Tn

o

s -

' nail it no higher than that? Hoist it up
to the bose of the trunk, man !”

The board dropped with a clatter, and
the two men, with scared faces, turned
sharply round They gaped open-mouthed
at a well-clad, handsome youth, who sat
easily on a coal-black mare, a mlschla?ﬂua

light in his eyes. It was Gallﬂpmg Dick
himself,

“Don't ’ee shoot, Master Dick—don’t
'ee shoot !” pleaded Beckton in a guaver-
ing voice.

“8hoot! Why, man, my pistols are
m the holsters, But pick up that board,
Beckton, or Bir Mostyn will rate you

soundly for damaging his property.
Here, give it me !
Tha'_'.r handed him the board, their

knees knocking together. Dick Langley
brought the mare alongside the cak-tree.

“INﬂw the hammer and the spike !” he
Bl

They were given up hastily, and Dick,
holding the board against the bark with
his forearm, drove in the nail with a few
srnart strokes., Then, reining back, he
read the notice through till the tears ran
down his cheeks.

“ Faith,” he said.

“My value is going
up like a fat goose’s at Michaelmas.
{1 Two hundred guineas! I sadly fear

tlm,&i even if 1t were earned, Sir Mostyn
would find a way to avaid paying it.”
He turned to the two men with mais-
chievous eyes. " Don’t look so scared,
Gaffer I”" said Dick to the older man.
“¥ou are quite safe. What had you
for bringing this board here?"

“One shilling apiece, zur.”

“Tut, man, what a sorry price. Here
i5 a guinea each for your trouble, Go
back and convey my thanks to Sir

Mostyn for his pretty attention. Two
hundred guineas, egag !”

He laughed quietly, and the two
Becktons, touching their caps gratefully,
hurried off.

“There 1s humour in the position,”
said Galloping Dick to himself, as the
mare Elt-t- walked slowly up the bridle
path. rayne is offering my own
money, so it seems, for my arrest. Ho,
ho! I think I see every clodhopper in

*The skin stretched ti
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these parts licking his lips at tlm thought -
of that two hundred guinﬁas

Dick reined in at the curve in the path,
a hundred yards from the hboard, and

looked round. Then, seeing someone
approaching, he qu'n::k] and silently
turned Kitty aside into the shade of the
trees,

The siranger was a strongly-built man
in rough, torn clothes, and walked with
& stoop, as one who is not in good spirits.
Aa hizs eye, glancing up, caught the
notioe-board, he stopped and read it.

The man’s face was gaunt and starved.
t over the cheek-
bones and jaw. As he read the notice
of the reward a fierce, hungry glare lit
im his ¢yes,

He turned away from the board and
stood stockstill in the middle of the path,
pondering. Then he set out with a rapid,
noiseless stride, locking about him
keenly. He passed by within ten vards
of Dick and dizappeared round the curve.

“ Ay, my irlend ” thought the young
horzeman, ' you fittle knew how near
you were to the same highwayman 1"

Dick, after waiting some time, turned
aside into a by-path, and rode at a foot
Eace away towards the crown of the

eath. .

Presently he stopped in his reverie
and raised his head, throwing a quick
glance over his shoulder. His keen
senses, alert as those of a terrier, told
him that he was being followed.

He did not want his pursuer—if such
he was-—to know that he had discovered
him. There was only one. The dark
figure halted and crouched low as the
mare altered her stride, but presently
stole onward again.

Having assured himself that he was
being tracked down, Dick touched the
mare with his heel, and ambled along a
little faster, The man behind quickened
his pace. They cleared the wood, and
came out vpon Blackwold Heath, a furzy
plain, studded with little copses and old
gravel pits.

Dick skirted one of the copses, and,
as soon as he was out of sight of the un-
krown pursuer, trotted smartly aheads

—MAGNET early ] Don’t he amongst the disappointed readers 1
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The light-treading mare made no sound
of hoois on the soft sward. .

One glance behind him, and Dick
turned the mare down the gentle slope of
a gravel-pit, reached the bottom, and
leapt quickly down. |

“Stand till I come back, Kitty,” he
said.

The black mare twitched her satin
nostrils. She understood.

Dick took his )in'atnls from the holster
and slipped nimbly up the farther slope
of #he pit. He reached the top, crouched
low among the gorse bushes of the
heath, and made a eircuit round to the
side where he bhad ridden down.

Hew stooped behind the cover of a
brambile thicket just where the slope
began, and cocked his pistols,

The gquiet of the nicht covered all
things. A brown owl called in the cop-
pice, but other sound there was none,

Presently the dark figure of the pur-
suer came round the curve of the bridle-
track, stooping low and walking rapidly.

Dick gave a faint whistle between hia
tecth, no louder than a bat's squeak.
Kitty heard it from her place in the
gravel-pit, and whinnied loudly.

The dark figure started at the sound
and came rapidly forward in its direction,
hending double now, and as though he
had found what he nmtiht. Straight to
the slope leading (o the gravel-pit he
came, and the starlight shone on his
face. It was the man who had read the
notice-board with such zest.

The wild, hungry eyes were alight with
fierce excitement and greed. Ie passed
Dick's hiding -place within a yard. Down
in the pit %’(itty shifted her feet, and
fhe listeners heard the rattle of gravel
stones.

At the man's belt was a coil of cord,
and in one hand he carried a heavy,
knotted oak cudgel, evidently newly
cut. His whole frame seemed to quiver
with eagerness, and he lay down upon
hizs stomach and wriggled like a snake
up the slope, as though to peer over.
Dick heard his breath come guick and
short,

Heo was within a foot of the edge of
the pit. He thrust out a hand to draw
himse forward. But he stopped, and
a gasping cry escaped him instead.

The cold barrel of a horse-pistol
pressed against his neck, and he turned
and looked into the eyes of Dick Langley.

_Dick whistled, and Kitty came trot-
ting up the slope,

The highwayman looked at his
prisoner. There was despair and defi-
ance in the man's wild eyes, but no trace
of fear. th

“Have you anything to say?” said
Dick quietly. “You were _seeking
Richard Langley. T am he."

The man cast down his eyes but said
nothing,

“What 15 the bludgeon for?" said
Dick, pointing to it.

“For thy pate, had I caught thee,”
mutiered the man hoarsely. “1 would
ha’ stunned thee like an ox !” '

“Indeed! And the rope, I presume,
was to bind me prisoner? You sought
to bring me to the gallows, and claim
the two hundred guineas?”

“.%;y!” gaid the prisoner.

“Very well, I carry my I
hands. You tried to take it.
i3 agamst all men’s, and now your life
is forfeit to me. Have you any reason
to tﬁﬁr that I should not kill you forth-
with 7 .

" No,” said the man, looking dogge
at the ground, _ﬂg Egecly

You admit

My hand

L3

“You are not afraid?
your life is mine to take?"
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“Take it—take it!” The man threw
his head on his arms with a cry of
despair, and leaned against a withered
tree that grew on the edge of the pit.
“What have I to live for now ?”

“What do you mean, you knave?”
eried Dick. “Is life worth nothing be-

1 cause you have failed in winning the

price of my head to squander im ale-
rooms ¥ dds bodikins, 'tis a horse-
whipping and not a pistol-ball I will
give you!™

“ Enough!” cried the man. “Shoot,
shoot! I care not a snap! My boy is
dying, and I am without a penny to pay
for the doctor's skill. Had I trapped
thee the money Paid on thy head would
have saved him '™

“Man alive, what's thia?" cried Dick.
“Will not the doctor attend him 7"

" No, curse him!” snarled the man,
his starved face alight with hate,
“though he keeps six servants and a
stable of horsea! Though I have offered
to work for him without pay for as long
as he will, he refuses to stir a foot to
save my son without the money in his
hand.”

“Up, up!” ecried Dick, springing on
to the mare. “Jump up behind me,
man, and show the road to your house.
This must be looked to.”

The man, half-dazed, clambered up
behind, and hung on to his captor. Thck
spoke to the mare, and away they rode
over the black heath, the wind whistling
in their ears. _

“Yonder is my cottage,” said the man,
pointing to a dim light that shone on
the edge of the plain. “1It is a8 mean
place, for I am but a charcoal-burner,”

Dick pulled the mare up alongside the
cottage, and bade her stand. The man
listened at-his door for a moment with
white face, as though afraid to enter,
Then he tapped softly.

A woman, her eyes red with weeping,
opened the door,

“Has he—is he——"" stammered the
man,

“ He lives yet,” whispered the woman
with'a sob. "It cannot be for long.”

She looked furtively at Dick.

“If you would let me, good people,”

said the voung horseman. “I come as
a friend.”
They admitted him. He entered,

treading softly. It was as the charcoal-
burner had said. On & poor truwkle-
bed, the only couch in the room, lay a
little lad of five or six, evidently at the
last stages of high fever, The stamp of
death seemed upon him already.

“The village wise woman says he can-
not live till morning,” whispered the
poor woman in a broken voice. “ But
that if the fever could be taken in hand
at its height by a skilled physician he
Iﬂ!%‘hl‘. still live. But the doctor—-—"

“ Do you tell me he will not come?”
whispered Dick hotly, his eyes blazing.

“Ay, he will not. * Am I to cure avery
beggar's brat for nothing ?’ said he."

" Wait!"  said Dick, . striding out
quietly. “I will return. Tell me, who
is the doctor, and where does he live t”

“But a mile along the road, sir. A
large house on the right. Ye cannot miss
it. Dr. Fenton is his name.”

“Is he skilled "

" There is none
but——"

“I shall be here again in half an

better in the country,

Eﬂ;r,; I:eturnud Dick.
nd he went off at ‘a gallop, leavin
the man staring after him. " 5

A sh_urt. sharp ride brought Dick to the
doctor's house. He rang the great bell
at the front, and a servant appeared.

T

“Call Dr. Fanton at once on a matter
of extreme urgency !” ordered Dick.

The servant entered the house. A light
appeared in one of the upper rooms, and
through the open window Dick heard a
surly yoice,

“Who is it? You are sure it is not
some beggarly labourer 1" .

“Indeed no, sir!"" replied the voice of
the servant. * He is dressed like a lord, -
and is riding a blood mare worth a
hundred guincas.”

“Very good,” came the answer more
cheerfully. “I am coming !

The door opencd, and the doctor, a
stout, purple-faced man, came striding
down the drive to the gate.

" Go, wake the groom and saddle me
a horse,” he called over his shoulder, and
the servant disappeared on his errand.
“Now, sir,” said the doctor to Dick, “I
am at your service. What 15 the case,
and where?"”’

“A child is dying of fever,” replied
Dick, "“and may be saved, Heaven
Trilling. by your skill. There is no time to
o5e. "

“But where is the case, sir?" eried the
doctor.

“ At the cottage of the charcoal-burner,
& mile along the road,” said Dick grimly.

*“ Confound your insolence, sir !* roared
the docter, turning a deeper colour.
“Am I to be turned out of my bed to
attend pauper brats?"

He turned furiously on his heel to re-
enter the gate. Then he gasped. A long
horse-pistol levelled itself at his head.

" Who are you?"” panted Dr. Fenton in
a shaking voice.

“They call me Galloping Dick—at your
service "

The doctor sought for words, but could
find nome. Growing impatient, Dick
stooped forward, gripped him i);;r the
collar, and swung Eim across his saddle-
bow like a sack of coals.

__ Away leapt Kitty, Dick holding the
doctor fast in front of him, and they
stopped at the cottage. The door was
open.

Dick Iaid the muzzle of his pistol to the
nape of the doctor's neck, and marched
hirn into the room. The charcoal-burner
and his wife gaped in amazement,

“There is the child, Dr. Fenton,” said
Dick in a low woice. *You have the
skill—cure him. IIad you done your duty
and attended the child the illness would
have been checked. If he dies, you die
likowise, s0 do your best.”

The doctor made no further resistance.
He saw that Galloping Dick was in deadly
earnest. He doffed his coat and tended
the child. Dick saw at once that he was
extremely skilful at his work.

Dr. Fenton sent the charcoal-burner to
his house with an order for blankets, fuel,
and medicine. _

A fire wag lit, the doctor spread his
necessaries about him, and the wrestle
with death commenced.

All through that night. Dr. Fenton
worked for the life of the charcoal-
burner’s child as he had never worked for
the wealthiest peer in all his rich practice,
and Dick sat silent and watchful, the
horse-pistol across his knees. The poor

| parents waited in an agony of hope and

doubt.

At Ienﬁt.h a gentle perspiration broke
out on Ehe unconscicus boy's forehead;
the troubled swoon gave way to even
breathing and guiet, peaceful sleep.

Even Dick could see that the case was
won,

The doctor rose, and the child’s mother
threw herself on her knees, aa'bhin;g
quietly with joy, and smothered Dick’s
hand with kisses.

“ The Holiday Annual’’—
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The charcoal-burner, choking, tried to
thank him, but broke down.

“There, say no more,”” said Dick,
“Thank the doetor, not me.”

He turned away, and while the two
cottagers were bending over the sleeping
boy he drew a handful of guineas from
his wallet and slipped them quietly down
on the old cak table. Then he went out
into the road, and, with a caressing word
to Kitty, was soon lost over the ndge of
the hEatE;

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Just Punishment,

MAN on a big roan hunter reined
his horee back on ite haunches as
he saw the mare Kitty and the
black mask of her rider.

“What, you rogue!” he- eried.
“ Another knight of the road? Only last
week I bailed out my purse to a gallows-
bird outside Milton! ‘Sdeath! If you’ll
leave your pistols in the holsters and get
down on the grass, I'll show you who's
the better man!”

“Why, Sir John Lade,” said the high-
wayman, with & laugh, * you are as keen
a sporisman as ever! I've no wish to
come to fisticufls with my father's old
friend, for I'll go ball you haven't
joined those who slander me !

Dick Langley whipped off his ‘mask,
and chuckled jovially at the older man's
surprise,

“0dd’s blood!” exclaimed ithe old
baronet, staring at the youngster's
cheery features. *“ Dick, vou rascal, is it
you? Gad, I wondered why you didn't
draw your pistol on me! len't all fish
that comes to your net?”’

“Not old friends, Sir John,” replied
Ihck, *“They are none too plentiful, you
sce.”

“ Dick, my boy, you've put your head
into the halter this time, but hang me
if 1 blame you! You handled the man
Frayno right eleverly. Mind  vou,
robbery’s robbery, and thank Heaven
I'm not a justice, or I'd have to commit
you! Will you dine with me to-
morrow night?”’

“With all the pleasure in life, Sir
John! It's pood of vou to ask me. A
man doesn’t know which are his friends
or how few they be till he’s stripped of
his fortune and cast adrift, as 1 have
been !

“You are not afraid to come?”

Dick laughed.

“In this profession of mine a man has
no room for being afraid, or he’d have
a sorry time of it. I dined with Squire
Rogers last night, and I'll be hanged—
which is likely enough—if I wouldn’t
dine with the Lord Chief Justice if he
asked me, let alone an old friend ! Good-
night, Sir John, and expect me at five!”

ick rode on, feeling a new warmth
at his heart.

Tt was ,Eﬂﬂdtn find a friend who did
n-t'ﬁI _sl]J[utE Eﬂd in Ihig a.d;ersity.

Dick ftrot along the path, ttin
Kitty on the neck, and his thcughf:werﬁ
cheerful enough. He passed over the
common, and entered the road that led
through the forest. There he slowed to
a walking pace, talking to his mare as
he went,

“Comfortable quarters to-morrow,
my little lady ! he said. * Vou'll take
your oats in a8 good a stable as there
1s in the country while my knees are
under Sir John's mahogany, for he keeps
as good fare for horses as for nien. Not
that you suffer much, for there's pever
a day without you get your oats and
grooming at a inn. The innkeepers

love a knight of the road, for we are |
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both robbers, and the innkeeper the
greater, Ha, hal [IHallo! Who are
those 1V

A couple of rough-looking fellows, with
bloated, evil-looking faces, came from
the opposite direction to Dick’s, and
passed himm at a rapid pace. One of them
gave him a scowl as he went by, and
each had a cudgel in his pocket, :

“A pretty-looking pair!” thought
Dick. “I've seen several of these gentry
about lately, and if they are nmot up to
mischief, 1 don’t know a rogue when I
geo one,”

He had not ridden a gquarter of a mile
before sounds of distress reached him,
and, rounding a corner of the path, he
came upon a pitiful sight. A Egrey-
haired ‘' man, pmr],L but decently clad,
was lying wjyth his head propped against
the trunk ? a tree, groaning with pain.
A little 1ad of zeven or eight was kneel-
img beside him, crying hitterly, and a
cruel weal across the boy's face showed
he had lately received a heavy blow.

“Why, old man, what iz your
trouble?” exclaimed Dick, springing

21

“The vile cowards!” eried Dick, flush-
ing with indignation. “Ab, 1 believe
I know them! Were they two ill-logking
rascals, in leather jerkins, that went
down towards Barford?”

*“ Ay, that is the way they went!”

“Btay here, man!” said Dick grimly.
“I will be with you again in twenty
minutes.”

He vaulted on to Killy's back, and
rode off at a gallop the way he had
come. It was not long before he over-
hawledthe two men who had passed him.
They were hurrving along at a gaod
paed, and they seemed to be quairelling
as thay went. So engrossed were they
in teir dispute that they did not hear
Kitty’'s boofs on the turf till she was
close upon therfl.

*“Halt, there!” cried Dick, reining up.
And the two men stared at him suspici-
ously. *‘ Are you the knaves who robbed
and beat an old man along the road?”

" What be that to you, ye popinjay1”
snarled the Ligger man of the two,

And both of them sprang forward,
cudgel in hand, They were met by the
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dropped with a elatier, and the two

% 0dd’s fish, Gafler Backton,’’ said a laughing voice. ‘ Can you nail it no
higher than that? Holst it up to the boss of the trunk, manf'r" The board

well-clad, handsome youih asiride a black mare.
- Diek himself. (See Chapier1.)

men, gaping open-mouthed, saw a
It was Galloping

down from his mare, and walking up to
the aged cottager. = " What villain haa
used you like this "

“Ay, 'tis an jll hour I set out from
my cottage, sir!” replied the old man
faintly.
my little son here is worse off still, I
—,1.‘.!!

*No, father; T am well enough. It’s
you I am afraid for,” said the liitte]
fellow, choking down a sob.

. " No bones broken,” said Dick, examin-
ing the old man with pity, “but youm
!‘“,;‘FE been eruelly hu.ndf:ad.

it 7’

“1 was set upon by two footpads, sir,
and gave up my purse. It he]l:] only a
couple of shillings, but they Harn;ed
me, and were so enraged at not finding
more—for I am very poor—that they
heat me cruelly with their cudgels. My
little son here, small as he is, flew at
them like & lion, and though he could
do no hurt, one of them gave him =
terrible cut across the face with a
thong.”

“I be main badly hurt, and|

Who did §

i

muzzles of a pair of black pistols, and
the knaves fell back & pace m?l two.

"I will soon know the truth,” said
Dick quietly, a finger on each trigger.
“Turn round, and walk before me the
way you came, and remember that the
first one who looks round or tries to
escape I will shoot down like a dog!
March ¥’

There was no help for it. Choking
down their rage and chagrin, the men
turned and strode back along the path.
Dick, leaving the reins on Kitiy’s neck,
followed at a foot pace, keeping a pistol
aimed at each of their heads. hey
l_r:tuﬁw better than to attempt to run for
IL.

Dick made them put their best feet
foremost, and very soon they eame to
the tree where the old man had lain.
He was sitting up now, and the was
bathing his father's bruised temples with
& handful of moss. Both of them
locked up, spellbound with surprise.

" Now, father,” cried Dick, halting the
two ruffians before the old man, *are

sale next month ! -
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theso the men who ribbed yvou? TFor, if
they are, I will do justice by them; and
1f they are not, I must in honour give
them a couple of guineas each and lel
them go!”

" Ay,” sald the old man, * those are
they, sure enough!
me, and 1t was the bigger one who lashed
my son acrosa the face, as you see!”

“You hear?” cried Dick, turning to
Lthe two footpads. *What have you to
say !

e leaped to the ground, putting up
one of his pistols, and, drawing a hunting
thong from his boot, he laid into the big
ruffian with such hearty goodwill that
thet fellow” danced and welled like a
mountebank.

.. He made one desperate attempt to turn
on his punisher, but the pistol in Dick’s
left hand made him recoil, and the other
razeal did not dare Lo bolt, lest a bullet
should overtake him. When the first
of the rogues was well basted, Dick gave
the other one nearly as sound a flogging
as his partner had. '-

“Yon had a double allowance,” said
Ihek, lowering his whip and addressing
the higger man, who wuas rubbing his
weals with imprecations and groans,
“ becanse you were coward enough to
strike this little lad. Throw down the
old man’s purse, and go, both of wou'
I've been told that a mob of foolpads
of your kidney have come to infest the
heath. Tell your mates to leave the
cistrict, and not poach on my preserves,
or I'll treat every man-jack of them as
I've treated you. Off with you!”

The men slunk away, and dived into
the wood.,

“Can you walk, my little man 1" Dick
said to the boy. *Yes! VYou're a
Ehll:l[]f youngster! INow, father, put a

and on my shoulder, and I'll hoist you
up

He lifted the cottager on to Kitty's
back, and walked beside the mare. The
old man was nearly fainting with ex-
haustion, but Dick held him on, and the
lad showed the way te his house,

with Sir

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Villains Disecomfited !

EXT day, at four o'clock, as the
sun  was sinking, Dick made
his toilet at a roadside inn, and
rode out to his appointment
John Lade. Couniry gentlemen

dined at five in the ﬂifhteanth century,

and Dick had plenty of time.

To reach Merton Court, his host's
house, he had to ride over a bridge at
a place called Roding Gap. A boulder-
strewn torrent roared fifiy feet below
the bridge, to which the road led be-
tween perpendicular walls of rock. Once
started between those walls, one had to
go back or go on. There was no way out
by the sides. i ]

As Thck trotted in between the walls
he caught sight of a crowd of figures
gathered on the bridge, and he looked
intently at them as he advanced.

“It's a mob of those rascals that have
taken to infesting the heath ! he said to
himsgelf, “(ipstes and footpads and
thieves. Ah, that looks like the rogue
I thrashed yesterday!”

He glanced back. Another mob had
closed in behind him, cutting off his
retreat. Dick amiled geimly. '

“(Grab him, lads!" cried the men
behind. ““Pull the jackanapes down, and
chuck him over the bridge!”

The men ahead shofited ficrcely, and
fourished a forest of cudgels. One of
them was mounted, sitting a great, bony,
@we-necked horse, as long in the body as

There is another sensational story of ¢ Gall_nping _Di_uk__" next week 1}
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Both of them beat

a camel, and ifs rider, to bar Dick'a
passage, pulled the beast crossways
athwart the narrow etone bridge with
its Jow.walls. . : i

“We'll finizh ye now, ye whelp!”
roarced ihe knaves. ‘““Back or forward,
we've gob ye fast!"

Dick laughed.

*I have an appoiniment to dine,” he
said, *or I would stay and argue the
point with you. As it js—="

He pulled the riding-thong from his
boot, touched Kitty with his knee, and
she sprang forward. At a hard gu!lnﬁ
she rushed at the bridge. The cudge
were flourished amid & storm of yells.
The men could ece no escape for their
victim, for the big horse barred the way.

To their utter amazement, Dick came
on at a full gallop, lifted his reins, and,
with a ‘' Hoi-up, Kitty!” the black mare
went skimming over ‘the hind quarters of
the gipsy's horse like = swallow, and was
away up the road before they could
draw. breath, but not before Dick had
dealt a few sound cuts with his whip
among the rascals as he sped by, A
single belaied pistel-shot followed him.
A mocking laugh echoed far up the
ravine, and the young highwayman was
gone,

It was soon after midnight that Dick,
after a cheery evening with Sir John

Lade, deelined his offer of a bed for the

night, and rode back by way of the stone
bridge. Tt wha silent now, and the mob
of rascals were gone.

“I won't have those knaves in my

LT T T LR T T T T T

Sir Mostyn Frayne
Present Quwner of

Langley Hall, who
has offered a reward of

=

=
—
—
i
—
—
-
——
—
—
—
E__ 3
—
—
—
—
-
L}
—
—
——
—
rar.
—e
—
——
—
—
—
—
—
—
m—
HA

A HTTHIHHITDTTTHI

Two Honoren Guineas

for the uapprohension
of

GALLOPING DICK!
SUMIHEHIH R e

Wi
TR I e

ﬂ

| around,

pistol threatened them,

(]| make you-two running nooses.
{ done !

Something worth having—this week’s ** Gem &

district 1" said Dick fo himself. *‘They
are a scourge to all the poor coltagers
and have no honour even
among themselves.”
- He rode on silently through the wood,
on his way to a little wayside inn,
where he knew he could put up, when
through the stillness of the night rose a
wild, agonised ery. L
“Heaven and earth!” exclaimed Dick,
urging Kitty to a canter, and turning
in the direction of the sound.  “ It
Eﬁﬁqa}ed like a man in mortal agony.
He came suddenly on a littlé clearing,
where the moonbeams glittered on a
gracsome sirht, A fine-locking old
yeoman farmer lay on the green sward,
blood flawing over his white neckerchief,
his face pale and drawn, while three
avil-looking rascals finpered his pockets.
One of them looked up as Dick

appeared. Ile whipped a pistol from
his boot. DBut Dick was too quick for
him. The long black weapon Ilecaped

from the highwavman's holster, and the
murderer was shot down., -

The other two sprang up, not know-
ing which way to turn. lhck’s second
Icaping down,
he secured the dead gipsy's weapon. The
young horseman was white with wrath
and horror as he saw the foul deed the
men had done. '

“Poor Farmer Harding!” he mut-
tered, locking aside at the still form of
the yeoman. “Have you come to your
end at the hands of such vile rogues as
these? BSteady there, you! Here come
maore of your kidney!”

Ancther pair of the footpad fraternity,
surprised at the sound of the shot, came
running into the glade.

“Halt!” ordered Dick. “Keep your
hands from your sides! Range up by
the sides of your comrades there!

The newcomers, amazed and startled,
obeyed.

The two horse-pistols in Dick's ready
hands seemed to play equally over all
four of them, and they dared not resist.
A rush together might have succeeded,
no doubt, but two would have been
killad, and none of the four dared take
the risk.

*This shall end!” said Dick, his eyes
stern and hard. * Blackwold Heath shall
know you and your murdering crew no
longer. I have caught two of you in the
act, and they ghall pay the penalty.
Stand aside, you who came last. There
stands the good farmer's horse, with a

gl| coil of wagon-rope at the aaddlaahnw,‘

Take it down—so. Cuf it in two, and

Deftl
Now sling them across the hrnnnﬁ
of that tiee.””

It was dome. At the pistol’'s mouth
the two footpads laid the noose about the
necks of those who had murdered
Farmer Harding. At the pistol's mouth
they ~hauled upon the rope-falls, and the
earth was rid of as vile a pair of evil-
tloers as all England could show.

(o ! said Dick to the two who had
done his bidding. *“Geét to your com-
rades, and let themm be a dozen miles
away by dawn. If any secks a reason

why bhe should not stay, send him .hers

to sce this oak-tree and the fruit it
bears." i

By daybreak every man of the evil
erew, was far away from Blackwold -
Heath, and the heavy scourge of the
footpads was lifted from the poor.

THE END.

(Donr't miss next Monday's sensational
story of Riehard Langley, chums. It's
a full-of-thrills yarn that will kold your
interest at @ high piteh.)
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’_IHE FIRST CHAPTER.
Under Sentence !

ERRERS .LOCKE glanced at the
card Jack Drake placed before
him, and read:

“Mr. Albert Gurnéy.”

“ghall 1 show him in, gir 1" asked
Drake.

“ One moment, Drake,
closed.”

“ YVes, sir,” said Drake, in sur rige.

" Ferrers Locke stretched out his hand
to the writing-table, and took from a
recess a bottle of red ink.

Drake watched him silently, in grow-
ing amazement, _

The Baker Street detective dipped a
quill in the ink, and placed a single spot
‘on the palm of his right hand. ]

Then he replaced the ink-bottle in its
recess.

Keep the door

He glanced up with a smile, catching |

Drake's amazed eyes upon him.
“1 seem to have surprised you,
Drake #”
“ Ye-o-e8,
“detective,

gir,” stammered the boy
_ «J—1 don’t guite see—"

Ferrers Locke held up his right hand.

“ What would you have supposed had
happened. Drake, if you had not secn
‘me handle the ink-bottle”

“1 should suppose you had pricked
_your hand, with a pin or something,”
said Drake.

 And that that was the resulting spot
of blood 1™

48 Ym"ll

“ Exactly. That is a natural gupposi-
‘tion, Drake. Now show in Mr. Albert
Gurney.” '

Jack Drake went out of the consulting-
room, - greatly astonished. But the boy
detective was too well-trained to allow
his astonishment to show in his face.
.'His look was.calm and sedate as usual
when he showed in the visitor.

A little man, with a dark skin and

very bright watchful eyes, entered the
famous detective’s consulting-room.
" Ferrers Locke rose from his chair. He
brushed his right palm with his hand-
Kerchief as he did so, leaving a faint red
streak across the cambric.

“ ood-morning, Mr.

Gurney |”

/ -:Z: /
# e

e
I

" Qlood-morning, Mr. Locke!”  The
visitor’s bright eyes were on the hand-
kerchief. © You have had an accident,
Mr. Locke?” )

“ Nothing to speak of,” said Ferrers
Locke with a smile. " FPray be seated.
You wished to see me——"

“ You must cxcuse my calling so catly
‘1 the morning, Mr. Locke. The matier
s so pressing,” said Mr., Gurpey. 1
hope 1 have not interrupted you in deal-

ing with your morning’s correspon-
denee 7

%1 had just jshed,” said Ferrers
Lacke. He pressed the handkerchief to

 the palm of his right hand agam, as if

he felt a twinge there.

“1 am afraid your
Locke 1’ . :
% A 'mere trifie,” said the -detective.
“ How ~ean -1 serve you, Mr. Gurney.
You have called—" - :

“Yeg, let us come to business,’”” said
the visitor. 1 know that your time 18
very valuable, Mr. Locke. have called
with .reference to the affair of the
brothers Stapléton.” LT

Ferrers Locke raised his eyebrows.

“ There was & Stapleton, the p-:iisnne]',”
he said. . I was instrumental m sending
him to penal servitude for fwenty years.”

“That was Richard Stapleton,” said
the visitor. “He had two brothers—
Albert and Maurice.” e

« T am not acquainted with them,” said
Ferrers Locke, “and I really fail to

Stapleton, the

hand 15; hurt,” Mr.

e
“1- will explain.’

poisoner,. was cendemned on evidence
chiefly .aecumulated against him’ by you,
Mr. ke. But for you he would pro-
bably have escaped. As it was he barely
escaped hanging.” '

“That is correct,” assented the detec:
tive.

““His brothers are greatly attached to
him,” said the wvisitor,

watching Locke's face. * They are de-
termined that somehow Richard Staple-

ton shall not remain in a convict prison. "
Farrers Locke smiled,
“Y think they will be disappointed,”
he said. “Stapleton’s guilt was clear,
and it was my own opinion that he had

- -

his bright eyes |

gt e e el
Having been instrumental in placing in the dock
two scoundrels—brothers—whose machinations
have terrorised all peaceful folk, Ferrers Locke,the
wizard detective, is now the subject of the re-
maining brother’s pent-up hatred. Sworn to avenge
his misguided relatives, Maurice Stapleton sets out
to take the life of the great sleuth, How does he
fare ? The answer is given by OWEN CONQUEST.

the

There was no

confederates—in_ all. probability
brothers you allude to.
proof of this, however, at the time.
Richard was undoubtedly the most
dangerous of the three and society is
safe from hun now, The turn of the
others' will doubtless came.” :

“ Possibly. But their view is that you
may be induced to intervene in favour
of the convict.” .

“That is not likely.”™

“They have a powerful inducement to
offer.” : ! '

Ferrers Locke shrugged his shoulders.

“¥Your intervention, i{r. Locke, would
gave the prisoner,” said the visitor "1t
was you who substantiated the ocase
against him, but a lingering doubt ex-
isted, as he escaped the death penalty.
If you should inform the proper authori-
ties that you made a mistake—"

“ 1 made no mistake.”™
“That certain facts which you men-
tioned at the trial now appear to you to
be unfounded——" :

“We are wasting time,

“Pha inducement they offer you 12 &
large one,” said Mr. Gurney. “Not
money—you are weall known to be. in-
different- to such. considerations—but
your life itself, Mr. Locke.” ...

“My life is not_in danger so far as I
am aware,” the Baker Street detective
smiled. * Neither do I believe that either
of the Stapleton brothers would venture
to use knife or pistol, Mr. Gurney."

“Phere is a still more deadly weapon,
and more in their line,” suggested Mr,

Mr. Gumqs—:"

(Giurney.

“Poison 1"

“Yas.".

“Yon are very good to. warn me.”
Ferrers Locke pressed the handkerchief
into his. palm again, and the bright,

watching eyes of the visitor glittered.
“You are_in pain?” he said.
“ Tt is nothing.” ° ;
" = An accident with a penknife?” asked
Mr. Gurney sympathetically.
“Oh, no! It is a trifling matter,” said
Terrers Locke.. “1 received by the post

‘this morning & small bottle {rom some
unknown . ¢crrespondent.

‘'The screw
stopper Was very stiff, and there musk

A full-of-thrills detective story—** The Silver Hawlk ! ""—next Monday |
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have heen zome sharp point on it. That
is all.”

The visitor smiled,

“That is all I wished to know,” he
said. He glanced round, to make sure
that no one else was in the consulting-
room, Then he leaned towards the
famous detective, his eyes glinting.
““That bottle was sent you by e, Mr,
Locke.” :

“ Indeed !

“T am Albert Stapleton.”

*The brother of the poisoner whom I
gent to penal servitude ! said the Baker
Street detective calmly,

“Exactly! On the screw stopper of
that bottle was a tiny point, and the
stopper was illtﬂntiﬂnﬂﬂ}' stiff. Tn turn-
ing it you were.certain to prick your

hand with the tiny peoint. You follow
me "' '
“Certainly I
“That tiny point was Impregnated

with a deadly poison, known only to the
Btapleton brothers, and to certain natives
of Java, who use it for the tips of their
atrows. No antidote 18 known in this
country.”

*Indecd !

“The aniidote 1s known only to three

ersons—Richard HBtapleton, whom you

ave sent to prison, and Maurice and
myself,” The visitor leaned farther for-
ward. " Unless I choose to save you,
Mr, Locke, you are a dead man within
thirty minufes.”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Ferrers Locke’s Escape !

HERE was & dead silence In

Ferrers Locke's consulting-room,

The dark-skinned man leaned

back nmow, at ease in his chair,

hiz bright eyes giea.ming' and twinkling.

There was an evil triumph in his face as

he watched the famous detective. Ferrers

Locke pressed the handkerchief into the

palm of his right hand.. Then, from a

drawer of the writing-table, he took a

little glass bottle that seemed filled withe

gotte golden lquid. The stopper was still
in the bottle, _

“My hitle gift,” emiled the visitor, *1
counted upon your natural curiosity to
ascertain the contents, my friend. Ferrers
Locka Yhas been canght for once.”

* A cunningly contrived death-trap!”
enid Iferrers Locke, “and the poison—so
deadly, as yvou say?’

. *You do not believe me?”

“* At least, I feel no ill-offects so far.”™

““Possibly not. If you wish to put my
statement to the test T will wait. When
you begin to feel. the poison in your
veing you will have, perhaps, twenty
minutes to live. No doctor could save

ou. He would not even know how to
gin to fry.”

* But you could save me?* The Baker
Street detective's manner was perfectly
calm.

“1 could save you.™

“The antidote—you have
Fou "

The man grinned.

““At least, T can send for it in time.
- { take no risks in coming here, Ferrers
Locke.”

“No doubt!" assented the detective,

“The minutes are passing,” said Albert
Stapleton. “In a guarter of an hour it
may be too late for even me to save you,
Is it worth while to throw away your
life, Ferrers Locke, in order to leave
Richard Stapleton in penal servitude?

The Baker Street detective shrugged
his shoulders.

“*What terms do you make?” he asked.

“Your word of honour, backed up by

it with

Tug Maener LiBrARY,—No, 50S,

a written promise, to save Richard
Stapleton from prison as the price of
your life."”

“1 might fail.”

“You will not fail
power,™

*And ybu wonld always have the
written promis¢ to hald over my head,
by way of blackmail, to prevent inter
ference from me in the future.”

Stapleton smiled,

“Think out your answer!” he said.
“Tune is passing. No power on earth
can save you when the poison of the
Java adder gets a grip on your system.
Do you feel no effects yet?”

Y None.

“You think T am bluffing? You have
a constitution of iron, but it is coming,
Wait a few minutes more.”

“Not at all,"” said Ferrers Locke. “1
do not think you are bluffing. I.think
you are speaking the exact' truth, so far
as you know it. ] think aleo that you
have confessed to having sent this
poisoned bottle to me, and that you will
be charged with attempted murder, and
sent to join your rascally brother in a
convict prison.”

It is in your

And in twenty minutes more you will be
a dead man, unless you come to my
ferms.” P

Ferrars Locke tapped on the writing-
table lightly.

It was a signal

figure in uniform stepped ont,
ton started to his feet.

“Here is your prisoner,
Heath," said Ferrers Locke tranguilly.
““¥on heard all that was sajd?”

* Fvery word, Mr. Locke."

Staple-

hiz feat, his eyes were blazing.

“ Better take it quiotly,”
spector, with a grin. ** {;rista,' please "
then the handeuffs clicked on the wrists
of the would-be poisoner.

He turned his eyes, blazing with rage
and hatred, upon the Baker Sireet
detectiva,

“8o you guessed and laid a trap for
me, Ferrers Locke?” he eaid, in a low,
panting voice.

“Precisely.”

“But you cannot save yourself,” said
Stapleton exultingly. * Whatever may
become of me you are doomed to a tern-
- ble death.”

The Baker Street detcetive laughed.

“You do too much credit to my
power of credulity, Mr, Btapleton,” he
said. I have said that you will be
charged with attempted murder. But
attempted murder only.” He dropped
the handkerchief, and raised his right
hand, with the palm towards Stapleton.
“Look!™

“But—but{ you—-"

“No, I did not open the
stopper,’” said Ferrers
amile. “M
careless with articles that I receive by
post. More than once a bomb has been
geent to me. If T had not learned to take
precautions, Mr. Stapleton, I should not

CTIVE
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cke, with an icy
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“You cannot Irighten me,” said
Btapleton contemptucusly, “We are
alone here. Where are your witneases?

The door of a
Japanese lacquer cabinet opened, and =

Inspector

The Scotland Yard inspector advanced
towards Stapleton, the handcuffs in his
hand. The dark-skinned man leaped to
said the in-

There was a moment's struggle, and

dear fellow, I am not so

o

|

J

‘have lived lon

How do you like these detective stories ? Opinions, please!

enough to send your
brother to Portland and you after him.”
The man trembled with rage.
“Y¥ou he—you lie!" he exclaimed
hoarsely., *“*1 saw the spof on yout
hand, the scratch——"

“The spot, but no scratch,” said
Ferrers Locke. * And the spot, my dear
fellow, was placed there a few moments
before you entered from the red ink.”

There was a guiet chuckle from the in-
spector,

“You sce,” continued Ferrers Locke,
1 made a very careful examination of
the bottle. I discovered the tiny point
on the stopper, and I made a carcful
examination of that in my laboratory. I
found that it was poisoned. Then I knew
all that I needed to koow.”

Stapleton ground his teeth,

“An old idea,” said Ferrers Locke.
“A trick that was used by the Borgias
centuries ago, revived by you for my
benefit. I have never had the happiness
of meeting you before, Mr. Stapleton;
but when you stepped out of your taxi
your likeness to your brother was suffi-
cient for me to identify you. I observed
you from the window, you will under-
siand, and so prepared this little comedy
for you. Inspector Heath had already
come to consult me, called on the tele-
phone, with regard to the poisoned
bottle. I requested him to step into the
cabinet yonder, and he was kipd enough
to oblige me."”

“1 shall not fail next time!"” gasped
Stapleton.

“There will be no “ next time® for
some ¥years to come, I think,”  said
Ferrers Locke tranquilly. “You have
given yourself away very completely, Mr.
Albert Stapleton. As soon as I recog-
nised you as the poisoner's brother I con- -
cluded Ithal: yvou had come to see how
your trick had worked. I confess that I
did not then guess that you were think-
ing of imposing terms upon me for the
release of a conviet. Quite a cunning
scheme if it had worked. But I am a
vﬁr% old bird to be caught with such
cha -j! Y )

“You've had a narrow escape, Mr.
Locke,” said Inspector Heath,

“I have bad many as narrow,” said
the Baker Street detective. " You will
require this stoppered bottle, inspector;
but be careful how you handle it. I have
not the slightest doubt that a scratch
from the tiny point means death, as this
scoundrel has informed me. It 1s, I -
believe, the same unknown poison that
wai used by Richard Stapleton.”

Jack Drake had stepped into the con-
sulting-room. His face was white as he
listened to Ferrers Locke.

“Mr. Stapleton’s own taxi ‘wails
below,” added the detective. *It will
serve to convey him from here. I think
I had better come with you, inspector.”

“1 think so, Mr. Locke. me, my
man {"

Stapleton’s eyes burned.

“You have me,” he muttered, *“But
beware, Ferrers Locke, there is another,
frea, who will* yet deal with you."

“I shall take my chance of that.
Comae |

Jack Drake waited while the taxicab
drove away with the inspector and his
prisoner and Ferrers Locke. More than
oneé the boy detective had seen his chief
in deadly peril, but it was hard to realise
that that sunny morning Ferrers Liocke
had escaped a terrible death in his own.
rooms by a hair's breadth. Only the
habitual care and watchfulness of the
famous detective had saved him,

¥
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Drake started up when Locke came in
at last,

“Now you know the meaning, lJrukc,
of the little comedy that puzzled you-so
much when you showed in my visitor,”
smiled the detective,

“But what a fearfully narrow escape,
sir,” sald Drake, hia voice trembling a
little. *“Now I know why vou would
not allow me to open the bottle.”

“I nhn’_};ld have lost my invaluable
assistant,” eaid Ferrers Locke.

“And that wvillain—he will be snfa
now 1"’

“For five years, at least.”

i Gnm] I}} _

“But the case ig not yet over,
Drake.” :

“Not 1" asked Drake. “Put
what——*

“Thera is the third marn," =aid
Ferrers Locke; and a glint came into
his eyes, **Three desperate eriminals,

Drake, and only two. of them are under
lock and key. Vilains as they are,
they have a strong attachment for one
another—and they have always worked

together, The case will not be ended
nntil T have dealt with the third
brother.”

“"But you will eastly find him--he
will not long escape you, sir,” <=aud
Drake.

‘1 eould lay my finger on him to-day,
if T chose.”

“Then—"

“But it would he useless, That he

was a party to this attempt is pretty
clear; but there exists no proof, and
certainly the prisoner will not betray
him. There is no charge that can be
made ngn,imat Maurice RBtapleton,
until

“Until ¥ said Drake.

“Until he makes an attempt in his
turn,” said TFerrers Locke quietly.
“The Java poison is his secret, too, and
T have not the slightest doubt that he

will play the same game that has just
failed. With the poison in my veins,
and the antidote known only to

Maurice Stapleton, he will count upon
reducing me to his orders, and through
my influence obtaining the release of his
~ brothers, Where Albert has failed,
Maurice will hope to succeed.”

Drake shiveraed.

“And we must wait till he, choosing

his own tiume, makes the attempt,” he’

exclaimed,

“ Patience is necessary in our profes-
siann, Drake. T shall wait for Mfa,unce
Stapleton to strike, and then

" But if he should not fiul'?" faltered
Drake.

Ferrers Locke laughed. .

“"The future is on the knees of the
gods,”’ he said. “But two of my
enemies are behind prison walls; and I
shall hope to be successful in desling
with the third man.”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Laid Low [

URING the weeks that followed
D Jack Drake gave a great deal of
thought to the case of ihe
Stapletons.  Albert Stapleton’s
- trial and sentence came in duc eourse,
and the a.ttempted assassin was sent to
five years’ penal servitude, But
Drake’'s thoughts were of the third man
—the enemy and avenger who lurked
ungeen, biding his time,

Ferrers Loei had escaped once, but
would he escape when tﬁe{ third man
struck? That was a thought and a fear
that haunted Jack Drake's mind—and

never had he been so watchful, so keen,
as during the weeks that followed.

So far as he could see, Ferrers Lockd
had dismissed the matter from his mind.
The famous detective was busy, as
usual; and he seemed to be giving no
thought to the third brother. And
grmiualh, in the interest of successive
cases, the matter grew dim in Drake's
own mind, and he ceased to think of
Maurice Stapleton—though the un-
known man lurked, as 1t were, at the
back of hia mind, as a dark and threat-
ening shadow.,

And then—to drive away all remem-
brance of it—ecame Ferrers Locke’s
illness.

Locke was a hard worker, and he
seldom gave himself a holiday that was
not combined with business; but he
seemed made of iron. His illness, when
it came, took Drake by surprise—it
came so suddenl and so terribly.

Inspector H-ea% Scotland Yard,
was breakfnnting one mmrning with the

il

o8

before the imspector could reach him.
But Ferrers Locke answered no word,-

His eyes, fixed and glassy, stared at
tge boy detective with no meaning in
them.

“Good heavens! He
claimed Inspector Heath,
dear fellow——"

He raised the inert fipure of the detec-
tive in his strong arms, and laid hiin
upon a eouch,

Dvake bent over him.

“Locke—Mzr, Locke—speak—a word,
for Heaven's sake ! he breathed,

The detcetive panted.

“ A doctor—quick "

Drake tore to the telephone.

He rang up Dr. Buxton, in Harley
Street, and, fortunately, found the
medical gentleman at home.

“Impossible,” was the answer to a
passionatc demand to the great man to
come at once,

“It's Ferrorz Locke

“0Oh, Lockel Is he 1177

s il!" ex-
“Locke, my

M‘l

r'mfm* s

/ml |

over him.
dying

““ One word flrst,”” muttered Ferrers Locke feebly.
him. What followed made Drake wonder whether he was dreaming. The
man on the hed made a sudden movement, there was a cliek of metal, and
Maurice Staplefon staggered back, with the handcuffs fastened on his wrists.
: {See Ghupter 4.}

“Well 2" Stapleton bent |

o SEmremar—

famous detective and his buy assistant.
The inspector desired to hear Locke's
opinion of a baffling case of burglary
on which he was engaged, and Locke
had asked him to breakfast to discuss
the matter. Owver the eggs and bhacon
and coffec the discussion had gone” on,
Locke's observations as clear and lucid
as usual; and the inspector rose at last
with a satisfied expression on hia face.

“Many thanks, my dear Locke,”
said, 1 think you ve made it fairly
clear., Why—what-

He made a hasty step towards Locke.

Ferrers Locke had sunk back suddenly
in his chair, his chin on his breast, his

hands h&ugmg helplessly at his side.
His coffee-cup had F llen, and the coffes

streamed on the floor beside a cracked

cup. -
“Mr, Locke!” panted Drake,

He was by Ferrers Lﬂcke's side

he

4

“A sudden seizure at breakfast; he
can barely speak!” panted Drake into
the transtitter. *“For Heaven's sake
come at once!™

“I am coming this instant.”

Drake put up the receiver, and ran
back -to Locke, Inspector Heath -stood
beside Locke, The detective was mt-
ting up now, hlﬂ face drawn.

“He's coming, eir!"” panted Drake.
“Dr, Buxion—he will be here in a few
minutesg——"

Locke gave a low groan.

“Thank wou, my boy!” His voice
was faint, ' He cannot help me, but let
him come, Inspector, there i2 no need
for you to delay—vyour duty ecalls you.’

“But, my dear Locke, I cannot leave
you Ii.lm thi&-——-—"

“You cannot help me; and T am in
good hands. You aré not a specialist n
toxicology.”

Sent your Cricket Competition coupons in yet ? £300 to be won !
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- "Toxicology!" ejaculated the in-
gpector. *You do not mean to say that
you are poisoned, Locke?"”

The detective smiled instead of reply-
ing. :
“Good heavens!" exclaimed the in-
spector blankly. * Locke, wyou i

“The wariest bird is caught at last!”
said Terrers Locke faintly. * Good-bye,
Heath, and good Iuck, in case we do
nobd meet again. Drake, you will help
me to my bed-room."

Inspector Ileath went out of the
house in Daker Btreet with a pale and
troubled face, The tragedy he left be-
hind him stisred him deeply, in spite of
his professional hardibood. Ferrers
Liocke, the terror of evil-doers, laid low
at last—and by the basest means—the
victim of some cunning and rathlesa
criminal ! 1t was not like the Secotland
Yard inspector to display emotion; but
his face was white now, and his features
far from calm. And a man who
lounged by the railings glanced at his
face, and looked aftér him as he went

down the street slowly, like one who has |
And the man -

received a stunning blow.
—a man with a dark complexion and
strangely gleaming eyes—smiled, and
lounged by the railings and lighted a
cigarette. And he smiled again when a
car dashed up to Ferrers Locke's daor
and Dr. Buxton leaped out and ran into
the house with a haste that was almost
undignified in 80 great a man.

Jack Drake met tho doctor in the hall.

**Mr. Locke——"

“In his bed-room, sir,” said Jack in &
choking voice. “I—I'm afraid he is
bﬂd_-" _._ll

Drake’'s voice broke. There were
tears in his eyes which he had held back
with an effort; but now they oscaped
him and ran down his cheeks. He was
hardly aware of it,

“Take me to him at once !"

“This way, sir.”

Sing-Hing waa by Locke's bedside. IHe
glided silently away when the doctor
gtood by Ferrers Locke.

The door closed =softly, leaving Dr.
Buxton alone with his patient. Sing-
Sing joined Drake downstairs,

““Massa Locke go diee!” he whis-
pored. .

Drake tremblad,

“There may be hope yet—"

“No tinkee. II Massa Locke dive,
Sing-Sing, too!"” whispered the Chinese,
*“No livee if Massa Locke no livee!”

Drake felt a2 sob in his throat. 1t
peemad to him, too, that life would ha
blank and dreary with his chief gone—
the man he almost worshipped. But his
‘eyes blazed as another thought came

into_his mind,
“It 15 poison! Ferrers Locke is being
murdered! If he should dis, there is the

poisoner to find and punish.”

Drake hurried up the slairs again.
He could hear a faint murmur of voices
Jrom behind the closed door of Ferrers
Locke's room.

He waited with an aching heart.

The door opened at last, and Dr.
Buxton came out on the landing, with
o grave, set face.

“I shall send & nurse immediately,”
he said. “ You may go in, Drake.”

““Is there hope?"” panted Drake.

“While there i3 Efa there is hope,
m{ boy. T can say no more than that.”

Jrake iried to calm himsel.

“Remain with Mr. Locke till the
nurse arrives,”' said Dr. Buxton. “You
may give him a little water to drink—-

nothing else. He 1s, of course, to see
no one. "

And the doctor hurried back to his
car.

Drake entered the bed-room.

Locke lay still, with his face furned to
the wall. He made no sound, no move-
ment, and Drake wondered if he slept.
He sat down silently, and waited and
watched.,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Unexpected !

UZ-Z2-7Z!

B It was a ring at the bell below,
but Drake did not heed it. But
a few minutes later Sing-Sing

peered inlo the room, and signed to the

boy detective,

Dirake crept
landing.

“*Man wantee see Massa Locke.”

Drake made a gesture of impatience.

**He can see no one, Tell the man he
18 all 1™

“Mo tellee. He say must see Dlassa
Locke—he cure hun!"”

* Nonsense !

“You speakee."

“Yery well,”

Drake gave a last glance al Ferrers
Locke: the still figure stretched in the
baed had not moved. Then tho boy de-
tective hurried down the stairs.

A man was waiting in the hall, and at
the first plance, Drake noted something

out silently  fo  the

| familiar in the dark face and bright

eyes, The man turned to him with a
strange amile.

“You are Drake?"” he asked.

“Yes"

“I have heard of you." His eyes
scanned the boy’s white, drawn iace, the
eyes heavy with unshed tears.

“Mr, Locke is illJ and can sea no
one,” said Drake. ‘‘You must go at
once !

My name iz Stapleton.”

Drake started back.

That name told him all; be understood
the familiarity in the man's appearance
now. He resembled the visitor of a few
weeks before-——it was the third brother.

*"Stapleton!” Drake's eves blazed and
his teeth came hard together. I under-

stand ! You—villain—dastard—poisoner
—and " He made a spring towards
the visitor,

“Fool! I can cure your master!”

Drake stopped.

“Cure him?"

“I—and I alone!”

**You have poisoned him["” said Drake
tensely. *“'1I know now—your brother
failed, and you—yeu— He broke off,
The third man had succeeded—YFerrers
Locke lay ifl the shadow of death, at the
mercy of the third brother.

“It is not for you to ask questions,”
sald Maurice Stapleton easily. “ Lot me
see your master!

“The doctor has ordered that no one
shall see him," said Drake,

Stapleton's lip curled. 1

“ITool!” he said again. ‘Do yeu
think that the doctor can save him?
What does he know of the poison of the

=

Java adder? Your master is dying
while you are babbling here.”
Drake's brain was i a8 whirl. Iis

tortured feelings showed in his face, and
Stapleton watched his varying expres-
sions with-a cool, cynical smile,

“TI—I will speak to him!" ntod
Drake at last. “Sing-Sing, 1if call,
bring this man upstairs,”

“¥Yes, Massa Dlake!"

Drake hurried up the stairs again, and
into Ferrers Locke's room. e bent
over the motionless form on the bed.
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“Yes," came a faint whisper.

“You remember—you remember what
you told me of the Stapletons—the
Third Brother?” muttered Drake.

i Yﬁﬁ- ra

“ Maurice Stapleton has come. Shall
you see him? lle—he says he can save
your life,” breathed Drake. '

The still figure stirred.

“Let him come up, Drake! Tt can do
no harm.” Ferrers Locke turned his
head, and the ghastly white of his face
startled Drake, and brought a sob to his
throat. **Calm yourself, my dear boy!
Only Maurice Stapleton knows the sberet
of the Java poison—let him come.”

Drake hurried away. That ghastly
face was still before his eyes as he went,
and he made no effort to keep back the
tears that rolled down his cheeks,

“Sing-Sing!"” he called softly over
the bamsters.

**Yes, Massa Dlake?"” _

Maurice Stapleton ascended the stairs.
He gave Drake a look.

““ Your master will live yet, if he hears
reason!” he said. ““Take me to him.
There 15 no time fo lose.”

“Follow me.”

Maurice Stapleton followed the boy
detective into the bed-room., Ha stood
by the bedside and looked down at the
prostrate detective, and an evil smile
deepened on his dark faee. He seemed
to be taking in the scene with deep
enjoyment as he looked. Drake's eyes
burned at him; but the boy stood back
silent. This was the man who had
brought his chief into the shadow of
death—but this was the man who could
save him,

* Locke! 8o this is you!” said Btaple-
ton at last, !

‘The ghastly face looked up at him
from the shadows of the bed.

-“You are Maurice Stapleton.”

(11 Ym"ll

““¥You have done this!"”

““Send the boy away and we can
talk.”

Drake looked at his chief.

Locke made him a sign to go. The
door closed behind Jack Drake, and he
waited outside in an anguish of appre-
hension,

Maurice Stapleton looked down on
the detective and smiled again, Then he
looked round the room. Locke's eyes
watched him from the bed.

“I am making sure, my dear Locke,
that there are none to overhear,”
Erinnm‘l Stapleton. “I do not forget

ow you trapped my brother Albert."”

Locke said no word. Batwisfied at last
the man came back to the bedside.

“You know what has happened to
you?" he said. ““The Java poison is in
your veins."

“Bo you say!” -muttered Locke.

”Fm{! What do you think is the
matter with you, then? What has your
doctor_found "’

““He could find nothing."”

“ Except* that you are dying !" grinned
Stapleton.  “ Fool! esterday you
received by post a box of chocolates.’

“That is true,” aaid Ferrers Locke
faintly. ]

“The oldest, commonest trick!”
grinned Stapleton. *1I scarcely believed
that it could succeed. But the sharpest
of us are caught off our ard some-
times.” He laughed. * its very
simplicity, I suppose, it succeeded., Not
that you would have escaped. If the
chocolates had failed, I had a score of
deyices in store—I tried the simplest first,

Locke, can you understand

o TR L S

E.O4. B

6. le Agents

for six months.

td., The Fleetway Housa, Farrin
istered for transmission by Canadian
or Bodth Africa: The Central News

_Btreet, London, B.C.4.
.l.li.l:l.-ln Post, Subacription
noy, Lid.

Bols n.ruu for
Australia and New Joaland: Messrs. Gordon & Gotoh, Ltd.; sbd for Canads, The Imperial News Oo., Ltd, (Oanada) turday, August 11th, 1927,



-—-There’s £300 waiting to be won. It may be your lucky day !

that was all.  Aund you fell to the first
attempt!”  TIle chuckled like a ghoul.
H 8o -‘:»‘rll]plﬂ a trick—to deceive the Freal-

est detective of the age! Ah, Locke,
you _are loosing your keenness!”
“You are wasting time!” said the

detective 1n a hollow wvoice, “ Tell me—
how long have I to live?”

*That depends. If you ate more ihan
one of the chocolates——""

A feeble shake of the head.

" Only one? Then you might linger
tor fofty-eight hours. But nothing can
cure you--—only the antidote known only
to me. It 1s in my pocket now, T am
ready to administer it. Mind, you will
be ill—mothing can prevent that, But 1
van save vour life—on the same {erins
that my Dbrother offerad. You must
save them both from prison, and give
me your written promise so that yon will
not dare teo break your word. Is it a
bargain 1"

“ You sent ihe chocolates—for this®”

siapleton laughed.

“Naturally! 1 scarcely hoped ihat
you would fall to so palpable a snave !
It 15 tune you went out of business, iy
dear Locke !, But we are wasting time !
Do you consent?”’

“*Nothing else ¥

“Nothing else.”

“If T refuse you will leave me fo die
of tha poison you have adwministered?”

* Without il:{'[” .

“Call Drake! Tell him té hring
writing materials !” proaned the detec-
tive, and he turned his face to the wall,
" Btapleton  stepped to the deoor and
opened it. Jack Drake, who was
leaning against the banisters, started
Tarward. -

- “Your . master  requires
materials 1" grinned Stapleton,
- Drake drew a deep breath. Ferrers
Locke had surrendered, then, to the
demand of the poisoner—to save his life !
Drake pushed past the man into the
bed-rocm.

“Alr. Locke—="

“Tell the young fool 7" said Riapleten
roughly.

“One word {irst, Maurice Stapleton 7
muttered the Baker BStreet deteciive,
“One word—"
whisper,

" Well?”

Stapleton bent over him.

What followed made IDrake wonder
whether he was dreaming. The dying
man on ithe bed made a sudden move-
ment, there was a click of metal, and
Maurice Stapleton staggersed back with
the handeufts fasiened on his wrists.
Ferrers Locke sat up in bed and smiled
at him,

“Well caught, you scaundrel!” he

said,

J You—" He stared blankly at

the smiling face of Ferrers Locke.

“Not at alll” ,

A lond oalh rang out from Maurice
Stapleton.

He dragged furiously at the handcuffs
on his wrists, and then, manacled as he
was, he flung himself at the Baker Street
detective.  Jack Drake struck him back.

“Bhow  yourselves!”  ealled oul
Ferrers Locke,

A hidden door in the wall opened with
a click, and iwo men stepped dut—one
in a police-inspector’s nniform, the ather
in plain clothes. The latter had a note-
bhaok in his band. '

writing

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Trapped !

ACK DRAKE pave a ory.
“Mr. Locke, you are not ill!

Ilis voice sank nto a

o
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“Inspoctor Pycrofi I ejaculated Drake
Llaukly.

The inspecior grinned.

“Well done, Locke! Well done,
by Jove!l The last of the Stapleton
poisoners under lock and key at last!”
His heavy haud gripped the shoulder of
Maurice Btapleion,

Stapleton panted with rage.

“Tricked | he wmwuttered. * Yet———0H
And witnesses| You were prepared for

this, Ferrers lLocke!

“I am seldom caught unprepared,”
zaid the DBaker Hireet delective coolly.
“Your man has taken dovwn avery woud,
Mr. Pycrofti” :

“ Every syllable !

“Then you may as well take your
prisoney away. - lerbaps you will be
kind enough 1o explain to Inspector
Heath and relieve his nind 7V

“Taave 1t to me, Mr. Locke!"
1_'h|.:!'.'h.lﬁ_"'|.i !I}'L"r{:."j.t'.
Jack Drake woentr down the stais

aml watehed the white-laced, desperaie
man taken awav., Ferrers Locke, fully
dressed, came down in a few nunutes.
BSing-Sing's almond eyes almost started
from his head as he gazed at his master.
Locke signed to them to follow him
inlo s study, Drake's bramn was still
in & whirl, _

“I have {o ask wvour forgiveness, my
boy I*" sawd the Baker Sireet delective

remnorsefully.  * And yours, Bing-8ing !

“Me savvy now!” grinned the
Celestial.

* But——"" sctammered Drake.
“But 1 could leave nothing 1io
chance in dealing with so desperate

[R4)

and determined a villain ! gaid Ferrers
Locke gravely. “The poisoned choco-
lates came yesterday. I amalysed them
i the laboratory, and found that they
contained the Java poison. It was the
first blow struck by Maurice Btapleton.
I knew that.”

“But you mighl have warned me, Mr.
Locke ! said Drake reproachiully,

“I econld not, Drake! The man
was ioo cunning (o be deceived by o
pretence,” said Ferrers Locke, * That
sutlden illness—it was necessary. Afier
sending me the chocolates, I knew, of
course, that he would be watching ihe
house, to learn whether he was success-

ful—though he would not venture into
it, after the warning he received from

the faie of his brother. Inzpeclor Heath
felt what had happened to me. I oould
not spare him, fur it was the signs of
the shock he had received as he left
the house that deceived the spy.”

ih I—"l RO :::

* Then -the doetor came in -a tearing
car.”  Locke smiled, *“The spy watched
that, also, Dy, Buxton 1 could not de-
ceive; a inedical man cannot he taken
in as to the condition of his patient, I
explatned 1o him, and he willingly con-
sented to help me all he eould.” When
he went I expected momentarily to hear
that Stapleton had arrived. our face,
Drake, almost broke dewn my resolu-
tion. 1 knew that you suffered.”
Locke pressed the boy’s hand, *But
I rewained firm. 1@ 1an was as
watchful as a cat. He read in vour face
thit the illness was genuine. If. he had
had any doubts—even the slightest—he
would not have betrayed himself,”

“1—1 inderstand——"

“Your looks, nmiy poor bay, were more
than cuongh to convince him, He came
to my room fully believing that I had
eaten of the poisoned chocolites, and a
little white Ipt}'wder carefully rubbed into
my face helped him to that belief——"

“Oh!” exclaimed Prake.

“I had already posted In tor
Pycroft and his shorthand man i!‘lfllfifir:ud
the secret door. They came here over-
night, and bave been ready since. And
Maurice Stapleton kindly gave them a
full coufession of having sent poison by
post to fake my life—a confession ihat
will send htm to join his two brothers.”

Drake smiled. He could smile now,

“Tt was the ouly way,” said Ferrers
Locke. * Buf when T saw how you felt,
my dear bov, T would have deawn back
had it been possible, It was a eruel
experience for you.'™’ '
~ “That's nothing ! said Drake. * All
in_ the day's work, sir! It's right as
ratn—and we've got the Third Brother I

THE EXND, .

(There is another extra<special compieife
story featuring the world-famous detective
in next Monday’s fine programme of good .
things. Look out for the title—* The
Silver Hawk ’—and be prepared to rezd
something really good, chums.)

Now pass on this 'aupy of the Hﬁ_aEH ET to a non-reader, my chums !
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Lever Watch, improved action; fitted ©
patent recoil click. preventiog hraakﬂsﬁ:— ,.F
of mainspring by overwinding.’

10 YEARS! WARRANTY" lﬁ

Sent on receipt of 3d
deposit; after appro- (5
val, send |l /Umore. The balance [
may then be paid by 9 monthly M
payments of 2/- each. Cash ""~"-1
refunded in full if dmﬁ!ﬁﬁd “:‘.‘u,
Send 34. now to 'u,'

7 J. A. DAVIS & €0, §

(Dapt.*87', 26 Denmark HEII. a L
l..n-ndnn. SES§

("""h-. ey

ARE YOU HAPPY

‘Bright and’ Cheerlul? 1t is Impnﬂmhla to be so it you gufler from

Nervous Fearaﬁﬁgkwurﬂnesa in Company, Nervous Depressien,
Biushing, Timidily, Sleeplessness, Lack of Will-Power, or Mind
Concentration, .Ynu can absolutely overcome all nerVoua troubles
if you nse the Mento-Nerve Stren thening Treatment. "GUARAN-
TEED CURE OR*MQONEY REFUNDED. Bend pen stamps
ltnmedlntﬂr for particulars. — GODFRY ELLIOTT-SMITH, LTD.,
643, Inﬂ:ri:l Bu Idings, Ludgats ﬂirm. London, l.l 4.

T Special - 6ffcf. - TWO ILLUS. SAMPLE LESSONS
from my Ecnmplet&ﬂ ;;nuraiﬂ ,-.H} Jl:ﬂTsﬂI:I fi:ir 1:I'I’i':n'chE
DENnY ata njitsil 18 the t Bl mples
science of BE'PHcfefenm and attack ever invented,
Learn to take care of yourself under ALL circum-
stances gnd learn Lo pmt.c[:t the small and w-rak;

SEND NOW.
“YAWARA " EEHDDL (Dept. A.B.), 31, Golden Square, Regent Street, W*I o

MAGIC TRICKS, gicylarcels 26 s/6. Venteiloguists

Pricesd. each, 4forl/-.—T. W.Harrison, 239, Pentonville Ed.,lﬂmhn, NA.

it 1 : il
HOW .TO GROW TALL. P LB L L L

Seot - umder privele plain sealed COVET,

Vrite — P, CARNE, 3, Yirst
Avenue. ﬂnarphi 1y, CARDIFF. ' .

WHEN mﬁnnmn mmmmu
PLEABE MENTION ﬁﬂ PAPER.

11-8-23



