CUT-OUT PHOTOS COMING LATER! :ow

A Y a T T

AN OLOGY!

Your Editor regrets that, owing to unloreseen mechanical
difficulties having arisen, the FREE CUT-OUT
ACTION PHOTOS OF FAMOUS CRICKETERS
will NOT be presented with the MAGNET this week,
but will be postponed until MONDAY, AUGUST 10th,
paper dated AUGUST 15th, when 4 SUPERB CUT-|
OUT STAND-UP PHOTOS will be given away FREE, :

THE BUNTERS ENJOY THE AIR AT BUNTER COURT — IN IMAGINATION!

(See the grand complete story of Gregfriars inside.)



2 THE OPPORTUNITY OF A LIFETIME -SEE BELOW!

SEE THE LIST OF PRIZES ON PAGE 17.

popular competitions, in the past, but this new
contest, the first part of which we are giving you
this weak, bids fair to outshine all its predecessors.
Everybody is invited to join in—and there is no entrance fee.

Here we give you the first set of puzzle-pictures, each of
which represents the name of a famous cricketer. So that
the contest shall be equal for everyone, you will find on Page
24 & list of names, and every “cricketer ” represented by &
puzzle:picture will be found in this list.

Also, to make the confest even more simple, we have
ﬁ]]?i‘iﬂin the solution to the first picture in this set. If is
‘o

THE good old MAGNET has had many interesting and

THE WAY TO WIN.

As you mske out the answer to each of the other five
pictures given this week, write it, IN INK, in the space
underneath, and then keep the set until next week, when we

ghall give you the Second Set of six puzzles to solve.

The contest will continue for six weeks, and with the final
set we shall give you a coupon and full directions for the
sending in of your entriea.

START NOW.

The Closing Date will be Thursday, August 2Tth, 1925,

You must adhere strictly to these Rules.

The First Prize will be awarded to the reader who sends a
correct, or most nearly correct, solution of the six sets of
puzzle-pictures. The other prizes will be awarded in order
of merit.

You may send as many attempts as you like, but every
attempt must be & complete solution of the whole series of
puzzles, It must be quite distinct and separate from any
other attempt, and all solutions must be written IN INK.

Ths Editor reserves full right to divide the prizes or their
value. No competitor will receive more than one prize. It
is a distinct condition of entry that the decision of the
Editor be taken as final and binding.

Entries mutilated or bearing alterations or alternative
names will be disqualified. ﬁlo correspondence will be
allowed. No responsibility can be taken for delay or loss in
the post or otherwise.

Employees of the proprietors of the MAGNET may nof
vomplete.

LIST OF NAMES ON PAGE 24.

“FAMOUS CRICKETERS~ &+ NO|.
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THE FOUNDATION STONE!

Bunter Court eivists only in the imaginalion of Billy Bunier.

His sekoolfellowrs ove

tived of hearing about the host of footmen, the Rolls-Royce cars, the Liorses, the gorgeous picture gallery, the gardens

lake, ete.

Bt Bunier is determined {o éonvince his doubling Form-fellows that Bunter Court does exist !

*
From

“ fancy '’ comes the first stone of the ‘‘ ancestral '’ home, the beginning of & great * vealify!"

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter Court—and Bunter Caught !

% UNTER Court—"
B “Ha, ha, ha!”
“1 say, you fellows—"
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“1 tell you, Bunter Court—"
Dilly Bunter was interrupted by a
fresh roar of laughter.
The juniors in the Rag at Greyfriars
Bchoal scemed to be in a hilarious mood.
Only Billy Bunter was serious.
The Owl of the Remove blinked
wrathfully at his hilarious Form-fellows
through his big spectacles.

“Jf you fellows don't believe me——"

*

he hooted.
“Believe you!” e}incuiat-ed Bob
Cherry.  “Oh my hat !’

“The believefulness is not terrific, my
estecomed  Bunter,” chuckled Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

“1 tell you——"

“Can it, old man,” said Johnny Bull.
“You've tone your funny turn. Now
can it !”

“You cheeky ass! I tell you——"

“Run away and play !” advised Frank
Nugent.

“Is this what you call a civil way of
receiving an invitation for the holi-
days ?” hooted Bunter indignantly.

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton & Co. chortled again.

Perhaps it was not exactly civil or

rateful to receive a kind invitation to

unter Court for the summer holidays

with an outburst of merriment. DBut,
really, the Remove fellows could not
help it.

Much was heard in the Greyfriars
Remove of Bunter Court, the magnifi-
[‘C‘_Iiljt and palatial home of the Bunter
tribe.

But no one at Greyfriars had ever secn
that gorgeous establishment, or knew
its precise locality—mnot even William
Georgo Bunter himself, in the opinion of
the Remove.

Often and often hLad Billy Bunter
deseribed the spacious mansion, the huge

A Magnificent,
Complete Story of Harry Wharton
& Co. of Greyfriars, with Billy

New, Long

Bunter well in the limelight.
By
FRANK RICHARDS.

garage, the army of expensive cars, the
troops of liveried servants, the stately
butler, the vast park, the great lake in
the grounds, the acres and acres of wood-
land and meadow. It was an oft-told
tale; but never, never had it found any
believers.

In the opinion of the Remove fellows,
Billy DBunter resembled the poet
described by Shakespeare, whose fervid
imagination gave to airy nothing a local
habitation and a name.

Harry Wharton & Co. were discuss-
ing the summer holidays, break-up at
Greyfriars being pear at hand. Where
the IFFamous Five were going was not
vet settled, only that they were all going
together. But really, they couldn't

TWO SUPERB
FREE GIFTS GIVEN
AWAY WITH THIS

ISSUE !

very well arrange to go home with
Bunter, to Bunter Court, It really was
not practicable to set out for such an
unsubstantial destination.

DBunter glowed with indignation.

Dunter was blessed with a powerful
imagination; and sometimes it seomed
that he really did believe in his own
amazing yarns—while he was telling
them, at least, which seemed to indi-
cate that his credulity was equal to his
imagination.

At all events, whether or not he
believed in his weird tales himself, he
expected other fellows tobelieve in them,
and was greatly annoyed at his valuable
word being doubted.

Bunter Court might have been a mag-
nificent establishment just round the
corner, from the way Bunter spoke of

Bunter’s

it,
fertile fancy.
“I say, you fellows, you might be

instead of a figment of

civil, at least!" said Bunter, indig-
nantly. “If you asked me to Wharton
Lodge, Harry, old chap, I should be
civill”

“I dare say you would,” grinned the
captain of the Remove. ''I'd ask you,
old fat man, only I'm afraid the answer
would be in the affirmative.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“T'll come, old man

“You jolly well won't!”

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Roll away, old barrel,” said Bob
Cherry, “We're discussing important
business, you know, and you're intur«
rupting us.* :

“The fact is I'm sticking to my old
pals this vac,” said Bunter, blinkipi ak
the Famous Five. “ For that reason I've
turned down that chap, D'Arcy, of Bt.
Jim’s, who's written me a most press-
ing letter.”

“I don't think!” grunted Johnny Bull.

“I've gok the letter in my pocket now,
and I'll show it to you if you can't take
my word, Bull.”

Johony Bull held out his hand.

“ Bhow up!” he said.

1 jolly well will !” said Bunter. ,

And the fat junior groped in his
pockets.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked ab him,
Bunter was searching his pockets with
great assiduity, and for a moment the
chums of the Remove really fancied thal
there might be a letter from D'Arcy, of

1

St. Jim's, in existence there, But the
fat junior's plump hands came oul
ompty.,

“1 remember, now, I left it in my
study,” he explained.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You fat bounder! Blessed if you
really didn't almost take me in for &
minute,” growled Bob.

“Ol, really, Cherry——"

Tue Magser Lisrany.—No. 810,
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“Now, about the hols,” went on Harry
Wharton, resuming the discussion that
Bunter had interrupted.

“That’s what I'm speaking about—the
hols,” said Buntér, interrupting again.
“T'ye turned down De Courcy, of High-
cliffe, too, for the sake of you fellows.
The old Caterpillar fairly begged me to
come hgme with him this vac, but I said
it couldn’t be done. I explained that I
was taking a party home to Bunter
Court, you see.”

“ Bow-wow !”

“Do come, you chaps,” urged Bunter.
“T really want you to come. We'll do
you down all right—huntin’ and shootin’
and fshin’, three or four cars to choose
from, bathing in the lake, boatin —all
sorts of things. I've been home with you
fellows, and I want you to ecome home
with me this time. Is it a go?”

“You silly pwl 1" said Harry Wharton.
“Quppose we said yes?”

“Yla, ha, ha !”

“Eh?” ejaculated Bunter.

“It’s a long, long way to Tipperary,”
said Bob, “but it's a longer, longer way
te Bunter Court.”

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“Put I mean it!” howled Bunter.
“The fact is, 1 want the company of
ou fellows, you know—being such pals.
‘II come home with you, or you can
come home with me. Can’t say fairer
than -that, Will you agree to come to
Bunter Court? I'll ask the pater to
send the big Rolls-Royce to take the lot
of us.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Is it a go?” asked Bunter,

“Can it!” said Nugent.

“ Ok, really, Franky—"

Bob Cherry closed one eye at his com-
rades, unseen by the short-sighted Owl
of the Remove.

“Let’s!” he said,

“ Eh??
Harry Wharton smiled.
“Good!” he said. “On second

thoughts, let's!”

“The letfulness is terrific,” grinned
Hurree Singh. My esteemed Bunter, I
have terrific pleasure in accepting your
kind invitation.”

“I'm on!” said Johnny Bull, taking
up the joke. “I'll come! Count me
in, Bunter !”

Y Me, too!” said Nugent heartily.
I’_B-il!.y Bunter blinked at the Famous
Five.

Ilaving urged those cheery youths to
some home with him for the holidays,
his fat face ought to have expressed
great  satisfaction at this  general
sceeptance of his invitation.

But he did not seem wholly at ease

somehow.
“It's settled,” said DBob. “We're]
coming! The car will be here for us

the day the school breaks up, Bunter,
what ?”

* Oh—yes.”

‘' Leave it at that, then,”

Bunter coughed.

“I'm jolly glad!” he said. “Very
plad  indeed! There's just ono
thing—"

“Oh! j is

There's just one thing,
there ?” grinned Bogl “What's that?”

“The pater—you know my pater's
in the City—the pater’s engaged in a
hig international financial operation,”
said Punter. “It's barely possible that
he may be callad away f:om Bunter
(lourt—may have to go to-the Continent
to sce soimme other big men in finance.
In that ease, we should have to modify
the arrangement a little.”

“Oh, should we ?” grinned Bob.

“Yes. 1t’s not likely to happen, but

it mighi—and in that case, of course,
Twr Maeyer Lisrary.—No. 910,

we'd put it off till next vae, and I'd
come home with one of you fellows
instead. That would be practically the
same thing, wouldn't it?"

“Not quite [ chuckled Bob. "Only
practically, and practically is a chicken
that won't fight. We're coming to
Bunter Court.”

“Hear, hear!”

“If your pater's away we shall miss
him, of course, but we'll try to bear it.
We shall try to oconsole ourselves with
the stately butler——"

“And ‘the liveried footmen,”
Nugent.

*“And the three Rolls-Royce cars—or
is it four?” asked Johnny Bull.

“And the magnificent  picture
gallery,” remarked Harry Wharton.

“And boating on the lake and hunt-
ing in the woods,” said Bob.

“The huntfulness and the fishfulness
and the shootfulness will console us for
the regretted absence of Mr. Bunter,”
said Hurree Singh gravely.

“Oh! Ah! Yes!” gasped Dunter.

“It's a go, old fellow [”

“Quite settled !”

“Quite 1"

Bunter drew a deep breath.

He was dismayed, and it was quite
easy for the entertained juniors to read
his dismay in his fat face, But the Owl
of the Remove pulled himself together.
After all, it was some days yeb to the
vacation, and in o few days much might
happen. Bunter Court might even be
burned to the ground in time to save
the fat Owl from owning up to the

swank !

“Right-ho, you fellows!” he said
briskly. ‘*It's settled, then! You're
coming to Bunter Court! I'll send the
pater a telegram at once to tell him.”

“Oh, do!”

“Lend me a bob—"

flEh?!J

“I’'ve heen disappointed about a

ostal-order,” explained Bunter. I
Eappen to be short of a hob for the
telegram. But I really must let the
pater know you're coming. He will
want to make a few preparations for
really distinguished guests.”

“Oh, my hat !”

Bunter held out a fat hand.

Boly Cherry shook his head.

“Botter telephone!” he said gravely.
“You can explain so much more on the
phone than in & telegram. 1 suppose
Bunter Court is on the phone, isn't it?
Most magnificent country mansions

e.Jl

“ Fr—oh, yes.”

“Quelchy is cut. You can get into his
study and use his Ehcne," said Bobh.
“Cut off and get it done, Bunty !”

liBut_ll

“Buck up! Now’s your chance, while
Mr. Quelch iz out !”

& But__l)

said

“(iet a move on, Bunter, old man!
You're wasting time I :

Billy Bunter gave the Co. & blink—an
expressive blink,

“0Oh, all right!
gasped.

And Bunter rvolled out of the Rag.
He rolled away—but he did not roll in
the direction of Mr. Quelch’s study.

He really had no use for Mr, Quelch's
telephone.

Bob Cherry chuckled when the Owl of
the Remove was gone.

“And now we can settle about the
holidays !” he remarked.

“¥la, ha, hal”

And the chums of the Remove re-
sumed the discussion of that impcortant
matter, just as if they didn't, after all,
believe 'in the existence of Bunter
Court!

I—I'll phone !” he

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
A Friend in Need !

M H dear!?
Lord Mauleverer groaned.
It was o deep and dismal

groan, and indicated that Lord
M_aulcvm'er, the laziest fellow at Grey~
friars, did not find life worth living.
His lazy lordship was sitting in an
extremely comfortable armchair in his
gtudy, No. 12 in the Remove passage.
He really did not look as if life had
used him harshly. A fellow who was an
earl and a millionaire, who never could
remember the number of acres and
buildings that he owned, who had good
health and a good temper and good
friends, might hava been expected to
fce} that life had used him rather well,
in faet,

But there is always a fly in the oint-
ment, as in the case of the princess who
was distressed by a single crumpled
rosa-leaf in the couch of luxury.

Lven an earl and a millionaire, being
a schoolboy, had to turn up for class—
and, with a Form master like Mr.
Quelch, had to do some work. And
Lord Mauleverer hated exertion in any
shape or form.

But on this especial afternoon even
that drawback to existence did mnot
apply, for it was a half-holiday. There
was nothing for Mauly to do till even-
ing prep—and he was not accustomed to
meeting troubles half-way, so he was
not thinking about prep.

Nevertheless, there was trouble, as his
deep and dismal groan testified. Life,
according to Lord Mauleverer, was just
one dashed thing after another dashed
thing. And the “dashed” thing that
had cropped up on this sunny afternoon
was the grin necessity of taking a trip
in & motor-car.

There were plenty of fellows in the
Greyfriars Remove who would have
welcomed a motor trip as a plessant
way of spending a half-holiday, But
Lord Mauleverer suffered from the
surfeit of wealth. To him a motor-trip
was nof a happy relaxation; it was an
exertion. To his mind, a motor-car was
simply a means of Jocomotion. If youm
had to got from one place to another
a motor-car was the best way of doing
it, as it implied the smallest exertion.
gtill, it implied some exertion, and was
thorefore & thing to be avoided if
possible.

Lord Mauleverer had s letter in his
hand. He was trying to concentrate his
noble mind on it, but his noble mind
refused to concentrate,

“Oh dear!” repeated his lordship.
“0Oh dear! It's really too bad! It's
got to be done—na doubt about that!
But—oh dear !”

Another groan.,

“1 gay, Mauly!"” .

“0Oh “dear!”  repeated Mauly, still
more fervently, as a fat face and a pair
of big spectacles glimmered in at the
doorway of Study No. 12,

The sight of William George Bunter
ie_emed to have o dispiriting effect on

1m.

Bunter did not seem to mnotice it—or
perhaps he did not mind. He rolled
chueri?y into the study.

“ Anything the matter, old man?” he
asked.

“Yaas.”

“ Detention?” asked Bunter sym-
pathetically.

“No, worse luck.”

oW E!‘ -!”

“You sce, if a fellow were detained a
fellow couldn’t be expected to motor
over to Combermere, could he?” asked
Mauly.
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“1 suppose not,” said Bunter, blink-
ing at him. *Ave you motoring over
to Combermere this afternoon ¥”

1 a »

“TIl come with you” )
“That wouldn’t make it any better,

old bean. It would make it worse, by
ad !

“0Ob, really Mauly—" .

Lord Mauleverer glanced at his lelter

again and sighed deeply, Bunter
blinked at it, and recognised the hand
of Bir Reginald DProoke, Mauly's
guardian, )

“0ld gent raggin’ you in that letter 77
he ﬁ.‘\kt‘ﬁ.

“ Np.!

“Are you pgrousing just because

vou're motoring over to Comberinere,
you ass?”

((Yaas”’

“Why not get another fellow to go,
thent ~Lots of fellows would go, if
you'd stand the car.” .

“I've thought of that,” said Lord
Mauleverer sadly, “I asked \Wharton,
but he's playing cricket or something,
There's & match or somethin' on, with
the Fourth, or somethin’ or other,”

Bunter grinned, .

“The other duffers are playing, teo,”
gaid Lord Maulevercr. “ Cricket’s
catching’, like measles, I believe. I
asked Bob Cherry, and he told me he
was  playin'—and  then  Bull—and
Nugent—and DPeter Todd—and Smithy
—all playing cricket! I thought of
Hurree Singh, an' wondered whethar
the agent johnny would understand his
English if he went—and when I made
up my mind to chance it, and asked him,

I found he was playin' cricket, too.
Like measles, isn't it?”

“The agent johnny?"  repeated
Bunter.

“Y&as-”

“You've got to see an agent at Com-
barmere?”

“Yans."”

“What sort of
Bunter curiously.

“House agent.”

“Great Scott!  What on earth are
-ou seeing house agents for ! exclaimed

unter in amazement.

[ Nut}lin'."

“Ell?”

Lord Mauleverer tapped the lotter.

“Nunky wants me to,"” he explained.
“(Can't refuse nunky. Oh, dear! Com-
bermere is fifteen miles if it's an inch.
I wouldn't mind the run so much, you
know—a fellow can doze in a car, and
I've particularly specified that they're
to send a decent car. But trottin’ over
a furnished house—talkin' to the apgent

an agent?” asked

—oh_dear!” Lord Mauleverer sighed
deeply. “And the agent’s name is
Pilkins ! Of course, a fellow can't help

his name, but it does rather offend a
follow's musical ear, doesn’t it? Like
Bunter.”

“What 1"

“I1—I mean—'

“What are you going to look oaver
a furnished house for, you ass?” de-
manded the Owl of the Remove. *Your
people are not taking a furnished house
for the holidays, are they "

“Nunno! But a friend of nunky's
is thinkin’ of takin’ Combermere Lodge
for the summer—it's let furnished, you
know. The Combermere people are
abroad, and they've left the houss with
Pilkins, to be let, furnished, servants
and all—all standin’. Nunky's friend
has got in touch with Pilkins by the

ost, and it occurred to nunky tha,

ein’ quite near Combermere—he calls

fifteen miles quite near !|—I might run
across in & car ou a half-holiday and
look at the place. See?”

“X see!" ussented Bunter.

Wi

rdy

| The lodge-keeper had opened the gaies and the car rolled in.
hat In hand, as the car came in, and Bunter wondered whether he expected a tip.
“‘ Here, my man ! * said the fat junior loftily.
(See Chapter 5,)

note.

The man stood
And he tossed the keeper a pound

“Of course, Sir Reginald thinks it a
nobby idea,” said Lord Mauleverer
plaintively. “If 1 say the place is all
vight his old pal will come and lock at
it; if it isn't all right, it will save him
a journey down from-London. And he
knows I'm an obligin' chap. Oh
dear !

DBunter grinned,

“It's a good idea,” he said. *But
any fellow could do it for you, I sup-
pose. It's only to see that the place
comes up to the description, and isn't a
catch,”

" Yaas.”

“Well, I'll do it,” said DBunter,

£ Ell?}]

“I'd do more than that for a pal,”
said Bunter encouragingly. *“Leave it
to me, Mauly! Tell me where to pick
up the car, and I'll go.”

Lord Mauleverer eyed him dubiously.

It was a hot afternoon—quite hot.
Mauleverers natural taste led him to a
saunter by the river, and a re:t—a long
rest—in the shade under the trees. He
did not want a rush along a dusty road
in & rapid car, a talk with a bustlin
agent, an inspection of a furnishe
house. It did not even enter his mind
to neglect his uncle's request, because
Lord Mauleverer never sald no to any-
body if he could help it. But he would
have given a great deal to get out of the
task—always, of course, if it could be
satisfactorily performed without his per-
sonal intervention.

Certainly, any fellew could do what
was required.

It was merely necessary to inspect the
place, and see whether it came any-
where near the estate ageut's glowing
description.

Billy Bunter, certainly, was capable
of doing that—any fellow in the Grey-
friars Remove could have done it guite
well.

Lord Mauleverer hesitated.

“Call it a go!” said Bunter brisklg.
“You want to get out of the job, don'§
you, Maulyt”

L) Yaas-JJ

“You know I can manage if all
right "

1 1

“Then leave it to me."

Lord Mauleverer still hesitated. But
it is well said that he who hesitates is
lost ! He thought of the cool shade by
the river, the leafy branches shadowing
cool waters, and he contrasted that
mental picture with the picture of the
dusty road buzzing with cars, the—pro-
bably—fat and perspiring estate agent
named Pilkins—the \\'n?king up aud
down stairs and passages at Comber-
metre Lodge—the bother of tipping the
servants who were to show off the fur-

nitute—-

He nodded.

“Bunter, old man, wou're a good
chap!” he said. “If you don't
mind i

“Not a bit, old man.”
“It's fifteen miles in the car.”
“That’s all right.”

Tue MagysT Taspany,—No. 910,
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“Vou'll have to let this man Pilkins
join you in the car and run lim to
ihe Lodge,” said Maunleverer. *“You
aall at his office in the town, Most
likely he will jaw all the way.”

“Let him!”

“Well, if you really don't mind—-"

“It's a go, Maunly.”

"Right-ﬁo!” His lordship was im-
mensely relieved. *Now, T'll give you
souie particulars. as the estate ngents
Ly, Eouk at these dashed papers, will
vou, Bunter? And read these letters—
g T

And Lord Mauleverer leaned back in
the armechair and closed his tired eyes,
while William George DBunter went
throngh the various letters and papers
relating to that desirable furnished resi-
dence, Combermere Lodge, Kent.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Not Bad for Bunter !

]L;ﬂ]ﬂ; BUNTER grinned
ully,
His fat face, in fact, was irra-
diated with satisfaction,

It was all very well for his lazy lord-
ship to banlk at the task assigned him
for that afterncon; but it was quite a
different matter with Billy Bunter. He
was going to enjoy himself,

Considering the maguificence of
Bunter Court and the unlimited number
of Rolls-Royce cars to be found there
—according, to Bunter—it might have
been supposed that the fat Owl was fed-
up with motoring, in the same bored
stale on the subject as Mauly. Butb it
was not s0. A motor trip was still quite
a treat to Bunter—which really seemed
to indicate that there were not so many
TRolls-Royce cars at the Bunter homo as
the fat junior declared.

ITe knew that Mauly's car would be a
good one—the Courtfield garage would
send their very best goods for Mauly,
knowing that the bills were not_likely
to be very carefully scanned. Bunter
liked the idea of swanking about in pos-
gession of a good car, And money
would be required—and in the circum-
stances, Mauleverer would have lo stand
the oxpenses—out of which there wonld
undoubtedly be something left over Tor
Tunter. Even the prospect of impres-
sing My, Pilkins, tll:a cstate ageut, as
the aceredited emissary of a lord, was
pleasant to Bunter, Pilkins would be
very civil; and Bunter liked people to
Low-tow to himi. Nobody was likely {o
kow-tow to Bunter on his personal
merils. DBut as the representative of
Lord Mauleverer, a certain amount of
kow-towing woultl be esscntinl from ai
estate agent who was desirous of letting
n doesirable—and  éxpensive—country
house,

8o William George Bunter decided
that Le was going to have quite a good
time; which was his real reason for
velieving Lord Mauleverer of the task
which irked his lazy lordship so much.
It really was not Bunter's way to take
on a task that he didn’t like for the
suke of another fellow. A task that he
did like was quite a different matter.

Buntor was rather impressed by the
description of Combermere Lodge in
the papers that had been sent to Lord
Manleverer.

1f the description was anything like
the reality it was a splendid place, with
innumerable rooms, stables, and garage,
cars in the garage and horses in the
stables, a well-wooded park, a magnifi-
cent terrace, valuable };umitura in' the
stately apartments, butler, foolmen,
housekeeper, housemaids and parlour-
maids—all sorts and conditions of maids,

Tre Micner Lisrary.—No. 910

cheer-

in factk—an establishment thab rivalled
Bunter Court itself |

Bunter wondered how on earth much
money the tenant was going to pay for
the hire of such an cstablishment, Cer-
tainly, it could only be within the means
of a very wealthy man. He blinked
through the papers and came on the
details, 'The house was to be let for
three months, while Lord Combermere
was abroad witl his family, and the
rent was forty guineas wccily, tenant
paying all charges.

* Forty guineas a week!” murmured
Bunter. “Oh, my hat! Mauly’s people
must be rolling in money, and no mis-
take 1
e blinked at his lordship.

“T say, Mauly——"

No veply.

“This looks all right, Mauly! It's
jolly like my own place at home, you
L-icw ! But rely on me to see whether it
cones up to sample. I say! Are you
asleep, vou ass?”

.(E% ?)l

“Wake up, you duffer!”

“Eh? What? I'm not asleep! I
heard all you fellows were sayin'!”
ejaculated Mauleverer, rubbing his

eyes,

“He, Le, he!”

. “I—I mean, haveh't you started yet,
Bunter? I say, the car is to be at the
gates at three,” said Lord Mauleverer.
“Isn't it close on three now "

“My watch has stopped,”
Dunter. “ What's the time?”

“Look at my watch,” said Mauly.

Lord Mauleverer's hands were behind
his head, in the deep cushioned back of
his chair. It did not seetn worth while
to him to chango his position.' DBilly
Bunter jerked his lordship's handsome
gold ticker out and looked ak it.

“Twenty to three,” he said.

“You'd better get a move on, old
man. I suppose you'll wash first.”

“What 1"

“«T—T mean——" stammered Manly.

“¥ shall want to know the time,” said
Bunter. * You may as well lend me
your wateh, Mauly.”

“ Right-bo !*

Bunter detached the gold ticker and
the handsome chain. The Mauleverer
crest was worked, in tiny diamonds, on
the watch-case, and tha value of the
article 'was great. Bunter felt quite
bucked as he fasfened it upon his own
woll-filled waistcoat, where the chain
glimmered among the traces of Bunter's
last meal.

“I'Il get going, then,” said Bunter.
“J suppose this Pilkins man is expecting
_YOI.l?"

“Vos. Sir Reginald has written to
him that I shall be callin' this after-
noon ahout the giddy house, That's all
right. You'll ind him waitin’, and you
can tell him yon've come for me, see?”

“Right-ha! I'll go and change, then.
Better put on a fellow’s best clobber for
a job like this” said Bunter. “You
don’t mind if I borrow one of your ties,
do vou 7

liY"aR.Jl

“What 7

“T—I mean., no,”

“And a collar and some of your studs
—and a waisteoat,” said Bunter.

“Vou'd never get o wristcoat of mine
round your jolly old eircumference, old
seouk " grinned Manleverer,

“Thab‘s all right—I ean slit it up the

ack.

£ nh !!’

# What aboot money?” asked Dunter.
“Tt's usual to tip the servants when they
show you over a furnished house, isn't

HE )

it ?
“Yans,”

said

“Well, what shall T give them " asked
Bunter.

“Well, you don't want to chuck
money about,” said Lord Mauleverer
thoughtfully, ‘““It's rather bad form to
be exudin' big tips. Give the butler a
couple of pounds——"?

" “My hat! Don't you call that & big
ip 17 ;

“Nunno! But if he's very obligin®,
and seems to expect it, give him some
more,” said Mauleverer. “You can
always tcll the size tip a man expects,
by his munner, if you're observant. It's
quite an art, veally. I generally hit on
the right amount.”

Buntoer blinked at him.

“Is that your system of tipping, you
ass 1

I(Ya s.!!

“I should think scrvants must like
showing you over houses. Well, shall T
do the tipping, and tell you afterwards
what it coines to?”

i Yﬁ&ﬂ."

“Oh, I forgot! I've been dis-
appointed about o postal-order. What
are you grinning at, Mauly1”

“Nothin’, old bean. Take m urse.”

“Right-ho! Of course, I shall Ee very
careful with your money, Mauly. I'm
a reckless and gencrous fellow with my
own. money——"

“0Oh, my hat !I*

“But I shall be very ecareful with
yours. I'll get off, then.”

“Thanks !

Lord Mauleverer looked really grate.
ful. Bunter had saved him from a
heavy task—and he was adding to the
favour by taking himself off! The loss
of Bunter's company alone was sufficient
to make it a happy half-holiday.

Bunter rolled out of the study.

Lord Mauleverer made an effort and
detached himself from the armchair,

Ho sorted out @ straw hat, and walked
down the passage and out of the House.
In the distance he heard a shout from
the cricket field.

“Travo, Wharton !

“Well hit!”

The Remove cricketers were playing
Temple, Dabnoy & Co. of the Fourth,
and giving them plenty of leather-
hunting, as usnal. Lord Mauleverer
glanced towards the cricket ground.
He almost made up his lazy mind to
walk there and watch the gamec from
under a tree. But there was some

| axertion in watching ericket—and there

was elways the possibility of a fellow
being called upon to return a stray
ball. Lord Mauleverer walked on, and
ambled gently down towards the river.

Meanwhile, William George Bunter
was preparing for his trip.

Ilo was going to swank that after-
noon, and he wis going to do the thing
in style. As he was on Mauleverer's
business he felt entitled to draw upon
Mauloverer's wardrobe—not that he
would have hesitated to do so, in any
case. On a hot afternoon a straw hat
was to be preferred to a topper, on
grounds of comfort, but Bunter selected
Lord Mauleverer's best silk hat. He
made further selections from his lord-
ship's possessions. and turned out finally
in an extremely well-dressed state.
CGarments that did not extend far
enough to enclose Bunter's podgy figure
could be slit here or there—tha damage
to tho garments did not really matter;
they were not Bunter's.

Arrayed in Mauly’s best clothes. with
Mauly's best topper and Mauly's ex-
pensive watch and chain and cuff-links
and tiepin, Billy Bunter surveyed him-
self in the glass and pronounced the
result satisfactory.

He rolled down the stairs very pleased
with himself and with things generally.
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DON'T MISS THEM!

Doker of the Fifth spotted him as he
went out, and grinned.

“Bunter's been washing himself I he
told Potter and Greene of the Fifth.

“His boots are cleanl” said Potter
in wonder.

“@a's  his  collar!” said Greene.
“What's the matter with you, Bunter?
Are you ill, poor old chap?”

“¥Yah!"

Bunter rolled on. In the quadrangle
he came on Ogilvy and Russell of the
Remove. They shaded their eyes with
their hands, as if dazeled by Buuter in
his new glory.

The Owl of the Remove sniffed and
yolled on. Ie came on Hobson of the
Shell in the gateway, and Hohson
chuckled, and shouted to him:

“ Look out, Bunter!”

Bunter blinked round,

“Fh! Look out for what?”

“For the chap those clothes ]JcInnF
ta!” chortled Hobson. “He mightn’t
like it, you know.”

“Yaht”

Bunter turned a fat back on Hobson
of the Shell, and rolled out of the gates.
In an extremely happy and contented
state of mind, the Owl of the Remove
rolled towards a handsome car that was
waiting in the road.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
In Borrowed Plumes !

HE chauffeur, who was gtanding

I by the car, touched his cap to

Bunter with great respect, as the

Owl of the Remove came up.
Dunter gave him a lofty and patronising
blink.

“T hope they've sent a good cart” he
said, blinking over the automobile with
the air of a fellow who knew all about
cars.

“Yes, my lord.”

"Ell?”

“ You'll find it a good car, my lord.”

Bunter left off blinking at t.be car,
and blinked at the chauffeur egain. He
had never seen the man before, and
doubtless the man had never secn him,
and he realised that the chauffeur, sent
there to pick up Lord Mauleverer at the
gates of Greyfriars School, snpposed
Bunter to be his lordship.

The Owl of the Remove suppressed a

rin.
gTho mistake was a natural one, as
Bunter had come out of the school gates
and walked across to the car to take
possession of it, The chauffeur, natur-
ally, had no knowledge of Lord Maule-
verer, or of that slack youth's change of
programme, But Bunter chose to attri-
hute the mistake to his own distingnished
sppearance. He had always had a secret
persuasion that he looked the part of a
nobleman, and that if the Bunter tribe
were not noble, at least they onght to
be. on their looks.

It was like Billy Bunter to play up to
the mistake instead of correcting it at
once.

He wounld have liked to be a lord, but
the next best thing to that was being
taken for a lord.

“I'm accustomed to a first-class car,
of course,” he said in a condescending
tone.

“Yes, my lord.”

The chauffour was very respectful
indeed. Obviously his employers had
told him to let his noble customer have
plenty of eivilitv. Doubtless it would
be charged for on the bill,

He opened the door of the car for his
supposed lordship,

Bunter stepped in.

Bang! The door closed, and the
chauffeur took his place at the wheel.
He had his instructions as to where he
was to take Lovd Mauleverer., There was
no need for Bunter to give him any.

The car started, and Billy Bunter
leaned back luxuriously upen a very
comfortably padded seat, It really was
a good car, and a very comfortable one.
It was soon going at a Ereat speed, and
Greyfriars 8chool vanished behind,

e grinned serenely as he rolled on.

The chauffeur was still unnder the
impresion that he was driving Lord
Mauleverer. Dunter, from sheer swank,
had deliberately left him under that
impression. As the car glided on Bunter
was considering whether he would be
able to make the same impression on
Mzr. Pilkins, the house agent at Comber-
mere: It was quite a happy prospect
for the impecunious Owl of the Remove,
who really was nobody in particular, to
spend an afternoon as a wealthy noble-
man, bowed and scraped to by agents
and servants and chauffeurs.

The deception was certainly casy
enough. Lord Mauleverer had never
seen DPilkins; had never, indeed, been
at Combermere at all. All Mr. Pilkins
knew of him was that Sir Reginald
Brooke had written, stating that his

nephew, Lord Mauleverer, would motor
over from Greyfriars School on Wednes-
day afternoon, to tnke a preliminary
glance at the furnished house.

Naturally, the agent would be cxpoct-
ing to sce Lord Mauleverer, Mauly's
idea was that Tlunter would explain that
he had come instead, and that had been
Bunter's original intention,

But that little misanprehension on tha
part of the chauffeur had changed his
plans,

He was going to be Lord Mauleversr
for the aflerngon, and he grinned com-
placently at the idea.

He hiad no doubt whatever that he was
more snited to play the part than Maule-
veror himself.

A genuine nobleman required to have
a handsome presence, & distinguished
apearance, a noble manner. All these
Bunter had, or, at all events, believed
that he had.

Undoubtedly, had Bunter had the
good luck to be born a nobleman, he
would have enjoyed the distinction more
than Mauly did. The words “My lord!"
tickled his fat ears very pleasantly,

Mauleverer hated people to kow-tow
to him, DBunter, on the other hand,
enjoyed it immensely,

lord.”
Mr. Pilkins.

** This place would be ahout right for my little party,” said Bunter airily, “ Did

you say the rent was forty or fifty guineas a week ? I forget.”” ° Foi
“ Well, it’s immaterial, of course,’’ said Bunter.
(See Chapter 5.)

o1 . rty, my
Oh, quite ! ** gasped
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8 YOU'LL THOROUGHLY ENJOY *' BUNTER OF BUNTER COURT!"—

Mo realised that, in one afiernoon, he
conld serew more real satisfaction out
of Mauly’s title than Mauly himself had
exiracted from it in fiftecn years.

Fortunately, he was at lcast dresset]
for the part, whether he really possessecl
a handsoma presence and a distinguished
appoarance or not, He was as we
dressed as the dandy of the Remove ever
was, having helped himself  liberally
fron Mauly's wardrobe. Mauly's clothes
did not look so well on Bunter as they
looked on Mauly, that was lrue, though
Bunter did not realise that, Dut at
least they looked espensive; anyhody
could see that the silk-hat had not been
pivikced up for half a guinea, in fact, that
an alarming number of guincas had
Leen expended on Bunter's outfit.  And
he was wearing Mauly’s gold watch with
the diamond crest on the case, and
Manly’s gold chain, and platinum fie-pin,
and gold euff-links.  The gold watch
would not have been much in evidence
worn by Mauleverer; worn by Bunter,
it would be very much in evidenco
indeed, as he would pull it out to see
the time whenever thero was anyone at
hand to be impressed by it. Best of all,
he bhad Mauly's purse—a handsome
Russia-leather purse, worih several
puineas in itself, and stuffed with eur-
rency notes, with a little compartment
well supplied with banknotes. .

Lord Mauleverer, probably, did not
knaw how much money was in his purse
when he told Bunter to take it. Ile
never kmew how much maney hie }la_d;
having all his life been well supplicd
with that useful article, he never gave
it mnch thought,

PBunter would need some pound-noles
and ten-shilling notes for tipning, Mauly
know that, He expected Bunter to tip
as much as was necessary, and bring
home the balance. That, indeed, was
what Bunter intended to do, [eeling
entitled also to stand himself a feed ab
Combermere for his trouble, bnt fto a
detail like that his generous lordship
haid no ohjection. .

Bunter examined the purse and its
contents as the car glided through Lant-
ham and ran on towards Combermere,
on the Kentish downs. The amount of
ensh in it made him open his eyes wide
behind hiz big snectacles, e remem-
hored that Lord Mauleverer had been to
the bank in Courtfield tho previous day
to renew his supoly of cash, a cireum-
stanee which Mauly bhad undoubtedly
forpotten.  Still, the money was safo
with Bunter. Indeed, it shonld have
heen safer with Bunter than with Manly,
a5 Buntor was not in the habit of be-
slowing generous tips like his lordship.
That, however, was when DBunfer was
Landling his own money. Handling
another fellow’s. he was likely to err on
tlie side of swank.

The Owl of the Remove relurned the
puese to his pockef, and Jeaned back
agnin, surveving the landscape with a
patronising eyve as the car Duezed on.
Tie was feeling greatly elated, and his
fut mind was fully made up to nlay the
part of “his lordshin® all through lus
vi-it to Combermere and Combermoere
Tordge.

The car ran into the town at last,

Tt stopped outside the estafe agent's
affive in the High Strech It was a
yathor dingy office, with hills and ecards
in the window to inform the public of 4
nnmiher of desirable rosidences that were
ta ke sold by Me, Pilkins, full informa-
tion concerning which could be ohiained
within,

The ear stovped, and a plaomp gentle-
man with an aquiline nose darted across

Tre Maoxer Toanany,—No 0170,

the pavement and opened the car door,
abmost before Billy Bunter could move.

Mr. Pilking did not bestow so much
politeness as that upon all his clients,
But a nobleman was a client whom My,
Pilkins delighted to honeur, Moreover,
he was exceedingly anxious to let the
Lodge at forty guincas a week, tenant
paying all charges, Buch a property
was not let so easily and quickly as a

four-roomed villa  with  kitchen and
seullery  ecmbined, and room for a
garage.  Combermere Lodge, in fact,

had been hanging on My, Pilkins’ hands.
Tts noble owner had to let it owing to
the general shortage of cash resulting
from the war, and for the same reason
other distinguished persons were unable
to take it. Mr, Pilkins' connnission on
sueh a “let,” as he called it, would
amount to a very handsome suom, if he
sueeceded in letting it at all. 8o Mr.
Pilkins had been very pleased to receive
the communication from Sir Heginald
Brooke; very pleased fo hear that Lord
Mauleverer was coming over from Grey-
friars to view the property, and very
pleased to greet his lordship with the
most distinguished attention,

“Good-alternoon, my lord ! said M.
Pilkins. “I was expecting vou. I take
it that you are Lord Mauleverer?”

Mpr. Pilking could not take off his hat,
as he had left it in his oflice in his hurry
to rush out te the car, But he bewed
almost to the ground, his podey face
beaming  with cordial and  respectful
welcome.

Thunter almost purred,

This was what he liked--and what he
seldom reeceived., Mr, Pilkins  looked
as if he would lave been willing to
kiss Bunter’'s hoots—and Bunter would
haye been quite pleased to see him do
it.

“T trust your lordship has had a plea-
sant drive this pleasant alternoon,” hur-
ried on Mr, Pilkins,

Bunter yawned,

“0Oh, not so bad!” he said negli-
gently. “Of course, this is only a hired
car—nobt the sort of thing I'm accus-
lomed to.”

“(h, quite so, my lord

“Let me see—you're Wilkinst” asked
Bunter.

“Pilkins, wy lord--Pilkins.”

“1ih! Did you say Bilking?” asked
Bunter carclessly.  Lord Mauleverer
often forgot people’s names, and Bunter
felt that he could noi do better than
follow Mauly's example.

“ Pilkins ! murmured the agent.  He
would willingly have made it Wilkins or
Bilking, whichever his lordship pre-
forved. St it happened to be Pilkins.

“PMilkins ! repeated Dunter,  “Yaas
—ol, waas] 1 remember mnow, 8ir
Repinald said Pilkins in his letter,”

“Quite so, my lord,” said Mr. Pilkins.
“1 have had the honour of receiving an
esteemed  communication  from  Sir
Teginald Brooke. Your lardship will
have the kindness to look over the
Lodge. T amn sare your lovdship will be
satislied.”

“Perhiaps ! said Dunter Joftily,  “I
sha!l expert samething prelty decent, of
course.”

_ “Combermere my
O

“Oh, vans, yaas! T shall see it for
mivsolf, T Hop inte the car and {ell the
clianfTeur the way.”

“Yes, iy lord.  Bir Neginald zaid
that von wonll be kind encugh to frive
me o lift to the Lodge, my lord,” said
Me. Pilkins. “If vour lordship wonld
care to step into my offive for a few
minntes—"

“Td berier sde bow mueh B
got,” said Ponter; and he pulled oot
Lord Mauleverer's watel,

10

Lodjre, lerd,

Tp

Mr. Pilking’ manner became, if pos-
sible, more effusively respectful, as he
spotted the diamond crest on the watch-
i‘qse. Really, it seemed almost to dazzle
1inl,

“Tll wait in the car,” said Dunter,
with dignity. “Look sharp, and don't
keep me waiting long, Mr.—er—\Wil-
kins.”

“Pilking, my lord.”

“T mean Pilkins, Don't keep me
waiting long,” =aid Dunter.

“Twa minutes, my Jord—"

“Yory good, Mr, Bilkins. Wait a

minute.”

“Yes, my lord.”

My, Pilkins, who was turning away,
turned back.

“TI've gobt a descriplion of ihe house
here,"” said Dunter. **8ir - Reginald
sent it on in his letter. I think I put
it in my purse.”

Bunter  opened
pursc.

He looked throush cach compartment,
displaying, by apparent aceident, a wad
of curroney notes and another of hank-
noles.

Mr. Pilking gazed at that ample supply
of cash with fascinated eyes.

Lord Mauleverer's

“Nuo, T must bave left the paper at
Grevfriars,” said DBunter. "“Bul it
doesn't matler. Get me another, and

I'll run through it while we're on the
way to the Lodge”

“Yes, my lovd?”

Dunter  slipped  the Russia-leather
purse carclessly into his pocket.  Mr.
Pilkins rushod hack into his office for his
hat. Billy Bunter winked at the back
of the chauffeur’s Thead. He was
thotoughly enjoying his afternoon in
Lorrownd plumes.

Mr. Pilking did not keep his lordship
waiting long.

He sewlded to the enr again, this time
with lLis hat on, and bowed himself in.
He pulled down a seat in [ront and sat
dewn on the edgo of it

"“'I'his is an honour for me, my lord,”
ho said,

Lord Mauleverer would probably have
replied “Rubbish !”  But Billy Dunter
angwerad

“(Oh, quite!”

And the car moved on out of the
High Strect of Combermere, and took
{he road to Combermere Lodge.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Enjoys Himself !

o Y lowd—"
L
“Thiy ia the placo !”

Tilly Dunter blinked at the
bronze gates, between two stone pillars
surmonnted by stene dragons.

Within, half lidden by trees and
slirnbberies, could Le seen n neat little
lodeo; and from that building a lodze-
koepar came hurrying dut to apen the
males az the car turned from the read.

Bunter was imunensely impressed.

The place, whether or not it came np
to the glowing deseription of the estat
agent which Bunter had  perused, un-
doulitedly was an extremoly cxpensive
eotablichiment,  That much was clear at
the first glanve,

Pnbier was ipressed; bup he  was
aware that 1h was his coe nob to he pt all
tupressad,  This was a fine plare, but
liardly  weual fo  Manleverer  Towers.
Dunter knew that, for, with lhis usual
inpndenee, he had “wedged ™ himsell in
at Mauloverer Towers more than once,
g he was not going to he impressed—
culwardly, ab least—as he was Lord
Matdeverver Trr the afternoon !
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He blinked through his big spectacles,
and assumed a rather disparaging expres-

sion.

“Oh! This is the place, iz it?” he

asked carelessly.
Yes, my lord”

“I understood ghat it was a rather ex.
lensive sort of show.”

Mr. Pilkins coughed.

He had shown more than one prospec-
tive tenant over Combermere Lodge, and
all of them had had the impression that
it was too extensive for them. It was
s0 extensive that Lord Combermere
could not afford to keep it going all the
year round, in fact.

Bunter scemed o think it small!

“I trust your lordship will ind ample
accommodation,” he said, “Lord Com-
bermere keeps up a vather large estab-
lishment when at home.”

“Oh, I dare say,” said Dunfer,
“That's a matter of compariscn, of
course. What seems large fo Lord
Combermere mightn't scem large fo
me"l

“Oh, just so!" gasped Mr. Pilkins.
Lord Combermere was a greal man in
Mr. Pilking' eyes; but this Greviriars
follow secmed to think him rather small

eer.

“8till, T’ leok at it,” said Bunter.

The lodge-keeper had opened the
bronze gates, and the ear rolled in, The
man stood, hat in hand, as the car came
in, and DBunter wondered whether le
expected a tip. Lord Mauleverer woulid
have known, no doubt; but Bunter did
not know, and—as Bunter—he certainly
would not have handed out a tip
whether the man expected it or not.  As
Lard Mayleverer he was preparved to
tip anybody, It is said that a fool and
his money ave soon parted; but a fool
and somebody else’'s money are parted
still more swiftly.

“Here, my man ! said Dunter.

He tossed the lodge-keeper a pound-
note,

The car rolled an up the drive between
tall oaks and beeches. The lodge-keeper
looked at the pound-note, and looked
after the car.

“My eye!” he murmured. “One of
them blooming noo-riches, I ' pose.”

Bunter certainly did not giess that
that was the impression he had made on
the lodge-keeper.

The Owl of the Remove leaned hack
in the car, assuming a rather disdain-
ful expression as Mr. Dilkins busily
pointed out the old ocaks and beeches,
the green expanse of the park, the glim-
mering sheet of water that reflected the
rays of the summer sun,

Undoubtedly Combermere Lodge was
a fine place; and anybody who_  could
afferd to live in it might counl himself
a lucky man.

But Bunter was determined not to be
impressed; even when, at a bend of the
long drive the preat facade of the house
come into sudden view, the innumerable
windows gleaming in the sunshine like
silver,

“That is the house, wy lord. "

Bunter yawned,

“Not a bad little
evitically.

“Hem !

“Hardly up to the siyle of DBunter
Clones,™ said the fab junior, " Dot i
bad in its way, Mr. Wilkins.”

“ Bunter Court " repeated Me, Pilkin-,

The Owl of the Remove realised (lim
T hied minde a -|i|r. l'_'l'll:lih].\' lie lnll;.‘:l-l
to bave said Mauleverer Towers,

place,” he =nid

=

Bunter leaned back comfortably on the settee and stuck lLis thuinbs Into the arm-

holes of his waisteoat, in the objectionable way he had. The great door opened

again. Two footmen came in, carrying between tiem what appeared to Bunter

a great tray laden with expensive china and, what was more important,
comestibles ! (See Chapter 6.)

“I come into eighty thousand a year
when I'm of age.” said Dunter. almost
bolieving by this time that he really
wits Lord Mauleverer.

*Indecd, wmy lovd.”

“Of course, as a schoolboy I'm eather
hard up, ns T get only my allowance,”
stid Bunter airvily, “Sometimes T hardly

“Rather decent—about twice the size of
this.”

SOl

I suppose a place like this wouldn't
vecire more  than  about o  dozen
sorvants, ™

“ About that number, my lord.”

“We have fifty at home of course.”

B Ay

\

Me, Pilkins was not a speeially refined
or sensitive gentlemaan but he had a teel-
ing that his present client was rather an
unpleasant sort of a snob.

However, that did not matter to Mr.
Pilking, so long as he sueceeded in
putting the bLusiness through.  An un-
plerzant sneb’s money was as good as
anybody's elso's, Mr. Pilkins was in
aprecment with the nucient Roman em-
peror who deelared that the smell of al!
money was sweet.,

It this fut fellow—in his own mind Mr.
Pilkins had the check to think of his
lordship as o fat fellow—if (kis 7§

U gasped Mr, Pilkins.
Sometimes Mre, Pilkins hacdly

] knew
which way to turn for a pound-uote !
“ 8¢l L ownst say that my guardian

shells out  Dbandzowely,” sail DBunter,
“But, dash it all it's my own mouey,
isn't ity

“Certainly, my lord

Mr. Pilkins was nmpressod, but a litile
perplexed,  As a man of experience he
lenew that people who were born to the
poszession of money never talked about
mouey, His lordship was apparently an
exception to the rule,

Bunier blinked with intevest at the hig

[

fellow's  peonle  kept fifty  se D hnnse as the car volled on. With all his
evidently thers was plenty of mic D awank, he was thinking inwardly how
about, Tt was probable, therefore, the| Fipping it would be if the homg of the

the gentlewan on whese behalf he

Pinter Leilae

nbled thiz place evea

clewing the Lodge would bhe able 0] 4 the remwetest exient.
afford to take the place.  And notla: With a *show * like thiv Lie could have
else muttered very much to My, ik ‘ ple meod® s ompty borstime in the
SOF eonese, your leedship is well ) Hemove s be coulid -"il\".']llhi!r' o ddairy
kot by Bie vers wealtha ™ he romarvked, | Wharton & (ao: hie woule have beecere
A oreroark which woenld Tove eovned hua by Fellow fo he soupght after, o follow
4 froeen slave from M o but whie! I"""”l Jeriowing
ol i L et o S By A -
made Billy Bunter pur vsadisfuet, § il Sellaws, ke Aubrey Angel of
HRolling in 1k yua keow,” !_-Ii'.]i It et woel Hilton of the 17ifth,
Bitriore, i e bt ghad to be asked hinme
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with him for the vacations, He could
have picked and chosen among the most
“sidey ” fellows at Greyfriars,

Really, it was rather rotten to compare
the Bunter Court of his fertile fancy with
the Bunter villa of realitf.

If only he had a show like thig—r~—

Somehody—some friend of Sir yeginald
Brooke—was going to tnke this place
furnished, at forty guincas a ‘week, pay-
ing all charges—servants’ wagoes, and &0
forth. If only his plump pater could have
tnken it——

It ‘wouldn't have been of much use to
isk Mr. Dunter to do so. The stock-
aroker's total income did not amount to
;0 much as was asked for the furnished
rent and charges of Combermero Lodge !

It was all very well for Billy Bunter to
dveam that he dwelt in marble halls; but
the dream was never likely to come true.

It yvas very annoying to the Owl of the
Remove.

He was “landed ” with Harry Wharton
% Co, for the vac, owing to his reckless
invitations. It did not occur to him that
they were pulling his fab leg in pretend-
ing to accept his invitation; his idea was
that he had to get “shut ” of them scwme-
how before the school broke up,

He had wondered whether he should
pload an outbrenk of measles at Dunter
Uourt, or the fact that the decorators
were jn the house, or whether he should
go the whole hog, as it were, and
announca that Bunter Court had been
struck by lightning and burned to the
ground ! .

If only he could have taken this
tshow,” and brought the Famous Five
to it for the holidays. Really, it was
yather hard cheese that he couldn’t!
How magnificently he could = have
swanked in that impressive establishment
had he only the chance !

From that thought DBunter's mind
moved on, and the glimmerings of an
amazing scheme awoka in his active
brain.

Suppese he reported that the place was
no good, that the drains were bad, or the
roofs falling in, or something. That would
shoke off Lord Mauleverer and his
people! The place would still be to let.
Mr. Pilkins believed that he was Lord
Mauleverer, and would obviously be
willing to let it to his lordship!

Why shouldn't Bunter take it?

The bare idea dazzled him.

There might be legal difficulties in the
way. Certainly he could not sign Lord
VMauleverer's name to any document.
Even Bunter's fatuous folly was not so
great as that.

Besides, o minor couldn't sign legal
contracts, and Mauly was under age.
Still, that had its advantage, becnuse
Bunter, being under age, couldn’t be
sued for the rent of Combermere Lodge
—if he succeeded in getting hold of the
place,

If !

It was an “if ? of great dimensions.

Still, ho allowed his thoughts to dwell
on the dazzling possibility—if it were
a possibility |

A magnificent country house, an im-
posing butler and retinue of servants—
what a “facer” for the Greyfriars
fellows who had declared that there was
no such place as Bunter Court !

It would be easy enough to have
“ Bunter Conrt * written 'uI)' over tho
gates. The tenant could call the place
what he liked while he lived there,

Bunter was quite dazzled by the idea.

Mr. Pilkins, watching varying ex-
pressions {lit over his lordship’s fat face,
wondered what he was thinking of. The
ear stopped.

Tue Macuer Lisrirr.—No. 910

“Will your lordship alight "

Byunter woke up, as it were,

“Eh? Oh, yes!”

My. Pilking jumped out and held open
the door of the car for Bunter,

The fat junior stepped out.

“Hold on, Wilking,” he said.

“Yes, my lord.”

“You suitl

can stay in the car,”
Bupter. “The servants will show moe
over the house.”
“Hem 17

“Chanfleur, taka the car back to ithe
gates and wait for me there.”

“Yes, my lord.”

. “"But—"" began Mr. Pilkins, wonder-
ing what bee his lordship had got into
his bonnet, so tb speak, but certainly
not guessing what bee it was.

Bunter waved a fat hand.

“I'm aceustomed to having my wishes
respected, Bilking,” he said. “Do you
want me to see the place or not?”

“Certainly, my lord; but—"

“I do not require your presence,” said
Dunter loftily, I prefer to see the place
by myself.”

“Oh, certainly, my lord, But, at least,
{hh’:;'d be}itcr tell Walsingham, the butler,

nt—— e

“Oh, yes!” said Buntor, realising thai
this was necessary, if he was to be
admitted at all.

“This way, my lord."”

Bunter did not move.

Ho was thinking. That wild idea was
still at the back of his mind—somehow,
by hook or by crook, to get hold of this
place for the vacation, and impress the
Romove fellows with the reality of
Bunter Court. Whether it was possible
or not he could not decide: but if it was
possible he was going to do it, regard-
less of consequences—indeed, Bunter's
fat brain seldom worked ont any pro-
blem as far as the consequences.

Evidently, however, he could not in-
stal himself at the Lodge as Billy
Runter with his guests if he was known
to the servants as Lord Mauleverer |

Fven Bunter realised that.

His little deception, his strutting in
horrowed plumes, had impressed Mr.
Pilkins; but it had now outlived its use-
fulness, so to speak.

Mr. Pilking waited respectfully while
Bunter was reflecting.

The great door of the Lodge had
opened, and an imposing figure appearad
in the great doorway. It was the figure
of Mr. Walsingham, butler to Lord
Combermere, who was to he “let * along
with the furniture. Doubtless there was
a profit on the transaction somewhere
for Mr. Walsingham. Certainly he was
i'mtkeen as Mr. Pilking to see the place
ot.

Bunter glanced up the broad steps at
the butler, and then blinked at Mr.
Pilkins again.

“The fact 1s. Mr. Wilkins,” he gaid
slowly, “I hardly think this place would
do for 8ir Reginald's friend.”

; “0h ' gaid Mr. Pilkins, his face fall-
ing. “But ycn have not scen it yet,
my lord-—"

“ ’va gseen enough to see that it's too
small,” said Bunter.

i !}.llt‘-'-_'_”

“Don’t interrupt me, Jr, Wilkins.
I'm not used to being interrupted. 1
wag going to say that I was thinking of
taking a moderate-sized place myself for
the school holidays——"

llEh?’,

“This place would be about right for
my little party,” said Bunter. “Mind.
I'm not making any promises, but I will
consider it.”

“My lord—"

“Did you say the rent was forty, or
fifly guineas? I forget.”
“Porty, my lord.”
“Well, it's really
course,™

“Oh, guite ! gasped Mvr. Pilkins.

“My uncle, Sir Reginald, will send
you a cheque for the amount that's
necessary. No need for me to be
Lothered with these sordid details.”

“Not at all, my lord.”

H Well, if T like the place it's a go!”
said  Bunter  airily. “1  promise
nothing.”

“My lord, T am certain you will like

immeterial, of

the place,” said Mr. Pilkins eagerly. “I
am assured of that.”
“ Possibly—possibly,” said Bunter.

“T have been offered a place on the
river—u rather cheap place—only thirty-
five guineas o week, if I _remember
correctly, Sti), T must say I like this
better in some ways. However, we'll
see about that, Let’s go in.”

#(lertainly, my lord.,”

“ Another thing, don't mention my
name before the servants,’” said Bunter.
“I'm fod-up with being my-lorded here
and my-lorded there! A fellow gets
tired of it in the long run.”

il Oh !J}

“Just tell the butler that I'm going
to look over the house; no need for
move, Bee?”

“ As your lordship chooses.”

It T don’t take the place,” said
Bunter, “I shall compensate you for
your loss of time, Mr., Wilkins, A
tenner more or less is nothing to me.”

“My Jord, I really could not accept
any—-—”

Bunter waved his fat hand.

“1 shall insist,” he gaid, “I am nol
acenstomed to  recoiving services for
ncﬂ}‘ting. A fellow in my position
isn't.”

“As your lordship pleases!” said Mr.
Pilkins, who really would have been
very pleaged to get his grubby Bngers
on a tenner,

“Quite so!” said Bunter airily.

e sscended the steps. and Mr. Pil-
kins ushered him into the great house
with n respect that was almost over-
powering.

“Walsingham, this gentleman desires
to view the house” he said. * You will
show this pentleman everything, and
explain anything to him that he desires
to know.”

“Quite so, Mr. Pilkins!” said the
butler.

The hutler had the gravity of a graven
image, as was proper to a plump gentle-
man in his position. But his eye met
tho eye of Mr, Pilkins, and a wink
passed between the estate agent and the
hutler. Tt was merely a wink—merely
that, and nothing more—hbut it conveyed
volumes. Mr. Pilkins, bowing to the
floor, took his leave, and went back to
the ear, leaving Bunter with the butler;
and the hotler with the impression, con-
veved hy Mr, Pilking' expressive wink,
that this well-dressed young gentleman
was an extremely valuable bird that was
to ho snared if possible.

S0 Mr. Walsingham turned on his very
best butler manners for the valuable
conng gentleman—who was taking ont
hiz watch and glancing at the time in
order to give the butler an opportunity
of glancing at the crest in diamonds on
the ensn.

“T am entirely at your serviee, sir,”
said Mr. Walsingham.

“(Oh, yaas,” said Bunter carclessly.

And he proceeded to view the house,
which—if anything came of Billy
Bunter's wonderful hrain-wave—was to
sink its identity as Combermere Lodge,
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and to ﬁgure-during the holidays as
that well-known and 1much-discussed
establishment, Bunier Court,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Makes Up His Mind !
BlLL‘E BUNTER was a little tired

u couple of hours later.
His fat little legs had scldom
themselves to sgch

exertod an

extent.

He really did not know how many
corridors he had traversed, how many
staircases he had ascended and de-
scended. They  secmed to  him
innumerable.

But be had enjoyed himsell.

Mr. Walsingham treated him with the
niost  impressive deference, and his
manner gave the cue to the rest of the
staff at the Lodge.

Liveried footmen started up from all
sorts of places, bowing and scraping to
William George Bunter. A man ¢ould
oot open a door or move a chair for
Bunter without being tipped. Lord
Mauleverer had gi\'enilim carte blanche
in the tipping line, and Bunter spread
himself. It was sheer luxurious enjoy-
ment to the fat junior to throw money
about—as it cost him nothing personally.
Had Bunter been a millionaire, no
doubt he would have spent money like
water. Now he was spending Mauly's
money like water, and he %iked Llre

process.

So did the staff of Combermere
Lodge.

Even Mr. Walsingham—a stately
butler, who had served the best families,
and knew more about the nobility and
gentry than they knew themsclves—was
quite dazzled by Bunter. After seeing
pound notes showered on footmen and
parlourmaids Mr. Walsingham naturally
looked for at least a fiver for his more
important self—perhaps even & tenner,
He had shown the Lodge to more than
one prospective tenant, who hadn't
materialised, and generally he had not
been tipped; and when he had been

tipped, the tip eeldom had exceeded a
pound. Bunter was worth half a dozen
such prospective tenants to him, From
the bottom of his heart Mr. Walsing-
hain hoped that this free-handed young
gentleman would take the house. That
opened before him quite a dazzling pro-
spect of tipping.

Mr. Walsingham's pride had been
gratified by serving Lord Combermere,
who was u gentleman of great descent,
But, like most noblemen of high descent,
the master of the Lodge was not over-
burdened with cash, and so far from Mr.
Walsingham receiving liberal tips from
his master, there had been times—many
had been in

times—when his wages
arrears, 8o there were drawbacks to
serving the best families and the

genuine nobility. Bunter seemed to Mr.
Walsingham a fat, self-important, purse-
proud young bounder; but the way he
exuded moncy was grateful and comfort-
ing after a long experience of the
penuriousness of the best families.

S0 Mr. Walsingham and his many as-
sistants all hoped that this young
Creesus would take the Lodge for the
gummer—all the more hecause, if the
place was not soon let, they would have
to seek other situations; and the uncm-
ployment problem was as serious for
menservants as for more useful members
of Society.

In fact, Mr. Walsingham had heard
from the absent proprietor, that if the
house remained unlet for even a week
longer, he was to shut it up and dis-
charge the staff, Temaining on himself in
solitary state as caretaker.

That was an unhappy prospect for Mr.
Walsingham ; and he would have given a
good many weeks of his arrears of wagoes
to see the house taken by some newly-
rich profiteer rolling in money.

From Dunter's looks, the butler judged
him to be the heir of some bloated war-
profiteer reeking with illgotten cash; at
all events, there seemed to be no doubt
aboubt the cash, as Bunter was fairly
throwing it around as if it were of no
value,

After viewing the house, Bunter sal
down in the great drawing-room to rest
his tired legs. It was a vast apartment,
twice as large as a Form-room at Grey-
friars, with immense windows looking
over a terrace. Mr, Walsingham, bow-
ing respectfully before him, inquired
whether it would please him to take tea
before he returned to the car.

“What-ho!" said Bunter,

There was no doubt that it would
pleaso him,

It never displeased William George
Bunter to take a meal.

“I will give instructions, sir!” said
Mr. Walsingham.

Bunter held up a fat finger.

:‘Somﬁthing to eat,” he zaid,

“I'm hangry! Something substantial
—see 1

“Oh, yes, guite so!”

“Buck up, then,” said Bunter, taking
out Lord Mauleverer's watch again to
dazzle the butler. “I have to get back
to dine with the Head.”

“Yery , sir.”

Mr. Walsingham retired to give orders
for tea.

Bunter leaned back comfortably on a
sottee, and stuck his thumbs into the
armholes of hiz waistcoat, in the objec-
tionable way he had.

He had quite made up his mind to
take the Lodge—if he could. ‘The only
question was, could he?

The great door opened again. :

Two footinen came in, carrying be-
tween them what appeared to Bunter
a great tray, laden with expensive china
and articles still more valuable in Bun-
ter’s eyes—comestibles,

In solemn silence they bore their bur-
den across vast spaces to Bunter, and
stopped before him. Then legs suddenly
appeared out of what had looked like
a large tray, and behold—it was a tea-
table, and it stood before Bunter; a
teble beautifully set and well supplied.
Probably Mr, Walsingham had instrue-
tions from his master to treat with
hospitality prospective tenants of the
Lodge; or perhaps Dunter's currency

In the great hall the footmen were drawn up and Bunter passed between their ranks, Either they were there out of great
respect. for Bunter, or because they supposed that some more curreney notes might eome their way.
anticipation it was realised, Pound notes fairly flew !

It the latter was their

(See Chapter 6.)
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notes had done the trick, At all events,
it was clear that the Owl of the Remove
Iw:u;i to be provided with the fat of the
and.

Mr. Walsingham reappeared, and
waved the two footmen out of existenco,
as it were, and stationed himself to look
after Bunter and supply his wants,

Bunter proceeded to eat and drink,
but he was not allowed to pour out &
cup of tea for himself, or even to reach
across to anything he fancied. Mr.
V. alsingham's deft hand was there to do
it for him. And Mr. Walsingham did it
with an air that implied that this was
the crowning satisfaction of his career—
waiting on Bunter,

But for his professional gravity and
gelf-control Mr, Walsingham might have
displayed some surprise at the stowage
capacity of the Owl of Greyfriars, He
had presided at many feasts; but never
had he seen so much foodstulf disposed
of by a single individual before.

For half an hour Bunter was too busy
to talk.

Then his efforts slackened down a
little.

“I think X shall take this place, Wal-
singham,” he remarked,

“T trust so, sir.”

“It looks fairly comfortable,” said
Bunter. A fellow could entertain a
fair-sized house-party here—what 7"

“Lord Combermere has entertained as
many as sixty guests, sir—before the war,
of course,” said Mr. Walsingham,

“ Hard up now—what ?” asked Bunter.

M. Walsingham coughed.

“Lots of these swanking county
johnnies are pretty nearly down to their
uppers in these days—what?” chuckled
Bunter.

Mr, Walsingham wondered what Lord
Combermere would haye thought of that
description of himself, and whether he
would have been willing to let his house
to Bunter, had he heard it. However,
My, Walsingham was willing to let it—
more than willing—and that was really
what mattered. Mr. Walsingham had
hopes of collecting some of his arrears
of wages out of the forty guineas a week
as well as of making a regular income
out of the tenant so long as he lasted.

“Well, I think I may say that T =hall
take the place,” said Bunter., “I'm
satisfied with it, Walsingham.”

“I'm glad to hear you say so, sir,”

“0Of course, my father will settle busi-
ness details with Mr. Pilkins,” said Bun-
ter carelessly, ' There will be documents
to sign, and all that.”

“Yes, sir, that is customary.”

“I shall keep you on, Walsingham. I
shall probably require more servants
than you've got at present. In that case
you will engage them. I shall give you
a free hand.”

“Yery Food, sir 1

“I shall expect you to run the show—
1 mean, manage the house—attend to the
tradespeople and all that,” said Bunter,
“] cannot be worried with agcounts,
Siniply let me know what’s to be paid,
and I'll pay it. That saves trouble.”

“It does, sir, undoubtedly.”

Bunter yawned and rose.

“I'd better be getting off,” he said.
“I have to get back to Greyfriara for
call over, you know.”

“You belong to Greyfriars School,
sir i

“ Yas—Bunter—William George Bun-
ter, of Greyfriars,” said the Owl of the
Remove. “That's my name.”

“Thank you, Mr. Bunter.”

Bunter groped for Lord Mauleverer's

nrse,

Tne Macyer Lisrany.—No. 9810,

“You'rs a civil fellow, Walsingham., I
think we shall get on together, There’s
a fiver for you.”

“Thank you, sir!”

“Not at all1” said Bunter graciously.

“Shall I send a footman to fetch the
car, siri"”

“0Oh, no!
Bunter,

“Yery good, sirl”

Bunter did net want Mr, Walsingham
to exchange remarks with Mr. Pilkins.
To Mr. Walsingham he was William
(George Bunter; to Mr. Pilkins he was
Lord Mauleverer, Communication be-
tween the two for the moment was nob
to be desired,

Bunter got a move on rather slowly,
for he was a little weighed down by the
exceedingly good tea he had disposed of.

Mr. Walsingham backed out before
him, as if Bunter had been a prince of
the blood at least. In the great hall, the
footmen were drawn up,. and Bunter
passed between their ranks. Either they
were thers out of great respect for
Bunter or because they supposed that
some more currency notes might be fly-
ing about.

If the latter was their anticipation, it
was realised. Dunter was exactly in his
fat element, tipping obsequious men-
servants,

Pound notes fairly flew!

Bunter's progress from the drawing-
room to the door cost Lord Mauleverer
seven or eight pounds,

Butler and footmen saw the fat junior
off with great respect. Bunter jammed
Lord Mauleverer's handsomo topper on
his head, and strutted away down the
drive.

When his fat back was turned, Mr,
Walsingham so far forgot the gravity
of » butler’s character as to wink at the

I'll walk down to it!” said

_footmen.

That, fortunately, Bunter did not sec.

He rolled away, and arvived-at last at
the lodge-gates, where the car was wait-
ing with Mr. Pilkins sitting in it

Bunter stepped into the ear.

The lodge-keeper opened the gates
with a hungry eye on Bunter, and was
rewarded with a pound note.

Then the car rolled out,

Mr, Pilking eyed his cliont rather
anxiously,

“It's all right,” said Bunter, “'The
place won't do for Sir Reginald’s friend.
But it will suit me down to the ground.”

“Very good, my lord!?

And Mr. Pilkins beamed.

Bunter wrinkles his fat brows in
thought,

Thus far he had gone; but going
further presented difficulties, The ques-
tion was, could he *stuff * Mr, Pilkins
ta the extent of inducing that gentleman
to let him the house, With the help of
Mauly's clothes and Mauly's watch and
Mauly’s money, he had so far “stuffed
Mr, Pilkins and Mr. Walsingham sue-
cessfully ; nided by his own-natural pro-
pensity for swank and humbug and lying.
But he realised that there were rocks
ahead, when it came down to actual
business. He cauld only hope that the
jimpression he had already made on Mr.
Pilkins would enable himn to carry the
matter through with a high hand. So
far, this had been his lucky day.

And Bunter's luck was not yet at an
end, though its next turn was to be
quite a surprising one.
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Coker Going Strong !

“ OME on!” said Coker.

‘ Potter and Greene of the
Greyfrigrs Fifth did not seem
to hear.

As a matter of fact, they did hear;

but they heeded not.

They were not interested in Coker,
and they were quite intercsted in the
cricket they were watching.

No doubt it was a tremendous honour
for the Remove fellows for two Fifth-
Formers to care about watching their
ame. Dut, as a matter of fact, Harry

harton and Bob Cherry were putiing
up & tremendous innings, aud any
cricketer might have found pleasure in
watching them, juniors as they were.
Coker didn't; but then Horace Coker
was no cricketer, Moreover, Coker was
oing out that afternoon on his motor-
Eike, and his thoughts were far from
cricket.

“Come on!” he repeated.

Potter and Gireene, leaning on the
avilion, kept their eyes on the game.
Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth
were doing leather-hunting in great
style, Temple & Co. never were guite
up te the form of the Remove, but on
this cceasion the Lower Fourth batsmen
were making hay of them. Harry
Wharton at one end, and Bob attheother,
did what they pleased with the bowling,

“and the runs were piling up at a tre-

mendous rate, while the fieldsmen
fagged to and fro and panted and
gasped and wiped perspiration from
their streaming brows.

Wingate of the Sixth had walked over
from Big Side te give the game a look
in, If the CGreyfriavs captain was in-
terested there was no reason why Fifth-
Form fellows shouldn’t be; and they
were, So Potter and Greene heeded not
Horace Colker.

“Are you fellows deaf?” demanded
Coker warmly.

Potter muf CGireene grinned. Even
had they not been interested in the
cricket they were not interested in
Coker. 1f Horace had planned one of
his expensive motor trips for the after-
noon, and desired the company of his
chums, the matter would have been
different, But he only wanted them to
see him off on his motor-bike and help
him start, and they did not “see ” it at
all, Coker was going out on his lone-
some own, and %’w could start all by
himself, so far as Potter and Greene
cared.

“Look here, what do you mean ?”” went
on Coker. “Are you coming to see me
off or are you not coming to see me
off 17

T dare say we chould see you off if we
saw  you onl!” remarke Potter
humorously. “You spend as much time
off as on, when you’re doing motor-bike
stunts.”

“You cheeky ass—"

“1 say, that was a jolly good hit!”
gaid Greene. “ Some of these Remove
fags can play cricket,”

‘Cricket !” sniffed Coker. ‘Call that
cricket! Mean to say you're watc‘ning
fags at cricket? You’d better come an
watch me when I'm E!ayin cricket, if
you want to see something like a game.™

“Something like it!” assented Potter.
“ A distant resemblance, perhaps. Very
distant, though.”

“Very 1™ agreed Greene.

Cloker breathed hard.

“Are you coming—"

“Well run | shouted Potter. “Try it
again; they'll never send the ball in!
Bravo ™

“Bravo!” shouted Greene, joining in
the cheering of the Remove [fellows
round the field,
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Potter and Greene weren't really very
Remove,
was an easy way of drowning Coker's
voice, They had heard enough from

keen on cheering the

Horace Coker,

Coker of the Fifth gave them a glare,
Potter and
Greene exchanged a wink and resumed
Wharton and Bob Cherry at

and walked off the field.

watchin
the wickets.

Coker stalked off in lonely
dignity.

He would never have con-
fessed it, but he rather liked
to have someone to help him
start when he tackled his
motor-bike. It was a fine
bike, and an expeusive bike;
an aristotrat among motor-
bikes. DBut it had, like its
owner, a certain ohstinacy of
character, a will of its own
that did not always coincide
with Cloker's will. Coker pos-
sessed o driving licenee, butb
had tests of skill been exacted
before licences were granted,
it was deubtful  whether
Coker ever would have pos-
sessed that licence.

He had uot killed anyone, so
far; he had not wven killed
himself; in fact, his luck had
been phenomenal. But Horace
Coker, and quite a large
number of the inhabitants of
that part 'of Kent, had had
VEry narrow escapes.

Now he was going out to
look for another,

Without tho help of Potter
and Greene, Clolicr negotiated
the start. The motor-bike
chug-chugged cheerily. Once
it went on its beam-ends to
starboard, but that was
luckily before Coker was sit-
ting on it. After he was sit-
ting on it the bike took a
dangerous list to port. But
il:gam, with fruat good luck,

oker righted it, and he went
off at a good speed—a better
speed than he intended really.
He shot away up the road to-
wards Courtfield, and it was
very fortunate for all the
Fedestriana who might have
seen using the voad that they
weren't using it just then.

Whother it was Coker's way
of driving, or because the
motor bike had an indepen-
dent will of its own, it turned
into the Lantham road, in-

stead of going on through
Courtfield, ns Coker had
planned. Anyone watching
Cloker at that corner would

have supposed that he had
made up his mind to commit
sudden suicide by charging
the barn that stood there.
Either he or the bike was un-
decided which rond to take.
But he pulled round in time,
and went chug - chugging
along the Latitham road. He
missed a-market ecart by a
foot, and a stray dog by two
inches, and sailed merrily on.

Then he folf that he was
entitled to let out, with a
long, clear road hefore him.

So he let out and fairly ate
up the ground.

Going ot a terrific burst of
speed, he came on the branch
of the road that led away to-
wards Combermere and
Canterbury, just as a motor-
lorry loomed up zhead in the
middle of the road before him.

The loryy-driver fairly jumped at the
sight of Coker rushing right at him in a
terrific frontal attacg. There was a
cyelist on the right of the motor-lorry,
angd a taxi-cab ecuntting round on its
right, too, so the Lantham road was
nicely filled from side to side, and Coker
was coming on like o cannon-ball.

Rather by instinet than design, Coker
swung round into the Combermere road

ut it ut be

He ¢

‘oker

What Would You Like From
This Stupendous Prize List ?

‘| WILLFROM THE
‘' = FOLLOWING -

CRICKET BATS
SWIMMING COSTUMES
CRYSTAL SETS
FOOTBALLS

" BATTING PADS

| STEAM ENGINES
MECCANO SETS b
STAMPS AND STAMP ALBUMS
CHEMISTRY OUTFITS

SETS BOXING GLOVES
HEADPHONES

PAINT BOXES '
ELECTRICAL TOY OUTFITS :
CAMERAS |
ELECTRIC TORCHES

AIR PISTOLS
COMBINATION POCKET KNIVES
FOUNTAIN PENS
CHEST EXPANDERS -
(Gym Exercisers)
ROLLER SKATES
TENNIS RACQUETS
AIR GUNS
AUTOGRAPH ALBUMS
FRETWORK OUTFITS

You'll find our *Famous Cricketers”
Competition delightfully easy. Turn
to Page 2 and Enter NOW!

Jusk in time, thus saving several lives,

did not hear the cxpressive

lan uagn of the lorry-driver,
nwig-chiigged on towards Cowmber-
mere, fortunately on a clear road. Had
there been a crowded road hefore him
would have committed
slaughter on a huge scale. -
But he did not slow down,
He was out for speed, and he was get-

man-

exhilarated. Narrow
had that effect on
Coker,  Fortunately, he was
not  particular  about his
deslination. Having started
for Courtficld, his hikoe had
decidedd to go to Lantham,
and a blocked road ahead
had changed his objoctive to
Combermere  Had the next
trouble happened at a cross-
roads, doubtless Coker would
have changed his destination
once more, and all would have
been well,

But when tho next trouble
came Coker was sailing mer-
rily {llong a road that was
shut in on one side hy a Ligh
hawthorn hedge and on 1lio
other side by the park palings
of Combermere Lodge.

He cawe round a bend at a
terrific  speed, naturally on
his wrong side. When Cokoer
turned a corier on the proper
side of the road it was an ae-
cident—and of these aceidents
he had fow.

Anyone might really hava
supposed that Coker, when he
went for a ride, expected all

ting
eseapes

the other inhabitants of
Great Britain o  stay at
home. At all eyents, he never

soemned to expect that anyvone
else wanted the use of the
public  roads. He never
allowed for traflic ahead, and
it always sectued to take him
11];.' strprise if he lound any
tera,

Thus it was in this ease.

A car came buzzing away
{roan the gates of Comﬁm-xm\re
Lodge, with two passengers in
it, one a shabby-geutecl
gontleman  with an  aguiline
nose, the other a junior
schoolboy in a large pair of
spectaeles.  Had Coker had
any oyes for the car he
might have recognised one of
the passengers as 13illy Bonter
of the Greyfriars Remove.

But he Lhad no exes for any-
thing.

It all happened toosuddenly,

Coker, whizzing veund the
bend, rushed headlong upon
destruction,  without even
knowing what he was rushing
upon.

Luckily, the chaufleur of
Bunter's car had his eyes and
his wits about him.

He had barely time to whivl
his: ear out of the way when

Coker rushed by, fairly
shaving the mudguards as he
flew past.

Coker heard a crash.

He did not stop.

Coker’s  powerful
did not work quickly. DBe-
sides, it was fully occcupied
with the motor-bike, which
really seemed to have taken
the bit between its teeth now,

He rushed on and vanished
into the landscape.

{Continued on page 16.)

brain
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SPECIAL

“ CAMPING-OUT "

SUPPLEMENT!

LR

CAMPING |
CASUALTIES !

- By
) BOB CHERRY.

occupied by Loder of the Sixth

has blown down on top of him.

Was it really due to the elements,
we wonder? Or did a number of merry
japers in the Remove convert themselves
into a gale of wind for the occasion?

ON three successive nights the fent

L * L]

MR. PAUL PROUT has a hair-raising
tale to relate. He says that at the
witching hour of night a ghostly figure
appeared at the entrance of his tent.
“Beizing my trusty Winchester re-
peater,” says Mr, Prout, “I fired six
shots in vapid succession, and they went
clean through the speectral form.” e
areinclined to doubt this, for the " appari-
tion ” is still very much alive. I know
that for a fact, because it happened to
be me!

- * *

A MAD bull at a evicket mateh! This
alarming incident occurred yesterday,
when we were playing cricket in ihe
untented portion of the camping-

round. Nobody was tossed, however,
Fcr Johnny Bull was the mad Bull in
question. He was mad because Coker of
the Fifth, who was umpiring, wrongly
gave him out “leg-before ”!

Ld #* *

THE Greyfriars Camp is guarded
nightly by a squad of seniries, who
volunteer for the task. Whilsi patrol-
ling his beal the other ni$ht in the
“ opake darkness,” as Dicky Nugent calls
it, DBolsover major tumbled %ead-ﬁrst
into the muddy dyke, He was yanked
put with great difliculty by a rescue-
ra.rty. The burly Removite often linds
timself “in hot water ”; hut I believe
he prefers this to his eold plunge in the
dyke.

* * *

ANOTHER sentry, Temple of the
Fourth, had the misfortuna to walk
plump into a tree in the pitch darkness,
There was a terrific collision, We
understand that the tree is progressing
favourably.

% * "

THE rumour that Bammy Bunter, in
his eagerness to see what was for dinner,
fell into the soup-turcen, has not been
confirmed.  Shouldw’t be surprised,
though, if it turns out to be true. Young
Sammy’s always getting in the soup !

Tae Macwee Lierary.—No. 210,

BILLY BUNTER declares that, while
sitting in his tent in the cool of the

evening, he was bitten by a mosquito.
But that's absurd, Mosquitoes don't
feed on fat worms,

ING SOL is gaily gleaming,
He sparkles on the sea;
Each boyish face is beaming
At thoughts of jovs to be.
A truce to schoolboy quarrels!
We'll gather, friend and foe,
In tents beneath the laurels—
A-camping we will go!

Good-bye to Greek and Latin!
We're fated to be free;

Each study chair we sat in
Will now deserted be,

And Quelchy’s voice, like thunder
That echoes deep and low,

Will no more keep us under—
A-camping we will go!

Old Gosling, in the morning,
Will tug the bell in vain;
In canvas tents adorning
Some distant mead or plain
We'll slumber sound and sweetly,
Till nine o'clock or so0;
Enjoying lifa completely—
A-camping we will go|

Long days of lazy leisure
The slackers will enjoy;
And crowded hours of pleasure
Will lure each active boy.
When sunset spreads its glories,
We'll scelc the camplire’s glow,
Feasting, and spinning stories—
A-camping we will go!

Unfurl the flag of freedom,
And let us haste away!

Divine delights (we need "em!)
We'll sample every day.

Even the greatest grouser
Forgets his tale of woe;

We're blithe and happy now. sir—

A-camping we will gol

No. 1 Tent,
Remove Lines,
Qreyfriars Camp,

Somewhere-by-
the Sea.

__éoﬁ__

Certainly ! But its entire popu-
lation has migrated to a summer
camp by the sea. Hence the above

address,

For a whole glorious fortnight we are
to enjoy immunity from lessons (loud
cheers). The miasters are with us in
camp, not as disciplinavians, however,
but as holiday-inakers, All is merry and
bright, and we are free to sample the
delights of cricket, bathing, boating, ex-
ploring, and sleeping under canvas.

Some fellows will not agi;ree with me
that the last-named is a delight. .Alonzo
Todd, who has & wholesome dread of
b]:l('ki)(‘.etl-ﬂ:a, carwigs, and “things that
go bumpety in the night,” would sooner
sleep in his bed in the Remove dormi-
tory than under a canvas canopy. And
Billy Bunter, who shares a tent with
four others, complains bitterly of over-
crowding, and says he hasn't room to
turn round in,

The majority of us, however, fairly
revel in the joys of camp life, and we
appreciate to the full—

STANDS Greyfriars where it did ?

“The magic mornings, the enchanted
nights,

Andd all the changing wonder of the
ay.,,

I remarked just now that we were
free; but this doesn’t apply to the in-
dustrious staff of the *Greyfriars’
Herald.” The work of the world must
go on, and to stop our merry little
supplement just because we happened to
be in camp would not be “sporty.”

No. 1 Tent in the Remove Lines is as
busy and bustling as a beehive, at the
moment. By day, it serves as our
editorial sanctum; by night, it becomes
our sleeping quarters. We are working
under difficulties, for our office equip-
ment is of the crudest. There are no
cosy armchairs; there is no cosy conch
on which I may stretch my editorial
Jimbs. Our surroundings are About as
primitive as those of the editorial staffs
of the “Timbuctoo Times” or the
“Congo Clarion.”™

Suck drawbacks, however, shall not
prevent us from giving you a tip-top
number, dealing with some of the
humorous and numerous phases of camp-
ing-out.

Those of our readers who happen to
be under canvas at the same time &s
ourselves will enjoy, we trust, the time
of their lives.

HARRY WHARTON.



1HE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

O0M!
It was midnite, tinkling from

B the old clock-tower at St. Sam’s.

But none of the 8t. Sam’s fellows.
heard it, for they were fifty miles away
in their camp at Shrimpton-on-Sea.

“You fellows awake!” asked Jack
Jolly of the Fourth, sitting up in his
tent, and pearing through the opake
darkness.

“Yes, rather!” answered Merry and
Bright.

“Jump into your toggs, then, and
we'll go and have .our revenge on
Bounder of ‘the Sixth.”

Qur herces promptly turned ont, and
dressed with alackrity. DBefore goin
to bed they had plotied a plot to \\'recﬁ
%h_a htent occupied by Bounder of the

ixth.

Life in camp would have been a per-
fect picknick without Dounder. That
beestly, boollying broot had been the one
fly in the ointment, so to speak.

Although the I'ourth-Foermers were
not in need of underware, Bounder had
been Fi\.‘ing them socks. He had made
himself as narsty and offishus as possibul,
and Jolly Jack & Co were now resolved
to get even with him,

Dicrey MugenT.

The Story of a Mdule
Escgpade.,

They kiew where Bounder slept—if,
indeed, his gilty conshance would allow
him to sleep. The leering, lanky lout
had a tent all to himself, in the Bixth
Form lines. And it was towards this
tent that Jack Jolly now led the way,
through the opake darkness which has
already been mentioned,

“We'll pull vp all the tent-pegs, and
untie all the ropes,” whispered Jack
Jolly. “Then the tent will come erash-
ing down, and Bounder will be berried
anmong the daybreak.”

“The—the what?” gasped Merry.

“The daybreak. In other words, the
litter.”™

“Ha, ha!" laughed DBright,
means the deebriss.”

“It's spelt. like that, but its pro-
nounsed as I said it,"” said Jack Jolly.
“But we won't argew about it. Ifere’s
Bounder's tent. Let's get bizzy 1™

The treeo halted for an instant, in the
opake darkness which I think 1 have
already mentioned,

Muttering sounds eame from the in-
terior of Bounder's tent. The juniors
could catch such expressions as “ Your

“He

deal!” ““Alind you shuflle those cards
properly " and “You're cheeting me,
you robter,

15

Jack Jolly winked.at his chums in the
opake darkness,

“ Boundet's talking in his sleep,” lie
muttered. * Scems to imagine he's play-
ing cards ab a sorry.”

“A what?” mermered Bright.

“A zorry—or a sorrec, a3 the French
call it. Come along! We'll give
Bounder a rood awakening !”

The three, avengers walked round the
tenf, uptrooting the pegs in the opake
darkness, . They loosened ail the ropes,
‘arid the tent swayed and shook, and tﬂ{'n
came crazhing down.

There was a muffied roar from benceth
the heap of daybreak.

“Ow-ow-ow! You young villens!
You shall pay dearly for this outrage!
I'll birch you black and blew, bust me if
I don't!”

Jack Jolly & Co. stood as if-turned to
stoan. They blinked at each other in
dismay, in the opake darkness.

For the voice that fell upon their ears
was the stern and dignified voice of the
Head!

In a flash the juniors realised what
had happened. The Head nust have
dropped into Bounder’s tent for & game
of eards, and a smoke and a chat, Aud
the zacred personof Doctor Birchomall, as
well as the less sacred person of Bounder
of the Sixth, was berried benecth that
rile of daybreak !

“Come and sort me out!” roared e
Head, “My legs are mixed up with
the tent-pole, and Bounder's sprawling

on my chest! shall be jolly well
suffevkated |

“Quick ! panted Jack Jolly. *“The
old buffer hasn’t rekkernized us! Let's

cut |

And the avengers, leaving the Head
and Dounder to eggstricate themselves
as best they could, seuttled back to their
tent in the opake darkness!

frem a crowd
Camp;

mn

BILLY BUNTER:
The cooking arrangements at the Grey-

friars Comp are a skandle! The Head, who
organised the eamp, chose the wrong sort
of gight, to begin with. He ‘selected u
lonely, Isolated meddow, six miles from the
vearest cookshop! True, we've brought the
kitchen staff with uws from Greyfriars, but
they say they haven't got proper [assilities
for making plum-poodings and apple-
dumnplings. Konsequently, we are eggsisting
on the moonotonus daily diet of cold meat.
Disgusting, I eall it! Talk about the joys
of cumping out! The Head's wils must
have been camping out when he desided to
pitch camp in this one-cyed show! I'm slek
of cold beef and cold mutton and cold pork!
Why on earth couldn’t we have camped next
door to a cookshop, and enjoyed chops and
stakes and steaming joints? Cold meat is
an abommination] Presemtly I shall get
quite warmed up on the subjeet, and then
I shall let the Head have it hot!

ALONZO TODD:
I have not hed o wink of sleep since we

You would hardly expect”

lo cotiec) ovite @ crep of Fhemz.

sehoalboys

came to camp. My tent is invaded nightly
by an army of bluckbeetles, u pavy of frogs
and toads and other amphibious creatures,
and an ale force of mosquitoes. All manner
of creeping thiogs, crawling things, hopping
things, and buzzing things surround me in
the silent watches of the night. My cousin
Peter sleeps serenely through it all, and so
do Tom Dutton and Billy Bunter. How 1
envy them! I would ask the Head to
transfer me to another tent, omly I hear
that all tents are infested In the same way.
Houw happy 1 shall be to get hack to my
snug bed In the Remove dormitory at
Greyfriurs!

GEORGE WINQATE:

My ouly complaint of camp-life is concern-
ing the temt which I share with my chum,
Gwyine. We are “ecribb'd, cabin'd, and
confined,” as Shakespeare says, and a fellow
haso't room to streteh his legs. Gwynone
and I have to go to sleep curled up lke
dormice, and, on waking in the morning, we
find ocurselves moanine and groapioec in a

dizmal duet owing to eramp. Apart from
this driwback, we have nothing st all to
moan and groan about.

PETER HAZELDEXE:

I dare say you've heard the famous scug,
“Tom Brown's Body.”  Well, you'll fod
Tomn Brown's body Iying stift and stark in
our campivg-ground ong of these flne morn-
ings! Browney has actually had the nerve
to bring his gramophone to camp with him,
and it churns out music (?) night and day.
Ilis tent-mates find it impossible to sleep a
wink. Why dida't the Head put Browney in
i tent by himself ubout two miles away? I
feel sirnuglfl tempted to commit a felony by.
pinching the box of promoplione-needles.
Then Browney will be helpless, and we shall
be able to sleep in peace,

WILLIAM GOBLING:

My only complaint about camp-'ife is that
I ain't there to shiure the fun. I'o a fixture
at Greyfrinra. 1'm the guardian nu" cus-
todian of these 'istoric presinks, as éver was!
En obliged to sleep with one eye open, in
cage hurglars should try to break into the
sthool in the absence of the boys, DBut
p'r'aps it's jest as well that I ain't under
canyad. Campin’ out is po catch when the
rain comes down by the bucketful; an' in
such clreumstances my rhoomatics would get
wusser an' wusser. I 'nd a letter from the
'Fad this morpin’. * Dear Gosling,” su{s
'e.—“ I ‘'vpe you are stickin' faithfully to
your post, an’ earryin' out your dooties in
a sober an’ efficient wanner. I should wmot
like to think that you were takin' advantage
of my ubsence by imbibin’ strong lickers.”
‘Test Tike the 'Eadl 'E's always a-frettin’ an’
a-warritin® 'lsself over. nothin’, bless 'is old
‘enrt! I'm jest goin’ to deink 'is 'ealth!
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ANOTHER SPECIAL HUMOROUS SUPPLEMENT NEXT WEEK!

(Cantinved from page 13.)

He did not even know that there had
been an  accident,.  He might have
guessed, knowing that lie soldom
mounted his motor-bike without an ac-
cident of some sort,  Still, he dida't
guess; and he continued to streak along
by highway and byway, scabtering
alarm and, terror wherever he went, like
Death on a Pale Horse,

ey

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Knocked Qut !

£ AROOCOH !
That was Billy Bunter’s re-
mark as he Hew into the

hedge.

The Owl of the Remove did not cuite
know what had happencd.

He had been deep in reflection, on the
subject 6f “‘stuffing ” Mr. Pilkins, and
bagging Combermere Lodge for the holi-
days, when the accident happened,

He was vaguely aware of a whizzing
motor-bike that had appeared suddenly
out of space, but that was all. The next
moment the car was in the ditch, and
Bunier was in the hedge.

He sprawled there and gasped and
spluttered and yelled.

Whether anyone else had been hurt
Bunter did not know, and certainly did
uot care. Ile was hurt, he knewx that,
and that was important. He was breath-
less, he had several seratches, and a
bump or two. And he sprawled and
roared, till the chaulfeur picked him up
and set him on his [ect.

“Hurt, my lord 7*

“Ow! Yes! Owl”

“No bones broken ?”

“Nunno! 1—I1 think not!” gasped
Bunter, suddenly realising that he was
not really hurt at all,  “Whai hap-
peacd '

The chauffeur pointed to the ear.

Tt lay on its side in the ditch; and Mr.
Pilkins lay on the grass beside it. He
did not nove.

“T say, is he hurt?"” asked Bunter.

“I'm afraid so.”

“Oh dear!”

“Stunned,” said the chauffeur,

“Phew |” _

Bunter realised that matters might
have been worse. e had had a shaking.
But Mr, Pilkins had borne the bruut of
the overturn.

“What on earth did sou run into the
diteh for 7* asked Bunter.

The chauftcur eyed him. .

“Didn't you sce that motor-bike $”

“0Oh! Yes! DBut—"

“T had just time, my lord. That mad
idiot, whoever lLe is, was charging right
at me, There might have been a very
serious aceident,”

“Why didn't you stop him?"

“Because I was standing on my head,
and he was going at about tweniy miles
an hour ! grunted the chauffeur,

<K 0}] !’}

Bunter rubbed his bumps, and sat
down in the grass, while the chauffeur,
having done zll he could to make the
sstate agent comnfortable, went for help
to get the ear out of the ditch,

Bunter blinked at the insensible man.
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He was annoyed,

He was sorry for Mre. Pilkins, of
course. But really he had little leisure
to be sorry for anyone but himself.

Here were all his schemes knocked on

R ilie head by this unforeseen accident.

Obviously, Mr. Pilkins would be laid
up now, While he was laid up the busi-
ness would be in other hands. * Stuff-
ing ™ Mr, Pilkins, and getting hold of
the Lodge for the hoﬁc[ays, was no
longer a chicken that would fight!

It was intensely exasperating, when
the Owl of the Remove had mado up
his fat mind on the subject,

In fact, he scowled at the liapless Mr.
Pilkins, as if that unfortunate gentleman
Lad done him n personal injury by fall-
ing on his head when the car pitched
over in the ditch,

The chauffeur came back at last, with
some farmer’s men to help him right the
Car.

Luckily it was not greatly damaged,
and the driver was able fo proceed.

Mr. Pilkins, still uncouscious, was
lifted into i, and the chauffeur drove
back to Combermere.

He glanced round as he drove into the
town.

“I'd better take him straight to the
doctor's, my lord 1"

“Eh! Oh! Yes, cortainly,” said
Bunter. “I don’t think he's much hurt,
but you'd better. I'll take a taxi back
to Grexfriars.”

The chanffeur looked at him.

“Won't you come to the doctor's, my
lord 1

Bunter saw no reason why he should.
Ilo had had trouble encugﬁ’ with Mr,
Pilkins already.

“I'm rather pressed for time !” he ex-
plained. “Stop here, and I'll get out.”

“Very good.”

Bunter alighted in Combermere High
Street. The car ran on to the doctor's
house, and Bunter stepped into a taxi-
cab at the station.

“Greyfriars School,” he said to the
driver,

And the taxi buzzed away,

It was a long and expensive drive, but
that did not matter to Bunter, as there
were still plenty of currency notes in
Lord Mauleverer's purse, As he was on
Mauly’s business, Mauly had to pay for
the taxi, of course. Mauly was not
going to have any choice on that point.

DBunter's fat face was gllum as he
whizzed away back to Greyfriars.

His brain wave had come to nothing—
so far! But he had not given up the
scheme by any means, In spite of what
had happened, somchow or other he was
going to get hold of Combermere Lodge
for the vaeation, if he could. Some-
how or other, “Bunter Court” was
going to materialise,

Indeed, it occtirred to Bunter, as he
thought the matter over that the elimi-
nation of the hapless Mr. Pilkins might
be a help, vather than a hindrance, to
his wonderful scheme.

As the taxi arrived at the school
%ates a lired figure came ambling along
rom the direction of the river.

T5 was Lord Mauleverer.

Bunter waved a fat hand to him,

"Mauly ! Here you are, old man”

Lord Mauleverer glanced up.

“You back, Bunter ?*

*Yes, old chap."”

The taxi stopped, and Bunter
alighted. He did not trouble to glance
at the metor.

“How much?” he said loftily.

“Thirty-seven-and-six, sir,”

“Here's two quids.”

A rather odd expression came over
Lord Mauleverer's face as Bunter
handed the tnxi-driver two pounds from
his lordship’s pursa,

But Mauly made no remark.

The taxi buzzed away again, and
Bunter walked in at the gates with his
lordship.

“Arythin' left in the pursc? asked
Lord Mauleverer, with a slight inflec-
tion of sarcasm.

“Oh, yes, 1 think so!” said Bunter
carclessly. “Of eourse, T tipped the
servants pretty freely at the Lodge, you
know,”

“Oh, yaas.” .

“And’ I had to have a taxi back
owing to mn aceident.”

“It was an awful accident.”

" Yanas.”

Bunter frowned.

Really, Lord Mauleverer ought to
have become excited, or, at the very
least, interested. But he seemed
neither. Apparently he had no curiosity
to hear about the accident.

“I was jolly nearly killed I exclaimed
Bunter indignantly,

“By gad! Were you?”

“Yes, vou ass!”

“Borry you weren't—I—T mean, sorry
you nearly were !” said Lord Mauleverer
lazily., “What happened to the car?
Did the floor fall through

“Eh! No! Why should it?7”

“0Oh, I thought 1t might have!” said
Mauly blandly, “You're a tidy weight,
vou know,"”

“0h, really, Mauly——"

“By gad, it’s past tea-time I yawned
Lord Mauleverer, “I believe I was
goin' to tea with somebody! T think it

was  Smithy ! Where's Bmithy, I
wonder? Is that cricket matech over
3’et?"

“Don't you want to hear about tho
aceident ?” hooted Bunter.

“Oh, the accident! Oh, yaas!”

Bunter procecded to deseribe the
accident. Lord Mauleverer becamo
serious when he heard of the injury to
My, Pilkins.

“By gad, that's too bad!” he ex-
claimed.” “T inust telephone and ask
how the johnnie is. What's the doctor’s
name where he was left, Bunter 2*

“ Blessed if 1 know ¥

“Didn’t you see him safely there 7"

“I hadn't time. You don't seem to
be worrying about the frightful risk I
ran!” hooted Bunter. “I've boen risk-
ing my life for you this afternoon,
Mauly ™

“I'll telephone to the man's office and
ask after him,” said Lord Mauleverer
thoughtfully,

“I haven't told you about the house
yet.”

“Oh, bLother the house, if the man’s
injured !”

“T say, Mauly—"

‘‘Bother 1"

Lord Mauleverer walked away to re
quest the use of Mr. Quelch's telephone,
and Bunter rolled discontentedly up to
the Remove passage. He could not
understand at all why Lord Mauleverer
should concern himseélf about the estate
agent—especially a lazy slacker like
Mauly, who never concerned himself
sbout anything. Apparently Mauly re-
garded the man's injury as a. serious
matter, though Bunter could not see
why. Bunter rolled into Study No. 7,
where he found Peter Todd, ruddy
from the cricket.

“We best them, old porpoise!" said
Peter cheerily.

“Th! Whom”

“The Fourth, of course, you asal
Beat themi by an innings,” said Peter,
“and more runs than you could count.”

“Did you?” grunted Bunter,

“Wharton knocked up 80—

“Blow Wharton I

“And Bob——"
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“Blow Bob! I've had something more
important to think abeut than cricket
to-day, Toddy! I've been making
arrangements for the vacation!”

“Found somebody to stick on?” in-
guired Peter, with a grin.

“Fm taking a party
Court—"

“Ha, ha, ha !”

“I may také you in the party, Peter,
if you're decent. I shall expect yon to
be eivil.”

“Dear man, it would be a waste of
civility I griuned Toddy. “We should
never get to Bunter Court this vee.
Builders are so slow these days.”

“Builders?” repeated Bunter.

“Yes but if they were ever so
they'd never get Bunter Court
before break-up.”

“You silly ass!” reared Bunter.
jolly well won't take you now!”

And Peter Todd chuckled, apparently
under the impression that he was not
losing very much.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Sticking To It!
H ARRY WHARTON & CO. smiled

to  Bunter

uick
uilt

ey

as they spotted Billy Bunter in
the quadrangle the following

day.

The Owl of the Remove was walk-
ing slowly under the leafy old elms,
with his hands in his poclets and a
deeply thoughtful frown upon his fat
brow. o

The Famous Five exchanged grinning
glances,

Bunter’s invitation to the Court for
the holidays was still accepted. With
great gravity the chums of the Remove
were keeping it up that they were going
home with Bunter.

That the Owl had landed himself into
a difficulty by his “swank” was pretty
clear, but they had no mind to help him
out of it. If Bunter owned up that he
had been ‘gassing,” well and good.
1f he didn't he could take the conse-
quences—uven if the consequences were
the arrival of the five Greyfriars fellows
at the modest Bunter villa, where in nll
probability there was not accommoda-
tion for guests to the number of five.

Certainly it would be a Jlesson to
Bunter, if that happened—and when it
had happened the Co. could get off to
their real destination for the holidays,
leaving the fat Owl to repent him that
he had opened his capacious mouth so

wide.

They felt that the fat junior deserved
a lesson—he had asked for it, and he
was going to have it.

What they expected was, that as the
date of break-up grew ncarer Bunter
would begin devising reasons and
excuses for not entertaining his guests
at Bunter Court after all

Such reasons and excuses the chums
of the Remove were determined to dis-
regard. Even if Bunter told them that
the Court had been burned to the
ground, they wore determined to go
home with him and see the ruins !

Thore was, in fact, no escape for
Bunter. He had swanked not wisely, but
too well, and now he was caught!

“The dear old fat man's {-Einking it
out |” remarked Bob Cherry, as he noted
the thoughtiul frown = corrugating
Bunter's podgy brow. “I wonder what
yarn he will spin us at the finish 7

“The yarnfulness will be terrific,” re-
niarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“But the heedfulness of our esteemed
selves will be missing.”

Harry Wharton laughed,

“The car won't conie,” he said. * But
if it doesn't—mot much 'if’ about it—

but if it doesn’t, we'll take the train
with Buuter.”

“Yes, rather '

“The ratlierfulness is terrifie.”

“Then he won't have any eash to pay
his fare,” went on the captain of the
Remove., “Then lhe will lose his way
getting home, But:we'll stick to him
till he's found the way.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter blinked round.

“T say, you fellows—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! You let your
pater know about that car, I suppose?”
said Bob Cherry. *‘We can rely on if,

what "
“(Oh, of course I >
“Good] I hope vour pater will be

home for the holidays,” said Johnny
Bull.

“1'm afraid not. TImportant financial

business, you know——"
"I know!” assented Johnny Bull
$We'll bo all right at Bunter Court by
ourselves, We shall miss your pater, of
course, but I dave say your mater will
look after us all right.”

“ My mater will be away, too.”

“Then wvour sister Bessie will be
running the show, what?” asked Boh
Cherry. “We shall get on all right with
Bessie.”

“Pessie's going home with some CHfE
House girls,” said Bunter, blinking at
the serious faces of the Tamous Iive,

(Continued on page 18.)
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ALL ABOUT THE TWO FAMOUS CRICKETERS

This

HERBERT SUTCLIFFE.

The Yorkshire Record-
Breaker.

VER sinee he could first pet Dis
fingers round a hat-handle, Herbert
Sutcliffe has been keen on cricket.
To play for his ecounty wus a boy-

hood dream—a dream that came true when
he gained a place in the Yorkshire team just
BiX years uagn.

Keen play when hie was a lad strengtheped
hig natural ability as a batsmaon, and sivce
thut first game for his county he bas carned
himself undying fame, He was, of coutse,
with the England team on tour jn Australia
last year; and even if we did taste defeat
at the hunds of the Aussies, it was Sut-
clife who nailed old England's colours to
the mast, and showed them that we could
go down with our fiag Ayivg. He played like
4 hero, nnd he put up no less than three
Test matel records,

The first of these records was a run of
three centuries in three consecutive innlpgs :
In the second innings of the first Test match
lie scored 116 runs, and in the second Test
e hit up 176 and 127. The two cenluries in
the one matech—176 and 127—constitute
another record,

In the fourth Test match Sutelilfe made
143 ruus; this was his fourth century and his
last in the series. No one had ever made
four centuriea in o single series of Australian
Test matches before, and this feat formed
Suteliffe’s third record.

In the whale of the serlea Sutcliffe seored
a total of 734 runs, giving him the wonderful
average of 81.535 rune for each innings,

Sutcliffe’s connty cricket last year was on
a par with his work in the Test matches,
He made no less than flve three-fignre
innings for Yorkshire, his bipgest seore being
2556 not out against Essex. In all he hit up
1,720 rums in county cricket, and further dis-
tinguished himself by making 122 against the
South Africans at Lord's.

Herbert Sutcliffie was born on Novem-
Brer 2ath, 1694, at Dacre Bank, near Pateley
Bridge, so that he is pow in his thirty-first
yenr—with many more years of cricket io
front of him and, let uz hope, many move
cricketing luurels.
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Surrey's Hero |

B. HOBBS.

ACK HOBBS' birthday is December 16th,
aud le will be forty-three years old
when thab date comes round agaiu,

3 He is gencrally regarded uas possess-
ing the Nuest batting style In Engluind, and
his work with the willow is certainly very
finished.

lig visit to Australin with ihe Test team
last year was his fourth, He koocked up
three centnrics, muking n total of nine that
he has hit up sgainst the Australlans, His
highest scoré was at Adelaide in the 1011-12
tour, when he made 187,

In the second game of the lnst serles he
nnd Sutelitfe put on 283 for the first wicket
in answer to Australin's first innings score
of 600, The puir weére still batting when
stumps were drawo on the third day of the
muteh, but Hobhs got out to Mailey without
seoring the vext morning, his totul being 134,

Again partnered Ly Sutcliffe, Hubhs assisted
in crealing a first-wicket record partnership
against the Soulth Afrleans at Lord's last
year, puttiog om 268 before they were
pirted. 2

The aetual Arst-wicket record partnership
for all ‘Pest mateh cricket was made at Mel-
bourne in 1911—323 knocked up by Rhodes
and Hobbs !

Lust year, in county cricket, Hobbs made
one score of over two hundred runs; this
was 203 not out agaiust Notts at Notting-
ham. His total oumber of runs in first.class
erlcket was 1,321, and he came sceond to
Sundbam in the Surrey batting averages. In
all he made four centuries in county cricket
last scason.

The highest uwumber of runs that Hohbha
las ever scored in a single season ls 2827 in
1920.

1t is not the fault of thls magnificent bals-
munn thut England did not win the Tast series
ol Test matches in Australia, Juck Hobbs
did his bit in the Tests—and something
over! And when the Australinns come to
England next year, the first man picked for
the England team will undoubtedly be J. B
Hobbs.
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“But it's all right. Our butler will
manage the house while my people are
away, Walsingham's a really efficient
and reliable man.”

“ Walsingham ! murmured Bob.

“That’s the butler’s name. He's been
in the family for years and years!” said
Bunter. “The fact is, my people are
away mnow, and Walsingham s
managing the Lodge—"

“The Lodge 7"

“I mean, the Couri—Bunter Court!”
said the Owl of the Remove hastily.
“Ie is looking after the estate and 2ll
the servants—footmen and so on—"

#Oh, my hat! I mean, good man
gasped Bob Cherry, “ A butler like that
13 a real cateh 1” o

“0Oh, we always get good servants,
said Bunter carelesslv. “ Really good
families always do, you know. BServants
like working for really high-class and
well - connected people.  Walsingham
wouldn't leave our service for anything.
Faithful old retainer, and all that, you
know.”

Wi

“But you’ll see him pretty soon, of

12

course,” said Bunter.
“Oh! Of—of course!” gasped Bob.
“There's only one thing,” said

Bunter thoughtfully, and watching the
Famous Five out of the corner of his eye.
“Walsingham has written to me that
some of the rooms, especially the picture-
gallery and the armoury, ought to be
re-decorated.”

“The picture-gallery!”  murmured
Bob.

“And the armoury!” murmured
Nugent. " 0Oh, my Lat!”

“Walsingham thinks that this ought
to be done while my people are away,”
went on Bunter calmly., *“0Of course, if
it was going on, I couldn’t very well
take a party home for the holidays,

could 17 So I've told him that he's not
to have it done—"
L Ah !,l
“Unless my pater specially tells him
;‘ Oh !!‘1

“In that case, of course, he must go
ahead, and with the decorators in T can’t
very well take you fellows there. In
that case—* 3

Bob Cherry bestowed & wink on his
chums,

“That’s all right, Bunter,” he zaid,
“We'll give the picture-gallery and the
armoury a miss, so as not to interfere
with the decorators.”

“Certainly,” said Harry Wharton with
a nod. “There will be plenty of room
for us in the rest of the mansion.”

“In the vast dining-room,” remarked
Nugent.

“And the terrific drawing-room,” as-
sented Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh, “and
the gigantic billiard-room."”

“Not to mention the practically un-
limited number of bod-rooms, morning-
roo:lns, libraries, and so o1,"” said Johnny
Bull.

“Couint_on us, old chap," said Bob,
“We don’t mind decorators.”

““Not a bit of it.”

Billy Bunter blinked rather uncer-
tainly at the Famous Five. If only his
vague scheme with regard to Comber-
mere Lodge came to fruition, well and
good. But if it did not? And the
chances, so to speak, were on the “if.”
In that casea Bunter began to realiss
that there were dificultics ahead. The
Famous Five seemed to bhe “sticking "
on this occasion, as Bunter himself was
accustomed to stick, and were not to be
shaken off. Not, indeed, nnless Bunter
owned up to his swank, and sdmitted
that there was no such place as Bunter

THE Macrer Lisrary.—No, 910,

Court in existence, which Bunter did
not think of doing. He weuld as soon
have admitted that he was not really
expecting a postal-order, or that his
titled relations were only figments of
his fertile fancy.

“Well, you see,” said Bunter rather
slowly, “if Walsingham has the deco-
rators in at all, I fancy he will give
them a free hand, and have the whole
place done while they're about ik, It’s
always best to do a thing thoroughly,
you know, on a job of that extent. It
will save some hundreds of pounds, and
in these days my pater has to be careful
even of a few hundreds.”

“Oh, my hat!”?

“T see,” said Bob thoughtfully. “The
whole place may be mucked up with
paint and plaster and s0 on?”

“That's it,” assented Bunter.

“In that case, we shall help.”

3 Eh ?,’

“We're pretty handy fellows,” said
Bob with owl-like gravity. “We should
certainly not like to loaf about in idle-
ness with so much hefty work going on.
We'd help the docorators. I should
really like to try my hand at it,”

“SBame here,” said Johnny Bull.

"T'he samefulness is terrifie.”

Bunter coughed.

“I say, you fellows, thet's really im-
possible.® 1 couldn’t let you do anything
of the kind. I'd rather chuck up the
whole idea, and coma away with you
fellows for the hols, I would really.”

“Not at all,” said Wharton. “OIf
course, if you wouldn't like us to pile
in and help the decorators—*

“Impossible!” said Bunter firmly.

“Well, in that case, we'd give the
house a miss, and camp in the extensive
grounds,” said the captain of the
Remove. “ We'll take our eamping out-
fit with us, you know, and camp in the
huge park.”

“Good egg!” exclaimed Bob Cherry
heartily.  ““We'll make it a camping
holiday in the park at Bunter Court if
the decorators are in the house,”

“That's settled,” agreed Nugent,

“But—" gaspoed Bunter.

“Nothing going on in the park, is
there " asked Bob. ** Walsingham won't
have tho decorators in the park, to paint
the trees, I suppose?”

“Nunno! DBut—"

“Then it's a go,” said Bob,
on us, Bunter.”

“Rely on us, old fellow,”

And before the Owl of the Remove
could make any rejoinder Harry Whar-
ton & Co, walked on, leaving Bunter
blinking after them in dismay.

“Oh dear!” murmured Bunter.

" Rely

Evidently there were difficulties ahead |,

with these fellows sticking on like this,
It looked like owning np, or a show-up,
for the fatuous Owl of the Remove, and
uneithet alternative pleased him., There
was only one way out, and Bunter sct
his fat "wits to work desperately on that
way out, If only he could get hold of
Combermere Lodge for the vac!

——

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
All Clear !

ORD MAULEVERER sighed and

slackened down in his walk, He

did not want to seo Bunter. He

did not want to speak to Bunter,

He did not want to Lhear Bunter

speak.  Altogether he Lad too much

Bunter, and did not want any more,

But it was necessary to speak to Bunter,

for once, and the schoolboy nobleman
made the neceszary effort,

Bunter blinked at his lordship, as the
dandy of the Remove halted and nodded

o him,

“Hallo, Mauly!"

“ About that house, Bunter?” yawnod
Lord Maunleverer, ‘“That dashed house
that you went over to see for me yester-
day, you know.”

“1 know,” agreed Bunter,

“Well, T've got to, let nunky know
about it,” said Lord Mauleverer, * Did
you find it all right, old man? Up to
sample, and all that, what P’

Bunter shook his head.

Whether he would be able te bag that
lodge himself or not, by ways that ure
dark and tricks that are vain, he was not
yet sure. But obviously it would nat
do to let Lord Mauleverer report to his
unecle that the lodge was the desirablo
residence deseribed by the estate agent,
Bunter might or might not bag it, but if
somehody olse bagged it, obvionsly he
could not.

“Well, T havdly think you'd like it,
Mauly,” he said in a very thoughtful
sort of way. “The dreins—->="

“Great gad!  Anythin’ wrong with
the drains?” ejavilated Lord Maule-
verer.

“Well, of course, I'm not a plumber,”
said Bunter. “I wouldn’t like to say
that the drvains are in a frightfully
shocking condition, Mauly. It wouldn't
be .fnir. 23 I'm not an expert on the
subject, would it? Still, your uncle's
friend may not mind the drains being in
a shocking condition,”

“He jolly well would!” said Mauly.
“ Anythin’ else ¥

“Well, T don’t know whether there
would be any objection to the rain
coming in the roof?” said Bunter.
“People say it's going to be a fine
summer, and it mayn't rain any more.”

“Oh, gad! I don’t think nunky would
like to vely on that, in this jolly old
climate,” said Mauly,

“1 won't say anything about the
gardens being choked up with weeds,”
said Bunter, or about the lake baing
covered with green ooze, and giving o
frightful smells. A tenant might like
it, for all T know.”

“Great gad!"”

“8Btill, T couldn’t conscientiously re-
commend a man to take the house,” said
Bunter. “I'm hound to say that much.”

Lord Mauleverer nodded,

“Much obliged, old man,” he said.
“It was jolly decent of you to run across
for me, and if the place is in a state
anythin' like that, it won't do for
nunky’s old pal, of course. I'll let him
know, and he can wash it out. Thanks.”

Bunter's littla round eyes glimmered
behind his big spectacles.

It was so easy to pull Mauly's leg,
that really it was scarcely worth while
to take the trouble. It did not even
oceur to DBunter’s fatuous mind that he
was acting like a young rascal, and that
Mauly was so easily deceived simply be-
cause he did not suspect treachery,

Bunter, to do him justice, was quite
unconscious of any wrongdoing in his
conduet. He was so in the habit of con-
sidering only his own interest and advan-
tage that it havdly occurrved to his fat
mind that apybody else had any claim.
to consideration at all,

This little matter had very casily been
gettled. Combermere Lodge was left
free for Bunter to bag—if he could bag
it.  That, as Hamlet would have re-
marked, was the question. Could he?

“1 say, Mauly, about that chap Pil-
kins,” said Bunfer, as his lordship was
turning away., “JIs he back at business

yet 7'
He's knocked right out,” said

“No.
Lord Mauleverer. *“The Combermere
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doctor's ordered him into & nursing-
home. It's not really serious, I gather;
but he will have to be kept quiet for a
few weeks,”

Bunter grunted.

“Then he won't be back at his office ?”

“No. Hard cheese on the poor chap,”
said Lord Mauleverer. “Dut  you
needn’t worry about him, Bunter; 1
shall see him through, T've got through
to the medical johnny at Combermere,
and told him to have every care taken
of poor old Pilkins, and put it down to
me s he was on my business when he
was knocked out, it was up to me, of
course—you're mobt responsible in any
way, old man.”

Bunter grinned.

1f Lord Mauleverer fancied that the
fat junior was worrying about the in-
jured estate agent, he was making a
iitt-io mistake. Mauly often made the
niistake of judging ot?lcrs by himself, to
their advantage.

“ 8o Pilkins is in & nursing-home. and
he'll be away from his office for a few
weeks,” said Dunter thoughtfully.

“That's s0,” said Mauly, with a nod.

““And the Lodge is still to Jet?"”

"I suppose so. There won't be many
takers, I should think, from your des-
cription of it, Bunter.”

“Eh! Oh! No! Quite!”

Lord Mauleverer walked away to exert
himself to the extent of writing to Sir
Reginald DBrocke that Combermero
Lodge was a washout, Billy Bunter
walked away thoughtfully in the quad,
thinking things out. Gradually it had
dawned on his fat brain that, with Me,
Pilkins safely out of the way for a time,
lis scheme was rather more likely of
success than otherwise. He had hoped
to “stuff * Mr. Pilkins; but the stuffing
of an estate agent was a task. to tax
the powers even of a pastmaster in the
art of spoofing like William George
Bunter. Now it was only a question of
stulfing Walsingham, the butler at the
Lodge, a much easier task, especially as
Mauly's currency-notes hiuiJ already
pvaved the way, as it were,

Mr. Quelch, the master of the
Remove, came out of the House, and
walked away to the pgates. Bunter
watched him go, and then went into the
House and entered the Remove master's
study. His next move required the use
of a telephone.

Having looked out the number of
Combermere Lodge in the directory on
Mr. Queleh’s desk, Bunter rang up that
establishment.

“Hallo 1”

“Is that Mr. Walsingham 1"

“I will eall Mr. Walsingham. What
name, please?”

“Pilkins.”

“Hold the line, sir.”

Dunter held the line, and grinned
over the transmitter, His trick of
imitating voices, which helped him in
his ventriloguial stunts, came in useful
now,

The fruity voice of Mr. Walsinglam
came through.

“Good-afternoon, Mr., Pilkins!”

“(Good-afternoon, Walsingham ! 1t
was Mr, Pilkins' rather nosey voice to
the lifa. “I've let the Lodge.”

“Very good, sir. Did you nail that
fat fellow, after all?”

llEI]?)I

“That fat young bounder in glasses
who came here yesterday.”

Bunter ceased to grin.

He had been under the impression, =o
far, that he had made a tremendous
tmpression on the Lodge butler. Cer-
tainly he had tipped him very liberally
with Maulv's casg.

“Yaroooh !** 'That was Billy Bunier’s remark as he flew into the hedge.

But

Mr. Pilkins, thrown out as the car went into the ditch, Jay ominously still.
{See Chapter 8.)

It was a surprise—not a pleasant sur-
rise—to find that Walsingham described
1im as a fat young bounder.

For a moment the Owl of the Remove
was on the poiut of telling Mr. Walsing-
ham what Eu thought of him. But he
remembered in time that he was speak-
ing in the character of Mr. Pilkins,

“Do you mecan Mr. Bunter?”
gasped,

“Yes, that's the name.”

“ Please speak a little more respect-
fully of one of iny most valuable clients,
Walsingham [

URR T

he

“Mr, Bunter is not a person to be
spoken of lightly.”

“Eh! Oh! 8orry, sir,” said Wal-
singham. *I noticed that he scemed a
very wealthy young gentleman, Mr,

Pilkins.”

“Hig father is a millionaire, and he
lras more mouey than he knows what to
do with,” said the Owl of the Remave.

“A very good elient for you, Mr.
Pilking.”

“Oh, quite !”

“And he is taking the Lodge?” asked
Walsingham, little dreaming that it was
tho fat young bounder who was his
interlocutor.

“That's =o; 1 am making all the
arvangements, of course, with his father.
He will vome aver and have another
look at the place, probably bringing a
friend with him; but it is &ll eelt?ed.
You will be very careful how you treat

him, of course. Such tenants are not
obtained every day.”

“Quite so, Mr, Pilkins. T suppose I
shall seo you laler with regard to mj
cornmission,”

"R 27

“My commission, Mr, Pilkins,”

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Bunter.

Ho wondered whether Lord Comber-
mere knew that the butler was “stand-
ing ” in with the estate agent in the
matter of letting the Lodge,

“Did you speak
“Oh! Yes! That is all ril:ht, of
course. You will find that 1 shall treat

you generously, Walsingham. At present
I am confined to a nursing-home, owing
to & motor accident leaving the Lodge
yesterday—" i

“Yes, I heard of that, Mr. Pilkins.
I trust you were not very much hurt,”

“The fact is, T ain qtrite knocked np,
aud shall have to rest for a few weeks
away from the office. . It is fortunate, in
the circumstances, that the Lodge is
already lat, as T cannot attend to any
further business. When Mr. Bunter
comes, you will receive him as the tenant

of Combermere Lodge for Lhreeo
months.”

h \"el'_}" guod.”

“RBy the way, there is one more

detail,” said Buouter, still in the nasal
voice of Mr. DPilking. “It is Mr,
Bunter's wish that the nawuw of the place
should be changed during his residence

Tre Magwer Lispsry.—No. 910,
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there. e desires it to be known as
Bunter Court,”

“Really?”

“Yes, And as it is my business to

meet my clients in every possible way,
1 have acceded, of course, to his wish.
Let the name be placed over the
entrance gates at once. All expenses of
ihis kind will, of course, be met by Mur.
Bunter.” .

“1 will see to it, Mr. Pilkins. I sup-
pose Lord Combermere would have no
objection if this name is removed bofore
his return,” .

“I am anewerable for that, as his
agent.” :

“Oh, certainly, Mr, Pilkins.”

“Let it be done at once,” said Bunter.
“ And order some new stationery for
Mr. Bunters use, with the new name
of the house engraved on it. You
understand 1

“ Quite.”

“And you will be very caveful, Wal-
singham, to treat Mr. Bunter with every

ossible respect. A young gentleman of
his immense wealth——"

“0h, quite so, sir!”

And Billy Bunter rang off M.
Quelch's telephone, and rolled out of the
Remove master's study, with a fat grin
on his face.

All was going well; in fact, all had
gpona well. The butler, obviously, had
not the slightest suspicion.  He
naturally supposed that all buosiness
details were seitled at Mr. Pilkins'
office; and, owing to Mr. Pilkins' tem-
porary retirement from Dusiness cares,
he could not learn anything different.
If Mr. Pilkins, in the nursing-home, was
able to give any thought to business at
all, certainly it would not oeccur to him
that Combermere Lodge had been let
without his knowledge.

Bunter chuckled.

To was “all elear ” now, and Iunter
Court was ready to receive Billy Bunter
and his holiday party when Greyfriars
broke up for the vacation.

As for the ultimate outcome of his
scheming, Bunter did not give it a
single thought. That he was entering
into extensive liabilities was an uncom-
fortable refloction which it was more
pleasant not to think of; and Dunter
was not accustomed to wneeting 1roubles
half-way, or to meeting them at all if
he could land them on somebody else,

If there was trouble at the end of his
remarkable tenanecy, it would be time
to derl with it when it arrived; apy-
how, it was certain that Bunter couldn’s
be made to pay all the bills he was
running up, a3 he hadn't any money.
But Bunter did not think abent that at
all; consequences never bothered him
till they came along,

All he was thinking of now was the
semsation he was going to cause by
proving the genuine existence of Dunter
Court, and swanking a5 the lord and
master of a magnificent domain. That,
Bunter considered, was quile enough for
him to think about at prescnt.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Proof Positive !

SAY, vou fellows—"
Harry Wharton & C'a. chuckled.
“It's coming now " murmured

113 I
Balh Cherry.

And the Famous Five gave William

Ceorge Dunfer  their hest  atlention,
They fully expected ibat, with the
broak-up now  very close at hand,

Bunter had evolved somie masterly pre-

wext for calling off his penerous invita-

Loty He had tried it on, as it were,
Cyie Macoer Tispany.—No. 319

before, and they had put paid to it, as
Boh expressed it. Now he was going to
try it on again, and they were going to
display sticking powers onee more cqual
to Dunter's own. he swanking fat
1iunior was not going to be let off, unless
1e owned up in plaim Epnglish that there
was not, and never had been, such a
lace as Bunter Courf, and that he had
een talking out of his hat.

“Go it ! said Bob cheerily, *Any-
thing fresh happened at Dunter Court,
old man?”

“Those decorators in?"” asked Frank
Nugent. “Don’t worry, old hean; we'll
take our eamping-things and put up in
the park.”

“The fact is. you fellows——"

“Let's hear the facts [” agreed Johnny
Bull.  “Duunter's facts are always so
interesting.”

“The factfulness is not generally
terrifie,” remarked ITurrce Jamset Ram
Singh.

“Oh, really, ¥you
going to tell yon—"

“That Dunter Court has been burned
down?” asked Bob sympathetically.
“All right, old man, we're coming
home with you te zee the giddy ruinsz.”

“No l” roared Bunter.

“It hasn't been lurned
ground ¥

*No, you ass!”

“Then what's happened? Has Wal-
singham got the whooping-cough, and

fellows! I was

tn  the

——
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is it too ecalching for you to take a
party home?”

“Look here—'

“Don’t vou worry, Bunter! IF the
jolley old butler's ill, we'll nurse him,
If all the liveried footmen arve ill, we'll
nurse the lot."”

“Yes, rather!”

“Rely on us, old man”

And ithe famous Five smiled be-
nignantly on Bunter. That fat and
futuous youth grinned. He realised
that, but for his masterly strategy he
would have been in a rather disagree-
able position. DBut as it happened, it
wns all elear, and he liad a surprise in
store for these doubting Thomases.

“1 =av, vou fellows, do listen to a
chap! I'm going te telephone to Wal-
singham Y

“And tell him to send on the car
without fail?" grinned Bob.  “We're
relying on the Rolls-Reyee, you know.”

“Just that ™ said Dunter.

“Rh*

“I'm now going to give my butler
instruetions about eonr arrival at Thinter
Conret.” said the Owl of the Remove,
with dignity,  “TF you fellows would
like to  hear me, you're weleome.
You'vie had swne doubts Don't
deny il vou have, Well, come along
to the plione with me, and see for yaur-
selves,”

“What's thiz game, Dunter?" asked
Rob Cherry, aquite pnzzled, Y 1low can
you telephone to Walsionghom when—
hem——-"

“Whoen what

3

i

ginorted Donle

C“Well, when there isn't any Wal.
singham, you know,” said Bob, laugh-

ing.

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

Billy Bunter gave Bob an indignant
and dizdainful Llink.

“Will you come alonz with me and
ring up Bunter Court?” he asked.

“0h, my hat!”

“The Head’s gone out, and we can
use his phone, I'm waiting for you
fellows !” said Dunter, with a great
deal of dignity.

Harry Wharton & Co.
Bunter blankly,

ITow they were to ring up a place
that had no existence was a mystery to
them; but evidently Bunter was in
earnest. They almost wondered whether
there was some fraction of truth in
Billy Bunter's many gascous assertions
on the subject of Bunter Court, If not,
the ODwl's present move was really in-
explicable.

“Oh,  we'll come” said Harry
Wharton., *“Blessed if I eateh on, but
we'll come and hear”

“The hearfulness will Be terrific.”

Greatly puzzled, the chums of the
Remove followed Billy Bunter along the
Head's corridor and into Dr. Locke’s
study—now untenanted.

Bunter picked up the receiver from
the telephone. Ile blinked loftily at
the perplexed five.

“You fellows ean speak to the ex-
change,” le said.  “The number's
Combermere 1-0."

“Right-ho!” grunted Johnny Bull,
and he bent over the transmitter.

" Number, please?’ came through.

“Cumbermere 1-0,” said Johnny.

“Now you'll jolly well see!” sneered
Dunter.

Johnny Dull picked up the IMead's
telephone directory, and began to look
through it. Bunter blinked at him.

“As n matter of fact, the name’s not
there,” he said hastily.  “The pater
tdoesn't care to have his name in the
dircctory. The best poople don't, as I
daro say vau don't know, Bull.”

“1 don't " said Johnny.

“You wouldn't,” said Dunter. *Dut
if you can't take my.word, Johnny Bull,
you can take the eall.”

Johnny Bull bield ont his hand grimly
for the reecciver, He «lid not take
Bunter's word, that was eertain; and if
Bunter had nrranged some spoof on the
toelephone Johnny did not mean to be
taken in. 8o he put the receiver to his
ear, and heard n voice come through,

“Hallo !

“Tallo!” said Johnny Bull inte the
frn_n-:-.m[t’-:uer. “Is that Dunter Court?”

Y ac

stared b

“0Oh!" ejaculated Johnny.

“Who is speaking 7 came the voice,
which sounded like a manservant's,

“Speaking from Greyfriars Schoal,”
said Jobhnny, ““I want to speak to Mr,
Walsingham, Bunfer's butler”

“Ts it a message from Mr, Bunter?”

“He's here.”

“0Oh, very well. I will eall Mr.
Walsingham.”

“Oh, my hat!” sald Johnny Dull
blankly, The Co., ecrowding close

round ihe receivar, were able to eatch
most of what wns said, and they ex-
changed looks of wonder,

“Great pip " murmured Bob Cherry,
“There ean’t really be such a place us
Dunter Cotrl, vou know.”

B0Oh, really, Cherry—->"

e = mess will be the helie
ness," rp i ITurren Singn,
shake of his dusky head.

“Oh really, Tuloy——"
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THE LONE TRAVELLER !

hie 18 in search of something is evidenced by the way ke continually shades his eges from Lhe glare of the sun.

is it he secks ?

A magnificent story
of detective ad-
venture in South
Africa, featuring
Ferrers Locke, the
world-famous
detective, and his
boy assistant,
Jack Drake.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Big Bluff !

HE sun, like a brass dise sus-

I pended in the heavens, Dblazed

mercilessly  down  upen  the

parched and all but lifeless veldt,
shrivelling everything it touched, trans-
forming what might have been a land
of vivid green and gold into an arid,
rust-hrown, monotonous waste.

The tall, brond-shouldered, middle-
aged man drew in his horse, steaming
with perspiration, and slid wearily from
the saddle.

Then, leading the all but exhausted
animal a few yawrds, he came to a tny
yunning stream of eryetal-clear water,
almost hidden away by a group of
grotesquely-shaned boulders.

He left the horse to drink its fill, and
himself went farther along io where
the stremm was even narrowcr.

Here he dropped to hands and k'mrcl.:,
seooped up some of the precious Liguid
in his cupped hands, and fung it, with
o muttered exelamation of unutterable
ral” f, over his face and head, allowing
it to trickle deliciously through his hair
and down his neek.

“Jove, that's good!” he muttered at
last. “ Another mile without a drop of
water and T'd liave collapsed altogether !
Wonder what old Ferrers Locke would
say could he see me now ¥

Ferrers Locke, the great London de-
feotive—to  whom, some three months
previously, he had bade farewell at
Southampton Docki—would indeed be
surprisind to see lim now, te nole the
trannsformation in the erstwhile
imnaculately-dressed Sir Merton Carr,
nrining wagnate, and owner of the now
world-famed cone of gold known as the
Golden Dyramid,

Tustinctively AMoerton's hand went
toa pocket in his belt, and next moment
the tiny pyramid was reposing in his
nui-brown palm, gleaming and glitter-

ing in Ihe sun's bringing back,
with a rislt, all the wewories of those
cireing tinwes with the grest deteclive
¢ T y

wlhen the riddle of the Goelden Pyrawid

was being solved

A grim smile settled for a moment on
Sir Merton’s lips as his mind went back
over the main incidents of that amazing
crso—ilie disappearanee of hiz only son,
Gordon Carr, now happily restored fo

his old position in the Remove at
Stormpoint College: the loss and even-
tual discovery of the Golden Pyramid,
and the solving of ils oxtraordinary
message; the trailing and ultimate cap-
ture of Gerald Bristow, itherwise
Arthur the Dude, the netorious eracks-
man, who was at the same time Sir
Merton's own nephew,

And now he, Sir Merton,*was engaged
upon the last lap of the seemingly end.
less journey across the bleak and barren
veldt—the trail of the hidden treasare,
left by the old Doer farmer, Piet de
Jonrh,

When Ferrers Lacke had colved the
riddle of the Golden Prramid, the mes-
sage it had convered had sel Sir Merlon
on the right rvead—the road te Dexil's
Spruit, where, according to the Pyramid,
Piet de Jongh's wealth was hidden.

After 2 whila, man and horse =et
forth again, and some hours later, as the
sun was sinking in a blaze of bload.red
splendour in the west, they camo at Jast
ta Lthe end of the journey—to the wind-
ing stream of muddy waler known as
Devil's Spruit.

And lesa than one hour Iaier, Sir
Meoerton Care himself was staring in
blank amasement and disgost at & huge,
miveh-batterad old biscwil-tin which he,
after eonsiderable hard work with pick
and shovel, had uncarvthed from abouot
live feet of recky soil.

Within the old biscuit-tin was a letter,
written in the cralibed bandwriting of
the old Beor farmer —a letter full of the
most absurd jargon; and a  cheque,
drawn on the Nutional South African
Dank, Lid,, payable to beaver, and made
out for the =um of five hundred thousand
ponnds, with  the  seeawling,  alinest
ilegible signature ' Piet de Jongh ™ ut
the foot.

That was ali!

No treastee, not even the elighles
reference to any =uch thing.,  Just an
old biseuat-tin, a letler—writton,
antly, by o san who had quite
leave of his senses—and an obviovsly

b N
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Across the avid wastes of the Dlazing veldl a solitury horseman joys his weary way. Fhat
Wial

worthless cheque, already nuldewy with
age,
“Well, I'l! be [rog-marched " gasped
Bir Merton, uneertain whether to lavgh
or {o lose all control of his temper.
“All this confounded long journey for
nothing—for—for a joke, a game of

bluff !~ Well, it’s a mighty good thing
for Piet de Jongh tha. he's dead
alveady. Otherwise-—""

The dark but useless threat that roved
impotently about in Sir Merton’s angvy
mind was left unspolen; and soon after-
wards the thoroughly iraté and com-
pletely mystilied mining magnate sct
out an the return journey, the ridiculous
Biscuit-tin and its still more ridiculons
contents slung earelessly over the horse’s
aaddle.

Double-Crossed !
EVEN {he grim, hideous garbh of

"the conviet failed altogether to

take from Gerald Arthur Dristow

that air of polished suavity and
grace which had earned for him, from
crook and detective alike, the sobriques
of " Arthur the Dude.”

True, the inevitable monocle was in-
evitable no longer. That had long since
been conbiscated by what Dristow had
termed an usterly unimaginative and in-
artistic prison doctar, despite the efforts
he hiad made, on the plea of dulicient
eyesight, to retain it

Anmdd in the meantime, with the ecalm
indifferenes of  provions  cxperience,
Gerald Arthur Bristaw had settled down
to his fate as a long-term conviet at
Stonemont Prison. And, in the wisdom
which that past cxperience had engen-
deved in bis exeeedingly artful mind, he
B carly wade up hiz nind Lo give the
authoritios as little trouble as possible,
Lheveby auiekly vcarning wany marks for
eood beliaviour and the various small
but greathy-appreeiated priviloges given
by way of reward,

Bk though e was outwardy so well
behaved, Gerald Arthur Bristow was in-
wirdy seothing. Ilis cunning mind had

copserl  to work, feverishly, on
sopne plan of ultimate escape over
thie lay when he had been o
The MacssT LiBRAny.-
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and had roceived a heavy bup well
merited sentence, .

And now, two years afterwards, his
long-debated plans seomed actually to
be on the eve of fruition.

His good behaviour had carned for
him, as for other similarly-behaved con-
viets, a measure of relief in the matter
of supervision; and this relief he had
put to the best possible use by chuniming
up with a fellow-prisoner, with whomn he
had worked side by side for the past six
months. .

They were as unlike as it was possible
for two human beings to be, for
Bristow's new-found pal, a sneak thief
named Samuel 1ledger, was short and
stockily-built, coarso as to feature,
shifty-eyed,' and as crudely artful as a
vanload of monkeys. .

Hedger's sentence was mow drawing
to a close, and within the next few days
he was to be given his release. Bristow
had learned of this, and had seen in it
the first plimmerings of his idea for
ultimate escape.

Always a keen and shrewd student of
human nature, Bristow recognised in his
fellow-conviet & man who might well be
moulded to serve a very useful purpose.

This being so, the crafty ex-cracksman
had taken Hedger, by degreées, to some
extent into his confidence, and between
them a plan of escape for Arthur the
Dude had been discussed and finally
decided upon.

It had been a long job, of course, for
their opportunities %or intercourse were
few and far between, and ono had te be
so confoundedly careful, even as a
“good behaviour” man, in such a
strictly governed prison as Stonemoor.

But at length it had all been
arranged.

Hedger, the sneak-thief, was to get
busy as soon as he was released, t-a.kinF
full advantage of the heavy fogs which
were, about this time, all too frequent
on the bleak moorland where Stonemoor
Prison was situated.

And after the escape had been carvied
out successfully, Bristow, by way of re-
ward, was to go halves with Hedger in
a little matter concerning a Golden
Pyramid, a journey to far-off South
Africa, and the obtaining of a vast
accumulation of hidden wealth, right-
fully belonging to Bristow's uncle, Sir
Merton Carr.

It was an ambitious, a daring scheme,
But Bristow was used to handling dar-
ing stunts, and was [ull of self-
confidence, provided that Hedger carried
out his side of the contract, the details
of which had been discussed again and
again to ensure that nothing had been
overlooked.

Their plan, in itself, was surprisingly
simple.

Bristow and Hedger had both been
enguged, during the past few weeks,
with a group of other convicts, in re-
pairing a road-bridge on the moors,
some three miles distant from the prison,

Thanks to his general good conduct,
Bristow had been left rather more than
was usual to himself. The warders Had
grown to trust him and had in conse-
quence relaxed something of their cus-
tomary vigilance.

Bristow, anxious only to proteet his
own interests when the time planned for
the eseape should come, had made a
special point of justifying the warders
trust by the most serupulous obedience
to orders, and by an apparently com-
plete indifference te more than one
opportunity—unforeseen by the warders
—of making o dash for freedom.

It was now the time of the year when
heavy fogs descended, often without
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the &lightest warning, upon the sur-
rounding countryside. The arrangement
between Bristow and Hedger depended
on such an_occurrence, it being under-
stood between them that on the very
first occasion of a heavy fog, after
Hedger's release, the attempt at the get-
away was to be made,

Hedger was to be there, in hiding, to
give a pre-arranged signal and to have
a recing car in readiness, together with
a supply of clothing and food, for
Bristow.

Both lledger and Bristow knew the
surrounding moorland as well as they
knew the palms of their own hands, and
they reckoned, with sundry other details
of their scheme duly provided for, to
make a elean get-away,

Afterwards, Bristow intended unearth-
ing certain loot—proceeds of old bur-

laries, the whereabouts of which were
:znown only to him—which would be
realised upon ot the hands of a “fence,”
or receiver of stolen property; and with
the hard cash obtained in this way, both
Bristow and Hedger would proceed as
quickly as possible to South Afriea, on
the trail of the treasure of the Golden
Pyramid.

In due course the day of Hodger's ro-
lease dawned.

Only the previous night, the sneak-

thief had contrived to convey to
Bristow a renewed assurance- of his
fidelity to their plot; which made

Hedger's action, on leaving Stonemoor
Prison on this bleak, winter's morning,
the more puzzling.

As the great iron gates clanged behind
him, leaving him free to go where he
pleased, Mr. Hedger turned and hurried
down the hill on which Stonemoor was
perched,

Reaching the foot, he paused and
glanced back, his bead-like eyes glitter-
ing with a curiously cunning light, his
thick lips parted in an evil grin, reveal-
ing a double row of broken, yellow
teeth.

“You're very clever, Mr. Gerald
Dristow,” he muttered, as he gazed rTo-
fleetively at the massive stone walls of
the prison. “DBut for once your clever-
ness has overstepped itself! You litile
knew that T was already acquainted with
all the details of the Golden Pyramid
case—that I .had actually seen and
spoken to your urcle, Sir Merton Carr,
while he was in England! Fifty-ffty,
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indeed! Not while Samuel Hedger can
collar the whele blinkin' lot I

And  with a low, deep-throated
chuckle, he hurried onwards, leaving
Stonemoor and Gerald Bristow behind,
forgetting them both almost as soon as
they had passed from his sight.

“Tt'll be many years before Arthur
the Dude gets his ticket from Stone-
moor,” Hedger thought, as he hastened
away, “and by that time it'll be far too
late for him to have 8o much as a finger
in Bir Merton's little pie! 'Cos why?
'Cos yours truly will have got there
long, long before!”

Back in Stonemoor. Prisen the days
dragged on, merging into wecks ani
months. The heavy fogs came and
went, and still there was no sign of
Hedger, though Arthur the Dude be-
came more and more alert as time wenf

on.

Mystified at first, never for a moment
doubting Hedger's intentions—for was
not the reward well worthy of his
trouble 7—Bristow had possessed his soul
in patience, hoping for the best, never
quite believing thal! anything could pos-
sibly go wroug with their plan.

Until at last, he had been forced to
accept the omly possible solution of the
mystery.

edger had gone back on his word.
Hedger had double-crossed him !

Perhaps even at this moment Hedger
was on his way to Bouth Africa, to work
this little stunt on his own account.

The mere thought of it set Bristow’s
brain afire with rage and bitterness, and
gave birth to the most daring decision
he had ever made.

He would escape from Stonemoor on
his own account!

Hedger had let him down, but he
would not let Hedger's traitorous be-
haviour stand in his way. His resource-
fulness would be more than equal to the
dingy cunning of that backsliding water-
rat !

Bristow's brain began to work at
feverish epeed, and in due course his new
plans had been made. They were put
into oxecution even sooner than he had
hoped.

The work on the road-bridge was still
going on, having been to some extent
delayed owing to a period of heavy
rains. And the fogs were still hanging
about, thowgh the period of the year was
that which was steadily npptmc}?‘ing Jate
winter.

Then one dayv, in the late nfternoon,
the heavy blanket of yellow-grey mist
descended upon the moors almost with-
out any warning at all, abruptly cutting
off the last vestige of already fast-
waning light and turning the surround-
ing countryside into an abysmal pit of
darkness.

On the instant, Bristow saw his chance
and took it.

His continual good behaviour had
earned for him a gradually increasing
trust on the part of the warders, who
had left him more and more “on his
honour,” so that, when this fog
descended, it was not altogether surpriss
ing that Bristow was working on an
isolated patch, separated even from the
other prisoners by several yards. Tho
two warders in charge of the party were
still farther awavy,

S0 swiftly did Bristow act, and so
cleverly did he engineer the mode of his
escipe, that fully two hours had passed
ere his absence was discovered.

Then the cry went up, and the
guns boomed sonorously over the
fogbound moorland. Parties of eager,
anxious warders, armed with Haring
torches and guns, scoured the ground for

rison
leak,
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PRICE
TWOPENGCE.

Jack Drake was hurrying through the crowded network of sireets adjacent to the Town Hall, when he was suddenly pulled
up by the cluteh of a man’s hand on his arm. He turned to gaze into a curlously haggard, bearded face, (See page 24.)

miles in o great, ever-widening human
fan, but all to no purpose.

Arthur the Dude had tricked them all
too successfully this time!

And some weeks later, Gerald Arthur
Bristow, unrecognisable in a thick
brown beard, naturally grown, a suit of
blue dungarees, and tanned and tattooed
arms, signed on as a member of the crew
of the s.s. Bluebird, outward bound with
a mixed cargo to African waters.

He had been very busy indeed in the
interim—busy collecting news regarding
his treacherous prison pal, Samuel
Hedger, busy realising on hidden loot,
and still more busy eluding the ever-
vigilant eyes of the police.

It had been a long and heartbreaking
job, a job calculated to break the nerve
of any man less courageous than Arthur
the Dude. But to Bristow it had been
well worth the trouble.

The hue and ery raised on the oced-
sion of his escape from Stonemoor had
set the whole country agog with excite.
ment,

But it had died down now, and though
the police were still actively alert, the
newspapers had practieally dropped re-
ferring to the matter, and the public
had turned their attention to other and
more interesting sensations, for all of
which the soul of Gerald Arthur Bristow
rejaiced.

“ And now for South Afriea,” he nmt-
terad between clenched teeth, as the
dirty-looking tramp steamer churnoed ils
way through the maze of shipping in
the Thames, outward bound, ° South
Africa, the treasure of the (Golden
Pyramid, and—8amuel Hedger !”

His eyes snapped dangerously as the
name of his erstwhile accomplice passed
his grimly-set lips.

And it was aa well for Samuel Hedger
that he was blissfully unaware of what

was at that moment passing through the
crafty mind of Arthur the Dude; other-
wise there might have been little further
peace of mind for the sneak-thief, for
whom Bristow had solemnly promised
himself the satisfaction of ‘& very com-
plete reckoning,

Bristow Calls on Ferrers Locke !
F ERRERS LOCKE, the world-

famous London detective, laid

aside the large and bulky time-

table of the South African Rail-
ways and turned with a smile to Jack
Drake, his young assistant, who was
busy fastening up the last of a pile of
trunks and snit-cases,

"“When you've fAinished that little lot,
Jack,” said the detective, “you might
cent along to the cable office and send
this message to London for me.”

Jack Drake slipped the last strap into
place and drew himself ereect, mopping
his perspiring face with his handker-
chief.

“Right-ho, guv'nor!” he returned.
*“ And mighty glad T'll be to see a sight
of dear, dirty old London again. The
heat of this country is about as much
as I can stand. I'm steadily melting
away [

Ferrers Locks emiled sympathetically.

“Yeos, South Africa is a pretty hot
eountry, in niore senses than one,” he
agreed, “and I reckon Johannesburg
takes some beating, too! I'm not so
sure about being glad to get home,
though. Our visit here has been a brief
and busy one, and hasn't really given
me a chance to look around. There’s a
sort of fascination, a lure, about the
vast, open spaces of the veldt, and espe-
clally about the Gelden City with its
roaring mines, which gets one! Pérson-
ally, I'd have liked to be able to stay a
bit longer !

Ferrers Tocke spoke with genuine
regret. He and his assistant had only
been in South Africa a matter of six
weeks, engaged upon a mysterious case
which they had now brought to a suc-
cessful conclusion,

Most of their time had been spent in
and around Johannesburg—the Golden
City, as it is often called, owing to its
being the centre of the Witwatersrand
gold-mining' industry—and Locke had,
83 he said, found little time to spare in
which to make himself better acquainted
with the country,

And now, their work concluded, the
were on the eve of returning to England,
whére other and even more important
cases awaited them—indeed. Locke had
been positively pestered with cables for
the past week or so, proving that, during
his absence, work had -been steadily
accumulating at Baker Street,

“Pity we haven't had a chance to call
on 8ir Merton Carr, guv'nor,” said Jack
Drake suddenly, as he took the cable
form from tho detective and prepared to
hasten out of the hotel, 1 hear he’s
been away in Natal for some months,
but that he returned to Jo'burg only the
other day.”

Ferrers Locke nodded thoughtfully.

“We could probably have squeczed in
an hour or two to look him up had he
been in Johannesburg a fortuight ago,”

“he said, “but as it is, I'm afraid there's

nothing doing. Our train leaves Park
Station for Cape Town at six-thirty to-
night, and I've got a big consultation
on with Inspector Pyecroft and the local
police this afternoon, so I'm pretty full
up. I might manage to telephone to Sir
Merton, though.”

Jack Drake nodded, snd a moment
later had left the hotel and was hurrying

Tae Masser Lisrary.—No. 910.
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along the sun-baked streets of Johannes-
burg towards the cable office.

The time was abont midday, and the
sun hung overhead like a flaming ball,
creating a shimmering haze in the air,
nnd making even the lightest of cloth-
ing scom héavy and uncomfortable.

More than once Jack Drake mopped
the perspiration from his face as he
mace his way along the crowded streets.

Then, having despatched the cable, he
turned suddcnﬁ-‘ into a near-by cafe and
promptly ordered an iced drinmk, after
which he resumed his journey back to
the hotel, where he and Locke, together
with Inspector Pyecroft, were shortly
due to partake of luncheon.

Inspector Pyecroft had not accom-
panied Locke to South Africa from
London, hut had followed the detective
to Johanuesburg some two weeks after-
wards, the Scotland Yard man's presence
being required at a certain stage of
Locke's investigations.

Jack Drake was hurrying through the
erowded network of streets adjacent ta
the town hall, when he was suddenly
pulled up by the clutch of a man’s hand
on his arm.

He turned to gaze into & curiously
haggard, bearded face,

The man who had so abruptly stopped
him secmed to be about forty years of
age, with slightly grizzled hair and a

air of steel-blue eyes which roved rest-
casly sround him, seemingly incapable
of looking steadily from beneath their
bushy eyebrows.

In ona swift glance Jack saw that the
man was utterly vnkemnpt in appearance
-f—:\i!most as down-at-heel as a tramp, in
act.

Ho scemed, too, to be consumed with
a sort of nervous fear, and dragged
Jack, ere he could raise any sort of
objection, into a mnarrow and all but
deserted side street.

“Your—your name's Drake, isn't it?”
said the bearded ian, in a hoarse
whisper.

“Why, yes!” gasped Jack, mystified.
“But what 4

“You're the assistant fto
Locke, the London detective ?”

“That's right,” returned the bo,
tective, “DBut I'm afraid I don’t
you—"

“Then you don’t recognise me?”

Jack stared scarchingly at him. Now
he came to think of it, there was some-
thing vaguely familiar about the fellow,
but try as he would, he could not guite
place it.

He shook his head again.

“I'm afraid I don't,” he admitted.
“But what do you want with me, any-
way, and how did you know that I—that
Mr. Locke—wvas here in Johannesburg?”

“1 didn't know it until this morning,”
answered the other, “Then I saw a
notice in the newspaper about Mr.
Ferrers Locke being on the eve of his
departure for England after concluding
a case on which he and Inspector Pye-
croft had been engaged—"

“That's right enough,” agreed Jack,
still puzzled, “But——"

“Half a minute,” ent in the other.
“When T saw that notice I was half in-
clined to find Mr. Lacke myself, hut
somehow I couldn't bring mysell to—
to—— Well, anyway,” he added hastily,
“I want you to take me to him now,

Ferrers

de-
now
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Abel, Abercorn, Abraham, Adams, Attkin,

Akroyd, Allen, Allsop, Anderson, Andrews,
Antliff, Appleton, Arbuthunt, Armitage,
Armour, Armstrong, Aroold, Ash, Ashley,
Ashton, Astill, Atfleld, Attewell, Awdry,
Ayling.

Bacon, Bagshaw, Bailey, Baines, Bairstow,

Buker, Baoks, Bannister, Barber, Buarclay,
Bardsley, Barker, Barlow, Burnes, Barratt,
Bastow, Hates, Bather, Bayes, Deun, Beet,
Bell, Iennett, Bestwick, Bigwood, Birch,
Bird, Bishop, Blackburn, Biades, Iland,
Liligh, Bloodworth, Board, Boardman, Bolton,

Boot, Borradaile, Bourne, Bousfleld, Dowden, |

Bowley, Hox, Boyes, Eraddell, Brand,
Braund, Bray, Bridges, Pright, Bristowe,
Broadbridge, Brocke, Brouglifon, Brownlee,
Bryan, Bryant, Buckle, Bull, Bullock, Burn,
Burrell, Burrows, Bush, DButcher, Butler,
Butterworth.

Cadman, Cadwalader, Caldwell, Campbell,
Carless, Cuarpenter, Carr, Carroll, Carter,
Carver, Castle, CatteraH, Cave, Chapman,
Cherry, Clay, Cole, Colemaun, Collier, Collins,
Constable, Conwny, Copk, Cooper, Corder,
Coverdale, Cox, Craven, Crawford, Crossland,
Crow, Curtis.

Dakin, Dale, Dark, Davies, Dawson, Day,
Decie, Denton, Diamond, Diver, Dixon,
Daolphin, Douglas, Drake, Draper, Duck,
Trunn, Durston.

Barle, Edwards, Emery, Evows,s Ewhank.

Farmer, Fuulkner, ¥entherstone, Fonder,
Tield, Fieldor, Fisher, Fleteher, Flint,
Flowers, Ford, TFoster, Fothergill, Fox,

Freeman, Fry.

Gale, Garrett, Gatehouse, Qeary, Gibson,
Gilbert, Gilllgan, Goodman, Gore, Grace,
Greenwood, Gregory, Gregeon, Grimshaw,
Grundy, Gull, Guin,

Hake, Hall, Hallows, Hammond, Haneock,
Hand, Hardcastle, Hardman, Hardstaft,
Hardy, Hare, Hargreaves, Harper, Harthop!,
Hartley, Hay, Hayward, Haywood, Head,
Hearne, Hendren, Hendry, Heseltine, Hewitt,
Hill, Hill-Wood, Hirst, Hitch, Honre, Hobbs,

, Hogg, Holland, HRollingaworth, HoHins,
Holmes, Howell, Hubble, Huddleston, Hum-
phrey, Hunter, Hurst,
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Lllingworth, Inglis, Ingram, Ireland, Ire-
monger,

Jackson, Jardine, Jarvls, Jeacocke, Jeeves,
Jephson, Jervis, Jessop, Jewell, Jones, Jupp.

Kave, Xelly, INennedy, Kenrick, Kerr,
Kettle, Kiluer, King, Knight, Knott, Kuoox.

Lacey, Lamb, Lane, Leach, Leaf, Lee,
Levesou-Gower, Lewls, Lilley, Lillywhite,
Lindsay, Lines, Lipscombe, Lock, Lockwood,
Lord, Lorrimer, Louden, Lowe, Lucas, Lupton,
Lyon, Lyttelton. .

Macaulpy, MaeBryan, MacDonald, Mae-
Laren, Mailey, Makepence, Mann, Marriott,
Marsden, arshall, Matthews, Mecleath,
Mead, DMiddleton, Miles, Miller, Mills,
Mitchell, Moon, Mordaunt, Mundy, Murdoch,
Murreli.

Nupier, Nawaoagar,
Noble, Norton, Nourse.

Outes, O'lrien, Oldfield, Oldrayd.

Puge, Palairet, Palmer, Parker, Parkin,
Partridge, Puatterson, Payne, Payton, Peach,
Pease, Tecle, Pegler, Pellew, Penn, Penny,
Pickering, Pigg, Pilch, Plonk, Pollitt, Porter,
Totter, Powell, Price, Pritchett.

Quaife.

Ranjitsinhji, Raypor, Reed, Relf, Rhodes,
Richardson, Richmond, Riley, Robson, Rock,
Rogers, Rtoper, Knse, Rowe, lowley, Royston,
Rush, Russell, Ryder,

Sachs, Sadler, Sanderson, Raunders, Scobell,
Seott, Sedgwick, Sewell, Seymour, Sharp,
Shaw, Bhepherd, Sherwell, 5hine, Blater,
Spalding, Speak, Spofforth, Spooner, Btaples,
Staunton, Steel, Stoddart, BStone, TET,
2tork, Streatfield, Street, Btrong, Strudwick,
Studd, Bugg, Susskind, Butcliffe,

Tarrant, Tate, Taylor, Tennysom, Thorp,
Thresher, Thwaltés Tomkinson,  Tower,
Townsend, Trollope, Kl?m’oter, Trumble, Tubb,
Tufton, Turnbull, Tyldesley.

TUnderwood, Upton,

Vallance, Vanpe, Veitch, Verulam, Vibart,
Vine, Vizard.

Waddington, Wadsworths Walden, Walker,
Walker, Watl, Waller, Wallington, Ward,
Warner, Waters, Watson, Wanuachope, Webh,

Needham, Newman,

Wells, Wetherall, Whale, White, Whittaker, I

Whysall, Wilson, Winslow, Winter, Wood,
Woodbridge, Woolley, Woostan, Wright.
;’nlr?ll.ey. Yates, Yonge, Young,
auale

I want to see

»

right away, understand?
him urgently, before he sails

“But—but who on earth—" began
Jack again,

“Never mind about who I am,” in-
sisted the bearded man impatiently.
“Just take me along to Mr. Locke now.
You're going there, to his hotel, arven't
you? Well, let me come with you, Oh,
it's all right! Yl follow behind—I
\n_-gn't disgrace you by walking by your
side—"

Jack Drake surveyed the man intently
for a moment., Then he nodded his
head.

“All right,” he said. “You can come
along with me, but, of course, I can't
guarantee that Br. Locke will see you.”

“He will when he knows who I am,"”
said the other, with a curious, twisted
smile. ““But you go on, young 'un—I'll
follow 1"

“Rot ! snapped Jack, who hated any-
thing even remotely suggestive of snob-
bery., '“You ean walk along beside me,
can’'t you?”

The man shot him a look and then,
after a moment's hesitation, fell into
step beside him,

Out of the corner of his eye Jack
watched lim, The man, for all his
down-at-heel appearance, seemed to be
educated, to possess some semblance of
good breeding.

Jack Drake did not take to him, but
he could not fail to recognise the note of
culture in the man's woice, hoarse
though it was, and the easy, swinging
grace of his walk as he strode along
beside him.

Yresently Jack was about to turn into
the traffic-congested thoroughfare known
a3 Commissioner Street, when his
strange companion again touched his
arm, drawing him back.

“Mind if we koep to the side streets?”
he nsked in a low tone; and again Jack
thought he detected that half-fearful,
hunted look in the fellow's eyes.

“YWhat's the matter?” he asked
abruptly. “Afraid of being seen?”

The man nodded and smiled again.

“T1 am rather,” he retorted. " Besides,
these local police-constables have a way
of locking one up and down—dashed
uncomfortable, you know !”

Jack smiled in spite of himself. The
cool cynicism of the fellow was intrigu-
infi to say the least of it. i

owever, he silently acceded to his
compenion’s request, and they resumed
their imarch towards the hotel where
Locke was staying.

Contrary to Jack's first expectations,
Ferrers Locke raised no objections to
seeing his strange visitor, and a few
moments later ﬁlﬂ bearded man was
shown into the detective's room.

Locke was alone, save for Jack, Pye-
croft having gone out earlier in the day
and not yet returned,

“'Morning, Mr. Locke!” said the
atrangfar, as he entered. “SBorry fto
trouble ‘you, but—well, this is a most
desperata business—"

Ferrers Locke stared at the man
curiously—searching his Dbearded face
keenly for a moment,

Then he fell back with a gasp of sheer
amazement.

“Good heavens!” he exclaimed.
“Why, you—you're Gerald Bristow "

Complications !
13 G— ERALD BRISTOW!”

As the name was spoken b
Ferrers Locke, it was ecloe
by Jack Drake, who started
forward and peercd, in b{Iank, incredu-
lous amazement, into the face of the
bearded man,
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Surely Locke had made a mistake!

The memory of Bristow’s normal ap-
pearance, his gay, laughing manner, his
immaculate clothes, his glittering eye-
glass, came rushing back to Jack’s mind
now as he stared at this unkempt, down-
at-heel fellow, with his straggling,
ragged beard, his dirty, ragged clothes,
his broken boots and grimy, gnarled
hands,

Even his personality seemed to have
changed, for as he stood now before
Locke, his head was bowed, hiz hands
twitched nervously as they clung to his
greasy tweed cap, his feet shifted un-
easily.

Tho old, audacious breeziness had gone
and in its place had crept up something
suggestive of the hunied animal, the rat

in & trap.

“That's right, Mr, Locke,” said
Bristow at last, “DBut if you don’t
mind, I'd be glad if you'd drop calling
me by that name, It—it's rather well
known, even in this part of the world |”

Again that old mirthless laugh,
strangely out of keeping with the man’s
general appearance.

Locke studied him in complete be-
wilderment.

“But—but what on earth is the mean-
ing of this?” he said at last, “When I
left England, the newspapers had
recently been full of the details of your
escape from Stonemoor. Obviously, you
were never caught——"

“No; I was a bit too clever for them,”
interposed Bristow, with just a touch of
hiz former ag%rcsaivn pride. “I got
clean away, as I swore I would !”

“And found your way to Johannes-

indignantly.

burg,” went on Locke
“And now you have the brazen
effrontery, the consummate audacity, to
call upon me! I suppose you thought,
in your ineffable conceit, that you could
bluff me just as you have bluffed so
many others? But I sssure you you are
mistaken this time! You are an escaped
convict, and you are going to be handed
over to the authorities without an in-
stant’s delay——"

As he spoke, Locke strode deliberately
across the room to where a telephone
stood on a table.

But he had barely covered half the
distance when Bristow streaked after
him, clutching at his arm with feverish,
desperate cagerness.

“Wait & minute, Mr. Locke—wait, for
merey's sake!” he panted, all his cool-
ness gone now, and in his place o fear-
ful, hunted attitude. * This is no bluff,
sir, 1 give you my word! I've come to
you to ask you to—to help me——"

“To help you?”

Locke repeated the words as if he had
not heard aright.,

“Yes, yes, to help me,” said DBristow,
nodding his head energetically. “I'm
in a terrible mess, Mr. Locke—"

“Of course you are!” snapped the de-
tective impatiently. “An escaped con-
viet usually is—"

“No, no, it's not that! Would to
Heaven that was all my trouble ! Would
to Heaven I'd never attempted to make
my escape from Stonemoor! At least
I'd have saved mysclf from this frightful
disasler——"

Locke swung round.

The man's face was haggard and

‘““Sir Merton Carr mur-
deted ! My old friend
killed ! ** For a moment
Ferrers Locke stood there
with closed eyes and
working face. Then
suddenly, impulisively, he
sprang at Bristow and
caught him by the
throat. (See this page.)

lined, his eyea sunken, and full of an un-
speakable dread. In spite of himself,
the colebrated detective was moved to
piLy. :

““What is your trouble?” he asked, in
a more kindly tone.

But he was scarcely prepared for the
answer.

“Mr. Locke!”™ Bristow took a step
nearer, his voice dropping to a whisper.
“The police are looking for me at this
monient—not to re-arrest me ap an
cscaped convict, but te charge me with
another crime—for the murder of my
unecle, Sir Merton Carr!”

Ferrers Locke fell back, his [ace sud-
denly blanching, his eyes becoming filled
with horror, As for Jack Drake, he
stood rooted to the spot, staring in-
credulously at Bristow.

“ What's that you say "’

Locke spoke in a whisper,
calm.

“&ir Merton Carr’s been murdered,”
repeated Bristow. “Killed in cold
blood late last night at his house in
Parktown. And the police are looking
for me——"

“Gir Merton Carr murdered! My old
friend dead—killed !”

For a moment Ferrors Locke stood
there with closed eyes and working face.
The blow was a terrible one to him.

Then suddenly, impulsively, he sprang
at Bristow and caught him by the
throat, foreing him back, shaking him as
a terrier shakes a rat,

“You despicable scoundrel !” he cried,
beside himself with grief and passion.
“You've killed him—killed the one man
in the world who had devoted his life to

deadly
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your interestsl I know how he slaved
for vou, how he strove with all his might
to keep youstraight, how broken-hearted
he was when you were sent to prison,
and now youw've killed him, murdered
him, you rat, you ingrate, you—you—"

Bristow gave a sudden how! of amaze-

ment as Locke sprang forward—a cry’

which was echoed in a different key by
Jack Drake, who had never before seen
his usually so well-controlled employer
in such a white heat of anger.

“I tell you I didn’t do it!” ecried
Bristow, staggering backwards, his arms
sawing the air frantically but e}flessly.
“I tell you I don't know anything at
all about it! I was as much surprised
and—and shocked as you are! If I'd
done it, d'you think I'd come here, to
you of all people, as I have done——"

Locke released him and stood back.

The man’s last words had suddenly im-
pressed him. Apart from their un-
answerable logic, there was something
about tha way in which they were
uttered whieh struck the detective
forcibly, even against his own will.

Bristow, for once in his disgraceful
career, was speaking the truth—or so it
seemed.

“Out with it!” snapped Locke, “Tell
me all you know—here and now !*
Gerald DBristow moistened his lips,

straightened his clothing, and coughed
nervously between his laboured breath-
ing. In the short, sharp tussle with
Locke, the erstwhile Dude had been
thoroughly shaken up, and his head was
still spinning dizzily.

“It's soon told,” he replied, in a low
voire. “1 escaped from Btonemoor, as
vyou've heard. 1 managed—never mind

how—to get across here, to Johannes- g

burg, intending to track down a certain
man—a prison pal who double-crossed
me. 'Then I found myself down and out
—broke to the wide. My uncle, so I'd
heard, . was away in Natal, his house
closed up for the time being—"

“He returned two days ago,” cut in
Locke sharply.

Bristow nodded.

“I didn't know that—till it was too
late,” he replied bitterly. “I believed
he was away, and I laid my plans accord.
ingly.”

“Meaning that you decided, once
again, to rob your uncle?” interposed
the éetcctive, with ill-concealed con-
tempt in his tones.

“I was broke, I tell you—starving !”
retorted Bristow savagely. “I1 had to
do something, and I'd not so far man-
aged fo track down that double-crossing
traitor who—— But that’s neither here
nor there.

“As T was saying, I laid my plans,
believing Sir Merton's house to be un-
occupied.  Last night I broke in by
means of the french windows of his
private study. I intended to help myself
to some food and maybe to a little cash,
not more than was absolutely neccessary,
mind you——"

“Go onl”
temptuously.

“It was well past midnight when T
got in, The room was, of course, in
darkness, just as the rest of the house
was. Then—then I stumbled over some-
thing on the Hoor. I had an electric
torch, and T flashed it before me, and—
and then—"

urged Locke con-

He broke off and dropped his face in
his hands,

Locke waited in stony silence, and pre-
sently the man continued, though his
voice was now shaky and uncertain.

“He—he was lying there—my—my
uncle—with—with a wound in his back,
and the—— Oh, my Heaven, it was too
horrible ! ‘

“And—and even as I saw him he
called out—he was not dead, you see, but
I could see he had only got a few min-
utes left. He—he cafled out, as he
caught sight of me. I—I thought that
with this beard and these clothes, I was
sufficiently disguised; but—but somehow
I must have heen wrong.

" Anyway, Bir Merton recognised me,
for even as I looked at him he opened
his eyes and called out, saying: ' You—
you've killed me, you scoundrel, but I
know you, Gerald——'

“And I swear I know nothing about
it! T swear I had no hand at all in hia
murder !

“What did you do next?” asked
Locke, after a brief, tensze silence.

“Me? I just—just cleared out”
answergd DBristow, “1 just ran like
lightning, putting as big a distance as
possible between myself and—and the
scene of the crime——"

“ Without stealing anything 7”

“ Absolutely " came the answer. “I

was too scared. I just cleared, I tell
'Du__'u

“Youn said just now that the police
were after you for the murder,” said
Locke suddenly. “How do you
know——"

1 don't know,” returned DBristow,
“but I can guess, can't I? My uncle
(Continued on the next page.)
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AGNETITES will be feeling
pleased with themselves this
week, for the first Two Free
Gifts are in their hands, and
the glorious prespect of more to come
must bring a sparkle to their eyes.
Aren't they simply top-hole, these cut-
out photos? Of course, you are all say-
ing “Rather!” Nothing like thom has
ever been presented to Maaner readers
before. Nothing so good in the way of
“insets ” has ever been placed before
the reading public. I'm certain that
all my loyal chums are determined to
collect the complete set of photos.
That’s the spirit! But take a tip from
me; order your copy of the MagNET
regularly—it saves disappointment, Now
for a few hints on how to handle these
cut-out photos.
WHAT YOU HAVE TO DO.
. First, cut along the white line divid-
ing the bases of the two figures with a
pair of sharp scissors. Then bend the
ends of the green bases where it says
“Fold Here.” It will at once be ob-
gerved that a natural base is given to
the photo, enabling it to stand upright
in a realistic manner, the cut-out outline
giving a wonderfully lifelike effect,
That's simple enough, isn’t it, boys?
I expect some of you have already per-
formed this little task, and given tg}:se
superb action photos a place—a specisl
place—of prominence in your den.

Splendid! Think what an imposin
array of world-famed cricketers you wi
be able to show to your friends when
you have collected the set. But dop't
spoil it, boys. Do yourself a good turn
now. Make certain of bagging Parkin,
the demon bLowler of Lancashire, and
“Pat”  Hendren, the Middlesex
boundary hitter—

NEXT WEEK'’S FREE GIFTS—

by ordering 2 copy of the MAGNET to-
dey. It's sound advice, and you are
used to that from me. Jump along to
your newsagent's now !

THAT COMPETITION !
What do you think of it?
deliciously easy? Rather! And you're
all entering it. Bravo! Think of the
haundsome prizes. Don’t they make your
mouths water? Ten shillings o week
for a year, Five shillings a week for &
year—forty ripping prizes. Gee! Makes
me wish I were & boy egain! Now,
look here, chums, those prizes have got
to be won. I want you to swell the
entry list of this competition into record
figures just to show the rest of the world
that there’s no more appreciative
reader than the Magnetite on the face
of the globe, also that when he sees a
good thing he goes for it, Pile in, and
clear up those prizes. 'Nuff sajid!

Isn’t it

“BUNTER OF BUNTER COURT!*

by Frank Richards,

This coming story of Harry Wharton
& Co., of Greyfriars, is a real corker.
Billy Bunter  excels himself, which is
another way of paying a tribute to Mr.
Richards, for this world-famous author

created the one and only W. G, D.
Deon't miss this yarn, boys!

“THE VELDT TRAIL!”

Instalment two of this topping
mystery serial will beat its predecessor.
Ferrers Locke has bumped into as
strange and intricate a case as it has
been his lot to unravel since he started
in the crime detection business. Look
cml:,k ‘thEn, for instalment two—next
weekx .

“SEASIDE.”

Always a favourite word amongst
young and old, for it conjures up a
vision of the boundless sea, the blazing
sun, and—holidays| Harry Wharton &
Co. have wired in with a special supple-
ment, using the seaside as their central
theme.  You'll enjoy this special
feature. Watch out for it.

“PARKIN AND HENDREN.”

In next week’s Maoner will be
found short, pithy articles dealing
with the record of each of these

famous cricketers.  You'll find them
well worth reading, especially as you
will have the cut-out action photos of
these two giants of the bat and ball
at your elbow, as it were. Get ready to
receive them, boys. Au revoir till next
Monday,

Your €ditor.
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cried out as he saw me, openly accused
me, and I'll swear his voice must have
been heard elsewhere in the house, it—it
seemed so loud——"

Ferrers Locke paced the room for
gome moments in silence.

The news was a tremendous shock to
him, and it took him some moments
to get the right perspective,

According to Bristow, he had broken
into Sir Merton’s Johannesburg house
in the small hours of this morning. That
would explain why Locke had not so far
heard of the crime—why ncbody, in
fact, save perhaps the local police them-
selves had heard of it.

Doubtless by now the whole story was
in the hands of the newspaper reporters,
and would make its appearance, in great
“scare ™ headlines in the late afterncon
editions of the “Btar ” and the " Even-
in%s Chronicle.”

ut in the meantime everyone in
Johannesburg, save those immediately
concerned, remained in blissful ignorance
of the terrible tragedy which had
occurred in their midst.

Buddenly Locke halted before the
bearded, dejected figure of Bristow.
The detective, as was sometimes his way,
had made up his mind in & flash as to
his whole p[gn of action,

“Look here, Bristow,” he said quietly,
“1 don'}, of course, know whether I can
believe your story or not—as yet. But
I'm going to look into it, and while I'm
doing so, you will remain here, under-
stand? Here, in my room, till I re-
turn.

“Meanwhile, I am going, with my
assistant, Jack Drake, to Sir Merton’s
home, to investigate things on my own
account. When % return we'll see what’s
to be done about, you !”

Bristow nodded.

“T'll stay here, Mr. Locke,” he said
submissively enough. “I only want you
to help me, to prove that I'm innocent
of this crime. I'm quite willing to go
back to Stonemoor on my old sentence if
only I can be cleared of the murder of
8ir Merton.”

Locke nodded, but did not answer, and
next moment he and Jack had left the
room and were hurrying downstairs,

“D'you think he’ll keep his word and
wait till we return, guv'ner?” asked
Jack Drake.

“T think so,” replied Locke, with a
grim smile. " He's got too much to lose
by playing any game of bluff with me,
and he knows it. Hallo! Here's Pye-
eroft, and by the look of him he's heard
all about poor Sir Merton !”

As they were crossing the lounge hall
of the hotel, Inspector Pyecroft suddenly
appearad, his face agog with excitement.
With him was another man, whom
Locke quickly recognised as Bupt. Vane,
of the Johannesburg Police.

“ ¥Yes, I've just heard about it myself,”
said Locke, as Pyecroft began, in excited
tones, to tell him of the tragedy. “ No,
never mind where or how % picked up
the news—I'll explain all that later.
Meantime, we'll hurry along to Sir Mer-
ton's house and have a look round, and
parhalps Vane, here, will be good enough
to tell me the facts, such as he may
know them, as we go along!”

They =ll ste‘pgad inta a waiting car
and were soon being driven at a good
epeed away from the centre of the ecity
and out into the beautiful, hillside
suburb of Parktown, where Sir Merton’s
house was situated.

En route, Locke listened intently to
Supt. Vane's remarks, but gathered very
little from them.

“As n matter of fact, we've only just
heard about it ourselves, Mr. Locke,” he
said almost apologetically, “You see,
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from what we can gather, Sir Merton
had only returned from Natal two days
ago, and had not had time to get settled

down, having given all his staff -a
month’s holiday and himself returned
unexpectedly. e spent the first night,

so we learn, at the Carlton Hotel, going
out to his house the next—yesterday—
morning, taking with him only his valet,
a man named Griggs, and his secretary,
Mr. Stephen Jarrad.

“ According to our information, con-
veyed by phone from the local police-
station, the valet was the first to make
the discovery of the crime when he
entered the hibrary at lunch-time to-day.
He had previously been instructed by
Sir Merton, so he says, not to interrupt
his master until lunch was ready——"

They arrived at the Ivy Lodge, as 8ir
Merton's house was called, and Lacke
immediately made his way to the scene
of the tragedy.

His face paled slightly as he caught
sight of the Euddled figure of Sir Merton
which still lay where it had fallen.

The detective crosged to it, and stood
locking down into the still, set face for
some moments, almost overcome with
emotion.

Then he turned away and spoke a few
terse words to the doctor, who had just
concluded his examination.

“Knife wound, Mr. Locke,” said the
medico, in answer to Locke’s inquiry.

“He must have been stabbed from be-
hind. Death would be almost, but not
quite, instantaneous. No, sir, )
weapon is not to be found anywhere.”

Locke nodded, and with 3 word of
thanks, turned away. i

His glance roved round the room, his
keen eyes taking in every detail of the
place, storing it away in his memory for
future reference.

A safe stood in the corner, its door
open, and the contents of the safe
scattered in confusion about the floor.

Locke’s eyes glittered as he gazed on
this, and next moment he had dropped
on to one knee and was busy inspecting
the chaos of papers, deed boxes, loose
bank-notes and coins which lay scattered
about on every hand.

In the midst of these was what looked
like an old and much-battered biscuit-
tin—a strange article to be found in such
surroundings.

Locke picked this up gingerly and
examined it all round before finally
lifting the lid which had somehow got
badly jammed, and required the leverage
of a penknife ere it would give way.

Then he tipped the tin up, and thers
fell out the most weird assortment of
articles he had ever seen.

(What bearing will this peculiar
“find " have upon the case! Next
week's magnificent instalment will en-
lighten you. Mind you read it!)
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BILLY BUNTER'S BRAIN-WAVE !

(Continued from page 20.)

‘The fellow's speaking,” said Johnny
Bull. “Listen, you chaps! Hallo! Is
that Mr. Walsingham ?”

“Mr. Walsingham spesaking”
answered a fruity voice.

“Butler at Bunter Court?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Great pip!”

Johnny Bull, in a dazed frame of
mind, passed the receiver to Billy
Bunter. The Owl of the Remove
bestowed a triumphdnt grin on the
astonished juniors, and clasped the re-
ceiver to a fat ear.
“Walsingham !
ins.}?
“Yes, sir! I am at your orders, sir!”
came the butler's reply, audible to the
juniors crowding round the receiver.

“] have given you my instructions,
Walsingham, with regard to the car
coming here for me and my friends:”

“Yes, sir. 1 have made a note of it.”

“You will send the largest Rolls-
Royce.”

“Very good, sir!”

“Don’t let the car ba late, Walsing-
ham. And you will see that a good
Junch.is ready for us when we arrive.”

“ Certrinly, sir "

“You have a perfectly free hand in
the matter of expense, Walsingham,
Only see that I have everything of the
best, and plenty of it.”

“Rely upon me, Mr. Bunter.”

*T'm brmﬁing five fellows with me.

i

Mr. Bunter speak-

1f T add to the party I'll let you know.
In the meantime, have five rooms
ready.”

“Yes, sir!”

“That's all, Walsingham.”

“Very good, sir! As you know, 1
am always at your orders, sir, and it is
a p,l’car.ura io carry out your commands,
" Right 17

Rilly Bunter rang off. Tle jammed
the receiver back on the hooks, and
blinked at the Famous Five through his

big spectacles. ~Utter wonder was
written in their faces. The Owl of the
Remove, for once, had completely taken
the wind out of their sails. Ik was
borne in upon their dazed minds that
there really was such & place as Bunter
Court, that there really existed a Bunter
butler with the imposing name of
Walsingham, and that knowledge was
too unexpected and startling to be
absorbed all at once.

They could only stare -at. Bunter
blankly. The Owl’s fat lip curled with
lofty disdain.

“Well, what do you think now?" he
asked.

“ Blessed if I know what to think!™
ejaculated Johnny Bull, “I—I—I sup-
pose it's some kind of spoof.”

Harry Wharton rubbed his nose,

“He's got me beat !” he said.

“The beatfulness is terrific.”

“Hold on a minute,” said Johnny
Bull grimly. He picked up the re-
ceiver again and rang up the exchange.
Billy Bunter watched him rather un-
easily.

“Fxcuse me,” said Johnny Bull to the
exchange, “ean you tell me the address
of Combermere 1-01”

“Combermere Lodge,”
answer at once,

Johnny Bull put up the receiver
again.

“The place was called Combermere
Lodge before my father bought it,” said
Bunter casually. “We changed the
name to Bunter Court.”

Johnny Bull made no answer. He
was too perplexed, Unless Combermere
Lodge now belonged to the Bunters, it
was inexplicable how Bunter was able
to ring up the place and give instruc-
tions fo anyone there. Quite puzzled,
the Famous Five left the Head’s study
with Bunter.

] think you fellows owe me an
apology !” said the Owl of the Remove.
“Vou've douhted my word. You
practically’made out that I was asking
you to a place that didn't exist. Lots
of fellows wonld turn you down for it.

came the

But I won't. You’re coming home with
me for the hols, It’s all right. The
Rolls-Royce will be here on time.”

And Bunter rolled away, with his
fut little nose in the air, elated with his
triumph.

Harry Wharton & Co. loeked at one

another., For some moments there was
silence.
“Well, this beats it!” said Bob

Cherry at last, ‘“This beats the band !

“It do—it does!”

«I1—J say—" said Nugent dubiously.
“Tt looks as if there renﬁy is a Bunter
Court after all, and in that case we've
ﬁxc'{‘i it with Bunter, We're bound to

1] Oh !ll

Harry Wharton nodded slowly.

“Can't chuck it now,” he agreed. “If
this is straight—and it looks it—we can’t
turn Bunter down. We're bound to go
with him for the vac. We were pulling
Bunter's leg, but it looks to me now as
if we were pulling our own all the time.
We're booked with Bunter.”

“Put—but is it straight?”
Johnny Bull.

“Looks like it."”

And when Harry Wharton & Co. told
other fellows in the Remove of that
talk on the telephane, the other fellows
admitted that it looked like it. Even
Peter Todd confessed that it looked
like it.

That evening William George Bunter
was the eynosure of all eyes in the Rag.
And the fat junior spread himself amaz-
ingly and swanked to his heart’s content
— &8 became the lord and master of that
magnificent domain, E1mtar Court.

THE END.

(What's going to happen now, boys ¥
Will Billy Bunier be able to keep up
this amazing fraud, or will he get {t
where the chicken got the chopper - in
the neck ? Next week's grond story -
 BUNTER OF BUNTER COURT!"
—aoill tell you. Don’t miss it on any
acrount )
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