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BILLY BUNTER TAKES THINGS EASY AT BUNTER COURT!

(With servants all vound lhim ready to satisfy his cvevy whim and funey, Billy Bunter thoroughly cnjoys himself.
Read the magnificent Greyfriavs story - inside.)
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RESULT OF ** MAGNET " ** WHAT IS IT ?"* COMPETITION N* 1 ON PAGE 9!

AND 40's

ECIAL PRI

SEE THE LIST OF PRIZES ON PAGE 20.

HE good old MacNer has had many intcresting and
popular competitions in the past, but this new contest,
the third part of which we are giving you this week,
bids fair to outshine all its P $0r18. Ever_vbody

is invited to join in—and there is no entrance fee,

Here we give you the Third 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
26 a hit of names, and each "' cricketer " represented by a
puzzle-picture will be found in this list.

THE WAY TO WIN.

As you make out the answer to each of the six pictures
given this week write it IN INK in the space underneath,
and then keep the sct until next week, when we shall give you
the Fourth Set of puzzles ta solve.

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

If you have missed the opening weeks of this contest copies
of the MAGNET can be obtained on application to MaGNET

START NOW.

g:é; Number Deparl-me'nt, Bear A]Ie}r. Farringdon Street,

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 a complete solution of the whole series of
" pizzles. It must be quite distinct and separate from any
other attempt, and all solutions must be written IN INK.

The Editor reserves full right to divide the prizes or their
value. Mo competitor will receive more then 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. No correspondence will-be allowed.
No responsibility can be taken for l‘nﬁh}' or loss in the post
or otherwise.

Employees of the proprictors of the MagNET may amnt
compete.

LIST OF NAMES ON PAGE 26.

"FAMOUS_CRICKETERS "

v NS,
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THE WHOLE HOG !

When B Punt:
into the mire rather than :'.':frlcc!e

possible, Yet this ** plunging * habit of his carries with it a certain
fearn from

reading —

"THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter in all His Glory !

t ALSINGHAM !”
“Bring me a footstool.”

“Uertainly, sir.” :

Billy Bunter leaned back in the
wicker-chai¥, and rested his feet com-
fortably on the footstool. .

For a whole minute he was silent.

That was an unusual circumstance
with Bunter. Bnt he was foelmg vory
fat and lazy and comfortable. It was
very pleasant that hot afternoom, under
the shade of the big elm, on the lawn
before the great house. .

But it was only for a minute or so
that Bunter was silent, Then his fat
voice was heard again.

" Jmeﬂ !ll .

James, the footman, came hurriedly
up.
“Bring me & cushion.”

“Very good, sir.”
James went into the house for a
cushion. .

Billy Bunter blinked round at five

cheery faces, every one of which wore a

T,
gJ!.tdging' by their expressions, Harry
Wharton & Co. might have been sit-
ting round at an entertainment.

As o matter of fact, Billy Bunter, of
DBunter Court, was an entertainment in
himself, though he was quite unaware
of tho fact.

Dunter was enjoying himself.

Next to eating, which, of course, came
first, William (eorge Bunter, of ihe
Greyfriars Remove, enjoyed swanking.

Now he was swanking to his fat heart's
content.

Batler and footmen awaited Bunter’s
beck and call; they obeyed his slightest
command, and indeed seemed to antici-
pato his wishes.

That, in Bunter's opinion, was exactly
how things should be.

At Combermere Lodge—lately 1e-
christened Bunter Court—the Owl of the
Remove was monarch of all he surveyed.

That summer’s afternoon Bunter and
his guests were taking tea on the lawn.

er londs himaself into trouble it's on unforfunale habit of his to plunge deeper
himself ol the first chance—the idea being to put off the evil

day as long as

clever

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry,
Johnny Bull and Frank Nugent, and
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the dusky
nabob of Bhanipur, quito liked it. They
had not yet gquite recovered from their
surprise at discovering that Bunter
Court had a real existence. They were
still astonished to find themsclves there
for the summer vacation. But therg
they were; and they found it quite
agreeable, so far.

Porhaps Billy Bunter’s manners and
customs, as host, left something to be
desired. But undoubtedly he entertained
his guests—more thoroughly than he in-
tﬂn[ﬁ!d.

Bunter, ae head of a great houso,
swanking in his new and amazing pro-
sperity, giving lofty orders to servants,
stmply for the sake of giving orders, was
E}n:ig t for gods and men and liltle

shes.

At Greyfriars Schoo! Billy Bunter was
nobody, or, rither, less than nobody.
There he received orders—from a Form
master, from prefects, from senior fel-
lows. Here, at Bunter Court, he gave
orders. And an order was one of the
things " which # was more blessed to
give than fo reccive.

The Owl of the Remove blinked at
his guests through his big spectacles,
and frowned a little as he saw them
smile.

He could gee nothing to smile at, pur-
sonally.

He was monarch of all he survered,
and his opinion was that he was carry-
ing on in quite a royal style.

James came back with the eushion.

“Put it behind my head!” yawnued
Bunter.

Jamesa put the ecushion behind
Bunter’s head and retired respectfully.
Bunter rested his bullet head on the
cushion, and then raised it again. He
was mob satisfied, It was difficult to
gabisfy Bunter.

“ James 1"

“* Bir [

“Take this ecushion away and bring
me a softer one.”

“Very good, sir.”

James walked off with the cushion.

, o8 you will

A magnificent new long com-

plete story of Harry Wharton

Co,, introducing in the

shape of Billy Bunter the

fattest and funniest schoolboy
in the world,

1) o
%)/ FRANK RICHARDS.

the
was
and
and
the

Bunter blinked at ihe chums of
Remove agnin, triumphantly. It
a case of Bunter saying, “ 1{0 this,
he doeth it.” That was a new
quite exhilarating experience for
fattest junior of areyfflt rs.

“YWhat are you grinning at, DBob
Cherry ¢ he asked.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
ning ?” asked Bob.

** Yes, you ass.
Inky."

“The grinfulness is not terrific, my
esteerned  fat  Bunter,” murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram, Singh,

“I know how to inanage servants,'
said Bunter,

“Do you?” Whartou,
rather, dubiously.

Certainly Bunter's method did not
recommend itself to the captain of the

Nove.

“Give 'em plenty to do and keep 'emi
at it,” explained Bunfer. “Never let
the lazy beggars loaf round in idleness.
Keep 'em in their place, you know,
That's a tip for you fellows, if you
ever live in a decent house and keep a
decent establishment—nob  that you're
ever likely to.”

The Co. chuckled,
This was a sample of Bunter's
olished manners and customs. DBut thie

Jo. were used to him, at Greyfriars;
and they did not expect -much from
Bunter in the way of manners, whether
‘at school or on vacalion.

“3ee the idea 1" asked Bunter.

““Oh, yes 1" said Harry, smiling.
“But-“"_')

“But what 1"

“Oh, nothing! You're running the
show, old fat man. And the servaits
seem to stand it remarkably well,”

“They know their place [ explainwl
Bunter. “Servanfs really like obeying
a fellow of good family, whom they
recognise as their natural superior.”

1 (1

Was I grin-

You're grinning, too,

murmured

“You fellows, of course, wouldn’t get
obeyed like I do,” said Bunter airi Y-
“-.l"‘m haﬁfustomed to it. You're not,”

1 Taz Macxer Liseary.—No. 912,
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"Whﬁf'ﬂ‘ﬂ
sald Bunter.
my cushion yet,
not careful!”

Bunter blinked round
many-windowed front of

that dashed footman?”
“He hasn't brought back
1'll szack him if he's

towards the
the great

house, James had not yet reappeared,
Harry Wharton &  Co, smiled
serenely, They had watched Bunter’s

antics, as lord of Bunter Court, with
considerable amusement, ever since
they had arrived et that great estab-

lishment.
Bunter's swank had tickled them, and

they had rather wondered how Walsing-
ham, the butler, and the footmen stood
it.

Bunter emphasised his importance by
incessantly giving unnecedsary ordcts
fn & sharp and dictatorial tome, being
under the happy delusion that that was
the way to demonstrate that he was
accustomed to a magnificent establish-
ment.

He was not aware that the staff at
Combermere Lodge took it for granted
that he was a “new-rich " young fel-
low, basing that opinion on his man-
ners, and on the way he scattered
lavish tips. But for the lavishness of
the tips Walsingham & Co. certainly
never would have stood Bunter. Even
as it was they omly stood him, tips and
all, because hiaz cecupation of the place
was only temporary, and they wanted
to make hay while the sun shone.

Bunter began to _blink angnly.
James had been gone five minutes, and
etill had not returned,

"“Where's that cheeky f[ootman?”
gaid Bunter. “He hasn’t come back
with my cushion! I shall have to
sack him! T say, you fellows, some of
you run in and tell him to come at
once.” )

The chums of the Remove sat tight.

A certain amount of swank they were
prepared to take smilingly from their
host; but really they were not there io
run about et Bunter's orders afier a
footman, as if they were footmen them-
gelves,

“Do you hear?” snapped Bunter.
“You go, Cherry, Sharp's the word !”

‘* Fathead ! said Bob,

“Oh, really, Cherry——" ,

Bunter blinked at the house again.

James, the footman, had received many
tips from DBunter., Keeping wp his
character of a wealthy fellow, with whom
money wns like wate®, Bunter had
=¢attered pound notes far and wide. He

helieved—or, at least, did his best to be- |

lieve—that he was admired and obeyed
because he was one of those naturally
aristocratic fellows who are born to com-
mand, and whom common persons felt it
an honour to obey. But in his heart of
hearts it was probable that Bunter
realised that the tipping did it

Lord Mauleverer’'s currency notes had
enabled him to moke a terrific impres
rion i the servants’ hall at Bunter
Court, alins Combermere Lodge. Since
then Bunter had annexed loans from all
his guests, one alfter another, and so long
as the money lastod he made it fly, But
there seemed to be a limit to that re-
source, and for a couple of days past
thére imﬂ been no tipping, Perhaps the
servants’ hall was now feeling the
draught, so to speak., Walsingham, the
butler, was os polished and urbane as
ever. But Bunter had detected signs of
restiveness in other quarters. Now the
perfunctory performance of duty by
James, the footman, looked almost like
open rebellion.

Had there begen any more pound notes
about Bunter, no doubt he would have
reasserted hie authority by means of

Toep Macwer Lisrany,—No., 912.

another shower of largesse. But the

horn of plenty had run dry.

There was nothing. for it but to assert
his personality, and bring James to heel
by the exertion of his natural masterful
superiority.

“I shall make &n example of that
fellow !"" gaid Bunter, blinking at the
chums of the Remove,

made

Harry Wharton & Co.
rejoinder,
hey had no abjection to Bunter

making an example of one of his men-
servants if he wanted to, Indeed, they
looked on the prospect with interest, as a
further entertainment.

“Hallo, hzallo, hallo! Here he
comes [”' murmured Bob Cherry.

And Billy Bunter sat upright, and fixed
a lofty, disdainful, and nrusﬁing blink on
the recalecitrant James as he approached.

no

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
The Turning of the Worm !

ARRY WHARTON & CO, de-
voted their attention to tea and
cake, with perfectly grave and
unconscious faces. Their cue, as

nicely mennered guests, was to remain in
absolute ignorance that anything of an
untoward mnature was going on at all
But although {heir faces expressed
elaborate unconsciousness of the existence
of James, the footmman, and the fact that
he was being called on the carpet, they
could not, of eourse, help observing and
hearing what passed. And their assump-
tion t}fg grave unconseiousness was put to
a severe test. It really was hard to keep
from sniling, at least,

James had brought a new cushion.
There hed been nothing the matter with
the first cushion brought by James.

Bunter had found feult simply for the |

sake of giving orders and keeping James
in his place,

“You've been o long time, James!™
snapped Bunter.

“Yes, sir. Mr. Walsingham stopped
mo to speak.”

"Did you not tell Mr. Walsingham
that I had sent you for a cushion 7”

“No, sir ¥

“You did not!” exclaimed Bunter
hotly. *‘Do vou understand that I have
been waiting for that cushion "

James murmured something
distmetly.

“I have been actually uncomfortable
for several minutes for want of that
cushion | exelaimed Bunter,

This piece of information ought to have
withered up James on the spot, If so
important a person as William George
Bunter was rendered uncomfortable for
several minutes, it was time for the skies
to fall, and for a footman to erumple up
like a withered leaf in autumn,

But James’ clean-shaven, almost expres-
sionless face took on a dogged expres-
sion, He did not answer, but stood with
the cushion in his hand, and an observer
might have detected that James was
thinking how agrecable it would be to
"“biff ? Bunter on the head with it. But
Bunter did not observe that. He was
not likely to dream that such thoughts
could pass through the mind of a man-
servant,

“You stopped to talk with my butler,
instead of carrying out my orders !” ex-
elaimed Bunter .angrily.

“Yes, sir!” murmured James,

in-

“You are an impertinent rascal,
James "
i Dh.j, Blr !fl

“And n low beast!” went on Bunter,
blinking at the Famous Five to note how

they were taking this. He was showing
them his masterly style of "“dressing
down * o careless servant. But the faces
of Harry Wharton & Co. expressed
nothing.  Whatever they thought of
Bunter and his methods, they did not let
their looks betray their thoughts.

“And a cheeky meniall” added
Bunter.

1] Bir !Jl .

“On another occasion, don't waste a
single instant when you have orders for
me to carry out !” said Bunter.

“Very good, sir!” - :

“Now place the cushion behind my
head.”

"Yes, sir."” '

Bunter moved his head for the cushion
to be slid behind it, and James shd it
there.

Perhaps he did not place it with a
gentle hand. Bunter uttered an angry
growl,

L " You clumey ass |

i Eir |.H'

“It’s rather hard cheese that a gentle-
man cannot be made comfortable when
he keeps a whole swarm of lazy ser-
vants I exclaimed Bunter. “Take it
away agam. That won't d6. You're a
clumsy fool, James!"”

“Thank you, sir.”

“I've a jolly good mind to sack yon!”

“Oh, gir *

“Don't jam your low paws on the back
of my head !” snorted Bunter. * Haven't
ou been taught to place & ecushion be-
ind a gentleman’s head without pawing
him? This s really intolernble. Ow !*

Bunter gave a aﬁ:l as James’ knuckles,
by accident or otherwise, clumped on the
t back of his bullet head.

The Owl of the Remove jumped out of

the chair. He turned his spectacles on
James with a glare of wrath,

“You eclumey chump! You're
sacked !"'

i Eir l'.ll

“Backed |” roared Bunter. “(Get out
of it! I discharge you! Go to Walsing-

ham and ask him for your wages, and
%%I Leave the house thia very day!
you hear 1"

And with that, Bunter gave his guests
a triumphant blink. This was the way
he kept his servants in order! He was
disappointed to find that Harry Wharton
& Co. were deeply interested in the view
of the park in the summer sunshine, and
did not even glanee in his direction.

Bunter expected James, in a crumpled
state, to limp away dismayed to the
house. That was what ought to have
happened, But things that ought to
hoppen, do not always happen. There
was o human being inside the plush
breeches and coat of the Combermere
footman, and that human being was in a
state of great exasperation by this time.

“Yes, sir,”” said James, and his well-
trained, expressionless face relaxed into
an untreined grinning visage that was
auite expressive. “I'll go, sir. But it
ain't any good asking Mr. Walsingham
for my wages, I've asked him more
than once, and he ain't paid me.”

"“Silence,” e

“T ain't been paid since Lord Comber-
mere went on Lhe Continong,” said
James, unheeding, “no more ‘ave the
others, and I can tell you, Mr, Bunter,

fthat we ain’t satisfied. Which his lord-

ship was ginerally be'ind with a man's
wages, but he was a gentleman.”

* What ! )

“But if a man’s serving & master what
ain't o gentleman, he can’t be left with-
out his wages,” said James cheerily.
“Tipping & man is all very well, but
wages 19 wages. I ain't 'ad a shillin
since his lordship went abroad, and

ain’'t ‘ad any wages from you, Mr.
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Bunter. The terms an which this "ouse
was let was that servanta’ wages was to
be paid by the tenant taking it. You
aip't paid anything so far.”

Bunter gasped.

Crushing James, and discharging him,
was all very well, It showed Harry
Wharton & Co. how g lordly fellow like
Bunter could déal with menials. But
this retort from James was decidedly
awkward, That Bunter had taken Con-
bermere Lodge' furnished for the sum-
mer, getting possession of the place by a
series of amazing tricks, was quite un-
known to the chums of Greyfriars. They
had been told that Bunter's pater had
bought the place and renamed it Bunter
Court. They were learning something
now !

“You ain't paid anything,” persisted
James, as Bunter gasped helplessly.
“All the wages is in arresr, and the
servants don't like it, Mr. Bunter. All
very well for Mr, Walsingham to' say
that you've got 'eaps of money, and it's
all right; but we ain't seen the 'eaps
of money. Pay me what's my due,
and I'll go with pleasure. I ain't keen
on serving a low feler,”

“A—n what?”

“A low feller!” said James deliber-
ately. “I was brought up to serve my
betters, sir, and you ain’'t my betters,

vou ain't. You're a low feller, Mr,
unter.”

Bunter spluttered.

Harry Wharton & Co. vemained

grave, expressionless as graven images.
But it was hard work.

“A low feller?” repeated James,
with relish, “Hordering a man 'ere,
and hordering him there. Never a
‘Thank you!" fLord Combermere
would say, ‘ Thank you, James!" when
1 served his lordship. He was a
gentleman, though he was ard up. It
was o pleasure to serve him, and I'd
have cut off my ’and sooner than ask
him for my wages, But I ain't serving
a low feller for nothing!”

Gusp from Bunter,

“In fact,” pursued James, who
seemed to be ‘beginning to enjoy this
couversation—"in fact, Mr. Bunter,
wages or no wages, I'd rather go, I've
got my character as a footman to con-
sider. It's against. & man, locking for
a job in a good family, to 'ave served
s low feller. My job is serving the
nobility and gentry, and they don't
want & man what ias been in service
with a feller who's low and common.”

Bunter was crimson with rage.

*You—you—you impertinent scoun-
drel ! he gaSPed. “Get out before I
kick you out!’

“You ain't paid my wages yet, sir,”
grinned James,

“Go!"” roared Buuter.

“Very good, sir;, I'll go, and bring

you up in the county court for :pﬁ
wages,” sald James. “I'm fed up wit
you, sir, and T can tell you so. aking

out to these gbung gents that the 'ouse
is yourn, and you've only took it fur-
nished for the summer!”

That was too much for Bunter.

It was the total collapse of his won-
derful scheme, by which he had cop-
vinced the Greyfriars fellows that
Bunter Court had a real existence.

The Owl of the Remove made a rush
at James.

He was going to collar James, slew
him round, and kick him as far as the
house; the oniy adequate way of deal:
g with so extremely disrespectful a
manservant. ;

But again the things which ought to
have happened did not happen,

James, in the way of business, was
prepared to tolerate much from an em-
ployer; and cértainly he had had plenty

Bunter flew! Crash!

James’ large hand grasped Bunter’s collar, and the Owl of the Remove spun round
like a teetotum. Then James' large foot was planted on Bunter’s tight trousers,
He landed on the tea-table, sending the cups and
saucers fiying In all directions. *‘ Ow ! Wow ! * roared Bunter. (See Chapler 2.)

to tolerate from Bunter. Bui his busi-
ness relations with Bunter were now
at an end; and certainly he did not ex-
pect any more tips, a3 Bunter
roshed at him in overwhelming wrath
it was not James who was collared and
slewed round. It was Bunter:

James' large hapd grasped Bunter's
collar, and the Owl of the Remove spun
round like & teetotum.

Then James' large foot was planted
on Bunter's tight trousers.

Bunter flew.

Crash ! .

The Owl of the Remove crashed into
the tea-tzble, and cups and saucers flew
in all directions; and, amidst crashin
crockery, the Owl of Greyfriars col-
lapsed on the lawn.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared James.

And he turned and walked away to
the house, still chortling. And Billy
Bunter, gasping for breath, sprawled
among broken cups and saucers,

—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Temporary Difficulty !

[ Wi

O “Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the
juniors.

“Wow! Wow!"”

Harry Wharton & Co. tried hard not
to laugh. They felt that they ought
not to laugh. But they could not help
it, Their self-control had reached the
limit. Bunter's method of managing
servants, and its extraordinary result,
was really too much for them. They
yelled.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh dear!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“0Oh dear! Ha, hn, ha!”

Bunter sat up amid wrecked crockery.

“Ow! Wow! Wow! Ow!”

He groped for his spectacles, and set
thewn straight on his little fat nose, and
blinked furiously at 'the chuins of the
Remove.

“] say, you fellows——

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Co.

“What are you cackling
shricked Bunter.

Really, it was an unnecessary ques-
tion. The chums of Greyfriars vocked
with hilarity,

“You silly chumps—"

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Ys this what you call manners?”
howled Bunter.

Harry Wharton tried hard to check
his merriment, e wiped the teors
from his eyes.

»

at?’

"Sorry !” he gasped. "But— Ha,
ha, hal”

“You silly chump—"

“Sorry!”  gasped Bob  Cherry.

“But—— Oh dear! Let me give you
2 hand up, old chap!”

Bunter was dragged up.

He collapsed breathlessly into his
chair, The Famous Five succecded at
last in reducing themselves to a serious
state,

Bunter blinked at them wrathfully.
But he was unecasy' as well as wrathful.
Harry Wharton & Co., in spite of their
elaborate affectation of " difference.
had certainly heard Jumes' startling
revelations. They knew now precisely

Tae Maoner Lisrary.—No. 912,
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how Combermerq Lodge bad heen
turned into Bunter Court.

“1 say, you fellows, you heard what
that cheeky menial said?” staminered
Bunter. . ,

“Well, wo couldn't help hearing it,
could we?” grinned Frank Nugent.

“Of course, there was nothing in it."”

“Hem ™ . .

* "o fellow was malicious at being
sacked, you know,” said Bunter. *As
fcr my taking this place furnished for
the summer, and making out my pater
had bought it, that’s all rot, of course,

i (13

“Y suppose you can take my word for
it‘T,’

“Oh, my hat!”

“I%s m{her low to doubt a fellow’s
word,” said Bunter. " And the agent
could confirm all I say—that man Pil-
kins, who had the letting of the house
at Combermere, I—I1 mean, the man
who hadn’t the letting of the house, of
course—it wasn't to let, you know.

I 1

“ My pater bought the place for—for
fifty {h{?uau.nd pngunda,"" said DBunter.
1 forget whether it was fifty thousand
or sixty thousand.”

LYY giﬁ'crence of ten thousand would
be a mere trifie, of course!” murmured
Johnny Bull.

" Txactly,” assented Bunter,

The Owl of the Remove was blind and
deaf to s‘arcnlmm.!

*“0h, my hat!” .

« Ag'for Pilkins, Pilkins hed nothing
whatever to do with it. Besides, he's
in the nursing-home at Combermere
now, and away from business. If you
think he took me for Lord Mnulevm‘-er
when I came to see the house you're
making a mistake.”

“ Great Bcott | E :

“As for wlat that low meunal“ said,
it’s simply cheek,” said Bunter, ”Pura
cheek, because I discharged him.

W lJJ

#3till, T thought I'd explain the mat-
ter,” said Bunter, blinking at the chums
of the Remove, apparently under the
impression’ that he had explained guite
satisfactorily. ‘‘It's rather unfortunate
that the pater is away on—on important
financial business, and the mater with

him. It leaves me rather short of
ready money.”

“0Oh! Does it?”

“Pm bound to pay that cheeky

menial before he goes,” said Dunter.
“And I happen to be short of cash—
temporarily, 1'm expecting a postal-
orde 2

“(GGreat Scott!” .

“From one of my titled relations. In
the meantime, I suppose some of you
fellows conld lend me a few pounds to
carry on?”

(1] h!,l

“I'm bound to pay that low rotter;
it's a question-of personal dignity,” sard
Bunter loftily. *It's mot much; only
ten or twelve pounds, I should think.
Lend 11]11'0 twenty.”

i 1"

P

“As you fellows are my guests, I
naturally expect you to stand by me in
n temporary difficulty like this,” said
Bunter firmly.

i

]

“The butfulness is terrifie—" .

“It’s not o question of buts;” said
Billy Bunter. “I simply must have
some money to pay that cheeky menial.
I happen to have run out. You can't
very well leave me in such a hole.”

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged
glances:

Bunter had already helped himself to
some .extent from their cash resources.
But they were well provided with cash
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for their holideys, and at Bunter Court
they had had no oecasion, so far, to ex-
pend much money—except in the way cf
little loang to Bunter,

In the circumstances it was difficult to
refuse Bunter’s request. Besides, even
if Bunter had only taken Combermere
Lodge furnished for the summer, that
was evidence that there was, for once,
money about in the Bunter family.
That Bunter had obtained possession of
the place by trickery, and that his father
was utterly ignorant of the whole trans-
action, naturally did not occur to the
juniors. That Bunter was almost every
kind of an ass they knew; but they did
not yet know the full extent of his
asinine fatuousness,

Harry  Wharton
ruefully.

“It's up to us, you chaps!” he said.

“1 suppose the man must be paid!”
sa.if‘] Johnny Bull

laughed  rather

Oh, yes!” ]
“The upfulness is  terrifie,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. *1 have an

esteemed fiver at your service, Bunter.”
“*8hell out,-and I'll settle with the
man and clear him out,” said Bunter.

“But, dash it all!” said Johnny Bull,

“You'd better write to vour father and
point out to him that the servants'
wages are not paid. It's rather odd that
he should have overlooked that.”

Bunter grinned.

He wondered what Mr. William
Samue! Bunter would have thought if
he had been asked to pav the wages of
a butler and a crowd of foptmen and
maidservants at an immense establish-
ment of which he had never even heard.
Certainly Billy Bunter had no intention
of asking him,

“What are yom grinning at?”’ de-
manded Johnny Bull.

“My dear fellow, the pater has over-
looked that trifling thing."” said Bunter
airily, “Dealing with thovsands and
thousands of pounds, he's not likely io
hother his head about such trifles. Still,
I'll certainly remind him. But shell out
a few pounds now to pay that scoundrel
before I kick him out of the place.”

The chums of the Remove shelled out.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh contributerd
a couple of fivers, the nabob being the
hest provided with money in the party.
The other fellows contributed a couple
of pound notes each.

Rilly Bunter rase from the chair,

“Yon fellows can go for a walk.,” he
said. ‘I prefer yon not to be present
when I'm dealing with my servants.”
Bunter had learned a lesson on that sub-
ject already. *“So-long!”

Bunter rolled away towards the house,

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged
smiles.

“Well, this iz & giddy discovery!"”
said. Bob Cherry. *“I felt all along that
there was something fishy in it.”

“The fishyfulness was terrific.”

Johnny Bull grunted.

“We might have kmown !" he growled.
“We know Bunter's gns well enough.
He's got the place furnished for the
summer, #nd it's not Bunter Court, as
T said all the time. Just his cheek
calling it Bunter Court while he's stay-
ing here. I wonder what the owner
would_think if he saw the new name
painted up over the gates?”

“That giddy footman has explained it
all 1 grinned Nugent.

Harry Wharton wrinkled his brows
thoughtfully.

“Not quite all!” he said. “Even.if
Bunter has only hired this place fur-
nished for the summer, it must run info
a frightful lot of money. His father
must be spending meney right and left

for him, I should say that the rent
would run into thirty or forty pounds a
week.”

“*Phew "

“0ld man Bunter doesn’t seem to be
pa{ing the servants’ wages,” grunted
Johnny Bull. “Perhaps he isn't paying
the rent either.”

“But he would have to,” said Harry.
‘“Before you take a furnished house,
especially an expensive place like this,
you have to sign an agreement, and
sign an inventory of all the things, and
so on, and I believe you generally have
to pay in advance. Anyhow, you
couldn’t get hold of such a place without

iving ample security, Mr. Bunter will
ave to pay, if he hasn't paid already.”

“Tt’s jolly queer!” said Johnny Bull
“T never supposed that the Bunters had
money to chuck about like that. Tan't
it jolly odd that old Bunter should take
such a frightfully expensive place.just
for Billy to spend the vacation in?"

“Jolly odd!" agreed Harry.

“The oddfulness is terrific.” ]

“I—I suppose old Bunter really did
take it—Bunter hasn’'t done it on his
own somechow ?” said Johnny Bull.

“My hat! How could he?”

Johonny Bull nodded slowly,

“No, 1 suppose he couldn't,”
agreed,

“Clome on, let’s po for a trot,” said
Bob Cherry, And the chums of Grey-
friars sauntered away across the park
and walked cheerily down the road to
Combermere.

he

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Horn of Pleniy !

HERE'S Walsingham 1”*

Billy Bunter asked  that
question as he rolled into the
house and came on Thomas,

of the footman tribe.

He snapped out the question, and
Thomas eyed him in a dubious sort of
way.

Possibly the unhappy incident on the
lawn had made the lord of Bunter Court
n little more observant. Evidently
Thomas knew what had happened; per-
haps he had seen it all from a window;
no douht James had told him also.
Under Thomas’ livery—as under James’
—there lurked a'human being, and pro-
bably Thomas would have been as
pleased to kick Bunter across the spaci-
cus hall as James had been to kick him
across tha well-kept lawn.,  Certainly
Thomas' clean-shaven, wobden-looking
face did not express all that; but, by a
k;nd of sixth sense, Bunter was aware
of it.

He realised that his sway in Comber-
mere Lodge was in danger; he was
rather in the position of an officer whose
company trembled on the verge of
mutiny, or a sea captain who has de-
tected a spark in the powder-magazine.
Bunter was quite on the alert now.

His hold on the place was rather pre-
carious; he wes safe, so he supposed,
50 lnng a8 Mr. Pilkins, the house agent,
was laid up in the nursing-home as the
result of a motor accident. But if
anything happened to open Walsing-
ham's eyes he was done for. And Wal-
singham was expecting a large remit-
tanco from Bunter's father for the ex-
penses of the house, which had not ar-
rived, and never would arrive. And the
servants, who had been taken aver with
the house amd the furniture, mi_ght very
likely begin to “kick ” if their wages
were not paid—as, indeed, Jamés: had
“hicked ! already. Bunter realised that
he was skating on thin ice.
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He did not think of mending his
manners. But he was in funds now for
tipping, and he had observed the result
of lavish tipping on the staff of the
Lodge,

Lord Comberniere, the nobie owner of
tile mansion, had never lavished tips on
ltiz household; and, indeed, had seldom
prid their wages at the due date. Wal-
singham & Co. expected to make a good
thing out of some wealthy *bounder "
who should take the house furnished for
the snmmer, while his impecunious lov-
thip languished in a cheap Swiss hotel.
2o long as they made money out of
Bunter all was well. Only they were
mistaken in supposing him to be a
wealthy bounder, He was a bounder,
Lot not wealthy.

But s0 long as Bunter had any money
he was ready to seattor it, especially a3
it was not his own.. He certainly could
not pay the servants' wages, but he could
tip them—which was the next best thing
~somewhat like a customer who allows
a tradesman to overcharge bocanse he
does not intend to pay the bill at all.

Whatever difficulties might be in his
way, Bunter intended to hold on to his
grandeur as long as he could. Harry
Wherten & Co. had learned that
" Bunter Court” was not the property
of the Bunter family. But they stiil
supposed that the place was taken fur-
nished by the Bunters—which was im-
pressive enough, as the rent nlone was
forty guineas a week. Besides, Runter
was expecting more pguests later—St,
Jdim's fellows nnd others, and they
would not know that Combermere
Lodge was not Bunter Court. To them
Bunter would be the lord of a great
mansion, rolling in fat prosperity,

So, as Thomas the footman eyed him
in a curious, uncertain way, Billy
Bunter's fat hand slid inte his pocket
in 8 way Thomas knew.

Quite well Thomas was aware that the
fat fingers were taking hold of a pound
note, to be bestowed 1n a tip.

Thomas' manner became
respectful all at once.

His late noble master, Lord Comber-
mere, had had to be careful with half-
crowns. So Thomas' natural appetite
for pound-notes had never been satisfied.
He could have stood a lot of nonsense
from William George Bunter at a
pound a time,

“Mr. Walsingham is in his room. T
think, sir,” said Thomas, in deferential
tones, “Shall I ascertain, sir?”

“I'll go there,” said Bunter., * Show
me the way.”

“Yery good, sir.,”

Thomas ushered DBunter along to the
butler’s roomn.

Bunter had already visited the
butler’s room several times, and knew
the way perfectly well. But he pre-
ferred not to remember it, and to
demonstrate that he could do simply
uothing without the help of a servant.
Indeed, since lie had been installed at
Bunter Court, the Ow! of the Remove
had developed a personal helplessness
which might have been admired and
envied by the most degenerate Roman
patrician of ancient days. Without the
aid of a servant, he was unable to put
his boots on, or even to pick up a
dropped collar-stud.

intensely

Bunter rolled loftily along after
Thomas.
Thomas knocked at Mr. Walsing-

lam's door and opened ib,

“Mr. Bunter, sir!"”

Dunter tossed the dutiful Thomas a
pound-note,

Thomas caught it dexterously and
retired, closing the door softly, and
ieaving Bunter with Walsingham,

Aial attention,

The Combermere butlor was seated
by his window, reading & spoiting
paper, which he instantly dropped,
jumping up as Bunter was announced.

He bowed so respectfully to Bunter
that he was a little breathless when he
reassumed a vertical position; Mr.
Walsingliama being a little portly in
build, and of & circumference not un-
like Bunter’s own,

Bunter blinked at him.

“Walsingham !

“@ivr! This is an honour—my poor
room——" murmured Walsingham. “ A
very great honour, sir—I feel it deeply,
sir, if I may say $0 with respect. Will
you do me the kindness to be scated,
sir 1

Bunter did him that kindness at once.

Walsingham remained standing
reapectfnﬁy, in an attitude of deferen-
He did it so well, as to
indicate. that this was not the first ex-
perience Mr. Walsingham had had in
pulling a master’s leg.

“Walsingham, I have been treated
disrespectinlly !”

“Burely not, sir!”

“A footman has been insolent.”

“1 am deeply pained to hear it, Mr.
Bunter.”

“I have
Bunter loftily,
James."
memory

discharged him,” said

“His name, I think, is
Bunter affected a bad
for  names. “ James—or
George. But no matter; I have dis-
charged him. See that the man is paid
and turned out at once.”

“Very good, sir.”

Mr. Walsingham coughed.

Aware that Mr, Pilkins, the hounae
agent, had been very keen to securo
Bunter as a tenanl, and helieving that
Bunter's father had settled all busi-
ness details with Pilking, the butler had
no doubts about the tomporary master
of Combermere Lodge. Nevertheless,
he liad not yet seen the colour of
Bunter's money, excepting in the way
of tips. And bills were running up on
all sides, to an extent that might have
alarmed even Bunter had he given the
matter o thought—which he did net.
So loug as he glxad plenty of the best.
Bunter was not the fellow to think
asbout the day of reckoning, until it
could be put off no longer.

“I was going to request your per-
mission to speak to you, sir, on the
question of my being -I[;Taood in funds.”
said Walsinglamn. "I have not yot
heard from your honoured father, sir.”

“Oh, the pater's very busy,” said
Bunter carelessly. "I dare say he's
forgotten to post the cheque.”

“No doubt, sir, no doubt,” said Wal-
singham.  “But some of the trades-
people are asking for their accounts,
sir, and the servants——"

“I'd better phons to the lpater, per-
haps,” said Bunter thoughtfully,

“Perhaps it would be as well to re-
mind him, sir,” said Walsingham.
“There is o telephone in this room, sir,
if you would ecare to use it.”

Bunter breathed a little (Luickly. He
had not observed the telephone in tho
butler's room. Certainly he could uot
telephone to his father 1n Walsingham's
presence.

| Mr. Pilkins looked hard at the juniors, and his deferential smile was replaced

by a puzzled expression.

sald Mauly cheerfully. Mr. Pilkins stared at hint.
“1 jolly well am ! ** said Mauly, In surprise.

*“ You are not Lord Mauleverer | *

* Where Is Lord Mauleverer ? ** he asked.

“ Here [
*“ What ! ** he exclaimed.

(See Chapter 5.)
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But he did not lose his presence of
mind. Bunter was growing wonder-
fully wary.

“Oh, quite!” he said. “I'll phone!
But see about that man James at
once. I camnot allow an insolent ser-
vant to remain in the house. On second
thoughts, don't pay him before he goes.
1 think he deserves & lesson for his in-
solence. Make a note of the amount
due to him, and let me have it, and I
will ask my father to send him &
cheque.”

“Very good, sir.”

There was a faint restiveness about
Walsingham. MHe had heard & great
deal sbhout Mr, Bunter and his
cheques; but it was borne in upon his
mind again that he had not seen any
of the cheques yet. \

“The rest of your men, Walsingham
have given great saisfaction,” sai
Bunter. “You may tell them so [rom
ma-}}

“I am sure they will be deeply grati-
fied, sir,”

“Quite so. And as my pater seems
to be keeping them waiting a bit, you
may hand them a couple of pounds
each, from me,” said Bunter. “And
keep the fiver for yourself.”

“Thank you, sir.”

The notes which Bunter had collected
from his guests passed over to Walsing-
ham. In the innocence of their hearts
Harry Wharton & Co. had supposed
that Bunter felt it imperative to Fay
James before he went, and had shelled
out for that purpose. But Billy Bunter
kiew a trick worth two of that. He
was not wasting money in paying the
wages of a man who was going; he
was expending it in confirming the
loydlty of those who were remaining.

%V_af;ingham undoubtedly was con-
firmed in his loyalty, for tho time being
at Jeast, A fellow who handed out
tips like this could scarcely be short of
money, so far as Walsingham could

udge.
? “%Vhare’s the phone?” said DBunter.
“Bring it here,”

The butler’s telephone was only a
ard from where Bunter was sitting.

ut the Owl of the Remove had devel-
oped too much patrician helplessness to
be able to get to it. Walsingham
placed & little table by Bunter's elbow,
and_placed the telephone on it. Then
he leit Bunter in possession of his
quarters.

Bunter winked at the door after
Walsingham had gone out and closed it.

Certainly he did not intend to tele-

hone to his father, It would bave

een quite useless to phone to

W. 8. Bunter for such a sum as was
required for the running of an estab-
lishment like Combermere Lodge. The
mere mention of such a sum might have
made Mr., Bunter faint. Bunter did
not mean to phone to anybody; only
to %vo Wn.lsu:fbsm the impression that
he had phoned; though how leng this
game of spoof could be kept up was a
teally interesting problem.

But, as it happened, a minute after
Walsingham was gone, and was en-
gaged in distributing Bunter's new
shower of largesse among his staff, the
bell rang at Bunter’s elbow, and made
him jump.

He jerked the receiver off the hooks
at once, without thinking, his idea
being to stop the bell before it
fairly buzzed, so that Walsingham would
not come back. The bell ceased afier
hardly more than a ting,

Having the receiver in his hand,
Bunter clapped it to his ear, He sup-

t some tradesman had rung
up Walsingham, and it would be easy
to tell that tradesman he the
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had |

wrong number, thus choking him off.
As Bunter was su%posed to be {tele
phoning to his father for money just
then he did not want Walsingham to be
butting in again. Any inconvenience
that might result to Walsingham did
not matter. It was inconvenience to
Bunter that mattered.

“Hallo!” said Bunter into the
transmitter.

“Hallo! Are you there, Walsing-
hm ?”

Bunter jumped so violently that he
nearly dropped the receiver.

He knew that voice.

It was not the voice of a Combermere
tradesman, ringing up the butler on the
subject of cabbages or cauliflowers, or
meringues, or mutton chops.

It was the voica of Mr. Pilkins, the
estate agent of Combermere.

Mr. Pilkins—the agent who had the
letting of Lord Combermere’s house, and
who had—all unconsciously—let it to
Billy Bunter without the prospect of
recelving one sixpence of the forty

ineas & week rental—Mr. Pilkins, who

ad been taken to a nursing-home after
his motor accident, thus leaving the way
cpen for Bunter's amazing trickery.
Evidently Mr. Pilkins was no longer in
the nursing-home. .

The voice of the estate agent fairly
froze Bunter with terror.

But for the accident that he was in
the butler’s room, and had sent Walsing-
ham away, the butler would have taken
the call,  He would have learned the
truth, and Bunter's house of cards would
have collapsed all of 4 sudden! Omnce
the two men compared notes the whole
thing was bound to come out.

Bunter sat with the receiver shaking
in his fat hand.

What was going to happen now!

“ Walsingham ! repeated Mr. Pilkins

hoarsely, his voice full of excitement.
:Waﬁ]aingham! Is that you, Walsing-
am 1

“Yes!” gasped Bunter. .

The Owl of the Remove L)u'iled himself
together. It is said that there is such &
thing as “fool’s luck,” and undoubtedly
Bunter's luck was holding out.

“Hold on a minute, Pilking!” he

gasped, .

}ﬁ: crossed to the door and locked it.
He was eafe now if Walsingham shou!
come back. Then he picked up the
receiver again, and proceeded to take the
call interuged for Mr. Walsingham,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
An Amazing Discovery !

“ AULY "
M “Hallo, hallo, hallo! 1It's
old Mauly!”
Wharten & Co.,

sauntering along the shady road to Com-
bermere, waved their hands to the youth
who sat in the passing car, They were
surprised to recognise Lord Mauleverer,
of the Greyfriars Remove, but they were
glad to see that noble c‘ym.lt.h.

Mauleverer glanced at them and
nodded, and then signed to his chauffeur
to stop. The Famous Five came up to
the car.

“Fancy meeting you here, old man !’
said Harry Wharton,

Harrg
e

doing down here in the vac?”’
ollgr glad to see you, anyhow,
Mauly,# said Bob Cherry. “Staying

about here, or just passing through?”

“I'm goin' to Combermere,” said Lord
Mauleverer. *I've got to see a man.
Glad to see you fellows. You're stayin’
with Bunter—what 1”

“That's it,” said Harry.

“If you're goin’ my way, hop in, and
we’ll have & jaw,” said Lord Mauleverer
—“that is, if you'd like a lift.”

“Who's Pilkins, and w
him

“What are you

“Good! Wa were walking down to
Combermere,” said Nugent.

‘‘That’s where I'm goin’. Man named
Pilking that I'm gnin to see.”

The Famous Five found room in the
car, and it rolled on itz way again
towards the litile country town.

Lord Mauleverer looked at the five
cheery faces rather inquiringlﬁ. Per-
haps he was wondering how they were
%3?.*.1_113- on with their host at the Lodge,

illiam George Bunter,

“Havin’ a good time?” he asked,

“Oh, pretty good!” said Harry, with a
smile. “It's no end of a place we're
staying at. Bunter's got Combermere
Lodge, you know.”

“Ii’'s called Bunter Court
grinned Nu%ent.

“The fat bounder stuffed us that his
ﬁnter had bought it,” growled Johnny

ull, “But it’s come out to-day thﬁt
the

”
now,

he only got it furnished for
summer,"”

Lord Mauleverer grinned.

“Oh, you've found that out?’ he
asked.

“Did you know, Mauly?”

“Yaas. Bunter asked me not to men-
tion it, but there’s no harm in mentionin'
it if you know now. It's on account of
that I'm here in the vac.”

‘“You're going to see Bunter!”

“No fear!” said Lord Mauleverer
promptly. “I see enough of Bunter in
the term at Greyfriars—too much, in
fact. I've got to see that man Pilkins.
I fee] bound to i;ive him a look in, con-
siderin’ what's happened, He was on
my business, you see, when he was
knocked over.”

“‘Blessed if I know,” said Harry.

f)at happened to

“Estate agent at Combermere. He
let the lodge to Bunter, or Bunter's
father, I suppose; he could hardly have
let it to a schoolboi. You see, my
uncle, old Brooke, asked me to look ab
the lodge, as a pal of his was thinkin’
of takin' it furnished, just before we
broke up at Greyfriars, got Bunter to
go—I was feelin’ tired that day——"'

“Ha, ha, hal”

‘‘Bunter reported that it was a rotten
show, and I told nunky so, and the thing
was éropped, so far as he was concerned.
Of course, I never thought Bunter would
play a trick like that. Tt was a dirty
trick, if he had sense enough to see it.
Of course, he hasn’t.”

“Ohl” said Harry,

“Havin' put me off it, he nipped in
an’ bagged it,” said Lord Mauleverer,
rather ruefully. “Dashed if I know
where the Bunters get the money from.
It’'s forty guineas a week an’' expenses,
which must come to as much more, 1
should think. But the point is this, that
while showin' Bunter tﬁg place the man
Pilkins was hurt in a motor saccident,
and had to be shoved in a nursin’-home.
Ag he was wanderin’ about on my
account, ¥ felt that it was up to me to
see him through—what ¥’

“Just like you, Mauly. But—"

“I telephoned from Greyfriars to Dr.
Brown at Combermere, und asked him
to put it 'all down to me, if there was
any ‘difficulty in the matter,” said Lord
Mauleverer., “The poor chap had to
stay away from business for weeks; and,
of course, that's a serious matter, with
a tremendous doctor’s bill into the bar-
gain—what "

“1 sugpose 50.” :

“8o I asked the medical johnny to
phone me at home, when Pilkins was
leavin’, end I'd come down and see him
about it,” said Lord Mauleverer. “ That's
why I'm here. It’s really no trouble. A
chap may as well motor in one direction
as another—what1”
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The chums of the Remove chuckled.

“Pilkins left the nursin’-home thia
mornin',” said Lord Mauleverer. “I'm
goin’ to his office now to- see if he's
there.”

“1 see,”" assented Harry.

“It's really hard cheese on the poor
chap, and I've got plenty of dibs to stand
the damages,” said Mauly, “and it's only

eivil to look in and ask him how he is— |

what?

The car was in Combermere High
Street now, and a few minutes later if
stopped at Mr. Pilkins' Estate Office.

The Greyfriars juniors alighted.

“If you fellows have nothin' better
to do, we might have a run round after
I've finished with Pilkins,” said Lord
Mauleverer. “It's no end of a pleasure
to see your jolly old chivvies again!”

“_tJ?'IIy good idea {” said Harry, “ We'll
wait.

The Greyfriars fellows entered the
office,

A sleepy-looking clerk was in attend-
ance there, dozing in a chair at a desk,
and ocoasionally starting into feverish
activity to chase a buazing bluebottle
with a folded newspaper.

_ He gave the juniors a look of sleepy

inquiry.

“Mr, Pilkins about?” asked Lord
Mauleverer,

““Yes, sir; he's come down to the office
for the first time this afternoon. He's
been ill.”

“Good! Ask him if he can see me
now, Tell him it's Lord Mauleverer.”

“0h, certainly, my lord!”

The clerk went into the inner office to
announce the noble visitor,

The communicating door closed, but

opened again at once. Mr, Pilkins ap-.

peared in the doorway, with a deferen-
tial smile on his plump visage. The
name of Lord Mauleverer was an “open
sesame,” Mr, Pilkins was still under
the impression that it was Lord
Mauleverer whom he had shown over
Combermere Lodge a few weeks ago,
and who had scattered curremcy notes
“I:ith a reckless hand among the servants
there,

He looked at the juniors, and the defer-
ential smile was replaced by a puzzled

expression, ,
is Lord Mauleverer?”

* Where
asked.

“Here !" "said Mauly cheerfully,

Mr. Pilking stared at him.

“What ! You are
Mauleverer!” .

“I jolly well am!" said Mauly, in
surprise.

Mr. Pilkina stared harder, .

“Come, come, young man,” he said,
%I met his lordship some time ago, and
you are not in the Baast like him. Come,
come! What nonsense is this?"

“(Oh gad! What does this mean, you
fellows?” asked Lord Mauleverer, ap-
pealing to his companions, ‘“Have you
any idea what it means?"

‘I give it up,” said Harry Wharton.
“Mr. Pilkins—if you've Mr. Pilkins—this
certainly is Lord Mauleverer.

he

not Lord

He is our
schoolfellow- at Groyfriars, and we've
known him whole terms.”

*Yes, rather!”

“This is very extraordinary,” said the
estate agent suspiciously, “On the day
I had my motor accident, Lord Maule-
verer came over from the school to see a
house I had on my books, on behalf of
his uncle, Sir Reginald Brooke. He was
not in the least like this young gentle-
man.”

“Oh, my hat!” roared Bob Cherry.
“Bunter |”

“Grent Scott!"

“Was he a fat chap in glasses?” asked
Nugent.

“Just so 1" assented Mr, Pilking.

which have

HARRY CLARK, 61, Win
LESLIE E. DOORNE, 54,

RICHARD JENKINS,

1. Lighthouse.
2. Cruiser.

3. Jetty.

4, Swimmers.

BRAVO, THE PRIZEWINNERS !
RESULT OF “WHAT IS IT?” COMPETITION NO. 1.

In this competition some rearrangement of the prize list has been necessary.
The THREE CAMERAS have been awarded to the followiug competitors
whose solutions, each containing one error, came nearest to correck:

C. W. ALLINGHAM, 24, Barnmead Rd., Beckenham; Kent.
WILLIAM HARMER, 9, Knights Place, Holland 8t., Southwark, London, 8.E.
FRANK ASTON HINT, 145, Cannon St., London, E.C. 4,

So many competitors qualified for the third grade of prizes that the value
of the twelve pocket-knives has been added to that of the six MODEL YACHTS,
I eon increased to NINETEEN, and awarded to the following
competitors whose solutions each contained two errors:

R. ARTHUR, 114, Kennington Park Rd., 11.

R. €. AUSTIN, 25, Coronation Buildings, Sth. Lambeth Rd., London, 8.W.
EDMUND BRIGHT, 187, Latchmere Rd., Battersea, London, 8.W. 11,
DENNIS CRIDLAN, 39s, The Broadway, Worthing, Sussex.

F. CARTER, 220, Chapeltown Rd., Leeds.

eld 8t., Bradford.

rovidence 8t., South Ashford, Kent,

ALFRED GAZZARD, 101, Eade Rd., Finsbur
ESME GRKIMBLE, 128, Warton 8t., Lytham,
WALTER HOBSON, 43, Cumberland St., Devonport, Devon.
11, Battle Rd., Hollington,
K. KIRKWOOD, 35, Adelaide St., Stonehouse, Plymouth,
ARTHUR RANSOM, 192, Priory Rd., Hastings.
GEORGE H. REES, 82, Guinness' Buildings

RONALD SEDDON, 144, Lea Bridge Rd., Cl
RONALD J. SALMOND, 17, Rosedene Avenue, Streatham,
J. SHEPHERD, 1, Beaminster Villas, Hillfield Rd., Cove, I'arnboro’, Hants.
JOHN SMITH, 7, Lloyd St., West Bromwich.

FRED. TAYLOR, 48, Charnwood Rd., 8th. Norwood, London, 8.E. 25.

The Correct Solution was as follows?

London, 8.E.

Park, London, N, 4.
ancs.

St. Leonards-on-Sea,

Brandon 8t., Walworth, 8.E.
apton, London, E. 5,
London, 8.W. 16.

5. Cliffs.

6, Fisherman,
7. Groynes.
B. Yawl.

“Then he jolly well wasn't Lord
Mauleverer,” e'lhuckled Bab.
the genuine article, warranted all wool.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“0Oh pgad!” ojeculated Lord Maule-
verer. “There's a little mistake. I
asked Bunter to come over for me, Mr.
Pilkins, and—and you seem to have
taken him for me. My mistake! I
apologise. I remember now, Bunter told
me somethin' about his bein' mistaken
for me. I thought the fat bounder had
been swankin', and forgot all about it.”

Mr. Pilking frowned ‘Portenbous!y.

“]1 certainly suPpose the boy te be
Lord Mauleverer!” ho exelaimed. “I
had received a letter from Sir Reginald
Brooke, stating that Lord Mauleverer
would call in a car, and the chauffeur
addressed him as his lordship.”

“0f course, he spoofed the chauffeur,
too,” said Mauly, “It was a hired car
from Courtfield, and the man was
expectin’' me.”

“I have been taken in, then!” ex-
claimed Mr. Pilking wrathfully.

“TLooks like it,”" assented Lord Maule-
verer. “ But never mind, Bunter's only
o harmless ass, and there's no harm
done. All the same, I don't quite see
how you haven't found out the mistake
before, as wvou've let the house (o
DBunter.”

Mr. Pilkins jumpead.

“‘Let the house !'" he repeated.

*Yaas,"

“ Are you referring to Combermere
Lodge "

“Yaas,”

“I have been away from business since
my accident,” said Mr. Pilkins. “The
letting of Lord Combermere's house has
remained in abeyance, Combermere
L(:::lgg ,iﬁ not let!”

I shall be taking that matter in hand
again at once,” said Mr. Pilkins. *“My

“This is | I

client. is very anxious to let his house.

“But it’s let ! roared Bob Cherry.

“TIt is not let !” snapped Mr. Pilkins.
“Y suppose I know whether I have let
Combermere Lodge or not?”

“But it"s let to Bunter!”

¢ Nonsense !"

“Well, whether it's let to him or not,
he's got it !"” said Bob.

“ Nonsense !” repeated Mr, Pilkins.

‘th’s a solid fact, old bean,” grinned

“ Absurd! What puts such an idea
into gour head 7" exclaimed Mr, Pilkins
irritably.

“Only the simple little fact that we're
staying at the house with Bunter for the
vacation,” said Bob Cherry.

Mr. Pilkins staggered.

“You—you—you are staying at Com-
bermere Lodge 7" he ejaculated.

“Certainly !”

“Impossible I gasped Mr. Pilkins.

“It's called Bunter Court now,” said
Bob, “and Bunter is running the show.
Mean to say that you haven't let the
house to Bunter’s father?”

“T have never heard of Bunter or
Bunter’s father | raved Mr. Pilkina,

“(Oh, great pip!"”

Mr. Pilkins turned to his astonished
clerk, who was no longer lookinF sleepy,
or giving any attention to the blue-
bottle.

““Parker !

“Yos, sir!” gasped the estate agent's
clerk.

“You have not let Combermere Lodge
during my absence "

“Certoinly not, Mr. Pilkins!"

“You hear what these young gentle-
men say?” exclaimed the estate agent.
“They say that the house is now occu-
pied by a tenant nomed Bunter. Have
you any knowledge of it, Parker "

Parker gasped.
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“1 knew the house was occupied,” Le
stuttered, “There have been [arge
orders mm'm¥

¥

Combermere from the Lodge.. I—I rup

posed that you had let the house, sir, to-

the-client you weré seocing on the day you
were hurt in the accident.”

“Good  heavens!” eoxclaimed Mr,
Pilkins, aghast.

The Gra¥fi'iura fellows looked at one
another. ' They were making. discoverics

now, with a vengeance, on the subject of

Bunter Cdurt, _

“But what was Walsingham thinking
of 7" -howled Mr. Pilkins.- " He had no
right to let a tenant. into the housae with-
out an agrecment duly signed;-and an
inventory taken, and a substsntial swm
aid in gddvanee. . Nothing of the kind

ns been done. Besides, the house-could
not be let to a schoolboy —a minor.
What does it mean, Parker 7"

But ‘Parker could only gasp. He did
rot knew in-the least. what it meant, any
more than Mr. Pilking himsel did,

“Oh gad!” mnrmiured Lotd Maule-
verer, "I seem to have stirred up a
giddy kettle of fish here. Wish 1
hadn't come, by gad !”

Mr, . Pilkins clutched at his scanty hair.
He was utterly astounded and dismayed
by what he had discovered.

“What can Walsingham mean by it?”
he babbled. “The man must be mad—
mad!  What can it ‘mean?
s}:pnk to him at once, and find out what
tms means, Excuse me, Lord Mgule-

verer.”
" Oh, yaas!”
Mr. Pilkins rushed back into his

private office, and grabbéd the receiver
off th:la telephone, and rang up the
butler's room at Combermere lfud' .
And—befriended by fools luck—Billy.
Bunter took "the call in Walsinghamn's
veom ot “Bunter Court.”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Stuffing Mr. Pilkins !

ol ILKINS—is that Pilkins?” de.
mandec Billy Bunter into the
transmitter,

Bunter had pulled himself to-
gether.  The estate agent’s. veice had
Irightened him almost out of his fat wits
[or & moment or two. But the fat junior
realised that the position was seridus, and
that it had to be handled with care. He
vollected all his fat faculties for this deli-
cate affair.

The tones of the ecstate agent revealed
the fact that he was excited and enraged,
and Bunter had no doubt that he had
made a stnﬂlinE discovery—which he
was bound to make as soon as he left the
nursing-nome, That had always been a
cortainty ; but Bunter had given theé con-
tlﬂgﬂﬂ.lﬂj‘ no thought at all, It was but
seldom that the Owl of the Remove
allowed his fat thoughts to stray beyond
the passing moment.

Bunter's weird gifts as a ventriloquist
came n  useful mnow. Instinctively,
nimost without thinking, he imitated the
rather full and fruity voice of Walsing-

ham, the butler—just as he had imitated

the nasal tones of Mr. Pilkins in tele-
phoning to Walsingham, wecks before,
ihat the house was let 1o Mr, Bunter.
There were few things that Bunter could
tlo well, but ventriloquism was one of the
fow, and his skill in imitating voices was
really unecanny.

_ Often and often had he been kicked for
it in the Remove passage at Greyfriars,
where the fellows knew him {oo well to
le in doubt about it when Bunter played
his knavish tricks on them. But bis
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to all the tradesmen in-

I must’]

weird gift, which had earmed him more
kicks than hallpence at Greyfriars, came
in very useful now. Rather by instine-
tive cunning than. b';.f thought, Bunter
imitated Walsingham's fruity tones, so

that Mr, Pilkins should suppose that he| ¥
had got through to the Combermeré |

hutler,

Mr. Pilkins undoubtedly did-suppose
g0. Apart from the voice sounding like
Walsingham's, he was not likely to sup:
pose that anyone was in the butler's

‘room ‘at the lodge; taking the call in the

place of tho portly Butler,

Fuming with
‘anger and anxiety, while Harry Wﬁnrtbn

& Co. and Lord Mauleverer waited in

the outor office, Mr, Pilking fairly bawled

mto the telephone, under the. imipression
that he wns talking to Walsingham.
“¥Yes, it's Pilkine! I'm Pilkins!" he
shouted. * Walsingham, you ass—"
L Whlt?"

“Is the Lodge let?™ bawled Mr.
Pilkina,

“Oh, yes!"

“To whom? Quick! To whomi"

shricked the estate agent.

“To Mr. Bunter.”

“A fat fellow in spectacles?”?

“Oh! Hem! Ah! VYes!”

"The fellow who pretended to me that
he was Lord Mauleverer?' shirieked Mr,
Pilkins wildly,

Bunter jumped,

He had almost forgotten that he had
first gained the ﬂnnggenf-e of the un-
fertunate estate agent by passing himself
off as Lord Mauleverer, the schoolboy
millionaire of Greyfriars. That had been
the first of his tricks, and caused chiefly
by swank, Bunter not foresccing at the
time what it would lend to. Step by step
and trick by trick the Owl of (.!:reyfrin.ra
had proceeded from that vainglorious
swank to the hagging of Lord ber-
mere's house for the vacation.

“Do yon hear me?” yelled Mr, Pil-
kins. “Is it the sama follow "

“Oh, yes! That was only & little joke
of—of Master Bunter's, He wae simply

Eulling your leg that time, Pilkins. No
arm done |

“No harm ! roared Mr. Pilkins. “If
T hadn't supposed him to be Lard Maul-
everer, Walsingham, do yon suppose I'd
have brought him to the hounse, and ae-
cepted him as a tenant, and tipped you
the wink to make sure of him1”

“Oh!” gasped Bunter.

“Now I know why be didn't want me
to mention that he was Lord Maul-
everer I” howled Mr. Pilkins. “He was
already thinking of this—this frand—
this swindla—this—this hold-up——"

“"Wha-a-at?"

“He could never have brought it off
if T had not been knocked out by a
motor accident that day. But how dil
he impose on you, Walsingham? How
did you come to let him into the housde
without sceing me or my clerk, or know-
ing whether any agreement had becn
signed or lease taken or anything of the
sorti"

(1] I_ »y

“Believing him to be Lord Maul
averer, I tried hard to nail him, and
tipped you the wink, as vou know. But
if he's taken the houso in his own name
he can't have led you to suppose that he
was Lord Mauleverer.”

“Nunno!"” gasped Bunter,
who 1 am, of course—"

“What "

"“T—I mean T know who he i=.”

“Have you been drinking, Walsing-
ham 7"

“Eh? Oh, no!” stuttered Bunter,

“Your talk sounds like it. Look here,
I was keén to bag Lord Mauleverer:
but, cf course, T sheuld not have let him

“1 know

l

s

the house personally, as & schoolboy and
a minor—his guardian would have had
to deal with me. You seem to have let a
schoolboy take possession—unquestioped |
What do you mean by il, Walsingham?
ou are answerable to Lord Combermere
for this; I disclaim all responsibility I

Bunter gasped.

He wondered dizzily what Walsing-
bam would have thought on hearing that
he had been hﬂtinq the call. Fortun-
ately—from DBunter's point of wview—
Walsingham was not there.

* Are you deaf?” raved Mr. Pilkins.

ad Hl.lﬂﬂﬂ III

“Then speak, you ass!”

“You—you see, I—I——" Bunter was
willing to speak, but he hardly knew
what to say. It really was a difficult
matter to' deal with,

“Who is this Bunter?” shouted M.
Pilkins. *'1 suppose n sclicoliellow of
Lord Mauleverer—and of these boys who
are now in my office——"

“Oh! Are they?’

“But who—what is he? Has he anv
money?! Is he an arrant swindler and
adventurer ™

“"Oh crumhbs !

“It looks like it. By the way he has
ncted in getting poseession of the house.
No paper whatevér has been signed, no
inventory taken was simply
knocked over when T learned, a few
minutes ago, that the house was let to
this—this young scoundrel who has taken

possession ! He must be ejected nt
onée |”

? ]ﬂfh}:.” h 1 "

o e has stolen anything—

8. g-atolen nnyth?ng 172 stuttered
Bunter.

“Yes—if he 1= a thief ns well as n
swindler, and has stolen anything, you
are answerable, Walsingham 1"

“Oh denr "

“How ran we tell what he may or
may not have taken? WNo inventory ol
the contents of the house has been
signed. There are many articles of great
value—some runmng into hundreds of
pounds. The fellow may be an ex-
perienced thief !”

“ Phew |"

“You are responsible, Walsingham!
I wash my hands of it!” howled Mr.
Pilkins. ‘““You let this—this voung vil-
lain into the house while T was detained
in & nursing-home, unable to attend to
bosiness. 1 had not the faintest idea
that anv step was being taken in the
matter of letting the house, I was
astounded to hear that it hed heen let
to this—this villain—this rascal—this—
this Bunter I

o Phe"? !I#

““Has he paid you anything?’ shrieked
Mr. Pilkins, ‘‘Is there any possibility
of indemnification for this loss? Lord
Combermere will expect his money if he
hears that the house has been oceupied.
Hns this rascal any moncy? Ilave the
scoundrel’s people any money? Do you
know? What possessed you to let ham
into the house at all?”

Bunter grinned.

It was Bunter, telephoning in the voice
of My, Pilkins, who had induced Wel-
singham to believe that the house was
let to its present tenant, But the cstate
agent was not likely to guess that.

“Answer me, Walsingham!" hooted
Mr. Pilking, “Cannot you understand
that T am on tenterhooks? Who is this

fellow? What are. his people? Have
}hﬂy any means? Are they worth going
or "

“Calm yourself, Pilkins!" said Bun-
ter, in Walsingham’s fruity tenmes. “It

.is all right, I assure you "
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estate agent. ‘“‘And hpw do you make
out that 1 is all right?”

“Mr. Bunter is a
gentlenan—"

“Ts he?” .

“ [ixtremely $o0. And his father is.
perhaps the richest man on the Stock
Exchange—simply rolling in money !’

“That's all very well. Bui have you
seen the colour of his woney?” hooted
M. Pilkins,

“0Oh, certainly! Master Bunter spends/
money- like water; a fiver to him 1is less
than & half-crown to you, Pilkins.”

“Oh!" Mr. Pilkins calmed down a
little. “I remember the young fool was
chucking money about the day I brought
him along to see the property. A
swanking, mnew-rich young upstart, T
thought him; I eould not understand a
nobleman acting in such & way, though
I beliéved hiim at the time to be Lord
Mauleverer—a swanking, purse-proud,
affected young upstari—" i

“You cheeky ass!” roared Bunter,
quite forgetting for the mument that he
was speaking in the character of
Walsingham,

Mr. Pilking in his personal interview
with Bunter some time before had heen
deferencé and civility personified ; it had
seemed as if butter would not melt in
his mouth. So it was rather startling to
hear his real opinion of his client.

“ What—what—what did you
Walsingham 7"

“I—I mean I—I—" Bunter recol-
lected himself. “I mean, kindly speak
more respectfully of Master Bunter,
Pilkins,"”

“T'll speak respectfully enough of him
when I see a cheque for the week he's
been at Combermere Lodge!” hooted
Mr. Pilkins. “If he pays for the week
and clears out, well and good. He can
stay on if he will pay for the whole term
in advance. Then I'll speak respect-
fully of the young scoundrel. Nof till
thenI"

“Pooh !
Bunter !”

“If it's o trifla he can hand it out.
Is he in the house at the present
moment 7"

Bunter chuckled.

“Yes—quite near at hand, Pilkins.”

“Then ask him on the spot for the
money; if he's rolling in it, as he's led
you to believe, he can hand out forty
guineas on the spot!”

“A mere trifie to him. T assure you,
Pilkins. Hold on a minute and I will
speak to him.”

“Quick, then!"”

Billy Bunter laid the receiver on the
table, and blinked thoughtfully at the
lcl_opf-:qua. Tt waa easy enough to
spin Mr. Pilkins a yarn, in the fruity
voice of Walsingham. That would
satisfy the estate agent for the
moment, But what would follow?

Bunter could not guess. But 'on the
principle of staving off the day of
reckoning till the latest ossibla
moment, he determined to “stuff ¥ Mr.,
Pilkins, and keep that gentleman from
telephoning to Walsingham again in'

“All right, is it?” hooted the excitedl

wealthy young |

BAY,.

Ll

The sum is a trifle to Master

a hurry., Bven a day gained was some-
thing! Something might turn 'upl
The chapter of accidents had be-
triended William George Bunter so far,

and might befriend him again,

He picked up the receiver once more,
after a few minutes of rapid thought,
In his piesent peculiar position (he
Owl of the Remove was getting into
the way of giving his fat intellect much
more exercise than it had been accus-
tomed to.

“Are you there, Pilkins?”

Sammy.

“If you want me to kick you, Sammy——"" roared Bunter.

“My hat ! I joliy well will ! ** exclaimed the Owl. He made a rush

at his minor and Saramy dashed up the drive at great speed,
(See Chapter 7.)

** Yah !'" said
making for the house,

“Yes, waiting.”

“I  have spoken
Bunter——"

“Well 17

“1 am afraid that Master Bunter was
a little offended by my asking him for
money, but I explained that you were
anxious on the subject.” :

Bunter was almost astonished himself
at the fertility of his invention. But
heo bad, of course, had léng practice in
‘the peculiar art of Ananias,

“That's all right! I'll take the re-
sponsibility 1” growled Mr. Pilkins.
“What I want to know is, has he
handed out any hard cash? That's the
imPortatlt' point.”

[ ch.)r

“Oht!” exclaimed
“How much ?”

“Forty guineas, in banknotes.”

“Pheaw !”

“He has alse handed me a cheque
from his father for two hundred
pounds.”

" Groat Scott!”

“1 will send both the banknotes and
the cheque to, your office by a footman
without delay.”

“Good gad!” Mr., Pilking' nasal
voice was c}uita calm and pleasant now.
“Dash it all, Walsingham, it seems that
it's a good® lel, after all, [t's very
irregular—no agreement, no inventory
—but if the young fellow ‘pays up it's
all right, of course. TDetter be ¢ivil to
bim. Treat Lim_ well.”

Bunter grihned.

to Master

Mr, Pilkins,

“T shall certainly treat him the best
I know how, Pilkins.”

“That's all right. Of course, the
matter must be regularised. T must
gee Master Bunter, and the necessary
papers must be signed by his father or
legal representative. I will come up to
the house this evening.”

Bunter shivered.

“No, that won't do, Pilkins!" he ex-
claimed hastily.

“J had better, And you can hand me
the mouey, instead of sending it to my
office.” :

“Mr. Bunter is engaged this evening
—ho haw a party of friends, and there
is a little celebration on. He would be
greatly annoyed by a business call at
such & time, and T shall be very busy,
too. You had better make your ¢all to-
morrow.” .

“Well, that will be more convenient
for me, certainly,” said Mr. Pilkins.
“I will eall on you in the morning,
Walsingham. You have very greany
relieved my mind. I was alarmed—very
much alarmed—"

“ No occasion whatever for alarm., I
will request Master Bunter to telephonie
to your office in the morning, making
an appointment.”

“Right. But in mt{] case I shall call
~I simply must see him. The matter
is too irregular already. So if T do
not hear from him I will call about
eleven in the morning.”

Bunter breathed hard,
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# Good-bye, Walsigﬁhm”

Mr., Pilkins rang off,

Bunter sat and stared at the tele
phone. He had put off the evil day—
at the cost of a little more romancing
he had satisfied Mr. Pilkins—tempo-
rarily. But it was pume]r temporarnly.
‘T'he estute agent was relieved, but by
no means wholly reassured; he was
quite determined to have a personal in-
terview with his very peculiar tenant,
And when he came up to the Lodge and
found that there was no cash—

The thought of it made Bunter feel
quite dizzy for some moments. Then,
in his usual siyle, he dismissed the

matter from his mind. Nothing was
to happen till the morrow—and the
morrow could take care of itself. It

was getfing towards dinner-time; and
if there was to be onlly one more din-
ner af “Bunter Court * that was all the
inore reason why Billy' Bunter should
enjoy it thoroughly, with a mind free
[rom care.

He let himself out of Walsingham'a
room, and rolled away, and s fat
thoughts concentrated on dinmer, Mr,
Pilkins and all his works being die-
missed as comparatively unimporiant,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Major and Minor !

ARRY WHARTON & CO,
H waited in Mr. Pilking' outer
office in a wondering frame of
mind while that gentleman was

busy on the telephone,

They simply did not know what to
make of the strange situation,

1t looked as if Billy Bunter had ob-
tained  possession of 'ombérmere
Lodge, alias Bunter Court, by some ex-
traordinary trickery; but how the Owl
of the emove had “worked the
oracle” was a deep mystery to them.
They were uneasy, and a little alarmed.
They understood Bunter, and knew
that ho was fatuous enough to ‘‘land ¥
himself in almost anything; and ether
fellows, who did not understand him
50 well, might very easily have sup-
posed him to be an -unscrul:u]ous young
rogue, which Bunter really was not.
He was simply unable to realise that
any other inhabitant of the globe had
any rights or interests as important as
his own; like Ancient Pistal, Bunter re-
gardnd the world as his oyster, which

¢ had to open somehow,

But though it might be [atuousness,
and not fraud, that led Bunter into a
lawless scrape, the consequences might
be v“f serious. . But what had he done
—and how had hs done it?

The Famous Five were quite mysti-
fied. Even Lord Mauleverer was taking
the trouble to give the malter some
thought.

All the Greyfriars party were re-
lieved, therefore, when Mr. Pilkins
looked out of the inner office, havin,
finished telephoning, with & cheerfu
expression on his aguiline face. Obvi-
ously he was relieved in his mind.
"Pray step in, Lord Mauleverer,” he
said. “It is very kind of your lordship
lo give me a ca]{”

Mauly blinked at him.

“What about Bunter?” he asked.

“1 think that that matter will be
arranged  satisfactorily,” said Mr.
Pilkins,  *“Walsingham tells me that
Master Bunter i3 quite able to meet
his engagements, irregularly as he has
entered mmto_them.”

“That's good !” said Harry Wharton,

“1 confess that T was . very much
alarmed,” said Mr. Pilkins. “ But
Maoster Bunter, though somewhat
erratioc in his _methods, seems. quite
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straightforward, from what Walsing-
ham tells me. I shall be secing him at
the Lodge to-morrow morning, and
everything will be arranged, hope,
utisf_act.onl;r. If your lordship will
stelg in—"

18 lordship stepped into Mr. Pil-
kins' prigate office,

Harry Wharton & Co. remained in the
outer office, while Lord Mauleverer
was having his little talk with the
estate agent,

They understood that Mauly was
there to settle an account for damages;
and though it was not, of course, ean
account that Mr. Pilking could have
claimed, that made no difference to
Mauleverer. He felt that he was re-
sponsible, in a way at least, as Mr,
Pilkins bad been going about business
for him at the time he was knocke
out by the motor accident. And Mauly
wes in the happy position of posesssing
almost unlimited cash, which enabled
him to follow the dictates of his kind
heart,

The chums of the Remove waited,
while Parker, the clerk, dozed at his
desk and killed flies with a newspaper.
Lord Mauleverer emerged at last, and
Mr. Pilkins emerged with him, beam-
ing with deference and satisfaction. It
was but seldem that Mr. Pilkins' dusty.
dusky little office was honoured by the
%resence of a real live lord; and Mr,

ilkins was evidently enjoying it,

He came out to the car to see his

lordship safely on board; he shed a
few of his beams of satisfaction on
Harry Wharton & Co., as they were

enjoying the distinction of being his
lordship’s companions, and shone, as it
were, with the rcflected glory of his
title and wealth.

The car rolled away with the juniors
packed in it, Mr. Pilkins bowing almost
to the pavement as it departed.

“We'll have a run about, and I'l
land you at the Lodge on iny way home
—what?"” said Lord Mauleverer.

“Good! Why not drop in at the
Lodge?” grinned Bob Cherry. “I'm
sure Bunter would be glad to see you.”

Lord Mauleverer looked alarmeg.

“Oh gad! No fear! I'itdrep you at
the gates,” he said. “No more Bunter
for me than I can help !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“It seoms all right about jolly old
Bunter Court.” said. Bob Cherry.

“Blessed if I wasn't beginning to think
tha1t there was a swindle of some kind
on 1”

B““Loﬂks like it to me,” grunted Johnny

hull,

“The lookfulness is terrific,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “But the
esteemed and nosey Pilkins seems to be
satisfied.”

“If he's satisfied, I suppose it's all
right," ' said Harry Wharton, rather
dubiously, however,

“Yaas; it's all right; he's satisfied,”
said Lord Mauleverer. “I gathered
that he's rather pleased than otherwise
that Bunter’s taken the place, since his
talk with the butler on the phone. It
was rather a difficult place to let, with
such thumpin’ big expenses attached.
He was tellin' me that Bunter's pater
has shelled out a cheque, or somethin’ of

the sort. It seems to be all serene.”
“Thank goodness for that!” said
Nugent. “It would have becn rather

rotten for us all round if there had been
trouble.”
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It was a general relief to the Famous
Five to find that Mr, Pilkins was
satisfied, after all, Their position would
have been a very unenviable one, as
Bunter’s guests at Bunter Court, had it
proved that Bunter was a “bikk,” with
an enraged estate agent on his trail,

The chums of the Remove enjoyed
their run in Mauly's car, They had
always liked the dandy of the Remove,
and his company was more agreeable
than ever as a change from Bunter's,

They would have beerr very pleased
had Mauly decided to join the party at
the Lodge. There was no doubt that
Williern George Bunter would have wel-
comed him there. But Mauly, as he had
said, had too much Bunter during tho
term at Greyfriars School. He did not
want any more.

The car rolled along to the Lodge at
last, to drop the Famous Five there in
time for dinner. Three fags of the
Becond Form of Greyfriars were coming
along to the gates—Sammy Bunter and
his friends Gartty and Myers. The three
loocked red and dusty, and Sammy
Bunter's nose had a swollen lock, which
indicated that there had been some forc-
ible sort of argument among the fags,
Possibly Gatty and Myers had forgotten
that they wero Bunter minor’s guests,
and had acted as if they were still in
the Second Form-room.at Greyfriars.
Sammy weas scowling as he rubbed his
nose, and Gatty and Myers were eyeing
him disdainfully.

The car passed the fags, and left them
behind. A few minuteg later it stopped
at tlie Lodge gates, a.nj Harry Wharton
& Co. turned out and bade farewell to
Lord Mauleverer.

“I say, you fellows——"

It was Billy Bunter. He was loafing
about the . gates, and his little round
eyes gloamed at the sight of Lord
Mauleverer. He came sprinting towards
the car as fast as his 'fat little legs
could carry him.

“Mauly, old man—"

Lord Mauleverer hurriedly signalled
to the chauffeur.

The cér moved on.

“Stop!"” shouted Bunter, “I say,
Mauly, old man! Mauly! Stop!
Mauly, old fellow! You silly ass, are
you deaf?"

&pﬁaruutly. Lord Mauleverer was deaf.

At all events, he did not answer, and.the

cda.rtvauisbod with a rush in a cloud of
ust,

Billy Bunter blinked round at
grinning faces of the Famous Five.

“You silly asses—"

* What 1"

You've met Mauly somewhere, Why
didn’t you make him come in to dinner?
Y'd have been glad to have him.”

“No doubt!” grinned Bob Cherry.

It was very probable that Bunter
would have been glad to have an easy-
going millionaire as a guest at Bunter
Court, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh mur-
mured that the gladfulness would have
been terrific.

“ Better company than you chaps,” said
Bunter.

the

L1 Oh ]”
Billy Bunter cast a regretful blink
after the vanishing car, Lord

Mauleverer was gone from his gaze like
& beautiful dream.

Harry Wharton & Co. walked up the
drive, leaving Bunter still blinking after
Mauly’s car. The Owl of the Remove
was deeply annoyed by Mauly's depar-
ture. n his present situation Mauly
would have come in wonderfully useful
at Bunter Court. But he was gone.
The car disappeared round a bend of the
road, leaving nothing but a cloud of
dust for Bunter to blink af.

Bunter grunted.
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Three dusty fags tramped up, and the
Owl of the Remove turned his spectacles
upon them. Sammy and Gatty and
Mpyets did not really look a credit to so
magnificent an establishment as Comber-
mere Lodge. Bunter blinked at them
with disparaging disdain.

“ Precious set you look!” he growled.'

*“What's the matter with your nose,
Sammy?"
“‘I'nat cad Gatty punched it!” snapped

Sammy.

“T'li punch it again,” said Gatty.

“My hat! Are these the manners of
the Second Form?” sneered Bunter. *Is
that how you fags behave when you're
on a visit to a first-class country house?”

‘““We ain't staying much longer,”
jeered Gatty. “We're going this even-
ing, ain't we, Myers?”

“We are!” said Myers, with emphasis.

“Borrowing n fellow’s money, and
calling him names!” said Gatty, with a
snort. *‘If we're going to pay for our
holida{} we don’t want it here, I can tell
you. I'd rather spend the money at the
seaside.”

*'Much rather!” said Myers,

The two fags tramped up the drive,
taking no further heed of the two
Bunters. William George blinked
severely at Samue! of that ilk.

“You've been borrowing money of
your friends, Sammy !" he said sternly.

Sammy Bunter sniffed.

“Haven't you?’ he demanded. *1I

know jolly well that you've fairly
cleared out your blessed visitors.”

“That's no business of yours, Sammy.
I may have borrowed a few pounds of
my friends, or I may nok.  You shouldn’t
have borrowed money of your visitors,
Sammy. It's bad form.”

“Following your example,”
Sammy. “Rats!”

“So they're going, are they?” said
Bunter, “Well, that's so much to the
good. I don't want Second Form fags
about the place. Secrapping, as if you
were in the Form-room at Greyfriars!
There's such a thing as appearances.
You don't think enough about keeping
up appearances, Sammy. There's the
butler and the footmen to consider.”

“Blow the butler and bless the foot-
men !” answered Sammy independently.

“If you want me to kick you,
Sammy——"" roared Bunter.

(13 Yah !JJ

“My hat! I'll jolly well—"

L Rﬂtﬂ 1"

said

Billy Bunter made a rush at his minor,
and Sammy made a dash up the drive.
The lodge-keeper came out of his lodge
to close the gates, and stared up the
drive at the entertaining sight of Sammy
Bunter racing for the house, 'and Billy
Bunter racing on his track, striving to
?et within kicking distance. Fortunately
or Bammy, he won the race.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter on His Own |

ILLY BUNTER presided at the
dinner-table that evening at
Bunter Court in all his glory.

. It was a_tip-top dinner. al-
singham was playing up even to the satis-
faction of William George Bunter, who
was an expert in the gastronomio line.

Harry Wharton & Co. were cheery
enough, only Bammy Bunter looked
rather surly. His nose was still feeling
the effects of his argument with Gatty.

Gatty and Myers, of the Becond Form
at Greyfriars, were no longer there,

They had departed, bag and baggage,
for Gatty's home, shaking the- gmt of

Bunter Court from their feet without the
formality of any polite farewells,

will foof the hill.”
nificently.

* Thomas,” sald Bunter, ** take a car and all of you clear off to Ramsgate and
take a holiday., Let me know afterwards what expenses you ruu into, and I

“ Oh, sir,”” gasped Thomas.
always treat servanis well when they behave themselves,’”’ said Bumfer mag-
(See Chapter 9.)

““This kindness—"" “I

Sammy, following his major's noble
example, had “touched ” his guests for
loan after loan, doubtless on the prin-
ciple of making’ them pay for their enter-
tainment; and the heroes of the Second
Form were evidently “fed up’ with
that kind of hospitality., Hence the state
of Sammy Bunter's noze, and the sudden
departure of Gatty and Myers,

Billy Bunter's fat face, however, wore
an expression of beatific satisfaction, as
he disposed of course after course of a
tremendous dinner,

Not only was the dinner good, but the
attendance of a butler and footman
gratified Bunter almost as much as the
dinner itself, For the present, he had
dismissed from his fat mind the disturb-
ing thought of the extremely precarious$
tenure by which he held this mnFniﬁ-
cence. That was a matter that could be
thought out afterwards; it would have
been absurd to allow it to spoil his
dinner.

After dinner, however, Bunter's un-
common exertions at table told upon
him, and he dropped off to sleep in an
armchair. Sammy dozed in another arm-
chair, and the two Bunfers snored one
against another, ns if in a sort of snoring
competition—which caused many grins
and-winks to pass among the footmerr——
fortunately unseen by the Bunters.

Harry Wharton & Co., however, did

not remain to witness—and listen to—the
Bunter snoring competition,

All the resources of Combermere Lodge
were at their disposal, and they did not
find the time hang heavily on their
hands., Tt was a beautiful summer even-
ing, with a full round moon sailing over
the Kentish downs, Lord Combermere's
Lhandsome motor-launch was run_out on
the river, ond the chums of the Remove
enjoyed themselves with a moonlight trip,
and came back rather late to bed. And
the cireamstance that Bunter preferred
to snore indoors did not detract from the
pleasure of the trip on the river.

Bunter was gone to bed when they
came in, and the Famous Five did rot
feol any special pang at not seeing lum
again that evening. They went off to
their rooms in cheery spirits.

The next morning, when they came
down to breakfast, they were rather sur-
prised to find their host already down.

1t was the Arst time since ‘they had
arrived. at Bunter' Court that "Billy
Bunter had come down to breakfast. The
Greyfriars rising-bell was a thing of thie
pasf now, and Bunter was enjoying lis
fresdom from rule and restraint in his
own fat and lazy way. Every morning
ho snored till ten o’clock, or half-nask,

{Continued on page 16.)
Tee Magner Lisrany.—No, 912.
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“ HOLIDAY "
TEHL R

OREYER

SUPPLEMENT!

= DERALD!

HARRY IWE}ARTON

IARS,

Week Ending August 1st, 1925.

A is for ARUNDEL, down by the sea,

Its picturesque Castle would surely suit me!

B is for BLACKPOOL: Mark Linley retorts
That it is the Queen of our seaside resorts.

C is for COWES, where they hold a Regatta.

I don’t own a yacht, so what does it matter ?

D is for DOVER, from which Walter Raleigh

{Or some other hero) swam over to Calais!

E is for EASTBOURNE, a popular spot

In the month of July, when the sun’s piping hot.

T js for FOLKESTONE, not far from our school;
In its smooth, lapping waters we Jove to keep cool,
G is for GRIMSBY, where holiday trippers

May watch all the fisherfolk curing the kippers!
H is for HABTINGS, a famous old spot

Where battles were waged as far back as Year Dotl
I is for ILFRACOMBE, somewhere in Devon.

A holiday there is a foretaste of Heaven |

J is for JERSEY, an island of bliss. .

Its manifold beauties no fellow should miss.

K is for KINGSTOWN, on Erin's fair shore.

* Be jabers!” ¢ries Desmond. *“That spot I adore!”
I's for LLANDUDNO—of wonderful Wales.

Dave Morgan can tell the most marvellous tales!
M is for MARGATE, where bathérs in bands

Go frisking and frolicking over the sands,

N’s for NEWHAVEN, upon the South Coast,.

It's nice to be there when the sun’s warm as toast,

0's for OSTEND: it's a foreign resort

Where parties from England will find ripping sport.

P is for PEGG, it's a village near here

With & puihp and policeman, but not a proud Pier.

Q is for QUEENSTOWN, which Desmond declares

Is better than Brighton, and Bude, and Broadstairs,

R is for RAMBGATE, it's Margate's twin-brother.

In faet, I can never tell one from the other |

B i3 for BOUTHSEA—they christened it “Sunny,”

But you find it quite dull when you've spent all your money !

T's for TORQUAY, on the Doevonshiro coast,

Where you sample a sun-bath and frizzle and roast !

U is for UXBRIDGE—it's not by the sea,

But we'll ask the Town Council to shift it to Leigh!

V is for VENTNOR—gee, a wonderful spot !

Where the water's delightful, the sun baking hot.

W’s for WHITSTABLE—oysters agree

“It’s no healthy spot for such fellows as we!”

X is for "XMOUTH—the “E * is omitted :

It had to be done, or it wouldn't have fitted |

Y is for Yarmouth, the haunt of the bloater.

My uncle once brought a crate home in his motor |

Zs for ZEEBRUGGE, where by warships-of Britain

The boats of the Huns were effectively smitten |
TEE Magwer Lismany,—No, 912
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Of course, it
simply had to
¢ome—a Bpecial
number  dealing
o wlliih lczlo]idn.ys :]l_]d
; jolly days, as dis-

N tinot from melan-

¥ choly days!

e Gladly we hail
’ \_:7){3‘ the Summer Vara-

tion, with its long,
happy days of sport and sunshine.
Breaking-up Day finds us all agog with
oxcitement. For weeks past we have
been plotting and planning all sorts of
delightful diversions for the holidays;
and now (loud and prolonged cheers!)
the holidays are here!

Life without holidays would be un-
thinkable. We shou]dyha.ve nothing to
live for, nothing to look forward to.
There would be no red-letter days in
the schoolboy’s calendar—no green and
refreshing oases in the dreary desert of
swotting and studying,

Tom Brown, who drops into my edi-
torial den for a pow-wow whenever he
feels like it, has just been airing his
views on summer holidays. He says
they ought to start earlier and finish
later. “Five weeks aren't enough,”
declures Browney, ‘' Greyfriars ought
to shut up shop in April, and not re-
open till October. A six-months’ holi-
day is the proper caper. I'd be able to
go home to New Zealand then, The
present holidays aren’t long enough;
they only whet our appetites for more!”

I can’t quite agree with Browney. He
wants jam on it, as the saying goes.
Holidays would soon lose their charm
and their flavour if we were overdosed
with them. I've got no less an suthority
than Shakespeare for saying this, for the
Bard of Avon wrote;

“If all of life were playing holidays,
To sport would be as tedious as to
work.”

Hear, hear! To my way of thinking,
the existing heliday “arrangements are
top-hole. %y the time the last day of
the Bummer Vae, arrives, we have just
about had our fill of holidaying, and
are eager to get back to Greyfriars to
see all the old familiar faces,

Many of my reader-chums will be on
holiday when this issue comes into their
hands. Bome will be camping-out;
others will be sunning themselves on
the sands; and there will be walking
tours, and cycling tours, and caravan
tours, and all the other delights that
help to make life worth living.

Whatever kind of holiday you have

chosen, may you en‘joi it up to the
hilt, and return to *“‘the daily round,
‘the common task,” like giants

 refreshed !

By the way, look out for our next sup-
plement. It deals with sport—a subject

you all like.
H, WHARTON.



BOB CHERRY:

T once spent a wonderful holiday at
Wharton ]fodge during a heat-wave. I
fairly revel in sunshine, even when the
heat iz tropical. Colonel Wharton
allowed me to sleep on the lawn in a
little tent; and .Harry slept in a ham-
mock in the orchard, with a mosquito-
net over his chivwy., I think the only
fellow who slept indoors was Inky, who,
being an Indian, complained bitterly
of tge cold] We played cricket every
day in the sweltering sun; we cooled
our limbs in the lake, and we had all
our meals out-of-doors, We became as
brown as berries; in fact, I grew almost
as swarthy as Hurree Singh! That was
indeed .a togping holiday, engraved in-
delibly on the tablets of memory.

DICK PENFOLD:

I think it was at Colwyn Bay 1 had
my happiest holiday. I cycled there
with Rake and Brown; we wandered
round the charming town, went swim-
ming in
happy as could be! We took our ease
upon the sands, and listened to the

2

a eapphire sea, and felt as
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minstrel bands, And all the guests at
our hotel were merrg as a marriage-
bell. The days flashed very quickly by,
as in the twinkling of an eye, Old
Father Time, I do declare, galloped
alon? like Turpin’s mare! I'll not for-
get for many a day those happy hours
at Colwyn Bay!

BILLY BUNTER:

My happiest holiday was spent
with a wealthy uncle of mine—
Unele Toby. He was a Field-
Marshal in the Navy, and is now

retired, Uncle Toby held strong views
on the subject of eating and drinking,
He was always writing to the news-
papers saying that the publick duzzent
cat enuff, Instead of “Eat More
Froot !” he used to say, “Kat More
Everything!" And when anybody went
to stay with him, he used to stuff them
up, not only with thrilling tails of his
advenchers 1n the Navy, but with good,
holesome grub. Plump and jeenial
Unecle Toby—how I loved him! But his
doors are closed to me now, owing to a
little misunderstanding which arose
when I last stayed with him., Seeing a

next morning.

15

lobster sallad on the dining-room table,
I scoffed it, not knowing it was the
snack which Uncle Toby always had be-
tween tea and dinner. 'There was an
awful rumpuss, and I was sent packing
But I'd give every

Ebstle-ordar 1 Eoswss to spend another

oliday with Uncle Toby!
WUN LUNG:

Me once spendee a velly happy holi-
day in Switzerland. @ . climbee-

climbee up the Alps, and little Chinee
enjoy himself no end fine. Me wishee
there were some snow-topped moun-
tains near Greyfriars; then me would
muchee likee to go climbee-climbee on
half-holidays.

(All serene, old chap; we'll get the
Courtfield Town Council to rig up a
mountain for you!—Ed,)

WILLIAM GOSLING:

'Olidays? Don't tork to me about
'olidays! I ain’t 'ad an ‘oliday, ’appy
or otherwise, for as far back’ as I can
remember. When the young rips of
Greyfriars goes off er_:jo;in’ of their-
selves, Willlam Gosling 'as to remain
at 'is post. 'K can’t padk up ’is troubles
in 'is old kit-bag, an’ go toddlin’ down to
Brighton] Neither can ’e save up ’is
tips an’ gratooities, an' pop over to
Mlzmiy Carlo to try ’is luck at the
tables. 1 once ’eard of a gate-porter
who won ten thousand francs in a single
night at roulette. When ’e come back
to England, 'e bought 'isself a mansion
in the country, an' lived ‘appy ever
after. But I can’t foller in 'is footsteps,
'cos I never gets no 'oliday. Mine is a
miserable lot, as ever was!

(Cheer up, Gossy! You must remem-
ber that fortunes are lost, as well as
won, at Monte Carlo. Think of all the
money you've saved by not going I—Ed.)

O this is Brighton ?” 1 grunted, as

I rolled out of the
“Well, I haven't

Sammy an
noisy station,

S

. fallen in love with it at first
sight., Can you see the sea anywhere,
Sammy 7"

“No,” said Bammy; “but I can see
a jolly fine resterong! Let's go and
fortify ourselves after that beestly trane
jerney.”

“You'll have to pay your whack,™ 1
zaid, a3 we headed for the resterong.
“I've_brought you down here for the
day, Sammy, and I'm going to trot you
round and show you nﬁ the sights; but
I'm blessed if I'Ym going to be your
banker! You've got to pay your way.”

“Oh, -all right!” growled Bammy.

We had a )olly fine feed at the res-
terong; in fact, we were q]w:tite inflated
after it. And so was the bill! I
thought I'd economise by giving nothing
to the waiter,

At last we found the beach, and
plumped ourselves down in a cupple
of deck-chairs, Presently the attendgnt
came along:

“Five shillings each, please!” he:said.

“What!” I shouted, glaring at him.
“The proper charge for these chairs is
tuppence [*

“I know all about that, sir,” he said.
“But you've ruined them chairs—gone
clean through the seats of 'em! They're
not meant for the likes of you. The

S b
The Fal dumg _'gr-couﬂ f{;’fe e
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weight of the sitter isn’t supposed to
exceed half a ton!”

Sarkastic beest! He didn’t
bob out of us anyway. He got
dues—fourpence,

We sat basking in the sunshine for
about an hour, and then Sammy kom-
_Elained that he was feeling peckish,

o was I, as n matter of fact. It isn't
often that we lét a whole hour elapse
between meals. So we toddled along to
a refreshment place on the front, and
fortyfied ourselves with sandwidges and
jinger-pop.

“Bammy,” I said, after we had footed
the bill, “I'm broke!”

‘“Same here,” grunted Sammy.

“Thank goodness we've got return
tickets, or we'd never be a%le to get
home!” I said. ““Look here, we must
raise the wind somehliow. It's awful to
be broke in Brighton! We sha'n’t be
able to see the sights—the Palace Pier,
and the Grand Pavilion, and the
Aquarvium, and all the rest.”

" But what can we do?” asked Sammy
helplessly.

I put on my thinking-cap for a minute,
and then I said:

“I've got a brane-wave, Sammy boy !

t ten
is just

We'll go for o bathe—jolly lucky we've
brought our costumes with us!—and]
you must arrange to get out of your
depth and yell for help. Then I'll swim
gnﬁantly to your reskew and bring you

ashore, and some bennevolent old gent
will go round with the hat and raise a
kollection on my behalf. 'They always
do that at those seaside places, you
know.” .

“Oh, good!” said Sammy.

A few minutes later we were in the
water. Sammy played his part to per-
fection, He went a goodish way out,
and-then he let up a dreadful yell.

“Yaroooo! Help! Reskew! I've
got the cramp, and I'm sinking fast!”

Promptly 1 swam to the reskew, and
made a pretense of having a fearful
strudggle to get Sammy amshore. I sux-
xeeded at last, and I foolly eggspected
all the holidaymakers to start clapping
and cheering.

But, to our intense disgust, nething
happened! Nobody clapped; nobody
cheered; nobody went round with the
hat, The who{e affair was a garstly
wash-out !

I was beginning to wish we had never
come to Brighton, when suddenly 1
spotted a familiar figger taking a sun-
bath on the steps of a bathing-masheen.
It was my Uncle Claude! Sammy and
T fairly pelted towards him, and greth-
lessly poured into his ears a tale of
woe, saying we had spent all our munny,

Uncle Claude is a decent old buffer,
and he took kompassion on us, and
offered to take us round and show us
the sights. When he had dressed, he
took us on to the Pier, and we spent a
happy hour in the Palace of Fun. Then
we went to see all the other places of
interrest, and finished up with a_ first-
rate feed ut a high-class caffy. Uncle
Claude seemed to think we'd had
nothing to eat all day, for he flatly re-
fused to let us stop gorging. I love a
man who makes fat refusals of that
sort !

Tae MaeneT Lisrary.—No. 912,
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(Continued from page 13.)

and thon breakfasted in bed, with a
couple of menservants in attendance, it
being too much exertion for the aristo-
cratic Bunter even to lift a cream-jug for.

himself. But on this especial morning
Billy Bunter was down the first of the
party, and Harry Wharton & Co. found
him already in the sunny breakfast-room
when they appeared.

‘“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
top !” greeted Bob Cherry.
Bunter blinked at him.

“Yes. You fellows are rather late.
You're getting into rather lazy ways
away from school.”

m Eh?”

“Don't let it grow on you,” taid
Bunter, in a tone of admonmtion.
“You'll have to toe the line at Greyiriars
again next term, you know, and vou'll
feel the draught if you've got into lury,
slacking ways.”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“That's good—from
Johnny Bull.

*“.Oh, really, Bull—"

“The fulness is terrific!” grinned
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. *But it is
a great and esteemed pleasure to see your
handsome and ludicrous countenance at
the breakfast-table, my excellent and «is-
gusting Bunter !”

“The fact is, you fellows,” said Bunter,
83 Walsingham helped him to kidnoys
and bacon on a large scale—"the fact 1s,
I'mt arranging a bit of an onting for to-
day.”

" Gmd I!l

“How would you like & good long run
in the car, turning out immediately
after brekker, and doing a few hundred
miles, and coming back again in the
evening 7

“Not a bad idea,” said Harry Whar-
ton. “We'd like it all right, Bunter,
Won't it tire you, though?”

“Oh, I sha'n’t be able to come!”

o“” Oll !ll

That extendéd motor drive became
popular at once with the Famous Five.
If Bunter wasn't able to come, there was
no reason why it should not be very
enjoyable indeed.

‘Bammy won’t be able to come,
either,” said Bunter. “I'm sorry; but
we've got some business to go through
to-day. I don't want to worry my guests
with business matters, of course, That's
whyJI'm arranging this excursion for

ou,’

*Jolly good of you, old pippin,” said
Bob Cherry rather wonderingly. Really,
it was not like Bunter to be so very
thoughtful for other fellows, even when
they were his guests. “But, T say, can't
vou chuck the business and come along ?
We'll bave no end of a time !”

“Can't be done. I've got to see my
agent, Pilkins, about some affairs,’” said
Bunter. “I've rather neglected business
details; but, after all, tﬁny have to be
i I'm putting in the morning at
i

Walsingham's well-trained face was
generally axEressionless; but there was a
flicker over his grave visage as he heard
this. Undoubtedly the Combermers

You up, cld

you!” snorted

in a motor accident.”

‘of us for to-day?”

sha’n't be cxact{}v;_overcomﬁ with grief at
i

‘to get Fid of Johnn

butler was glad to hear that Master
Tae Madxer Lisrany.—No. 912

Bunter was coming down to husiness de-
tails ot last.

“Pilkins has been ill, you know,"
went on Bunter. “He was knocked out |

“We kriow,” assented Harry. .

“Now I hear that he’s back at his
office, so I'm seeing him to settle some
details of business, I shall go down to
his DfﬁFE, Walsingham !

o i '!}

“QOrder the largest Rolls-Royce for my
friends in half an hour's time.”

“Very good, sir!"”

“ And have the small Rolls ready for
me at eleven.”

“Very good, sir!”

The chums of Greyfriars breakfasted
in good spirits. A day's motoring in &
ood car appealed to them, and though
they would have been glad, in a way, for
Bunter to share their pleasure, they
really could not help feeling that the day
would be rather more of a snecess with-
out the swank, the incessant chin-wag,
and the almost equally incessant grous-
ing of the Owl of the Remove, ey
walked out to the car after breakfast in
a cheery mood. Only on Johnny Bull's
face was a rather curious, thoughtfuld
expression.

“What’s Bunter's game?” he asked
Harry Wharton quietly, while the car
was being brought round.

“Eh? What? Game?" repeated the
captain of the Remove,

“Yes, Why does he want to get shut

“Does he?” asked Harry, in surprise,

“Looks like it to me.”

Wharton shook his head.

“Blessed if I sce why he should, Tt
seems to me that he's playing up rather
better than usual. Anyhow, if he wants
to get shut of us for a day, perhaps we
getting shiit of him, so it's fair play on
both sides.”

Johnny Bull grinned.

“Thot’s all right,” he said. “But it's
quest to me. Bunter wants to get rid of
us to-day for some reason."

“Well, lot him ! said Harr{l, laughing.

Johnny Bull nodded; but he was per-
plexed.  Still, undoubtedly he was
pleased. DBunter could not be more keen
q Bull than Johnny
was to be got rid.of by Bunter,

Five cheery juniors found plenty of
room in the big car, and it rolled away
down the drive.

Bunter waved a fat hand after it, and
the chums of the Remove waved back.
Really, at that moment thdy quite liked
Bunter,

After the car was gone, Billy Bunter
rolled back into the house, with a
thoughtful expression on his fat face.
He had cleared off the Greyiriars fellows.
That was the first stef in Bunter's pro-

ramme. 1f Mr. Pilkins came to the
odge that morning, at all events, Harry
Wharton & Co. would not be witnesses of
what might transpire,

Sammy Bunter was at breakfnst when
Bunter rolled back to the room. A foot:
man was waiting on Sammy. A lordly
sign of dismissal from Billy Bunter sent
the man away.

“8o Gatty and Myers went last even-
ing, Bammy ?” said Bunter, sitting on a
corner of the table and blinking at his
minor in an unusually amicable way.

Sammy grunted.

“¥Yes; nnd o good riddance !

“I've sent my friends away for the
day,” said DBunter. “We've got the
place to ourselves, Sammy.”

“Have we!” grunted Bamuny, Ap-

rarentiy Sammy was not specially de-
ighted at the happy prospect of a whole

day in the fascinating society of his
brother William George.

“Yes, Sgmmy. at will be nice,
won'f it?”

“Will it?" grunted Sammy.

“Make a good brenkfast,
snid Bunter encouragingly.

“I menn, to. What did you sheer off
the footman for?” demanded Sammy
irritably. “I suppose I can be wnited
on as well as you, so long as this game
lasts, Shove the marmalade over this
way, anyhow,”

Bunter passed the marmalade.

“I've sent him away so that I can
speak to you, Sammy,” he said, in a low
voice, “It's rather impertant.”

Sniff from Sammy,

“I've got no money !” he said.

“ What 7"

“Stony !” said Sammy. “If you've
squeezed your friends dry you'd better
borrow something from Walsingham.
He, he, he!”

. Bunter breathed hard through his fat
little nose.

"It isn't that, Sammy, you fat rotter.
The fact is, things are getting rather
thick, That man Pilkins is out of the
nursing-home, and he's found out a lot
of things. He's coming here this
morning.”

Sammy jumped.

“Oh, my hat! Then the game’s up!”

“It jolly well isn't!” said Bunter.
“I'm not giving up all this if I can help

old man,”

it, Bammy. I'm going to manage that
man Pilking somehow. I want you to
help me manage him."

“Rot!” said Sammy, *“There’s nothing
doing, of course. If he's found you out
you had better cut before he gets here.
hGa while the going's good. =~ He, he,

BI”

“I'm not going,” said Bunter obstin-
ately. “I tell you I'm sticking to this
as long as it lasts, and I'm jolly well
making it last as long as I can! That
man Pilking is going to be handled
%c:;lgbow; and I want you to help.

Sammy Bunter rose from the table.

“Cut it out " he said derisively. “If
you ean manage him somehow and hang
on here, I'll hang on along with you.
The grub's good, and there’s plenty of
it. But that's all I'm going to do. I'm
going to have a car out and run across
to Margate for the day.”

“It's for me to order out the cars
here, S8ammy ; not you.”

“Then you'd better order one for me
sharp if you don’t want trouble with
me as well as with Pilkins!” jeered
Sammy.

_Billy Bunter gazed at him through his
big spectacles. Whatsoever scheme, Bun-
ter- had thought out, in the recesses of
his fat brain it was clear that he would
have to carry out that scheme on his
lonely own; there was no help from
Sammy. DBunter minor was prepared to
take his share in the loaves and. fishes
so long as they lasted, but he was not
prepared to take any risks.

“You fat rotter!” exclaimed Bunter
at last.

“He, he, he!”

“T've a jolly good mind—" roared
Bunter.

Sammy beat a strategic retreat to the
door.

“ Better order that car, old man,” he
anid, and he disappeared just in time
fo escape a whizzing coffee-cup.

A quarter of an hour later Billy Bun-
ter had the pleasure—or otherwise—of
beholding his minor rolling away in a
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car, bound for the joys of a day at
merry Murgate, And William George
Bunter was left to face his extraordinary
problem on his own.

THE NINTH CHAFTER.

Clearing for Action!

ILLY BUNTER sat in the library

B in a deep leather chair, where

once had reposed the noble limbs

of Lord Combermere—now repos-

ing in a Swiss hotel, while his imposing
residence was “let furnished.”

Bunter had touched the bell for the
butler. -

His fat face was corrugated with
thought.

On his usval principle of never meet-
ing trouble half way, or at all if he
could help it, Bunter had postponed the
problem of Mr. Pilkins till the danger
was quite near.

That morning Mr. Pilkine was to
arrive at the house for a personal in-
terview with Master Bunter, when un-
doubtedly he would discover that his
supposed talk with Walsingham on the
telephone tho previous day had been
only one more trick of his remarkable
tenant.

A vague had formed

scheme in

Bunter's mind since he had, almost at’

the cleventh hour, concentrated his fat
intellect on the subject. That was why
he had turned out of bed early for once,
and had cleaved off Harry Wharton
& Co. from the precincts of DBunter
Court.

Bunter was getting desperate.

He 'was too anxious to hold on to his
new grandeur to stick at a trifle, or
more than a trifle, for the sake of keep-
ing in possession of Lord Combermere's
magnificent establishment,

The man Pilkins had been safe in the
nursing-home; had he only remained
there indefinitely it would have been all
right for Bunter. But he had: not re-
mained there. He had to be dealt with,
and Bunter looked on him as a trouble-
some interloper who was going to spoil
everything by butting in in the most
inconsiderate way. A _fellow was justi-
fied in not being too particular in his
methods in dealing with a troublesomae
interloper who was inconsiderately butt-
ing in. That, ,at least, was the view
taken by William George Bunter,

And the scheme outlined in. his fat
mind was certainly not too particular.
If Bunter had had as much common-
sense as a rabbit be certainly would
never have thought of 1t. But Nature,
which had gifted Billy Bunter with re-
markable cunning, had denied him the
gift of common sense. His fat mind was
made up. Pilkins had to be kept quiet;
it was necessary for Bunter's comfort
and peace that he should be kept quiet—
and Bunter's comfort, of course, was the
most important consideration in the wide
universe, Bunter had not the slightest
doubt on that point, though he knew
that there were ill-bred, unpleasant per-
sons who did not agree with him.

Walsingham came in with his soft
tread.

Whatever uneasiness the Combermere
hutler had felt had been dispelled by
Bunter’s declaration that he was seeing
Mr. Pilkins on husiness that morning.
Ho yesterday's fiver had its full effect,
and Walsingham was fairly oozing
deference.

“You rang, sir!” said Walsingham,
his manner implying that it was a great
honour and distinction to be rung for by
Master Bunter.

"0]’1,
you to
‘ham.”

“1 am entirely at your service, sir.”

“I suppose your staff can carry on if
you are away for a few hours?”

‘f Perfectly.”

“] want you to go over to Canter-
bury.”

ans!” said Bunter. “I want
o gomething for me, Walsing-

“Indeed, sir.”

“ A very special matter,” said Bunter.

“One of the footmen—" Walsing-
ham ventured to suggest. He wanted
to keep in with this fat youth who was
apparently overflowing with wealth, bot
really he dIid not Li 8 bﬁi:}lg sﬁpt _t;n
messages. It was beneath his dignity
as Lord Combermere’s butler, e

Bunter shook his head decidedly.
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“Tt's a spectal matter,” he spid. “I
want you %o go personally, ¥You can
take one of the cars.”

“Very good, sit 1”

“You will go to the Grand Hotel, at
Canterbury, and ask for Mr. Bunter—
my father, you know.” .

“Oht ers, sir P’ said Walsingham,
rather more brightly. = He was very
curious to sep the father of Master
Bunter.

“You will give him this letter, and
bring back an mnawer,” said _Bllly
Buriter. “I dare say my pater will ask
vou some questions about how I am
getting on here and all that. If he can
epare the time for a run over here, send
him baék in the car, and return by train
vourself,”

“Very good.”

“Most likely he will be at the hote]
for tunch; but if he is late, wait for
him.”

“Quito so, sir.”

“T.ose no time in getting off, Wal-
singham, as the pater may be at Canter-
bury quite early, and may not stay there
for lunch. He is a very busy man.”

‘;Very goeod, sir. I will go immedi-
ately.”

Walsingham teok the letter Bunter
handed fo him and retired.

Bunter winked at the ceilin
was gone. The Combermere
safely disposed of.

Walsingham retired to his own quar-
ters—where, as Bunter Lad certainly
foreseen, he opened the letter entrusted
to him with the aid of the steam from a
Lettle. Bunter, who always judged
others by himself, was cccasionally right
in doing so,

Wulsingham, who was intensely curi-
ous on the subject of the Bunters, was
not likely to let slip this. opportunity of
enlightening himself. He wanted very
much to know what was in Bunter's
letter to hias father, and he had no more
scruples in these matters than Bunter
himself,

In a few minutes he was reading the
letter.

“Dear Father,—Let me know by
hearer whether you have arranged for
Sir George and Lord Robert to come
down here. The bearer is- Walsingham,
the butler—a very good and obliging
servant, and you might tip him a fiver.

“Your affectionate son,

“W. 3. BunTER.”

Walsingham re-enclosed the letter in
the envelope, without a trace that it had
been opened.

There was a genial smile on his portly
face. That letter was very reassuring,
as Walsingham was not likely to guess
that it had been written specially with
a view to his reading it surreptitiously.

Ten minutes later Walsingham was
on his way to Canterbury in one of his
master's cars.

Bunter, from a window, watched him
through his big spectacles as he went,
and grinned,

As Mr. Bunter had no intention what-
ever of visiting Canterbury that day
Wa.lsinihum was not likely to see him
there; but he was certain to hang about
the Grand Hotel waiting for Mr. Bunter
to arrive until he gave him up and re-
turned to Combermere Lodge. That was
all the astute Bunter wanted ; he had
rid of the butler for the day, and with-
out raising his suspicions.

Walsingham safe off the sceme, Bunter
rang the bell for Thomas, the head foot-
man,

Thomas came in very respectfully.
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when he
utler was

got:

“ Ah, James—I mean Robert—that is,
Thomas [* yawned Bunter. *Has Wal-
singham gone ?”

“Yes, sir!”

“Y shall be going down to Comber-
mere soon, and shall go on in the car
to visit some friends,” said Bunter.
“Vou've all been very dutiful and
attentive while I have been here, and
this is B _good opportunity to give you a
holiday.”

“Yes, sir,” said Thomas, in some sur-
prize,

“ Ag T shall not be at home to-day I
shall not requite your services,”
explained Bunter. “You and all the

| other footmen will take the day off and

go on 8 holiday.

Hamsgate 1"
*Yes, sir,” said Thomas.

a 'oliday at Ramsgate, sir.”
:: Goot.i,l Go there to-day.”

Have you been fo

“J have had

“All of you,” said Bunter. “Teke a
car, and all of you clear off to Ramsgate
and take a holiday, Let me know after-
wards what expenses you run into—in
round figures, of course—and L will foot
the Bill?®

“Qh, sir " gasped Thomas. .

“Get off early,” said Bunter mafnl.ﬁ-
cently. “ Don’t bother about me; 1 can
look after myself for an hour or so.”

“ Yes, gir; but i

“That's all right—go!” said Bunter.

“ But, sir—"

“You should not argue,
said Bunter severely.

“Oh, no, sic! Certainly not, sir[ But
you told me to take a oar, sir,” gasped
Thomas. “Master Wharton and his
friends took one car, and Master Samuel
another, and Mr. Walsingham has taken
a car to Canterbury; and there is only
one car left, sir—the car that iz taking
you to Combermere, sir,”

“Oh,” said Bunter. “Take that car.
I can walk down to Combermere; I will
telephone for my friends to pick me up
in & car there.”

* Oh, sir,” gasped Thomas, “this kind-
ness——"

“I always treat servants well, when
they behave themselves, Thomas,” said
Bunter, with & wave of his fat hand.
“(et off at once. I want to see you all
off to enjoy yourselves before I leave,”

“Qh, yes, sir. Certainly, sir!”

“Lose no time.”

“Very good, sir!”

Thomas,”
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Thomas retired with unusual ceberity.
In the servants' hall there was rejoic-

1ing. For once Bunter was really popular

in that quarter of Combermere Lodge,
in spite of his usual manpers and
customs.

Possibly the footmen were afraid that
their generous master might change his
niind, for in @& remarkably short space
of tile they were starting in the car
for Ramagate.

Bunter watched the car off with a
grint of relief.

Except for the cook and the maid-
servants, Bunter had the great house
oll to himself now. The women servants’
%unrters were far enough away for

unter te disregard that confingent of
the Combermere houschold.

He picked up the receiver of the tele-
phone and rang up Mr. Pilkins' number
in Combermere.

“Mr. Pilkins——"

“ My, Pilking speaking !”

“Very good! Good-morning, Pilkins!
W. G. Bunter speaking from Bunter
Court.”

“Oh! .Hem! Good-morning, Master
Bunter! It was my intention to call

upon you this morning, with reference
o

“Quite so, quite so, Mr. Pilkins, Can
you call here about eleven?”

“ Certainly !

“I desire to have this matter placed
upon a regular footing, Mr. Pilkins,
Owing to your being away from your
office so long there has been some little
irregularity, and, of course, I am not
aatiaﬁad, with- that.”

o 1

“Now that I hear you are back af
your office I must see you at once. The
present state of affairs is far from satis-
factory.”

L13 ve!y
Pilkins

“Please bring your papers with you—
agreement, and inventory, and so forth.

y legal adviser will be here to go
through them with you.”

“Very good—very good indeed! I
may say that you have relieved my mind
very much, sirl”

“Indeed !”

“I—I mean——"

“ Never mind what you mean, Pilkins!
Be here sharp at eleven, and.let us gef
this matter settled.”

“Rely upon me, sir.!”

Bunter rang off, He wiped a bead or
two of perspiration from his fat brow.
There was no doubt that Mr. Pilkins
would arrive at eleven sharp—no doubt
that he would have arrived, anyhow,
even if Master Bunter had not tele-

honed. And in the great, deserted

ouse Billy Bunter was going to deal
with him—somehow !

far indeed!” agreed Mr.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Trapped !

R. PILKINS removed his silk
M hat, wiped his fevered brow
with a silk handkerchief, .and

replaced the hat,

Calling at such an establishment as
Combermere Lodge, on such a wealthy
young gentleman as Master Bunter, in
an affair involving the most expensive
“lgt * in his career as an estate agent,
Mr. Pilkins was sporting his topper,
which gléamed in the blazing sun from
2 recent careful brushing.

But. it was very hLoi.

He had walked from Combermere.
Mr. Pilkins travelled in cars only when
he could do so at the expense of his
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Bunter made a sudden jump through the doorway and dragged the oak door shut after him,
was too astounded.for the moment to move,

on the stalrease side—and it was immovable.

Then_he made a bound at the door and dragged at It. But it was locked
Mr, Plikins was a prisoner !

Crash ! Click ! Mr. Pllkins

(See Chapter 10.)

clients. Master Bunter might really
have sent a car for him, as the owner
of the Lodge had left four for the fur-
nished tenant. But Master DBunter
hadn’t. So Mr. Pilkins walked, and he
was feeling very hot and dusty when he
arrived within sight of the house which
he had—inadvertently—let to William
George Bunter, of the Greyfriars
Remove. It was & glorious summer's
day, und no doubt Harry Wharton &
Co. were enjoying their motor trip, and
Walsingham his run to Canterbury, and
Sammy Bunter his day at Margate, and
Thomas and the other footmen their joy-
vide to Ramsgate. But Mr. Pilkins did
not enjoy & mile on a dusty road under
w glaring sun, with no better shelter
than his silk hat. BSo he was rather
irritable, as well as warm and discom-
fited, by the time the many-windowed
front of Combermere Lodge dawnéd on
him in the distance through lordly oaks
and beeches.

“ Pilkins 1

“Oh! Master Bunter!”

There was the Owl of the Remove. He
nad done Mr. Pilkins the honour to walk
down the road to meet him.

* Mr. Pilkins suppressed his irritability
and raised his shining hat politely to
Bunter.

If Bunter turned out a desirable tenant
Pitkins was prepared to worship the
ground he walked on. If he did not, Mr.
Pilkins was prepared to give bim a
liberal allowance of boot-leather to
begin with, and a dose of legal proceed-
ings to finish with. In the meantime,
matters being uncertain, Mr. Pilkins
assumed his best estate-agent manners,
and was as polite as possible to the
dubious young gentleman.

Bunter acknowledged his salute with
the briefest nod. He was in some secret
terror of Mr. Pilking, but he was keep-
ing up his character of & wealthy and
lofty fellow, who had little consideration
to waste on common persons. Mr. Pil-
kins smiled politely, but there was a
glint in his eyes. This was the fat
fellow who had imposed himseclf on the
cstete agent as Lord Mauleverer. Mr.
Pilkins was ready to forgive that little
jest—if it was a jest—so long as Master

Bunter, turned out to be a pigeon worth
plucking. Not otherwise.

“(Ch, here you are, Pilkins!” said
Bunter carelessly. “I was taking a little
walk. Tucky I didn't miss you.”

Mr. Pilking breathed hard.

“As I was calling by appointment, sir
——" he began.
“0Oh, quite!

of course.”

“Oh ! gasped Mr. Pilkins.
course! I could have waited.”

“Quite g0! But come along now.
We'll go up to the house through the
park.” said Bunter. “It's more shady.”

“Certainly, sir.”

Instead of approaching the great gates,
where the lodgekeeper was in attendance,
Billy Bunter opened a wicket-gate in the
park wall, and entered with Mr. Pilkins.

They walked by o shady path through
the extensive park towards the house.
Mr. Pilking was glad of the shade, and
assuredly it did not oceur to him that
Master Bunter was taking him to the
house this way in order to elude the
lodgekeeper's obsorvation. He was quitc
unaware of the amazing programme
that Master Bunter had mapped out for
the day.

“This way ! said Bunter, and he led
Mr. Pilkins to the french windows of the
library. Tlﬁ great door of the house was
closed, and Mr, Pilkins did not know that
there were no footmen in attendance to
open it.

Bunter rolled into the library, and Mr.
Pilkins followed him in,

Afterwards, it came into the estate
sgent's mind that Bunter had. cunningly
introduced him into.the house unsenn.
Put at present Mr. Pilkins was thinking
chiefly of the heat, and of the coming
business interview,

Mr. Pilkins expected to be azked to sit
down, and to proceed with the interview
in the library. But that was not Master
Bunter's intention. The interview was
not destined to be anxthing like the
estate agent’s anticipation.

You could have waited,

“Yes, of

“I think you had better sce Wa]singll

bham first,” remarked Bunter thought-
fully. “Possibly Walsingham has in-
formed you that I have handed him o
cheque "

“Mr., Wakingham tald me so by tele-
phone yesterdny,” answered Mg, Pilkirs,
and wondered why Bunter grinned at the
remark.

“TH take you to the butler’s room,”
said Bunter,

“Pray deo not trouble, sir.. I know my
way about. this house perfectly well, of
course,” said Mr. Pilkins.

“QOh, I'll come with
Bunter,

“Very well, sir!”

Bunter and Mr. Pilkins proceeded 1o
the butler's room. They found it unoec-
cupied, which was not sufprising, as Mr.
Walsingham wes almost at Canterbury
by that time.

you!"” said

“Dear me! Where is Walsingham ?”
said Bunter; blinking round the butler’s
room through his spectacles,

“If I ring for a footman—-" sug-
gosted Mr, Pilkins, and again he
wondered why Bunter grinned. Really

it would not have been of much use ring-
ing for one of the menservants, who
wera half-way to Ramsgate.

“It’s all right,” said Bunter, “I re-
member now. Walsingham is down in
the wine:cellars, Shall we go down and

(sce him, or call him?”

Bunter led the way to the cellar stair-
case.

That staircase wes closed by a strong
cak ‘door, which was kept locked, But
the key was kept in Walsingham'’s room,
and was now in Billy Bunter's possession,

‘He bad. slrendy unlocked the door, and

it stood nﬁnr.

~ He pushed it wide open, and blinke!
down the dusky stairease, which wound
downwards into deep gloom.

“Walsingham |" he called out.

“Yes, gir?” came a voice from below—
the fruity voice of the Combermere
butler. Naturally, Mr. Pilkins did not
know that Billy Bunter: was & ventrilg-
quist, and celebrated at Greyfriars for his
queer gift. Mr. Pilkins knew nothing of
Greyiriars and its celebrities.

“0Oh, youre down there, Walsing-
ham "
*Yes, sir. Shall T come up?”

“No; we'll come down,” raid Bunter,
“T haven't been over the wine-cellars
yet, Walsingham.”

Toe Maeyer Lisrany.—No. 912.
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He desoended the staircase,

“(fomoe down, Pilkins.” .

“ Very well, gir,” said Mr. Pilkins, sup-
pressing his irritation. Really, he did
not want to wander about wine-cellars ;
he wanted to get to business, But it was
for Master Bunter to decide. -And, any-
how, he waa anxious to see Wplsmghnm.

At the bottom of the staircase was
another strong oak door, opened by the
same key as the door above. It stood
ajar now, and a light glimmered beyond.
In the centre of the main cellar glim-
mered an electric bulb.

Punter stood nside for Mr, Pilkins to:

ass on, and the estate agent went for-
frard, expecting to see Walsingham.

As his back was towards Bunter he did
not see that fat youth slip a key into the
outside of the lock of the cellar |:_loor.

Bunter grinned and followed him.

The winecellars below Combermere
Lodge were deep down, and no gleam of
daylight ever Jnnet.m_tad there.  They
were ventilated by hidden pipes, and a
cool and even temperature reigned there
all the year round. The coolness waa
grateful and comforting to Mr. Pilkins
after his walk in the blazing sun.

But: he was surprised not to see Wal-
singham, )

Stone passages branched off the main
cellar, lined with bins. But the bins
were empty, In other days—before*the

War—the dear, dead days beyond recall

—the Combermere collars had been well
supplied. But Lord Combermere was
now one of the “new roor,” and, so far
from being able to replenish the supplies
laid down by his father and grandfather,
he had had to sell off what remained o
those supplies, to meet the heavy charges
on his estate, There was scarcely a
bottle of wine left in the extensive rami-
fications of the great cellars under the
magnificent lodge. The bins were
there—empty, and likely to remain
empty until Lord Combermers, at long
last, was obliged to sell his estate to some
wealthy profiteer,

Mr. Pilkins stared round him.

“Walsingham " he called out,

“Wait a fow minutes !” came back the
fruity voice, from one of the deep, dusky
stone passages. “‘I'm busy for the
moment."

Mr, Pilkins grunted, He could not
imagine how Walsingham could be busy
at the other end of the long, unlighted
passage.

“Right-ho!” called back Bunter.
“No lhurry, Walsingham.”

“Thank you, sir!”

“8it down, Mr. Pilkins.”

Mr. Pilkins sab down on an oaken
settle. To his further surprise, he noted
that a loaf of bread, a large chunk of
cheese, and a jug of water stood on the
end of the seitls, He could not help
staring at them. If looked as if Walsing-
ham had brought a light lunch down to
the wine-cellars, which was so surprising
that Mr. Pilkins could not help being
astonished. .

Billy Bunter was breathing rather
hard, Mr, Pilkins observed that the fat
youth was in a state of suppressed ex-
citement, though he did not imagine
why.

“Now, we may s well talk business
while we are waiting for Walsingham,”
said Billy Bunter.

“ As you choose, sir,” said Mr. Pilkins,
who was growing restive, perhaps a little
uneasy.

“I've taken this house,” went on
Bunter, standing before the seated estate
ugent, and blinking at him. “I'm keep-
ing it_for the summer. I'm entertaining
a series of parties of friends here, in
fact.”
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# Quite go.”

“At the end of the temancy I shall
settle up in full,” went on Bunter. “But
it is not convenient to pay in advance—
sea "

“What 1"

“ You need have no doubt about your
monay, Pilkins. I am expecting a num-
ber ;xul;al-orders—"

::Eh »

“ From some of my titled relations—"

“Upon my word !” .

“In the meantime, I am running the
show on tick, and I want all accounts to

stand over till I leave,” said Bunter, “Is
that agreeable to you?”

Mr. Pilkins gasped.

#J—]—I—— Certainly not "

“Think it over,” said Bunter. I

can't pay you anything, and you may a3
lv:e!l n}nie the best of a bad job, you
now."
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“You—you cannot?”’ stuttered Mr.

Pilkins.
“Not at present. Later on—"
“Later on will not do!” roared Mr.
Pilkins, greatly enraged. “Am I to
understand, sir, that I am dealing with a
swindler 7"

Bunter started, and coloured with
wrath, It bad never even occurred to
Bunter's fat brain that what he way
doing was swindling, He was going io
pay—somehow—some time; at least, he
considered that he was going to pay—
when convenient. That is  extra-
ordinary proceedings should be looked on
as swindling was quite startling to him,
and very annoying. In what other light
they could have been considered it would
have been difficult to say. Bunter
simply hadn’t thought the matter out at
all.  The fat intellect of William George
Bunter moved in mysterious ways iis
wonders to perform.

“Why, you—you—you cheeky rotter|”
he ejaculated.

Mr. Pilkins jumped up, in great ex-
citement,

“You will leave this house at once!”
he roared. “You will be ejected if I
do not receive a cheque immediately!
Elfuul will be sued for the amount already

ua!”

“QOh, draw it mild!"” said Bunter.
“You can't sue a minor!” ;

"1 shall sue your father!” bawled Mr.,
Pilkins.

“You can’t !’ said Bunter. “You can
only sue a minor’s parents for neces-
sities, and I suppose a furnished house
of this size can’t be called a_necessity.”

Mr. Pilkins gazed at him open-
mouthed.

“You ought to know that,” said
Bunter, “Youwre an estate agent, so
you must have done a lot of downy
thinsi in your timel”
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“The fact is, you can't get anything
out of me unless I choose!” said Bunter,
“But I'm going to pay in full, of coursc,
I'm expecting a postal-order——"

“You young rascal!”

“Also, I'm expecting some rather
wealthy guests here——"

i YD“—YOU—”

“The best thing you can do is to make
up your mind to take it calmly, and let
me the house in legal style,” said
Bunter, blinking at him, “Rely on my
personal honour for the money.”

Bupter spoke quite loftily., His
personal honour might have been a very
ﬂaeious possession, judging by his tone.

r. Pilkins, however, did not seem to
think it a very valuable asset.

He trembled with rage.

“You younﬁ scoundrel! You shall be
ejected, and the money you have handed
to Walsingham——"

“I've handed nothing to Walsing-
ham,” said Bunter calmly., “Only some
tips to keep him respectful. It was I
who telephoned to you yesterday, Pil-
kins; not Walsiugham. I hnf ned to
be in his room and took the call.”

Mr. Pilkins collapsed helplessly on
the oak settle.

He stared at Bunter, as if that fat
ﬁouth had been a g‘-risiy spectre. His
rpath seemed to be taken away.

“Now, take a business-like view of
the affair,” said Bunter encouragingly.
“I'm giving you a chance, Pilkins, Is
it a go?”

Mr, Pilkins spluttered.

“I shall go directly from here to the
police-station!"" he stuttered.

“You mean that?"

“I mean it, every word!” roared Mr.
Pilkins furiously.

“Then you don’é leave me any choice
in the matter,” said Bunter. “I re-

ard you, Pilkins, as an insolent rotter;

istrustful, too! If you can't take &
gentleman’s word you can go and eat
coke !”

Bunter was backing towards the cellar
door as he spoke.

He made @ jump through the door-
way, and dragged the oak door shut
after him. Crash! Click!

Mr, Pilkins was too astounded for the
moment to move, Then he made a
bound at the door, and dragged at it.

But it was locked on the staivcase side;
and it was immovable. It dawned upon
the hapless estate agent that he was
locked in the wine-cellars, and was to
remain there, Into his dazed mind there
glimmered the meaning of the hread and
cheese and jug of water standing on the
settle. This had all been planned; and
he was a prisoner,

He staggered away from the door,

“Walsingham !’ he hooted.

{Continued on page 28,)
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L1 00D-DAY to youw, sirs—a very

G good-day,” wheezed e_cracked

and high-pitched voice. “I

coms to see my very good

friend and benefactor, Sir Merton Carr
—no, yes?”

And the speaker

marks with a sudden burst of

1 INg.
giguckf and Vane stared at the new-
comer. .

He was a very small, even undersized
man, almost dwarf-like in appearance,
with & hunched back and a pair of un-
usually large, sprawling feet, encased
now in dirty, broken boots. He was
dressed almost in regs, covered with
dust and grime, and his face bore a
three days’ stubi)Ie, and looked as if it
could do with a Eund wash.

To add to the generally grotesque
appearance of the man, Locke noticed
that he was distinetly cross-eyed, that
he carried & sort of knapsack over one
shoulder, and an old and bent stick,
made of blackthorn, in one bony, grimy
hand.

A human oddity if ever there was
one, thought the detective, as he gazed
wonderingly at this latest arrival on the
scene,

“Sir Merton Carr I come for to see—
no, yes*” went on the newcomer, peering
from one to the other. “He expect to
sea me, I think—"

“Paft Dave!” said Vane, stepping
forward syspiciously. “You old scoun-
drell Surely you've heard about Sir
Merton 7**

Daft Dave shook his head stupidly.

“No heard anything, milord police-
man,” he murmured.

“Aw, cut out the baby stuff, Dave!”
snapped the superintendent, “8ir
Merton's dead—been murdered! It's’in
gll the papers to-day—"'

“ 8ir Merton dead!” The words came

punctuated his re-
idiotic

in a sudden scream from the other's
sagging lips, and he fell back a pace.
“Qir Merton murdered! No, no; it's a
lie! It's a wicked lie!”

He sirode into the room, his knapsack

WHO'S WHO.

GERALD BRISTOW, an escaped convicl
who has made his way over to South
Africa in search of a hidden treasure
belonging to

SIR MERTON CARR, his deceased uncle, a
big mining magnate of Johannesburg.

FERRERS LOCKE, the world-famous detec-
tive, who, with

JACKE DRAKE, hiz boy assistant, and

INSPECTOR PYECROFT, of the C.1.D., haz
just completed @ *“ case ' in Africa, and
is about fo return to England.

SUPERINTENDENT VANE, of the Johannes-

burg police.

On kis arrival in Johannesburg, Bristow—
or Arthur the Dude, as he was once siyled—
breaks into his uncle’s house to steal money,
¢lothing, and food. To his horror, he finds
his uncle stretched out on the flooy of the
library nppuranti‘ty dead. While he stands
there, terror-stricken, Bristow Hhears Sir
Merton’s voice, and the words wuttered
signify that the baronet iy under the im-
pression  that he has been attacked by
Gerald Bristow, In a state of blind terror
Bristow flees from the house. Some tlime
later he meets Ferrers Locke, to whom he
tella the whole story. Locke iz inclined to
belicve Bristow, and offers to look into the
case. He places the convict on hiz honour
upt ta leave the suite of rooms in the hotel,
but when Locke returns -from &is investiga-
tion he finds that Bristow has disappeared.
Not ?an? afterwards Drake receives a meéssage
purporting to come jrom Inspector Pyecroft,
who is following a trail of his own, asking Jack
to accompany the bearer of the note. Drake
docs s0. Meantime, Ferrers Locke revisita
the scene of the tragedy, While Wie iz in

deep ditcussion with Vane a figure appears |

at the open french

ce, for often they ** lead him up the gorden.’? On the
as Ferrers Locke, they might lead along such on adventurons o
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rolling from side to side on his stoop-
ing, hunched back, He thrust his
blackthorn before him, as if to prod the
superintendent in the ribs.

“T tell you it is a big lie!” he re-
peated angrily. ‘‘You try to trick me
—me, poor Daft Dave—hey? I want to
sée Sir Merton., He say I must come,
and: 2

He broke off.

His eyes, roving around, had suddenly
dropped on to the broken piece o
shellac still held in Ferrers Locke's

hand. .
The sight of that jet-black fragment
seemed to get something going in the

‘ weird old man’s head, for with a sud-

den, hoarse cry he swung round on the
detective, and at the same time made a
sudden grab for the shellac.
“Where you get that—hey?” he
almost snarled. “Give it me—give it
me, I say!” "
Locke stepped back just in time,
thrusting the shellac quickly into his
pocket. At the same instant Super-
intendent Vane jumped forward and

| seized the queer-locking little man in a

grip of steel.

“Now, zea here, Dave!” he barked.
“None of your monkey-tricks! We've
got you nicely dated, and you know it,
50 come off it—savvy 1

‘“But where he get that?” persisted
Dave, beginning to struggle. "1 want
to know—"

“You want to know nothing I”gerked
Vane, tightening his grip.” “And if
there's any more of your tomfoolery,
you'll be bunged into tronk* D'ye get
me? I'm not going to stand for—
Why, what—what the thunder—""

Hya broke off, mechanically releasing
the other and falling back.

His exclamation of blank amazement

kis p
appearance causing both Locke and Vane to
start with surprise. .

(Now read on.)

% Tronk—Afrikander term for gaol,
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was echoed by Locke a moment later, as
the detective swuug round at the sound
of the sudden flinging open of the door
behind them.

A figure stood framed on the thres-
hold—a portly, all too familiar figure,
but dusty and dishevelled now, hatless
and perspiring, and with an expression
of the gravest alarm and excitement on
his face.

He swayed almost giddily, and might
have coﬁ’apsed altogether  had -not
Locke darted forward.

“Pyecroft!” gasped
“What the dickens
man?”

As if by an effort, the Yard man
pulled himself -together, though he was
still trembling violently, and seemed
utterly dazed and fatigued.

“For Heaven's sake, Locke,” he
panted, “come at once! Jack Drake—
they've got him, just as they got me
and—"

“Jack Dirake!” echoed Locke, filled
with sudden alarm. “What do you
mean? What's happened to him?"

“They've got him, I tell you—
Bristow, and that ghastly native
scoundrel—they've trapped| him, just as
they trapped me! Come at once, man,
if you want to save him!” |

And with a sudden moan Pyecroft
flung himself down into the nearest
chair and buried his face in his hands.

Ferrers Locke stared in blank astomsh-
ment at the Scotland Yard man, who,
ufter making that dramatic declaration,
Liadt dropped into a chair and buried his
faco in his hands.

Plainly, Pyccroft, who was not nor-
mully an easily unnerved man, was in 2
?mte not far removed from complete col-
apse.

The weird scene with Daft Dave, which
Pyecroft’s arrival had 5o abruptly inter-
rupted, had momentarily passed out of
tho detéctive's mind now.

He was consumed with anxiety over
this new turn of events, and particularly
over the safoty of his young assistant,
Jack Drake.

After a moment or so he crossed over
to Pyecroft and laid a kindly hand vpon
the Yard man's bowed shioulders,

“Take it ocasy, old man,” he mur-
mured.  “Don't worry. Try to pull
vourself together, and tell me all about
it,  Then we'll get down to business
without any delay.”

Locke's kindly words, masking his own
ratural impatience and anxiety, had the
desived effect.

After a moment or so, Pyeecroft re-
covered somewhat and looked up.

But though he now spoke in a calmer
tone, it was evident that he was still
greatly distressed.

“I'll try to put the whole thing before
vou as clearly ns I ean,” he said, “but
it's not going to be easy. I've had such
a series of shocks that I hardly know
whether I'm on my head or my heels.
And that last pelt all the way here from
Vrededorp nbout put the finishing touch
on it. I've had all the stuffing knocked
out of me, and my head’s spinning round
like a top!”

Superintendent Vane, who had beén
listening -intently. now eame forward
with.a glass containing some liquid.

Locke took it from him with a murmur
of thanks, and held it out to the still
partially dazed Yard man.

“Lap it up—all of it!” he snid,
vou good "

Pyecroft did so, almost greedily, then
returned the empty glass with a deep
sigh of relief, mopping his face with a
gaudily coloured handkerchief:

The colour seemed to be creeping back
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detective,
happened,

the
has

“To

ONLY A FORTNIGHT TO WAIT, AND THEN THE FIRST—

into his face now, and his eyes were
noticenbly brighter.

“It all began,” he said, ‘ throngh my
deciding to follow up a little trail of my
own—a blind trail it proved to be, as I
soon found out. In fact, I know now
that I was deliberately decoyed.

“While I was prowling round this
house yesterdny afternoon the behaviour
of one of the native servants struck me
ns—well, suspigiona. He seemed to be
watching me, to be following me about,
as it were,

“As soon as I discovered this I altered
my demeanour accorvdingly, and after a
while I saw this fellow making off across
the grounds outside the housze. I decided

to follow him, and a mighty lon% an
disastrous trek it proved fo be, I can
assure you !

“This native, whose name appenared to
be Umlili, and who was employed as a
kitchen ‘boy’ here, got clear of the
grounds, and began to make tracks down
the hill towards the eity.

“I followed, and in due course I saw
that the boy was not going citywards,
but had turned off at right angles. and
was making for Vrededorp—you know,
the slum quarter of Jo’burg, and the
happy hunting-ground of many of the
worst of the South African crooks.

“He kept straight on, winding his way
through quite a maze of flthy, squalid
back streets, as if he were thoroughly
familiar with his surroundings,

“Now and again he would pull up and

glance back, but always I was one too

many for him, and got out of sight in the
nick of time.

“I've discovered since that all this was
o little game of bluff, specially aeted for
my benefit, that I was being deliberately
‘ bnited,” However, we'll come to that
in a minute or so0,

“Umlili eventually reached a disreput-
able-looking native eating-house situate
in one of the dingiest streets in the
suburb. He turned in through the swing
doors, and as I watched him through the
nearest window I saw him go to o table
and sit down,

“Presently another fellow—a white
man this time—entered the place and
joined the native. There was a sort of
confab; then the white man, whose fnce
I couldn’t see because it was all muffied
up in a great-cont, made off, and the
native came ont of the eating-house, and
mace his way round to the back of it io
another and smaller place, into which he
;ins.sad without troubling to knock on the
door.

“1 decided to follow him, and, finding
the door unlocked, I crept into a narrow,
cvil-smelling passage, utterly dark,

“Hearing no sound, I began to giope

my way along, when 31[!1(101‘5}," soinething
heavy dropped on to the back of my
head,lnncl-—weil, I guess I popped off to
leep !
“When I came round, with my hearl
singing and hammering, T found that I
was trussed up like a sick fowl and Aung
into a corner of a dark room—nt least, it
was almost dark, though there was a
wretehed oil-lamp burning on top of an
apturned packing-case, raund which were
seated the native boy, Umlili, and
another fellow,

“This second fellow glanced up after a
few moments—he had been making some
rnotes on a scrap of paper—and when I
saw his face you could have struck me
down with o feather! Locke, old man,
who the douce do you think it was?”

Pyecroft broke off, uttering the last
words in & low, impressive whisper, and
leaning towards the detective, whose lips
were now ocurved in a shadowy but in-
scrutable smile,

“Gerald Dristow?"” suggested Locke.

It was n bhow at a venture, but it
worked.

Pyecroft jumped to his feek.

“Suffering caterpillars, how the thump
did you know that?" he almost yelled.

“1 didn't,” mwmurmured Locke, his ex-
pression suddenly very grim and stern.
“But I kind of guessed it; and it seems
I was not far out, more's the pity [”

“Pity | echoed Precroft angrily.
“Blessed if I can sce what there 15 to
pity about it, anyway! How on earth
you guessed it licks me hollow, though!
Of course, vou knew, as I did, that
Bristow had escaped from Btonemoor;
but—well, hang it all—"

“All right, old man,” put in Locke
soothingly. “I'll explain later on. Get
on!”

Pyecroft stared at bim blankly for a
moment,  Then ho moistened his lips,
and sat down relucfantly, His whole
expression was one of profound deubt and
mystification.

“ Well, anyway, Dristow it was, fo the
life—"" he began, when Locke inter-
posed,

“Half a minute,” he saic. “Come to
think of it, how did you recognize him
first go! He had a ragged beard, and
i __!!

“He had nothing of the sort !" snapped
Pyecroft, in surprise. *“Clean-shaven he
was, and complete with eyeglass, ns
before I

“Phe-e-w ! whistled Loecke, with aud-
denly elevated eyebrows. “Go on!"”

“Well, Bristow began talking in his
usual impudent way, and said something
about getting hold of a bit of paper
hidden away in an old biscuit-tin, and
believed to have been kept by the dead
man, Sir Merton Carr, in his safe.

“He said that he had been prevented
from laying hands on this before the
polica came on the scene of the murder,
and he guessed that by now either you,
Locke, or I had found and taken pos-
sesaion of it.

“The long and short of it was that he
wanted that old biseuit-tin, When I told
him I hadn't got it, and wouldn't give it
up if T had, he smiled, and then said
something nbonut keeping me prisoner til
he had found it.

“Then he spoke about you and Jack
Drake, He admitted that to moke a
prisoner of you would be to attempt the
nlmost impossible ; but he added, in that
confounded eallous way of his, that he
could at least strike at youn through your
asaistant, Jack Drake——"

“The infamous scoundrel!” muttered
Locke, his eyes blazing.

“He then said that a certnin man was
keoping watch on every movement made
by you or by Jack, and he planned that
Jack should be decoyed to this place
where I had already been trapped, by
means of an urgent note written and
signed by me.

“Of course, I told him he'd got another
think eoming, but that didn't seem to
upset him, After trying every way he
could thinkof to get round me peaceably,
or by dark threats, he gave up, and con-
silted with that black nigger who hacl
led me into this trap, And then——"

Pyecroft broke off, and into his eyes
there crept a look of unnameahle horror
and pain—a look such as Locke had
noever before sean in the face of his old
official colleague.

“And then?” prompted the detective.
feeling strengely, alarmed now, though
he could not at that moment have said
why.

Pyeecroft opened his lips as if about
to speak, but apparently could not bring
himself to do sn,

Instead, he rose unsteadily o his feet,
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| A figure stood framed on the threshold—the porily, famillar figure of Inspeefor Pyecroft. Dusty and dishevelled,

hatless and perspiring, he stood there, an expression of the gravest alarm and excitement on his face.

(See page 22.) 1

stripped off his coat, and very gingerly
rolled up his shirtsfeevas, at the same
?ima extending his arms before Locke’s
ace.

The detective glanced at them wonder-
ingly for & moment, and then gave vent
to a cry of horror and pity. .

Pyecroft’s arms were a mass of livid
weals and scars, from shoulder to wrist—
wounds which could only have been
caused by the application of the most
intense heat, such as that of a red-hot

er.

“Good heavens!” gasped Locke, the
colour draining from his face. “ You see
what -happeneg, Vane? When Pyecroft
refused to write the note intended as &
decoy for my assistant, Jack Drake,
Bristow and that ghastly native resorted
to force—to torture. They've branded
him for life!”

Pyecroft sank back into the chair,
dropﬁing his head once more over his
eruelly-scarred arms,

“T stuck it out as long as I could,
Locke!” he almost moaned. “I know
I'm a rotten, white-livered coward, but
I'm not so young as T used to be, and
the—the pain—"

He broke off, lifting his head, and
locking up at the detective.

Locke saw that the Yard man’s eyes
glittered suspiciously and the Baker
Street detective momentarily turned
aside to hide his own feelings.

His vivid imagination pictured that
terrible scene in all its awful details,
He knew, despite Pyecroft’'s declaration
of cowardice, that there were few men
as brave as the Scotland Yard inspector,
and he also knew that Pyecroft would,
if ' needs be, have laid down his life for
his friends.

When Ferrers Locke again. faced the
inspector, his face was white end set,
and a hard, bitter look burned in his

eyes,

“You did your best, Pyecroft,” he
said, “Indeed, I feel personally re-
sponsible that you should have gone so
far as you did. You're a man in a
thousand, and—— But you don't need
me to tell you what I think.”

He seized Pyecroft's hend in a firm
grip, and for just a moment the two
men, so oddly contrasted in character
and yet so strongly bound together in
friendship, locked into each other’s eyes,

Then Locke became brusque and
businesslike once more.

“You needn't tell me what happened
afterwards,” he eaid; “I can guess the
rest. The note which you were com-
pelled by those infamous scoundrels to
write was duly handed to Jack Drake,
who, as & matter of fact, telephoned to
the hotel to inform me that he had—as
he thought—been sent for by you. And,
of course, he, too, fell into the trap.
But tell me "—Locke’s voice took on a
sharp, anxious note—*have they done
anvthing to him—to Jack—"

Pyecroft shook his head,

“Not up to the time when I managed
to escape,” he replied. “"They put him
in another room, otherwise I'd have
tried to get him fres as well as myself.
I contrived to loosen my honds and slip
away when both Bristow and the native
were temporarily absent.

“First, though, I scouted round for
Jack, but could not find him, and then
I heard unmistakable sounds of their
return, and, with my arms in this condi-
tion, I knew I couldn’'t put up a fight.

So 1 thought my best plan would be to.
get away on my own, race off to you,

and get you to surround the place—"
“Right enough!” interposed Locke.
“And we'll get down to the job right
away. No, not you, Pyecroft. You'd
better trot along and have a chat with
Dr. Montroge, and get those arms
attended to. Vane, here, will gn with

ou. I'll see you again later—must

urry now |”

He swung round towards the door,
seized the handle, and then stopped, his
eyes roving about the room.

“Jove!” he exclaimed. ‘ There's only
three of us here. What's become of that
weird fellow, Daft Dave ?"”

In their astonishment at Pyecroft's
dramatic entry and their concentration
upon his amazing story, neither Locke
nor Superintendent Vane had noticed
that Daft Dave hed vanished—thet he
had crept away, all unnoticed.

“He's gone!” muttered Vane, almost
shamefacedly. “Fool that I was not to
have kept an eye on him! But we'll
soon locate him, Mr. Locke. One of my
men can cut off right away and find him
and bring him back—"

“No, don't do that!” returned Locke,
with rather unsual sharpness, “Let him
go; don’t follow him! It might mess up

I my plans!”

And with that decidedly eni

atical
remark, the famous private

etective

The Roof Chase !

hastened from the house.

ERRERS LOCKE moved swiftly
F now, and, in almost less time
than it takes to tell, he had
picked up a posse of plain-
clothes officers from the Johannesburg
C.LD., and set out for the house in
Vrededorp, the plain-clothes men occupy-
ing two' motors, which sped like the

wind towards their destination.

Locke had, " before leaving Sir
Merton's house, obtained some detailt
from -Pyacroft s to tho exact location -
of the ﬂouse in whieh he had been im.
prisoned, and in which Jack' Drake wat
still a prisoner, and it did net take the
detective long-to reach his objective.

BE MacneT Lisrary,—No. 812,
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Parking the cars in a convenient open
space some distance from the street in
which this house was situated, Locke
and the plain-clothes men set out to
cover the rest of the journey on foot,
spreading themselves out fan-wise, n
order to make & more or less complete
circle of the house, and thus prevent any
possible escape on the par! of whoever
might be within,

-

They found, ss Pyecroft himself had

stated, that the house in gquestion was
situated in one of the dirtiest of tho
many back streets existing in that part
of suburban Johannesburg known as
Vrededorp, the resort of some of the
imost notorions of South African crooks
and confidence men,

Immediately in froot of thiz house was
the Kafir restanrant—or “ native eating-
house,” 8s these places are called oul
there—to which }]]?;',recrnft. had made
reference, and the place wherein Jack
was believed to be stil l-:?zl; prisoner
stood well back, hidden amid a forest- of
chimney-stacks, with & narrow stone
alley @as the only means of entry,

The planning of the raid was rendered
the more difficult because it happened
to be taking place in daylight. This
meant that the plain-clothes men bad
to disperse pretty freely, and take every
precavtion against attracting atiention.

The sight of a stranger in these parts,
as in some similar localities in the KEast
IEnd of London, was often the signal for
suspicion, and even. perhaps, sudden
ancr violent action on the part of the
more obstreperous denizens of Vrede-
dorp.

EI:I.I; Ferrers Locke, who was in sole
charge of the party, was a past-master
in the gentle art of raiding, and he set
out his men with the tactical strategy
of o general on a battlefield,

Locke himself approached the house in |

company with only one of the plain-
clothes men named Williams, )

As they drew near, strolling with
studied wunconcern along the opposite
sicle of the road, Locke saw that the
Kafir eating-house was almost deserted,
and that the narrow alley-way leading
to his objective was entirely devoid of
people.

They slipped easily round the bend
in the wall. and cime at last to the
dilapidated-looking door, which the
detective found was now locked,

In the ordinary way he would have
knocked at the door and demanded ad-
mission in the name of the law, this de-
mand being the signal to several of the
other pluain-clothes men to appear from
their hiding-places and follow behind
him as he entered,

But Locke decided to adopt other
tactics this time.

Quickly pulling a skeleton-key from
his pocket, he inserted it into the lock
of the door, and the next moment the
door itself was pushed open, and the
detective crept warily within, his com-
panion following closely behind.

More from a sense of precaution than
from any other reason, they both held
their automatics at the ready es they
entared.

They found themselves in a narrow
passage, surprisingly dark, considering
that the time was about midday,

Locke signed to his companion, and
began groping his way forward, halting
a3 his foof came into contact with some
obstacle, which he afterwards found to
be the bottom step of a fight of wooden
stairs leading steeply upwards.

A?]paremly the passage ended abruptly
at these stairs; but whether there were
any rooms leading off from the passage
iteelf remained to be seen,

Tee Macner Lisnary.—No. 912,

Locke decided that there must be,
unless the rest of the house—or, rather,
the rest of the ground foor—was shut
off, as is often theé case in buildings of
this type.

But after waiting for fully & couple
of minutes in absolute silence and find-
ing that no soupd was to bhe heard any-
where, the detective resolved to make
his way upstairs, more especially as he
had now caught the faintest of move-
ments from over his head—a sort of dull
“thud-thud,” as of the pacing about of
bare feet on the floor above, .

He cropt up the stairs, onv al a time,
for they creaked badly, and the scund,
slight though it was, thanks to his and
the plain-clothes' man's united efforts,

seemed almost to echo throughout the.

place. ;
At the tt:&p of the stairs the darkness
was relieved by a highly-placed window,

thick with dust and ccbwebs, through
which & certain smount of daylight
filtered murkily.

By this pale light they saw that they
stood on & narrow and rickéety landing,
with, facing them, three doors, all of
which were closed.

Locke hesitated a moment, and then
tried one door, It gave readily to his
pressure and fell back noiselessly.

But the room was empty and deserted.
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He was about to turn to the next door
when a fresh sound caused him to stop
dead in his tracks.

“Btand back, man ! he hissed, signal-
ling to his companion.

They fell back, stepping into the
empty room into which Locke had first
locked, remaining on the threshold, their
automatics gripped in reatiness for
instant use,

There came the click of a latch, and
the door of nn adjoining room was pulled
open, letting out a flood of light, ap-
parently from a window within, and
throwing across the landing a bulky
shadow.

For a moment the shadow remained
motionless ; then it moved forward, and
again Locke and Williams heard the
“thud-thud ' of bare feet.

Next instant the figure of a gigantic
native, whom Locke instantly recognised
as having been one of the kitchen staff
at 3ir Merton Carr's house, appeared on
the landing, peering about, this way and
that, suspiciouasly.

Only for an instant did he remain
thus. But it was enough for the quick-
witted London detective,

Making a swift sign to his companion,
Locke stepped noiselessly forward and

P
I

raised his automatic;

" Hands np!” he barked, speaking in
the Zulu tongue.

The native swung round with a gasp
of amazemeont, the whites of his eyes
rolling grotesquely in the half-light.
Then they dropped to the automatic
which Locke leld, as firinly as a rock,
pointed unerringly at the man's head.
His hands went up sharply, and he gave
vouk to a low mutter of anger.

Locke stepped out of the room on to
the landing., and, jabbing the muzzle
of his automatic into the native's ribs,
propelled him across the threshold into
the room he had just vacated.

“We'll deal with thiz fellow our-
selves,” he s=aid quietly to Williams.
“Your colleagues can then be summoned
to go over the whole house, from top
to bottom, though I rather fancy they'll
find nothing. I think I know my friend
Bristow well enough by now !”

“You mean he’s bunked "

" Bet your sweet life !” grunted Locke
with a bitter laugh. “Still, we can't
afford to take too many risks. Just run
through this native's pockets, will you?
These wily niggers sometimes carry
deadly weapous 'in the most unexpected
places,”

Williams stepped forward and began
to go systematically through the clothes
worn by’ Umlili, whila Lnrﬁ{n stood back
a fow feet, keeping lhis automatic pointed
at the native's head.

Presently Williams gave a grunt, and
Aung down an ugly-looking knobkerrie,
which he had found cunningly hidden oun

the native's person.

“That discovery alone will get you a
stiff sentence, my lad ! he muttered.

But the native made no answer,
though bhe well knew that the carrying
of kuobkerries by natives was forbidden
by law,

Suddenly Umlili flung up his head in
a listening attitude, Williams glanced
up, pausing & moment in his search.

“What's getting at you now?” he
jerked, Then he stared open-mouthed at
the nigger, whose eyes had suddenly
dilated, as with fear, his jaw dropping
and his limbs beginning to tremble
violently.

“What the thump's the matter with
the fellow !’ asked Williams, so amazed
that he momentarily forgot what he was
doing, and turned his head towards
Locke,

Next instant Willlams gave a sudden
vell of dismay as the native's burly arms
came down with a swoop and pinionet
his own to his sides in such a vice-like
grip that he was unable to move so much

L ns an inch.

In a flash both Locke and Williams
realised the meaning of the native's
strange behaviour.

That listening attitude, that fit of
trembling, had been all pretence!

It was an old trick, but one which is
ever new—a deviee to distract their
attontion, if only for @ moment.

And it had worked !

Ferrers Locke, though taken for the
moment off his guard, now rushed for-
ward, his finger instinctively pressing
against the trigger of his automatie.

" Release that man  instantly,” he
eried, “or I shoot to kill ["

But the native only laughed inso-
lently as, with a swift, dexterous move-
ment, he dragged Wi&liums, as though
he were & mere babe, in front of him,
so that the plain-clothes man stood
now, spread-eagle [ashion, before the
nigger, screening him from attack.

“PBans shoot now,” cried Umlili im

pudently, “but bullet him go-through
your friend, not through Umlili ["
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The Rescue of Jack Drake.

ERRERS LOCKE'S liis set.
This wily native had duped
them both in the neatest, yet
simplest manner,

It was useless to act, for if Locke
pressed the trigger the bullet would
agsuredly bring death to the plain-clothes
man.

8o long as things stood just as they
were Locke could do nothing., And
certainly Williams was even more help-
less. The muscular strength of this
gigantic native was amazing, yet not
unusual in the typical Zulu, of which
tribe Umlili was a very good example.

The only thing to do was to come to
grips with the native—to tackle him in
the good old British way, with bare
fists. But Locke had already taken =2
step forward with this aim in view when
Umlili's strong brown arm suddenly
whipped before him, and the muzzle of &
leaming automatic was levelled at

ke's head.

The native had taken the gun from
Williams' own pocket, and now he
released the plain-clothes man and flung
him, as though he were so much loose
sacking, headlong across the room, Wil-
liams crashing headlong to the ground
from the impact of the nigger's heavy
thrust.

“Better you keep back, baas!” smiled
Umlili malevolently. “Me only poor
Zulu boy, but me know everyt’'ing about
dis gun!”

Williams staggered to his feet, and
with a roar like an angry bull made to
rush at the native,

But Locke waved him sternly back.

“Don’t be a fool, man !” he snapped.
“The scoundrel won’t hesitate to shoot
you stone dead! Stay where you are.”

Locke's hand went to his pocket,

where reposed a police whistle. He in-
tended sounding this as a signal to the
other plain-clothes men to rush the
building. ;
But once again Umlili was too quick
for him,

With a sudden pounce he had reached
the detective's side, and Ferrers Locke
gasped as the muzzle of the automatic
dug, with a violent jab, into his ribs,

‘““Put hands up!” commanded Umlili
peremptorily.

Locke shrugged his shoulders help-
lesely and obeyed.

The native then quickly snatched the
detective’s own automatic from his right
hand and thrust it into his own pocket.

Then, with a broad grin on hig face,
Umlili backed towards the window,
which, Locke now saw, was hali open,
the lower sagh being raised.

“1 go now,” said the na.tive. " Better
you not follow, because if you do you
will make me to shoot, and dat would
bo very sad |” .

He lau%hed—a great, roaring, gar-
gantuan laugh, whose echoes rang
through the half-empty house.

“Htop him ! yelled Williams.

But Locke shook his head.

Though he said nothing at the
moment to Williams, Locke Enaw what
he was doing and he had a very good
reason for not attempting to prevent
the native from making his escape
through the window.

There was really no need to take
that risk, Locke told himself. He
would just let the nigger vanish from
sight and then sound his whistle. The
whole building was surrounded and the
native, in dropping down to the greund
bencath-—prohagly by means of & rain-
pipe—would all unwittingly fall clean
mto the hands of a posse of plain-

clothes men.

80 Locke stuod obediently still, while
Umlili clambered  backwards ‘through
the window, working his way alorg the
ledge and holding on with his one free
hand, the other still pointing the auto-
matic into the room,

In another moment the nigger had
vanished from sight, and just then
Locke saw something go hurtling past
the window to the ground beneath.

“The sutomatic!” he muttered, with
a grim smile, *That’s ‘inst like your
average native—thinks only of the needs
of the immediate immoment. The gun
has served that immediate need and
therefore it i thrown away!”

“But_he's still got another!” mut-
tered Williams. “He took yours, you
know I”

“Just so. But he can’t use it—you
see what he's doing—he's clambering
up, not down—up to the roof !”

Locke's last words were spoken on &
high note of sudden excitement, and
he rushed towards the window. .

Next instant he had pulled the police
whistle from his pocket and was blowing
it for all he was worth.

“Stand back, Williams!"” he cried, as
he threw one leg over the window, “I
didn’t reckon on thie—that wily native
will get away over the roofs if we're
not sharp! o, don’t you come—stay
where you are till the others arrive!”

Within an arm’s length of the window
was a rickety-looking rain-pipe.

Locke made for this, swarming up it
to the roof above with the agility of the
born athlete.

Even as he did so, the sound of
heavily-shod feet came from the floor
below, denoting that some of the plain-
clothes men had broken in, and were
oven then in the act of raiding the
house. 3 .

On the roof itself, the native was
busy dodging from one chimney stack

Willlams gave & sudden yell of dismay as the natlve’s burly arms came down
his sides in such a vice-like grip that he was unable to move so much as an Incl
impudently, *“But bullet him go through your friend—not through Umlili1** (8ee page 24.)

ith a swoop and ginioned his own to
“ Baas shoot now ! ' eried Umlili
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for en opening

to another, maki
house from the

which separated

next.

Locke followed suit, and then, the
native suddenly catching sight of him,
he used and swung round, his
chocolate-coloured face convulsed with
sudden fury and surprise.

is

Next instant he had whipped the
remaining aubomatic from his et
and leveﬁed it at Locke's head, press-

H

ing the trigger.

e detective ducked in the nick of

time as the weapon barked, and the
bullet went screaming over his head
to “plonk ” heavily into the brickwork
ot a near-by chimney stack.

Iron-nerved though he was, Ferrers
Locke realised, with an inward si_nkinF,
that he was indeed in an unususlly
perilous situation.

He was abzolutely unarmed, while
the native, now apparently half-mad
with fury and fright, had a fully-loaded
automatic which he would not hesitate
—had not hesitated, in fact—to use.

The deteclive remained crouching
behind the chimney stack for a moment
until Umlili, apparently satisfied that
ha had at least frightened his pursuer
off, turned away and continued his
awift, agile run across the galvanised
tron roof, till he came to an abrupt
stop on the very edge, over which
vawned an abyss caused by a streef
which separated this house from the
next.

The street below was swarming with
peoﬂle now—a huge crowd had collected
on hearing the police whistles and now
stood, in & gaping, breathless mass,
staring up at the amazing drama which
was being enacted over their heads,

A yell went up from the crowd as
the native’s figure—pigmy-like at such

8 hfeight—nppen.red on tne edge of the]

roof.

“There he is—there's
shouted the crowd.

“Fetch him down:! Fling him a
rope !” cried other voices in the crowd.

And then the crowd itself was hushed
into sudden, gasping silence.

For the native, with just one bark-
ward glance to where Locke wuas
crouching behind the chimney stack,
suddenly braced himself now and, with
n blood-curdling yell, leapt high into
the air!

His superbly-proportioned figure, the
bare arms and legs gleaming in the
sunlight, shot out into mid-air almost
with the grace of a bird, clearing the
distance between the two houses and
landing cleanly and neatly on the roof
opposite !

b was an amazing, a wonderfnl feat
--a feat worthy wf an expert circus
acrobat, and it left the crowd breath-
less with mingled suspense and admira-

tion.
still, where he FLad

Umlili lay
dropped, for a moment. Then he drew

the nigger!”
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Abel, Abercorn, Abraham, Adams, Aitkin,
Akroyd, Allen, Allsop, Anderson, Andrews,

Antliff, Appleton, Arbutlnot, Armitage,
Armour, Armstrong, Arnold, Ash, Ashley,
.Rsllz_ton, Astill, Atfleld, Attewell, Awdry,
yling.

Bacon, Bagshaw, Balley, Baines, Balrstow,
Baker, Bnuks, Bannister, Barber, Barelay,
Bardsley, Barker, Barlow, Baroes, Barratt,
Bastow, Bates, Bather, Bayes, Bean, Beet,
RBell, Bennett, Bestwick, ]liﬁwmd. Birch,
Bird, BRishop, Blackburo, Blades, Rland,
Biigh, Bloodworth, Board, Boardmao, Bolton,
Boot, Borradaile, Bourne, Bousfield, Bowden,
Bowley, Box, Boyes, Braddell, Brand,
Braund, Bray, Bridges, Brig‘l;t, Bristowe,
Broadbridge, Brooke, Broughton, Browalee,
DBryan, Bryant, Buckle, Bull, Bullock, Burn,
Burrell, Burrows, Bush, Butcher, Butler,
Butterworth. ’

Cadman, Cadwalader, Caldwell, Campbeil,
Carless, éarpeul.er. Carr, Carroll, Cnarter,
Carver, Castle, Catterall, Cave, Chapman,
Cherry, Clay, Cole, Coleman, Collier, Collins,
Constable, Conway, Cook, Cooper, der,
Coverdale, Cox, Craven, Crawlord, Crossland,
Crow, Curtis.

Dakin, Dale, Dark, Davies, Dawson, Day,
Decie, Denton, Diamond, Diver, Dixon,
Dolphin, Dougias, Drake, Draper, Duck,

Dann, Durston.
Earle, Edwards. Emery, Evans, Ewbank.

Farmer, Faulkner, Featherstone, Fender,
Field, Fielder, Fisher, Fletcher, Flint,
Tlowers, Ford, Foster, Fothergill, Fox,

Freeman, Ery.

Gale, Garrett, Gatehouse, Geary, Uibson,
Gilbert, Qilligan, Goodman, Gore, Grace,
Greenwood, regory, Gregson, Grimshaw,
drundy, GQull, Gunn,

Hake, Hall, Hallows, Hammond, Hancock,
Nand, Hardcastle, Hardman, Hardstaff,
Hardy, Hare, Hargreaves, Harper, Hartkopl,
Hartley, Hay, Hayward, Haywood, Head,
Hearne, Hendren, Hendry, Heseltine, Hewitt,
Hill, Hill.-Wood, Hirst, Hitch, Hoare, Hobbs,
Hogg, Holland, Holllogsworth, Hollins,
Holmes, Howell, Hubble, Huddleston, Hum-
phrey, Hunter, Hurst.

Hlingworth, Inglis, Ingram, Ireland, Ire.
monget.

Jackson, Jardine, Jarvis, Jeacocke, Jeeves,
Jephson, Jetvis, Jessop, Jewell, Junes, Jupp.
Eaye, Kelly, Xennedy, Kendrick, Xerr,
Kettle, Kilner, King, Knight, Knott, Knox.

Laccy, Lamb, Lane, Leach, Leaf, Lee,
Leveson-Gower, Lewis, Lilley, Lillywhite,
Lindsay, Lines, Lipscombe, Lock, Lockwood,
Lord, Lorrimer, Louden, Lowe, Lucas, Lupton,
Lyou, Lyttelton.

Macaulay, MacBryan, MacDonald, Mae-
Laren, Mailey, Makepeace, Mann, Marriott,
Marsden, Marshell, Matthews, MeReath,
Mesd, Middleton, Miles, Miller, Mills,
Mitchell, Moon, Mordaunt, Mundy, Murdoch,
Murrell.

Napier, Keedham,

Nawanngar, Newmnn,

Noble, Norton, Nourse.
Oates, O'Brien, Oldfleld, Oldroyd.
Poge, Palniret, Palmer, Parker, Parkin,

Pnrtrld%. Patterson, Payne, Payton, Peach,
Pease, Feele, Peg]ler, Pellew, Penn, Penny,
Plckar]n? Pigg, Pllch, Plank, Pollitt, Porter,
Potter, Powell, Price, Pritchett.

Qualfe,

Ranjitsinhji, Raynor, Reed, Rell, Rhodes,
Richardson, Richmond, Riley, Robson, Rock,
Rogers, Roper, Rose, Rowe, Rowley, Royston,
Rush, Russell, Ryder,

Sachs, Sadler, Sanderson, Saunders, Scobell,
Scott, dgwick, Bewell, Seymour, Sharp,
Shaw, Shepherd, Sherwell, Shine, BSlater,
Spalding, Speak, Spofforth, Spooner, Staples,
Staonton, B8teel, Stoddart, Stone, Storer,
Stork, Streatfield, Street, Btrong, Strudwick,
Studd, Bugg, Susskind, Sutelifte.

Tarrant, Tate, Taylor, Tennyson, Thorp,
Thresher, Thwaites, Tomkinson, Tower,
Townsend, Trollope, Trotter, Trumble, Tubb,
Tufton, Turnbull, Tyldesley. ;

Underwood, Upton.

Vallance, Vane, Veitch, Verulam, Vibart,
Vipe, Vizard.

Waddington, Wadsworth, Walden, Walker,
Walker, Wall, Waller, Wnllin%&uh. Ward,
Wurner, Wnters, Watson, Waur o&e, ‘Webb,
Wells, Wetherall, Whale, White, Whittaker,
Whyaall, Wilson, Winslow, Winter, Wood,
Woodbridge, Woolley, Woosnam, Wright.

Yardley, Yates, Yonge, Young.

Zulch.

himself erect once more, his figure poised
almost on the edge of the roof opposite,
his face towards the gulf he had just
jumpet,

Standing thus, he did not observe
what Locke obsetved—the vague,
shadowy outline of a moving figure
amid the chimney stacke just behind
him.

What is more, in the jump across the
I open street, the native had perforece to
drop the automatic, which had since

one huttling to the ground kelow, so
at he was now weaponless.

Just for an instant he stood there, as
athering up his strength,

en he turwed, with the intention of
making across this roof and on to the
next, %roping in this way to clude his
would-be captors.

But ere he had taken more than a
few strides across the corrugated iron
roofing two figures sprang out from an
adjoining chimney stack.

A length of rope spun lightly through
the air and dropped clean over the
native's head and shoulders, pinioning
his armis to his sides, bringing forth a
yell of fury and dismay from gis lips.

The chase was over!

if

Ferrers Locke, breathing a sigh of
immense relief, made his way back over
the roof towards the rainpipe up which
he had first climbed.

But the crowd below had sensed the
situation mnow, and even as Locke
reached the edge of the roof, a rope
ladder came hurtling through the air
its iron grapnels striEing the corrugate
roofing with a metallic sound.

Lacke dropped on to hands and knees,
catching the end of the rope-ladder just
in time,

Then, adjusting the hooks in the
ledge over the gulley which ran round
the edge of the building, he clambered
swiftly down, letting himself in, how-
ever, by the window through which he
had first come.

Heo was met in the room by a group
of plain-clothes men, in the centre of
whom was Jack Drake, looking rather
white and haggard, but otherwise appar-
ently unhurt,
f“We found your assistant trussed up
in a large cupboard in the next room,
Mr. Locke,” said Willlams, coming
forward. “He's had a rotten time, but
assures us he has not been injured in
nny way.”

“I'm real glad to. hear that,” said
Locke, in genuine relief. “I have been
in suspense ever since poor old Pyecroft
turned up at Parktown, wondering——"

“Well, there’s no need to worry any

further, guv'nor !" said Jack, with a wan
but cheery smiile, “Bristow and that
native felfow gave me a bit of rough
handling—I guess I've got a few beauti-
ful bruises knocking about all over my
anatomy !—but beyond that I wasn’t
hurt,
“Just the same, though, I was about
fed to the teeth with being trussed up
like & helpless fowl in that confounded
cupboard and I'm no end obliged to
pt\rlt’a)ryone here for yanking me out of
1

“Thank heavens you are unhurt, my
lad!”" said Locke in tones of great
rolief. And then: “Come, Williams.
we must search the house for Bristow.,”

(Look out for mext week’s magnifi-
cent instalment of this amazing serial,
boys. Bristow, the dude, is going fo
give Ferrers Locke a good rmim for his
l mency.)
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Your Editor is always
mare In trouble or n
speady reply.
LIIH‘HY, 'Flﬂ
CONCERNING OUR FREE GIFTS,
FEEL 1 cannct apologise enough for
the disappointment you have all
experienced in connection with our

. gigantic Free Gift schome. As I
said In previous issues, the fault lay not
with myself, but with the mechanical
side of the business. And the fault,
without plunging into technical terms,
was such that it could not be repaired
in time to commence our Free Gift weck
as had been so extensively advertised.
My loyal chums know me; they know I
would have done anything on earth to
have kept miy word with them, bat it
was not to be. True, I was offered a
chance to “get out on my losses "—a
chance that would have meant giving my
chums something inferior to I.ﬁe quality
of the Free Gifts advertised. This }
would not do. Of the two evils I thought
Magnetites would much prefer a wait
of a few weeks, and then have the right
thing, than havo something . dished up
whose only merit lay in the fact that it
came along with the issue of the MAGNET
that had becn advertised as a Free Gift
number.

BETTER LATE THAN NEVER!

Now, these wonderful eut-out action
photographe of Famous Cricketers are
coming along, and te make up for tho
wait you are experiencing I mtend to
present four of theso Superb Free Gifts
each week. In other words, Magnetites
will have all that was promised them in
the first place, but instead of two giits
a week they will now have
FOUR TOPPING FREE GIFTS EACH

WEEK !

Perhaps the rumour will go round
that the whole thing was & catch. I've
been a boy myself, and 1 know how
gossip and scandal attend these misfor-
tunes. But there's no catch in it, chums
—of that I give you my word. There
néver has been a catch. Editors canmot
afford to play fast and loose with their

leased to hear from hie chums.
advige.
Letters should be addressed ‘ The Editor,” THE MAGNET
Amalgemated Press (1922), Ltd., The Flestway House, Farringdon
Street, Loncon, E.C.4.

Write to him when you

A stamped and addressed envelope will ensure a

regular public. The whole affair is
something in the nature of a tragedy, so
far as I am concerned, for always the
reader comes first with me. I say reader,
but Magnetites are far more intimate
than that. We are in the Wabit of refer-
ring to ourselves as IrkKlnds, and I
honestly think that Magnetitcs are my
friends. By the same token, 1 want
ALL Magnetites to understand that I
am

THEIR FRIEND !

Anything within reason that I have
been able to do at any time during my
reign of office 1 have been pleased to
do, and shall always be pleased to de.
My working time, and, incidentally, a
great deal of my leisure time, is yours,
and always will be yours so long as I sit
in the editorial chair, That's the way
of a friend. And as & friend I now ask
vou a favour, Forget about this beastly
disappointment—or, if you wmust re-
member it, put it down to mechanical
difficulties, over which your friend had
no control, and revive your interest in
readiness fer that issue of the MAGNET

DATED AUGUST 15TH.

As vou all know, the MAGNET bears
a week-end date, but copies arz always
obtainable on the Monday preceding it.
Do you, then, give this particular issue
a good reception. Tell all your friends,
show them the wonderful Free Gifts—
four of them-—and then look forward to
the second week of this colossal treat.
Don’t forget

AUGUST 15TH IS3UE !

ITEM3 OF INTEREST !

F. Woodward writes to ask why Mr.
Queleh's “ History of Greyfriars ” cannot
Yo published alternate’ weeks in place_of
the “ Herald.” There is no cut-and-dried

answer to this question. My chum sug-
-gesta it would be a wise thing. to de,

‘| if not too dry. Mr. Quelch is never dry,

except when he waxes savcastic. It is
a smart notion—soniethit;r about the
ancient monks and the fish they caught
in the old moat and-the pellucid waters
of the Sark. I doubt, howevi., if it ever
entered the learned mind of *Quelchy
to go in for serial publication. Another
idea is for one issue of the  Schoolboy's
Own Library ” to be devoted to & yarn
by Dicky Nugent, about 8t fam's. Un-
fortunately, Dicky does not write yarns
to chat length,

NEXT MONDAY’S PROGRAMME !

“THE MYSTERY OF BUNTER
COURT!”

This is really Mr. Frank. Richards
masterpiece. The way he's handled the
fat and fatuous Owl of the Remave, and
the way this same Owl, in turn, handles
some extremely gwkward situations, calls
for the highest praise. If any of my
chums miss this amazing treat of a story
they will never cease to regret it. I'll
say ho more,

“THE VELDT TRAIL.”

There is another trenchant instalment
of this astounding mystery story on the
programme for next week., We see
Ferrers Locke slowly but surely gather-
ing up the threads of the case, although,
to the unpractised eye, the more threads
there are lying sbout the move bafilin
becomes the mystery. Not so wit
Locke. He has a happy knack aof sifi-
ing the chaff from the wheat. Kcep
your eye on him, boys!

“SUMMER SPORTS!”

Harry Wharton & Co., of the
“Herald,” have obliged with a special
supplement dealing with sport. It 1s
distinetly good, and well worth reading.
Don’t ' miss it on any account !

« FAMOUS CRICKETERS "
COMPETITION !

This competition is creating a furore
amongst the reading public. Not for
some considerable time has thera been
such Bn interesting and simple competi-
tion. You have everything to help you
along the road to success. The magnifi-
cent prizes must _be won. See to 1if,
chum, that your name is included in the
prizewinners' list.

- Your €ditor.

e —

———
o

'MISS

FREE™"

i Send a post-
i card to-day for
i a free wallet of
: full details and
i dllustrations.

AMERICA-—The

Never before has the British Boy had an opportunity of ¢
buying a real steam-driven launch at such a price. A 30-in. jCOM PLETE WITH|
boat, finished in three colours, driven by a fine little engine
and controlled by a brass rudder. Andall for 12/6.

You must have one for the yacht pond er river.

HOBBIES.&I;IMI'I'ED (Dept. 341), DEREHAM, NORFOLK

one at a Branch or Agency in any large Toiwn.
e

Super Model Launch

= Lamp,
f Filler, and

i
|
I i i 1 2 ' 6
i Directions
1 Postage 0d. extra.
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BILLY BUNTER'S MASTER
STROKE!

{Continued from puge 20.)

He was still under the impression that
Walsingham was somewhere in the ex-
tensive cellars,

But he shouted for him and Junted
for him in vain. and it dawned npon
him at last that the butler was not there,
and that e hiad been taken in by a trick,
He was alone in the deep collars under
Clombermere Lodge—alone, remote from
hielp, with scarvcely a_hope of making his
voice heard if he shouted with all the
strength of his Iungs.

“Good heavens!” gasped Mr. Pilkins.

He rushed back to the door, and ham
mered on it. But the door wonld have
resisted the utmost efforts of a dozen
Pilkirisés.

He hammerea and he shouted: but
answer thore came none.

Billy Bunter had ascended the slam-

epse, and closed and locked the door at:

the top.

He slipped the key into his pocket.
That key was not to be seen in the
butler’s room again.

Bunter listened at the upper. door, He
could surmise that Mr, Pilkins was ham-
mering ‘and shouting. But he heard no
sounl. The staircase was deep: the two
ouk doors, were thick and. strong. Not a
whisgm.’ came mto the regions above of
My, Pilkins' frantie yells.

“1 fancy that was rather neat
mured Bunter,

He rolled away.

Terhaps somewhere in. his fat breast
he felt a twinge of uneasiness. But he
felt that this was the only way! 1fe had
to, remain lord of the Lodge—he was
determined on that. So Mr. Pilkins, if
he refused to listen to reason, liad to be
disposed of. He was disposed of; and
that was all theve was about it! That
was Bunter's view of the matter.

Bunter had a lonely lunch that day
amid the magnificence of Bunter Court.
My, Pilkins had a still lonelier one: and
mu‘l(]ijublc'dl_\j did not enjoy it half =o
much.

"

muir-

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
All Serene !

i ALLO, hallo, hallo!”
H Harry Wharton & Co. had
returned in the summer dusk.
They came back 1o Dunter
Court & little tired and dusty, but very
merry and bright,
Billy Bunter greeted them cheerily.
“Had a good day?” he asked.
“Oh, top-hole!”
“The top-holefulness was terrific, my
esteemed DBunter !

“Have you got through vour giddy

business affairs while we've been gone,
old top?" asked Bob Cherry cheerily.

Bunter grinned,

“0Oh, yes that's all right.
thing's settled first-rate !

“Good)”

Hammy Bunter was back a little later,
sunburnt and perspiring, from the joys
of Margate. He looked for Bunter, and
gave him an inguiring and suspicious
blink.

“Is it all right 7' he asked.

“Of course it is!”

“You've seen Pilkinsg, then?" asked
Sammy, staring at him. “Didn’t he
meke a fuss?”

e FI had a talk with him,” said Bunter
airily,

“What is he going to do, then?”

“He's not going to do anvthing, 1Tn
fact. he's going to stay for some time
in a quiet place, away from business,”

Sammy Bunter whistled.

It was later in the summer ovening
that the Ramsgate party came home.
Voices were heard raised in song on the
drive; the trip to Ramsgate had appar-
ontly impaired the sedate manners of the
Combermere footmen. Perhaps it was
fatigne that impelled them to hang on
to the banisters as they sought their
sleeping-gquarters.  Harry Wharton &
(‘o. saw nothing more of the footmen
that evening,

Walsingham was the.last to turn up.

The chums of Greyfriars and Sammy
Bunter had gone to bed, when a car
came gliding up the drive, with the
butler in it. Billy Bunter was np, how-
ever, nodding in an armchair; and he
straightened up and gave Walsingham a
spvere blink as he presented himself.

“You are Jate, Walsingham.”

Every-

“Yes, sir. The fact is—"

“Has my father sent me a letter ?”

“The fact is, sir, that J did not find
Mr. Bunter at the Grand Hotel in
Canterbury,” said Walsingham, “I
waited the whole day; sir, but he did
not arrive.”

“What!" exclaimed Bunter.

“I am sorry, sir; but I conld not do
more!” said Walsingham. *“Mr. Bunter
certainly did not arrive at the lhotel in
Canterbury to-day.”

“I suppose he must have changed his
plans,” said Bunter. “Well, naver
mind, Walsingham: it's very anneying.
’gu::l it can't be helped. You may go te

ed.?

Walsingham hesitated.

“You've seen Mr. IMilkins, sir?”

“I've scen him,” assented Bunter. “1
have arranged matters with Mr.
Pilkins, Walsingham. Ho is going up to
London to-morrow to see my father, for
the signing of the—the necessary docu-
ments.”

“Yery good, sir!” said Walsingham,
“Good-night, sir!”

Walsingham retired.

Billy Bunter sought his couch that
night in a satisfied frame of mind. Hav-
ing disposed of a dinner large emough
for three, and a supper sufficiently
extensive for four, he was feeling very
fat and comfortable and contented. His
masterly strategy had warded off the
danger that had threatened his occupa-
tion of Bunter Court; and in his happy
satisfaction he liad no consideration to
waste on the lapless estate-agent who
was now also a tenant of Combermere
Lodge.

What would be the ultimate outcome
of liis amagzing adventure Bunter did not
know--and could not guess. As that
problem was, at present, insoluble, he
gave it up, and dismissed it from his
mind in his nsual happy stvle.

Bunter slept well, and dredmed of a
study spread in the Remove passage at
Grevfriars—the most comfortable and
contented of all the tenants of Bunter
Conrt.

THF FND.

(How Tong can Billy, Bunter Feep up
this amazing game?  Whut's going to
happen to Pitking? These gucstions are
mswered in—"The Mystery of Buntcr
aurt "—next weck's fine story.)
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