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2 LAST WEEK OF THIS GREAT CONTEST, CHUMS!

AND 40 s

* g ERE is the Final Set of six puzzle-pictures in our
“ Famous Cricketers 7 Competition, but even now it is
not too late to enter. All you have to do is to order
last week's issuec of MAGNET, dated August 15th, from

your newsagent, without delay, for you will find that in that
number we reprinted all the picture-sets to date as well as
the complete List of Cricketers’ Names.

THE WAY TO WIN

is to make out the answer to each of the puzzle-pictures in
this Final Set, as well as those in the earlier sets, and write
it IN INK in the space underneath. Every name represented
by & puzzle-pieture will be found in the List of Names which
we printed last week. Only one solution must be written
under each picture.

HOW TO SEND IN YOUR ENTRIES.

When you have decided on the solutions to all the puzzles
in this week’s set you should sign the coupon, IN INK, and
nut out the whole tablet, Now gather together the previous
puzzle-sets which you have been keeping by you, and aftach
shem to the Sixth Set.

Remember that each effort must he a complete dolution
sf the whole series of six puzzles; that is, Bets Nos. 1 to 6,
inclusive.

Then place your effort in an envelone and post to:—

“ Famous Cricketers” Competition,
c/o MAGNET,
Gough House, Gough Square,
London, E.C. 4 (Comp.).
s0 as to reach that address not later than THURSDAY,
SEPTEMBER 3td, the amended Closing Date.

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 sels of
puzzle-pictures. The other prizes will be awarded in order
of mertt,

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

The Editor reserves full right to divide the prizes or their
value. No competitor will receive more than one prize. It
is a distinct condition of cntry that the decizion 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 ean be taken for delay or loss in
the pest or otherwise, Employees of the proprietors of the
MaaNET may not compete,

“FAMOUS .CRICKET ERS™
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Alarming !

& URRRRRERRRR !
“Bai Jove!l”
“Yurreeggh !
“What the thump—"

“ Moeoooaoh !

Harry Wharton & Co. were startled.

Those weird sounds, floating on the
calm still air of the August evening,
were enough to make any fellow sit up
and take notice.

The tall windows of the vast drawing-
room at Combermere Lodge were
brightly lighted. Light streamed from
thein upon the wide terrace on which
the windows looked.

On the terrace, comfortably ensconced
in deck-chairs, the chums of the Grey-
friars Remove were taking their ease.

The Iamous Five of Greyfriars were
in cheery spirits.

They
and had® become pleasantly tiréd.
good dinner had followed. The dinners
at Combermere Lodge, alias DBunter
Court, were always good. Billy Bunter
inight be lacking, in some respects, as
a lost and entertainer; but there was
no doubt that he knew how to order a
dinner. The Combermere cook was an
expert—buyt even the ‘cook knew less
about that mwatter than Bunter did.

Alter dinner the Greyfriars party had
entertained themselves with music in
the drawing-room, Frank Nugent per-
forming: at tho piano, I'rank was quite
a good pianist, and every member of
the party had obliged with a song—in
fact, with two or tlsl.ree. After that the
juniors retired to the terrace for a chat

in the cool air there before bed. Billy
Tlunter did not accompany them.
Bunter was fast asleep in a chair. He

had dined not wisely, but too well, and
hiz eyes had closed hka2hind his big
spoctacles as if they were glued. Only
his snore, foating out of the open
french windows, reminded his guests
that he was still there.

Harry Wharton & Co. were feeling
very cheery and contented. P'Arcy of
St. Jim's, their fellow-guest at Bunter
('ourt, wes perhaps not quite so cheery.
Every now and then Arthur Augustus

the great room strange, weird, and un-

had played cricket that day, |

‘Bunter it certainly seomed lo indicate

D'Arey passed his hand tenderly over

his noble head, feeling a big bruise
there. He owed that bruise to Billy
Bunter's wonderful powers as n bowler
in the cricket match that day. When
Billy Bunter was bowling, only the
batsman was safe.

Bunter’s snore foating out on the
summer air had died away. But from

canny sounds were now proceedin
sounds that interrupted the cheery (‘ﬁ;
of the juniors and caused them to sit up |
in their chairs and look round with
startled glances.

“Yurrereeerggggeh ! Gurrgggggeh!
Mooocoooooh !

“What on ecarth is 1£?” asked Bob
Cherry. “Sounds like a dog with a
hone, but I suppose it can't be”

“ Grooooooogh [

“Bai Jove! Can it be DBuntah?”
asked Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.

Harry Wharton junped up.

“It's Bunter! Sounds as if he's
choking.”

“ Yurrrerergeggggh [

The horrid sound was pgoing on,

crescendo. If it proceeded from Billy
that the Owl of the Remove was in need
of first aid.

Wharton ran in at the french
windows, Bob Cherry and Nugent,
Johtuny Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, followed him. Arthur Augustis
D'Arey half-rose, but sat down again.
There were plenty of helpers for Bunter,
if he needed help, and the St Jim's
junior was more concerned ahout the
throbbing bump on his own noble head.

The impact of a cricket ball on a
fellow's “napper " wes no joke, and it
required all Gussy's polished politeness
to restrain him from telling Billy
Bunter what he thought of him.

FOUR
FREE GIFTS
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¥When “ nosey ** people interfere with the.lordly plans of William George Bunler he has o 1way
all his own of deéoling with them : they disappenr inra mysterious manner from mortal ken !

A Magnificent New Long Com-

plete Tale of the world-famous

schoolboys, &ngy Wharton
0.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

“Talle, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob
as the Famous Five ran in. *“ Bunter,

“My esteemed and ludicrous Bunter !
exclaimed Hurree Bingh,

There was no answer from DBunter,
only a continuation of the horrid gurg-
lmgs and mumblings that had startled
and alarmed the Remove fellows.

Bunter was sprawling in a comfort-
able chair, with his head resting on a
soft cushion., He was fast asleep. And
his expression, as well as his mumblings
and grumblings, showed that he was
the grip of a nightmare,

That was really not surprising, con-
sidering, the dinner that Bunter had
disposed of: There had been ten courses
to the dinner, and Bunter had made a
solid wmeal of each, Where he had put
it all was rather a mystery to his
guests, Even his extensive circum-
ference seemed scarcely to furnish the
required space. There was no doubt
that he was, as Bob had remarked,
loaded above the Plimsoll line. Tt waa
not durprising that he had fallen into
deep slumber haunted Dby  horrid
visions, Really, if would not, have been
very surprising if he had exploded.

“Yurrrgggh !”

The Famous Five gazed at the sleep-
ing beauty. Bunter was wriggling, and
his fat face made horrid contortions to
an aceompaniment of groams, grunts,
snorts, and gurgles.

“We'd better wake him, I think,”
said Harry.

“Bunter doesn't like being woke up
out of ‘a nap,” remarked Nugent.

“He can't be enjoying this nap, [
should think,”

“To judge by the soundfulness, the
enjoyfufncss is not terrific,” remarked
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh,

“Wake him before he
gaid Johnny Bull.
fat bounder.”

Johnny Bull grasped Bunter by the
collar and shook him.

suffocates;”
“Here, I'll wake the

“@Groocogh! Hooooh! Yurrrrggh!
Leggo! You villain, Pilkins—"
“My hat!”

Tue MaaxeT Liprary.——No. 915.
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“Yurrregghh! Vou cheeky rotte
Walsingham—

“By Jovel” .
“Grrererere! I owon't hrm%' vou any
more grub, you ungrateful votters!

Groooooocogh !

“Great pip!"” ’

Bunter was hot aweke yet. Slumber’s
golden chain had evidently bound him
very tight. Johnny Bull's shaking war
apparently forming a part of his horria
dream, =nd, from his grunting ejacula-
tions, if scemed that he was dreaming
that he was in the grasp of Mr. Pilkins,
the estate agent, and Walsingham, the
late butler of Combermere Lodge,
Though why Bunter should be dreaming
of those two individuals was & mystery
to the Famous Five. It would have
been moro like Bunter to be drezming
of his dinner.

s Yurrrg'gﬂ'h i I‘-EE{II L Epring‘ing on

a chap like a tiger! Ow! Wow! I'll
jolly well leave you to starve! Ow!
Grooogh !"

“\g’aka up [ r::u.rﬂd Johnny Bull.

“Gurrrgggeeg !

Shake ! Sﬁuﬁ:e! Shake !

Tommy Bull put his beef into it and
administered @ series. of shakes that
would have awakened Rip Van Winkle
or Epimenides of old

Bunter’s little round eyes opened
behind his big spectacles, and he
blinked udazedly at the chums of the
Remove.

“ Grooogh !”

“ Bunter— "

“ Pilkins, you rotter——'

Crash !

“Oh ' roared Johnny Bull ,

Billy Bunter's fat fist came ount with
unexpected suddenness, and it landed
on Johnny’s nose with a terrific smite.
Johnny Bull went over backwards, as
if & cannon-ball had smitten him. A
lacquer table with a coffee-tray on 1t
was in Johnny's way, and it flew, and
coffee cups crashed right and left as
Johnny Bull sprawled on the floor.

3

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Mysterious !

L H " roared Johnny Bull.
Billy Bunter fmnped up.
The mists were clearing from
his fat brain, and he realised
that he was in the presence of the Grey-
friars fellows, not of Pilkins, the estatse
agent, and Walsingham, the butler.
: g}‘;[a blinked rather dizzily at
janiors, :

“J—I—T've Leen asleep!” he gasped

“Go hon!® said Bob Cherry, with
deep sarcasni.

"]E must have been dreaming,” zaid
Bunter. “I thought it was—ahem | —I
mean, I didn't think—"

ohnny Bull serambled up. There was
a crimson smear on his nose, and there
was fury in his face. He did not speak;
he hurled himself at Bunter, and his
comrades grabbed him and dragged him
back, only just in time.

“Let go!” roared Johuny Bull,

“Hold on!”

“I'm going to smash him!"”

“Hold on, you ass!”

“Look at my nose!”

* Bother your nose |* zaid Bob Cherry,

the

holding the infuriated Johnny back by
main force. ‘"You can’'t punch your
giddy host! Remember your manners,

old man.” 1
“1 say, you fellows keep him off !
yelled Bunter,
All serene, fatty!”
n"'l;[.nuk at my wosel” raved Johnny
ull.
Tue Macxer Lisrary,—No. 915,
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1 of the room.

'was punching,”

hurriedly,

i
“Well, you asked for it,” said Bunter, | house, and that they had
blinking st him “I didn't know it was | Youn overdid it at dinner,
Euur s1lly mnose. I thought it was| *Of course, thal was it,” said Bunter,
ilking——" relieved. ° Just indigestion, of course,
"“Why the thump shnuld you want to ] Nothing in it, you know.”
punch Pilkins' nose, even if you thought| “OI course not,” said Harry blaukly.
it was Pilkins?” demanded Nugent, “Pilkins and Walsingham are not here,
“ Because- I mean—I didn't——" and if they were, you wouldn't be scrap-
“What 1" ping with them, I suppose. What do
I mean, I didn't think it was Pil-| you mean?”
kins! That was what I really meant to] *Nothing. old chap.”
say,” stammered Bunter. “Well, 1 ﬂm‘m all right, well get
'"Chuck it, Johnny. old man!"” said jback to "Arcy,” said  Wharton.
Harry Wharton soothingly. *“You woke | ““Better cut supper to-night, or you'll
Buuter up rather suddenly, you know, |have it again.”
and he didn’t know it was your nose be :%lllfi"ruu fellows——"
ell

-Il-Did

Sprung un you
gpruilg J0U.

“Look at 1t!” breathed Johnny Bull
sulphurously cellars?
“"Better go and bathe it, old chap.” | *The wine-cellars!” ejaculated Whar-
Johnny Bull nodded, and tramped out{ton. “Not that I heard] I suppose you
He realised that it would § weren't dreaming about wine-
not do to punch the fst junior who was {cellars!”
his host at Bunter Court. He simply! *“Yes—I mean, no! Of course not!”
yearned to punch him; but he sagely | said Bunter. *“Why should I be dream-
want to bathe hiz nose instead. There mﬂ' about wine-cellars! Ridicnlous '
was no doubt that it needed bathing. ugent and Bob and Hueree Bingh
“All ri:ght. now, fatty?’ asked | went k to the terrace. But Bunter
Nugent. ‘*You were making a horrid [laid & fat hand on Wharton’s arm and
row, you know., We heard you from |detained him. He blinked at the cap-
the terrace.” tain of the Remove with great uneasi-
**1 was dreaming,” grunted Bunter. | ness,
“Those two beasts sprang on me-— [§ 1 Ba.]}'. Harry, old chap—"
mean, they didn’t sprine on me-—" “Well 7 said Wharton, rather curtly,
“What two beasts 1" He was Bunter's guest, but he did ot
' Nobody—nothing ! I mean, it was a | wholly like “Harry, old chap® from
nightmlre,” said Bunter hurriedly, *'1|the Owl of the Remove,
—1 say, you felluws, have I been saying | * You—you're sure I didn’t say any-
anything " thing more?”
The Owl of the Remove blinked with| ot that I noticed.

b “ Honest injun?” asked Bunter,
e Do At e gmous Five- They [ w¥es, “you ass!” paid Harry  impa-

. t' tlv. i ¥
It was obvious that Bunter feared that dﬁt?'tlfbe Euin:,fﬁg?ﬁié;ﬁghf ;‘,ﬂ;ﬁt
he had talked in his sleep, and given|iLink that vou had some awfully shady
away some deep secret that he was

ﬁp:mus to keep from the knpwledge of Seﬁrlf;t;,tﬁ';’f;i? ?{t:;miiﬁﬁu ‘ifiﬁt,_.;,f_,:._;::f?*
18 guests, ‘

gasped DBunter, in alarm, * Deon’t yon

“I say anything about the wine-

“¥You were gurgling and T‘a‘ﬂ-ﬂnmg," run away with a silly idea like that,
said Harry., “Chattering a lot of rot, | Wharton! I haven't got any secret.”
too.” y “You j%lly well talk as if you had,”

“Oh! Did—did I 1mention any |growled Wharton.
names " I “What rot! You’re suspicious, you

“Yes, Pilking and Walsingham.” know,” '

“Oh, dear!” gasped Bunter, *I—I *What?”

“It's jolly low to be suspicious,” said
Bunter, shaking his heaa at the captain
of the Remove in a manner of lofty
admouition.

Harry Wharton breathed hard and
deep, Yt was useless to take DBunter
seriously ; but some of the fat junior's
manners and customs were hard to toler-
ate, Wharton shook off the fat hand,
and walked out on the terrace.

“I'm going to bed,” called out Bunter,
g | suppose you fellows will be going
soon 7’

“Yes. (ood-night!”

“Good-night, old chap 1™

Billy Bunter rolled away., He wanted
to finish his nap; but, apparently, he
would not trust himself to hinish it in the
chair. Obviously, he was afraid that he
had let out some secret, though what
that secret could possibly be was a per-
plexing puzzle to the chums of the Re-
mave. But in the great four-poster bed
im Lord Combermere’s state bed-room,
Bunter's secrets were safe—he could
mumble and umble a3 much as he
liked without Egr..-r-a.r-nf being overheard.

say, you fellows 1t ain't cricket to listen
to a thp_tainm% in his sleep, finding
cut his private allairs—""

“You cheeky owl!” roared Wharton.
“We came in to wake you because we
thought you were Ellﬁl}ﬂiﬁnﬁ;* Do }*ﬂui
think we want to know anything aboutl
your silly affairs, you chump®”

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“I'd jolly well kick you, only—"

The captain of the Remove paused, re-
membering, like Johnny Bull, that he
was Bunter’s guest. Really, it would
not have been a seemly proceeding to |
kick his host, much as his host descrved
if.

““No offence, old chap!” said Bunter
“What are you getting your
rag out for? I haven't said anything to
ﬂﬁnd you, have 17"

Wharton stared at him, and burst
into & laugh. It was not much use to
taka Billy Biiuntar seriously. Apparently,
he saw nothing offensive In acousing
fellows of listening and Rr},rmg.

“Look here, if I've said anything, youn
fellows tell me what I said,” exclaimed
Bunter anxionsly.

“What the dickens does it matter 7%

“It does matter!” sna Bunter.

‘“Blessed if I remember—something
about Pilking and Walsingkaw, and
bringing grub to somebody.”

Bunter jumped.

“Oh, crumbs! Is—is—is that all?”

"“That's all I remember,” said Harry. |
“You seem to have been dreaming thaty M
Pilkins and Walsinghamu were in the had broken-up for the h

|

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Poor Old Bunter !

ARRY WHARTON'S brow was

H thoughtful as he sank into his

chair on the terrace,
troubled in mind.

Many tiowes since Greyfriars School

ﬂlyida}'s, and the

He was
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Tamous Five had come “home" with’
TBunter, misgivings had vaguely troubled
the captain of the Remove

In the case of any fellow bub Bunter,
his misgivings would have been deeper.
But he was so accustomed to the fib-
bing and swanking of the Owl of the
Remove, that finding Bunter out in a
few ”wfmppers # was a trifle. The dis-
covery that ‘ Bunter Court,” the ances-
tral home of the Bunters, was in reality
(‘ombermere Lodge, taken furnished for
the snmmer, had not really surprised the
chuins of the Remove; it wes in keeping
with the Bunter they knew so well, It
was exactly like \Tiﬁiam George Bunter
to swank in that palpable way, and to
roll out enormous fibs that were certain’
to be detected in a short time.

If Bunter chose fo call the house
¢ Bunter Court,’ and to spin various in-
compatible yarns on the subjent, it was
his own business, and just what might
have been expected of him,

And if that was all, there was no
occasion to worry. Certainly, it would
have been an improvement had Bunter
kept to the truth. But nobody could
expect such an extraordinary improve-
wient as that in Benter,

But was that all? Fibbimg was to bo
cxpected from Bunter, as really he hardly
scemed to know the difference between
trath and untruth. Swank was to be
expected from him, as he loved to
“spread ” himself, and magnify his im-
portance, But it was beginning to look
to Wharton nsz if the matter was more
serious.

If Mr, Bunter could afford to pay forty
guineas a week for a summer residence
for his son, it was odd, to say the least,
that he left his son unprovided with any
ready cash, And Bunter, while he
revelled in the magnificence of Bunter
Court, was as impecunious as when he
had borrowed “bobs” and sixpences in
the Greyiriarsa Remove. He had cleared
out his guests of most of their ready
money in a series of little loans: and
Wharton more than suspected that he
had also vaided Arthur Augustus
I’ Aray’s supplies, though the 8t. Jim's
junior had breathed no word on the sub-
Ject.

Moreover, it was known that, although
the tenant of the Lodge was responsible
for the wages of the servants left behind
by Lord Combermere, no wages had
been paid since Bunter came into posses-
sion.

Lavish tips had been distributed to
keep the numecrous members of the
household in good humour; but it was
clear enough that the cash thua ex-
pended had been drawn from Bunter's
guests.

Magnificent orders had been handed
out to the Combermere tradesmen, who
had been glad enough to send their
goods up to the big house. But bills
had not been paid; as the juniors had
learned when Horrocks, the butcher,
peid a visit to the house loudly demand-
ing settlement.

Bunter, apparently, was running the
whole thing on tick; and if there was no
money behind, the situation was serious.

And yet it seemed impossible that
Bunter could have got hold of such a
place, unless his father had gone through
the necessary ncgotiations with t
estate agent who had the letting of the
furnished house.

Mr. Pilkins, the agent, could scarcely
have let the house to anyone without
satisfying himself as to that person's
bona fides. Walsingham, the butler left
in charge by the noble owner, would
hardly have admitted a tcnant unless

€

| * Wake up ! ** roated Johnny Bull,

Johnny Bull
spectacles,
Bunter’s flst came out with unex|

put his beef info it.

(33 Gurrrn'zgggg I "
Bunter’s little round eyes opened behind his
and he blinked dazedly at the juniors.

Shake, shake, shake !

Bunter ! ** Crash !

““ Wake up,
ft landed on Johnny

suddenness, and

Bull’s nose I (See Chapter 1.)

assurcd by Mr, Pilkins that he could
safely do so.

Those considerations had reassured
Wharton, when misgivings had arigen in
his mind.

For what extraordinary series of
tricks, by what extraordinary run of
luck, could Bunter bave “diddled  the
estate agent and the butler? Certainly,
he was ag full of tricks as a monkey ; and
there was such a thing as.” fool's luck.”
But it really seomed that he could not
have bronught off such a coup: and it
seemed improbable that even Bunter
could be ass enough to pile up enormions
liabilities that he could never meet,

But Mr. Pilking, the estate ugent, had
disappeared, and El’arkol', his clerk, sus-
pected that Bunter had somehow cleared
him off. The suspicion seemed absurd to
Wharton, and yet—fthe estate-agent was
gone, without a word. And Walsingham,
the butler, was gone, foo; according to
Bunter, he had been sent to London on
business. Parker believed that Bunter
had somchow got rid of the hutler be-
cause he had found something out.
Ajgain; it was absurd—and yet, where
was Walsingham?

Wharton could not help
worried.

Bunter's mutterings and mumblings,
in the girip of nightmare due to indi-
gostion, had put the lid on, as it were,

feeling

l schoolfellow of
i sale

Why was he dreaming about such per-
sons as Pilkins and W’afsinghnm—drenm-
ing, too, that he was struggling with
them. Why were they pictured in his
slumbering mind as enemies—Pilkins,
who had let him the house, Walsingham,
who had been an urbane and deferential
butler ?

o It was mysterious and it was disquiet-
ing.

More than once it had been borne in
on Wharton's mind that the best thing
he and his chums could do was to leave
without delay, leaving Billy Bunter to
enjoy the magnificence of Bunter Courk
on his own,

But he did not quite like the idea.
If his misgivings were unfounded, and
matters were on a solid footing, it was
not necessary, and it was scarcely the
thing to let Bunter down after accepting
his invitation for the holidays.

While, if the fatuous Owl really had
got himself into some fearful scrafe. by
his fatuous folly, Wharton had a feeling
that it was up to the Co. to help him out
somehow.

And there was D'Arcy to consider.
Wharton certainly did not care to com-
municate his: uneasy misgivings to the
8t. Jim's junior. He did not want to
tell Avthur Augustus that he suspected a

iia uwn of being a whole-
“hilk,”  But’ going away and
THE MacxET Lisrary,—No. 915,
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leaving D'Arcy in the dark, was not
cvicket, Tf a erash was coming, as
’avker had warned him, it would not be
playing the game, to clear off and leave
the unsuspecting St, Jim’s junior in the
midst of it,

Worried as lie was, Wharten felt that
it was up to hiny, at least, to stay on
till I’ Arcy's week at the Lodge came to

an end. Then he could decide whether
to stay or go.
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy—in  the

intervals of tenderly caressing the bump
on his aristocratic head—glanced several
{imes at Wharten's frowning, thought-
ful face,

“YWhat's the wowwy, old mani” he
asked, at last.

Wharton started a little,

“0Oh! I was thinking——"

“ About Buntah "

“Well, yes!” Wharton locked atten-
tively at the swell of Bt. Jim's, He
wondered whether some misgiving had
penetrated even into Gussy’s innocent
and unnsuspicious mind,

“It’s wathah wuff on him, isn't it?”
said D'Arey. 1o mentioned it to me,
you know,

Wharton started again,

“Hea's told you——"

“Yaas; wathah!™

“My hat! Then you know how he's
fixed ¥

*0Oh, yaas!

“0Oh,” said Havry, puzzled, “If I may
put the question, I Arcy, has he asked
you to help him out in any way?”

“ Not at all, deah boy; you see there's
nothin’ I can do,” sawd Arthur Augustus,
“Y ecould only advise him to see a
doctor.”

“ A doctor 7 ejaculated Wharton,

“Yaas; though weally, my pwivate
opinion i3 that f old Buntah would ecat
a little less, he would find it a!l wight.”

“Eat 'a little less?” =aid Harry
Elankly.

““Yaas, wathah.”

“T—I don't uite follow,” said Harry.
“Do you mean that the bills would be

L]

emaller if Bunter went easier on the

tnek ™

“Eh? Buantah isr't wowwied abont
bills, is he1” asked Arthwr Awngustus, in
sHrprise.

Wharton bit his lip. Evidently it was
not of Bunter's financial difficulties that
the swell of 8t Jim'e was thinking.

“¥You said that Bunter had mentioned
something to you, and you know how
he's fixed,” eaid Harry, *“What swere
you speaking of i

“Hig sleep-walkin’, yon know.”

“His what?” almest yelled the cap-
tain of the Remove,

“Didn’t you know, deah boy?”

“Eh! No!*

“The poor chap suffahs fwom somnam-
balism, so he told me,” said Arthur
Aungustus. “That feahful nightmare
you woke hiim out of iz romethin’ of the
samo gort, I suppose, What?”

*“(Oh!"” said Harry blankly.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! ﬁﬂ Bunter a
jolly old sleepwalker, then " asked Bob
Cherry.

“1 suppose vou fellows knew, of
course,” said IDVArey., I happened to
mention to him that I heard somebody
movin' about at night, you know, and
he explained that he war subject to
sloepwalkin’, and that if I ever hap-
pened to see him abiout at night, that
was the weason.” ¢

““Oh, my hat!”

Harry Wharten & Co.
glantes,

They remembered & certain night,
during their stay at Bunter Court, when
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exchanged

they had found Bunter wandeving about
the house at midnight, and had taken
him for a burglar,

Evidently he had been night-wander-
ing again; and apparently there might
be more of it, as he had [lurnished
IY Arcy with this explanation in advance,
as it were,

Bunter, certainly, had not Leen eleep-
walking the night they had taken him
for a burglar, He had been very wide
awake indeed.

This was, in fact, one more of his
unoumbered * whoppers.” For some
utterly inexplicable reason, DBunter
roamed the house when everyhody else
was in bed, and a gtory of sommambu-
lism had come into his fat mind as a
plansible explanation to give of his
AMAZINE Pr inge.

Undoubtedly, Bunter was at liberty
to walkk about his own house at any
hour of the night or day. DBut it was
extraordinary. DBunter was the last
fellow in the world to leave his com-
fortable bed at mnight except for the
most powerful reasons. What reason
could he possibly havel

Arthur Augustus turped his eyeglaes
on the surprised faces of the Famous

Five.
dida't know?” he

“Yon
asked.

“No fear!” said Johnny Bull, I
know he trots about at night sometimes,
but goodness knows why.”

“TWea found him one night, and
collared him for & giddy burglarl”
chuckled Bob Cherry. ‘“He babbled
something about the wine-cellars.”

“PBai Jove! DBuntah doesn’t dwink,
surely I

“Ha, ha! No. But he keeps the
kev of the wine-cellars about him, for
gore leason. Perhaps he's afraid we
shall roid the giddy wine-binsl”

Arthur Augustus grinned,

“Yaas, I wemembah he lost the key
and I found it and handed it to the
butlah, not knowin® it was his. Ile
geemed feahfully upset about it.”

“That was the day Walsingham
went,” said Harry Wharton thought-

fully.

"{'(;’a vawy wulf on poor ¢ld Buntah
te be twoubled with sleep-walkin'!"
said Arthior Augustus. “You see, a
fellow might fall downstairs, or some-
thin', I Eave been thinkin’ ovah this
vewy eewiously. My ideah 1is that
' Buntah would find it all wight H he
put away wathah less in the gwub line,
Of course, it's wathah a delicate mattah
to mention; but a little advice might
be vewy useful to him. I have been
wondahin’' whethah to give Buntah a
'hiﬂi: on the subject. ITe might not like
it!

And Arthur Augustus looked very
seriously at the Greyfriars fcllows,

They grinned,

4T don’t think a hint would keep
Bunter away from tuck!” chuckled
Bob. “I rather fancy that wild horses
couldn’'t do that!”

“Yaas, but sleep-walkin' iz o howwid
thing, you know.”

“Hem! Very!” agrecd Beb.

The chums of the Remove did not feel
called upon to explain that this was
only one moré of Bunter's ‘' whoppers.”
Bunter was, after all, their host.

Thomas, the fuutmun—]immuteﬂ
butler since tho departure of Walsing-
ham—hovered on the terrace. Whar-
ton. laoked at hjs watch.

“Nearly ten]” he said,
bed 7

“Bead !1"” said Bob Cherry,

“Yaaz, wathah!”

fellows

“Who says

to their rooms,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
At Dead of Night!

is OTTEN [
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy

addreszed that remark to
sPaACE.

His weary head was turning on his
pillow, wooing slamber, but wooing in
vain,

It was past midnight, and the great
house of Combermere was very xtill and
silent.

Long since, the last door had closed;
the last sleepy head had sunk wpen @
pillow. But IYArcy was still wekeful,

The bump on his noble head was the
cause. Billy Bunter had bowled, not
wisely, but too well, when ho landed
the cricket-ball upon the aristocratic
“napper © of Arthur Auvgustue 1) Arey.
It was a large bump, and 1t was a

painful bump, and it kept Arthur
Augustus wide awake,
He had dozed for a time, and

awakened again. Then he had turned
on the light and read his * Iloliday
Anunal ? for an hour or so. Then his
tired eves blinked, and he switched off
the light and sought his pillow, But
he sought slumber there in vain. If he
dozed off for a few minutes he was sure
to wake up again.

Tt was, as he remarked, rotten.

He was tired, and he was sleepy, and
he could not sleep. 'That aching bump
was sure to awaken him if he nodded
off. He turned his tired head oun the
pillow again and again, and still sleep
wonld not come.

“Wotten !” groaned the swell of St.
Jim's, ~ Weally wotten, bai Jove!
That howlin’ ass Buntah ought to be
pwohibited fwom playmm® ewicket!
Bangin’ a cwicket-ball on a fellow’s
nappah, bai Jove! Oh deah!”

Arthur Augustus sat up m bed.

Moonlight glimmered in at the
windows., It was a beautiful summer’s
night. Arthur Augustus thought -of the
moonlit terrgee, and wondered whether
a stroll there would help to banish hie
restlessness. But the house was locked
up. And D’Arey was o6 considerate
fellow; he did not want to disturb
anybody. But sitting in bed, sleepless
and restless, was a bore, and he was
fed-up.

[1¢ turned out of bed, and slipped on
a dressing-gown over his beautiful silk
pyjamas, and put his elegant feet into
a pair of soft slippers. Then he went
to his door.

Outside there was a wide corridor,
with a Jlarge window at one end,
through which the moonlight streamed.
The other end of the corridor gave
upon the great landing, below whirh
lay the staircase in deep darkness,
Arthur Augustuaegmcet} along the corri-
dor, finding relief in metion, and hop-
ing to make himself sléepy by constant
movement. .

Up and down the corridor he went,
soundless in his soft slippers, occasion-
ally running his hand tenderly over the
bruise on his head. As he was Billy
Bunter's guest, he did not like te think
hard things of Bunter; but he would
really have liked to tell the Owl of the
Remove what he thought of him as a
ericketer. It was too bad to be pauing
a lonely corridor like this towards one
in the morning, sim because Billy
Bunier fancied that he could bowl

A sudden sound in the silent house
caught his ear, and he stopped,

The sound thrilled him for a moment.

For, soft and stealthy as it was )t

And Bunter's house-party dispereed | was unmistakably a footstep; and a

{ootstep in the house at that hour was
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startling. The thought of burglars
came into Guassy's mind at once.

But the next moment he smiled.

“ Buntah, of course!” he murmured.

The footsteps came from a branch
corrvidor, on which, as he knew, was the
door of the Combermere state bed-room
now occupied by Billy Bunter. He had
no doubt that it was Bunter who was
abroad at that late hour — sleep-
walking !

It had never occurred to D'Arey’s
unsuspecting mind to doubt Bunter's
mendacious statement.

That Bunter had some secret motive
for wandering about the house at night,
and that he had invented a story to
account for it, was not likely to occur
to the swell of 8t Jim’s.

He knew Bunter well enough by this
time to suspect his veracity if Bunter
had any motive for lying. But in this
case no motive was discoverable, so he
believed the statement without thinking
about it.

So Arthur Augustus kept his eyes on
the corner of the corridor as the
stealthy footsteps approached, fully ex-
pecting to see Bunter appear in the
dim moonlight, and fully believing that
the fat junior would be in the grip of
somnambulism,

A fat figure, fully dressed, emerged
into dim view,

It was Bunter.

D'Arey hadd a glimpse of his face,
with the moonlight glinting on the
Owl's big spectacles. Ie noted, too,
that Bunter had a bag in his hand.

Without glancing in D'Arcy's direc-
tion, the Ow! of the Remove glided
stealthily on towards the stairs, .

In the dim moonlight from the high
windows he would probably not have
scen ID’Arcy had he looked in his
direction; he was too short-sighted for
that. But his absolute unconsciousness
that there was a fellow standing in the
cross-passage seemed to D'Arey to in-
dicate that Bunter was, without doubt,
fast asleep as he walked. .

Indeed, any casual observer might
well have supposed the same. Had
Bunter been, like D’Arey himself, tak-
ing a stroll from sleeplessness, he _\mul_d
hardly have been carrying a bag in his
hand and stealing along swiftly like a
fellow -with a fixed destination.

If he was not sleep-walking, u_bv:ou_sl
he was making a secret expedition wit
something in the bag—which was so
improbable that D'Arcy naturally did
not think of it at all.

“Pooah old Buntah!"
D'Arey.

e made a step towards the dim
figure in the distance and then stopped.

His first idea was to wake DBunter and
get him back to his bed-room. But he
recollected in time that it is said to be
dangerous to awaken a sleepwalker;
lin.bfe to cause a sevcre shock to the
nervous system of the unhappy victim
of somnambulism, .

So Arthur Augustus stopped quite
suddenly. The throbbing bump on his
head, which he owed to Bunter, did not
diminish his sympathy for the Owl of
the Remowe. iie was deeply concerned
about Bunter, especially as the supposed
somnambulist was obviously heading for
the stairs.

murmured

“Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur
Augustus _in  distress, “TPooah old
Buntah! I must not startle him—might

have a feahful effect on the pooah fel-
low's nerves! But I can't let him wip!
If he wakes up suddenly and finds him

wandewin’ downstairs’ he will feel
howwid."
Arthur  Augustus trod softly tmII

Bunter's trail,

In his soft slippers he made no sound,
and he was very careful indeed to
make no noise that could alarm Bunter.

His intention was to keep an eyc on
the sompambulist, and see that he came
to no harmm. If Bunter showed a sign
of falling, he would rush on and catch
him at the risk of waking him sud-
denly, But he had read that sleep-
walkers have a wonderful sureness of
foot; often, indeed, walking where in
waking hours they could not walk. And
as he watched the dim figure flitting
nhead, he was soon assured that Bunter
was in no danger of falling, 8o all
there was for D'Arcy to do was to keep
a careful eye on him, and render any
nssistance that might be needed-
especially if Bunter woke' up suddenly
before wandering back to his bed. His
feelings, in such a case, finding himself
downstairs alone in the dark would be
horrid—and then a friendly hand and
I|?.l_frie'ndly voice would be invaluable to

im.

But for D'Arcy's fixed conviction
that Bunter was walking in his sleep,
he would perhaps have doubted
whether the fat junior was acting guite
like a somnambulist.

He went down the staircase with a
sure step, and paused in the preat hall
of Combermere.

Then he stopped, and seemed to be
blinking round him, like a fellow who
was wide awake and afraid of ghosts.

D'Arey watched him over the banis-
ters.

Bunter moved again
moments, and disappeared
ﬁlbom of a passage leading past

utler’s room.

D'Avey hurried down the stairs,

Combermere Lodge was an immense
building, and the 8t Jim's junior did
not want to lose Bunter in the mazes
of the great house.

A glimmer of light
eves,

The somnambulisti—if such he was—
had turned on a» pocket electric torch.
D’Arey was quite startled for =a
moment.  But he realised that sleep-
walkers are very likely to act just as
if they are broad awake. Tt did not
even yet dawn upon him that Bunter
was not a sleep-walker at all.

The Ow! of the Remove stopped at a
vaulted doorway, which D'Arcy knew
to be the opening of the wine-cellars.

There he fumbled in a pocket and
produced a key.

Arthur Augustus breathed hard.

It was the key of the wine-cellars
which Bunter always carried about

in a few
into the
the

gtruck  his

“ Who—what——"" “‘ Buniah !”

Bunter.

The light from the torch flashed on the pale, stariled face of Arthur Augustus

D’Arcy on the staircase, and Billy Bunpt:rd stopped dead, with a startled gasp.

gas]
(See Chapler 4.)

D’Avcy. ‘‘Oh, crikey !” panted

THE MaGNET LmrarY,—No. 915
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with him, for rcasons utterly lnexpli-
cable to his guests. He had lost it once,
and D’Arcy, finding it, had naturally
handed it to the butler—a circumstance
which had disturbed Bunter greatly,
(iussy could not even guess why. Now,
obviously, it was in Bunter’s possession
nga]in, or he was unlocking the door
with ik

The oak door was pushed open, and
Bunter stepped through, and vanished.

D'Arey hurried on to the doorway.

He could hear the footsteps of the
fat junior. descending the winding stair
to the cellars. Bunter's footsteps were
fess stealthy now; he was taking less
sare, now that he was far from the
slceping quarters of the house, The

leam of the torch vanished beyond the

end below,

D’Arey paused a few moments, and
then hegan to descend the steps.

1le was quite alarmed for DBunter
now, i

It was odd that the sommnambulist’s
wandering footsteps should have led
him to such & remote recess as the wine-
ecllars under Combermere Lodge. That
was a dismal and lonely place for a
sleep-walker to awaken 1n suddenly; in
such a case, a fellow like Dunter was
liable to have a fit from sheer funk.
Arthur Aupustus debated in his mind
whether he had better take the Owl of
Greyfriars by the arm and lead him
gently back to bed, ai the risk of
m-;;ahening him, lest worse should be-
fall.

Softly, silently, the 8t. Jim's junior
drscended the oaken staircase, and the
gleam of the electric torch was visible
agaln.

Bianter was standing at the bottom
of the stairs, close to an oak door that
shut off the staircase from the cellars,

He had slipped the key into the lock.
and stood with his fat hand on it, as if
hesitating to tuwrn,

There was a faint click, and the elec-
iric torch was shut off. All was dark-
ness—thick darkness—and the Owl of
the Remove vanished from the gaze of
the junior a few steps above him.

1V'Arcy stopped, veguely alarmed.

The lower door was apparently
opened by the same key as the upper
door; but Bunter, who had not hesita-
ted at the upper door, was hesitating
ptrangely at the lower one. X

IIad he been awake, conscions of
what he was doing, it would have been
clear thet he feared to open the second
door, uneasy of what might lie behind
it. But to D'Arcy’s unsuspecting mind
hie was a sleep-waltker, and D'Arcy won-
dered whether this long pause meant
that he was about to waken. He won-
idered whether he had better speak.
While he was wondering he heard a
muttering voice below; the fat voice of
Billy Bunter,

“ Beasts!"

Apparently Bunter was talking, as
wa!lpaﬁ walking, in his sleep—if he was
aslcep !

“Rotters! They ought to be fast
asleep now—but suppose they spring on
a chap as soon as he epens ithe door!"

This was so much Greek to Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy; merely the mum-
bling of a fellow 1n a mghtmare.

“I've got to chance it—I1 can’t let
them starve!” the muttering went on.
"“Beasts! Trying to bite the hand that
feeds them! Roters!™

Arthuy

Augustus
sympathy.

The bag was explained mnow; the
gomuantbulist was dreaming that he
was taking food to somebody whom he
imagined to be in the wine-cellars!

That was how it seemed to Arthur
Augustus, It was, indeed, all he could
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felt & wave of

think—little dreaming of the extraordi-
nary manner in which Billy Bunter had
relieved himself of the troublesome Mr.
Pilkins and Walsingham the butler.

Another pause.

Then D’Arcy heard the faint sound of
a key cautiously turned.

In the dense darkness he knew that the
lower door opened—he heard a crash
as Bunter's bag was hurled in.

Blam ! :

The door slammed again almost in-
stantly. But quick as 1t was, a sound
escaped from the cellar—the sound of
& human voice calling out something in-
distinotly.

Arthur Augustus almost fell down the
stalrs, . .

There was somebody in the wine-
cellars! Somebody was there, and who-
ever it was, was locked in! Bunter had
already turned the key in the lock
again, and D'Arcy heard it withdrawn.

As he stood in blank amazement and
consternation, he heard & fat chuckle
Hoet up from below.

“He, he, he! Neat! He, he, he!”

Thump, thump, thump!

Faintly, for tﬁe oak was thick, Lhere
came & sound of hammering from the
other side of the door.

Arvthur Augustus leaned on the wall,
almost overcome, Clearly into his
mind, at last, it came, that there was
somebody in the wine-cellars — a
%riﬂuner who was locked in by Billy

unter! Dunter was not a sommnambu-
list—he was wide awake! He was not
dreaming—he was taking food at that
silent hour in the dead of night to tho
prisoner of the wine-cellars

Arthur Augustus D'Arvey understood
it now; but the discovery was so
amazing, so utterly overwhelming, that
he leaned weakly on the staircase wall,
almost doubting the evidence of his own
Lenses,

There was a footstep, Bunter was
coming up. The gleam of the electric
torch was seen again, Bunter dim be-

hind it. The light flashed on the pale,
startled face of Arthur Aupustus
D'Arcy on the staircase, and Billy

Bunter stopped deail, with a startled

gasp.
“Whoe—wha u
“Buntah !” gasped Arihur Auwgustus,
“Oh erikey 1™

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Arthur Augusius Makes Diseoveries !
ILLY BUNTER stood trensfixed on

the wine-cellar staircase, his little
round eyes fairly bulging behind
his spectacles,

He stared at Arthur Augustus as if the
awell of 8t, Jim's in his natty dressing-
govwn had been some grisly spectre.

He could not speak; his fat jaw
dropped and he blinked at Arthur
Aungustus in sheer terror,

D' Arey blinked back at him.

He was so astounded that he did nat
know what to think, what to surmise.
Unless Bunter was miad, there seemed
no explanation of his extraordinary
actions. A sane fellow could scarcely he
keeping a prisoner locked up in the
Combermere wine-cellars, And it was
idubitable that there was a prisoner
there; even yel the faint hanunering
could be heard on the caken door,

“Buntah " gasped D' Arcy again,

It was not a pleasant thought, that of
being shut vp on a subterranean stair-
case, far from help, with a lunatic!

*“You P* stuttered Bunter,

“Yaas! What——"

“You! You cheeky azs, what are you
deing here?" gazped Bunter.
on a chap 1™

“Bpying |

D' Arcy crimsonod.

“You fat wottah !

“What i

“How dare you accuse me of spyin” "
exclaimed Arthur Auvgustus furiously.
"I followed you because I supposed you
to be sleep-walkin'; you told me you
were subject to it "

“Oh!” gasped Bunter.

Not for the frst tune, DBunter's
“whoppers ¥ had come home to roost,
at it were,

Had D’Arey known him to be awake
he certainly never would have dreamed
of following Bunter to see what he was
doing. The thought of it would not
have crossed his mind,

Bunter owed this dismaying discovery
to his own tortuwous methods—his pre-
ference for untruths when: truth would
have served his purpose at least as well.

“I was afwaid somethin' might hap-
pen to you!” went on Arthur Augustus,
“T was alarmed about yon! T believed
you were sleep-walkin'—"

“Oh! So—so I was!” gasped Bunter.

“RRTT

“It's all mght.
I'm fast asleep now—

“What?’ yelled Arthur Aungustus,

WI—Y mean I—I've just woke up!”
said Bunter hastily, *“I—I say, where
am I7" . .

D' Arey starved at him. Lymg, which
was Bunter's usual resource, was his
resource now, as a matter of habit, He
did not realise that it was, so to speak,
a chicken that would no lenger fight.

“Where am I 1'e]3eate:l unter,

“You uttah ass!" shouted Arthuy
Augustus. “Do you think I am goiw’
to helieve yon now "

“0Oh, really, D'Arey——" _

“7 fancied you were sleep-walkin’, but
it was nothin' of the kind, There is
somebody shut up in that cellab, and
you were takin’ him food.”

Bunter jumped.

“Nothing of the kind, old chap!
There's nobody there! 1 haven't pitched
a bag of grub in "

“You uttah duffah, T heard it dwop!”

“I—I mean—"* _

“There is somebody there!” enid
Arthur Augustus. “If rou are In your
wight senses, Buntah, what does 1t
mean "

"There's nobody there——"

“PBai Jove! I can heah him ham-
mewin' on the deor, whoever he i5!”

Bunter jumped again. Once the
upper door was closed that sound of
thumping would be inaudible in the
house. But on the cellar staivease 1t
was quite mudible, though faint through
the thick oak.

“Ara vou deaf, Buntah?' hooted
Arthur Augustus, ‘T suppose you can
heah it as well as 1."

“Oh! Oh, that!" gasped
“That—that’s the wind]”

“The wind? stuttered D'Arvey,

“Ves. old chap! It—it's very windy
in—in these cellars, you know. I—I'm
going to have it seen to,” stammered
Hunter. : .

Arthur Angustus D'Avey jammed Dis
eyeglass a little more tightly into lns
eve and stared at Bunter. In the glim-
mer of the electrie torch Bunter's fat
face loocked startled, dismayed, but it
ccrtainly did not look insane. Bunter
was not out of his fat senses, as the swell
of St. Jim's had feared, But, that
theory being dismissed, there seemed no
explanation whatever available to the
amazing state of affuirs. . _

But one thing was quite certain.
Arthur Augustus D' Arey meant to know.
Whoever it was that was locked up
the wine-cellars was going to be released
now that Arthur Anpgosties know of his
imprisonment. M Danter was  nol

I was—in fact, T am;

1y

Bunter,
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“ potty,” he was acting in a recklessly
lawless manuer, that was certain, and his
unknown victim was entitled to help.

“That's all,” said Bunter more con-
fidently, “Merely the wind, old chap.
i"rlghtfull_\' windy in  these cellars!
Let's get back to bed, shall we?"

“T wefuse to go back to bed, Buntah,
until this mattah is settled.”

“But it's settled now, old chap!”
urged Bunter,

“1t is not settled, Buntah!"

“0Oh, really, D’Arcy—"

“There is someone in that cellah,
Runtah, twyin' to get out. I weluse to
be & partay to such pwoceedin's, I
wegwet vewy much that I came heah as
your guest; but now I am heah I wefuse
to be.accessowy to illegal pwoceedin's.
Open that door at once!”

“Look here, D' Arecy—"

“Will you open that door, Buntah,
or give me the key?”

““No fear!” said Bunter promptly.
“They'd jolly well spring on me like
tigers——"

| ” Q\\\W
. s
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“1 wefuse to allow you to pass,
Buntah, until you have unlocked that
door !” said Arthur Augustus quietly.

“If vou want me to give you a lick-
ing, D'Arcy——"

“You are vewy
Buntah !*

“I—I mean, of course, T wouldn't lick
an old pal like you, Gussy. Let's get
back to bed, and I—I'll explain to-
morrow,”

“1 wefuse to do anythin' of the kind
while there is & ‘man locked up in those
rellahs !”

“Look here, is this what wyon eall
proper behaviour in a guest?” demanded
Bunter, “Do you always meddle like
this when you're on a visit? I don't
E‘hir’\’k much of 8t. Jim's manners if you
o.
D'Arcy erimsoned,

The swell of St, Jim's rather prided
himself upon his polished and unexcep-
tionable manners, and he was touched
on his weakest spot, But he did not
budge.

welcome to twy,

to take it fwom you,” said the Bt Jim’a
junior,

“I—I sax, hiold on! I—T'll explain!"
gasped Bunter. * The—the fact ia—the
actual fact—is—is—is that—that it isn't
safe to open that door. They'd sprins
on you. I'm only thinking of you, old
chap! Your safety, yvou know! They'd
spring on you like—like tigers!"

“ Watg 17

“Liook here, I'll tell vou the wholo
thing, Gussy!” said Bunter. “It's
rather a—a painful story, but I'll tell
you, because—because I can trust vou,

‘m sure. The fact—the actual fact ia
that—that my nncle——"

“Your uncle?”

“Yes, my uncle, he—he wont sud-
denly mad while on a visit here, and I -
I thought I'd better lock him up for a
bit. See?”

“0Oh, gweat Scott!”

Runter blinked anxiously al tha swell
of 8t. Jim’s. To his dismay he saw no
sign in D'Arcy's face that that youth,

Arthur Augustus D'Arey, greatly to his astonishment, reeeived a violent shove in the back, “Oh!" The swell of
St. Jim's, iaken by surprise, staggered forward into the cellar. Slam ! Click ! Bunter jerked the key out of the lock, grabbed

up the toreh, and fled up the stairs, (See Chapfer 6.)

“Who would?”

“0Oh! Nabody ! There's  nobody
there, of course !”

“ Bai Jove!"

“Nobody at all,” said Bunter,
“Merely your faney, D'Arex! Let's got

back to bed!”

The hammering on the door had
stopped. Doubtless the prisoners of the
Combermere cellars had hammered on
that door often enough, and desisted in
despair of being heard. But for once
there had been cars to hear. All was
silent now : but I Arcy knew that there
was a prisonet in the cellars—indeed,
from Bunter's inadvertent admission, he
knew that there was more than one,

“Come on. old fellow,” said Bunter
urgently, “You're losing your sleep,
you know.”

“T wefuse to stir a step, Buntah!”

“Look here, Gusay L

“Kindly do mnot ecall me Gussy,
Buntah. I do not wegard you as 4
fwiend.”

“Let me jolly well pass—and he
blowed to you!"

angrily.

exclaimed Bunter I

“I1 shall not wemain your guest,
Buntah, aftah to-night,” he said. **An
{ am bound to interfere heah. I canno
leave o person locked up in the cellahs,
That iz quite imposs. If you are in
vour wight mind you are committin' a
cwime in impwisonin’ him there.”

Billy Bunter started and blinked in-
dignantly at the swell of 8t, Jim's.

“Well, I like that!” he exclaimed.
“I suppose a fellow has a right to keep
a meddling ass from interfering with
him "

“Not in that wav, Buntah, whoever
Le is. Who is in the cellah?”

“Nobody ! Noboedy at all!"

#“You uttah ass!” roared Arthur
Augustus, losing patience. *'If you keep
on tellin' me sillay lics T will punch your
sillay nose, Buntah!”

_ “Oh, really, D'Arey! The—the fact
ir—"

“ive me
Arthur Aungustus.
man myself!”

“aha'n't!” retorted Bunter.

“If you wefuse, Buntah, I feel bound

that key!" ocxclaimed
“1 will welease the

unsuspecting as he was, swallowed that
extraordinary explanation.

“You—vou see now, D'Arcy?" asked
Bunter, “I—I suppose you can take a
fellow's word ¥

“Bai Jove !I”

“Jt—it's rather & painful story—
painful family incident, and all that,”
said Bunter., “Keep it dark, of course.
I rely on you to keep it dark. Now,
let's get back to bed, shall we?”

“You fwabjous ass!” howled Arthur

Augustus  “Do you think I believe a
single word vou have said?'"

“Oh dear! Dont you?” gasped
Bunter.

“ Cortainly not, vou silly ass!"

“Wall, look here, D'Arcyr. 1if yom

can't take my word that there's nobody
in the cellar—"

“Take your word that there's no-
body in the cellah!” said Avthur
Aungustus quite dazedly.

“Yes, I think it's np to you to take
my word, you being my guest.” said
Bunter, blinking at him. “I'm really
rather offended, D'Arcy, at this—this
distrust !”

Tue Macner TiBrarY.—No. 915
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“Oh, bai Jove!
think that you are
for your actions, Buntali, I might
weally have puessed it, fwom the way
you play ewicket, Give me that key
at onee !

“If you don't believe me——"'

“QGive me the key; yvou fat duffah!”

“Look here, then, I'l—I'll tell you
exactly what's up!” said Bunter des-
eratoly. “Mind, T rely on you to stand
y e if I tell you. P've got to keep
them locked in, or I shall be booted out

I weally begin to

of Bunter Court, They—they're—
they' re—"
“Well, who are they?” demanded

Arthur Augustus,

“One of them's Pilking, the estate
agent, and the other's Walsingham,
the hutler!” said Bunter desperately.
“Now do you understand ? 1f they get
out I've pot to clear, so I rely on you
to keep it dark, old chap, as—a= a pal,
you know."

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Caught Napping !

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY
stared blankly at Bunter., That
fat youth blinked at him
anxiously,

“Pilkins 1” repeated D'Arcy. * Wal-
singham ! Oh, my hat! Oh, bai Jove!
Are you pottay, Buntah "

“Oh; really, you know—>"

“Give me that key at once !”

“Look here, D'Arcy, do listen fo a
chap !” urged Bunter, “I'm taking you
into my confidence, you know.”

“1 wefuse to be taken into your con-

fidence, Buntah!” hooted Arthur
Augustus.
“You see, it's a delicate matter,”

pursued  Bunter, “That estate agent
chap, Pilkins, is a distrustful beast.
You'd hardly believe it, but 1 shouldn’t
have got hold of the house at all if he
hadn't been knocked out in a motor
accident and had to stay in a nursin
home for & time. But for that, an
pulling Walsingham'’s leg, 1 should
never have got the place for the
vacation at all. These house agents are
a downy lot, you know.”

“ Bai Jove "

“It was a stroke of luck, getting him
locked up in the wine-cellars the .day he
came here to see me, Preity good
strategy, too,” said DBunter. "1 wasn’t
standing any of his low impudence, you
know. He refused to take my word
that the money was all right—refused
to let me the house in any circum-
gtances! Fancy that, you know!
Luckily, 1 got here and turned the key
on him " .

Arthur Augustis T;a:ed at him.

Obviously, the Owl of the Remove was
extremely satisfied with his masterly
strategy in dealing with the Comber-
mere estate agont.

"As for Walsingham," resumed
Bunter, “it's your fault that ho's locked
up along with Pilkins.”

“My ?ault?” stuttered D' Arey.

“Yes, rather! You gave him the key
of the wine-cellars, and he went down
and found Pilking. What was a fellow
to do 7"

“Oh dear!™

““If he hadn't left the key in the out-
side of the door when he went into the
cellabs it would have been all U B,”

said DBunter impmssivel{. “and it
would have been vour fault.”

o Wen.llf, Buntah——"

""Luckily he did, and I nipped down

behind him and locked him in along
with Pilkins. Tt was a narrow escape,
I can tell you,”

Toe Magker LisraRy.—No. 915,

hardly accountable.

“I woally begin to believe that you
sre not quite wight in the head,
Buntah !™ gasped Arthur Augustus.

“Oh, don't be an ass, you know!, I
think I've shown myself equal to the
situation,” said Bunter. * Precious few
fellows could kave handled it as I've
done. Now you see how the matter
stands, D’ Arey.”

“Yaas, wathah !”

“You'll keep it dark, old chap "

“Certainly not!” honted D’Arcy.

“Now, look here, old fellow, you
can't give ma away. If those fellows got
out, look at what would happen. They’'d
be in a frightful rage! ey haven't
the slightest feeling of gratitude——"

“"Gwatitude 77 said Arthur Augustus

faintly.,

“Well, I've been feeding them—
teking a lot of risks, too,” said Bunter,
“Every time I've opened the door to
chuck in a bag of grub they'd have got
out if they could., They're simply
destitute of anything like proper feel-
ings. I've given them jolly gnud grub,
loo, at my own expense. L'm paying
for it all—at least, I'm going to. That
man Pilkins would think nothing—
simply nuthin%h—nf fetching a bobby to
‘turn me out of this house, Gussy. That's
the kind of man he 12"

“Buntah !

“"As for Walsingham, he's az bad as
Pilkins, or worse. As likely as not he

| thinks he won't get his wages now, and

you know what servants are about their
wages—greedy, you know. If he got
out I shouldn’t wonder if he actually
had the cheek to lay his hands on me.
His voice sounded like it, at least.
What menservants are coming to in
these days I really don't know. 1It's a
time for gentlemen to stand by one
another, Gussy. I'm sure you see that!™

“1 do not wegard you as a gentleman,
Buntah !"

“Oh, really, D'Arcy——"

“Fwom what 1 can see,
bilkin' wottah !”

"“"Oh, draw it mild !”

“Your only excuse is that you are
such a sillay idiot that you weally do

T

do not know what you are doin’',

“Well, T like that—from an ass like
ou !” said Bunter warmly. ‘“Of all the
wwling aszes, in fact—"

“I shall leave this house the first
thing in the mornin', Buntah. I shall
feel bound to tell your Gweyfwiahs
schoolfellows the facts, so that they can
also withdwaw, DBut, first of all, I am
goin’ to welease those two persons whom
you have shut up in the wine-cellahs.
I will not allow you to delay one minute
longah., For your own sake, if for no
othah weason, they must be weleased
A8 qui::kljr as possible. Give me the
key.”

“But I've explained—"

“You uttah ass! Give me the key.

I twust, Buntah, that you will not dwive
me to take it fwom vou by force.”

Dilly Bunter blinked savagely at the
swell of St. Jim's,

Apparently his explanations had had
no ag:zct whatever npon that youth, Ins
explicable as it was to Bunter, Arthur
Augustus could not see that he was in
the right all along the line.

It was clear enough to Bunter,
Bunter's amazing intellect moved in
mysterious ways its wonders to perform.

But Arthur Augustus plainly took o
different view, Argument was wasted
on him. Bunter realised that.

A cunning gleam came into his little
round eyes behind his spectacles,

you are a

I'

o

Arthur Augustus was prepared to
handle the Owl of the Remave, to get
possession of ¢he key. Evidently it was a
case for strategy—more of Billy Bunter's
masterly strategy.

“I think this 15 rather unfecling,
D'Arcy,” said Bunter, shaking his hand.
““I've asked you here, and given you a
good time, and never told you what I
thought of you. After that, you turn on
me like this. I've given up expeoting
gratitude of anybody, but really, this is
rather thick. If you insist, though——"

“I do insist, Buntah.,”

“You want me to open that door?”

“Yaas, wathah !”

“If you don’t leave me any choice in
the matter—"

“None at all, you wottah,” said
Arthur Augustus sternly, “If yon do
not unlock that door immediately I will
take the key fwom you and unlock it
myself.”

“ Here goes, then!”

Bunter turned back to the door of

1 the wine-cellars.

D'Arcy followed him.
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The Owl of the Remove laid the
electric torch on the bottom stair. It
glimmered on the oak door as Bunter
put the key into the keyhole. He blinked
round at D'Arcy.

“1 dare say they've settled down to
sleep again. Do you think we ought to
disturb them, Gussy 7”

“Open that door at once, you ass!”

“Suppose they jump at me? They're
capable of it.”

“ Fathead !

“Well, vou jolly well go in first,”
said Bunter. “You can talk to them,
see, while I nip off.”

“Vewy well.”

Bunter turned the key softly and
gilently. Arthur Augustus stood ready
to step inlo the cellar.

The door opened.

All was darkness beyond; but a sound
of breathing could be heard. Mr. Pil-
kins and Walsingham had apperently
settled down again on the rugs Bunter
had kindly furnished them with and
turned off the electric light to sleep.
But théy were not tleeping, for a sound
of stirring was heard as the door opened.

Bunter breathed hard,
His fat heart was beating [ast.
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“The young villain!”

“We've got him at last!”

“Yawooop! Help! Leave go! Oh,
bai Jove! Oh, ewumbs!” yelled Arthur
Augustus, hitting out right and left as
he was collared, and punched, and pom-
melled. “You uttah asses| Oh; deah!”

“Ow!” howled Mr. Pilkins as he
caught D'Arcy’s knuckles with his eye.
“You ruffianly young scoundret! Ow!

He pushed the door open, leaving the
key in the lock.

The next moment Arthur Augustus
D' Arcy, greatly to his surprise, received
a ‘\‘I{C;IB‘:.'I} shove in the.small of the back.

The swell of St Jim's, taken guite
by surprise, staggered forward into the
cellar, falling on his hands and knees.

“ Bai 'JUVE ! YWhat—" Take that 1”
féll?é?{] “Whoop!” came from Walsingham.

In the dark Mr. Pilkins could not sce
where or what he was punching, It was
Walsingham who caught that hefty
punch, and the hapless butler rolled
over on the flags,

“QOh, you rvoung ruffian!” pasped
Walsingham, and he punched out
furiously in return, and landed Mr.
Pilkins on the chin.

The estate agent closed with him
furiously. Each under the impression
that he was dealing with Bunter, the
two prisoners of Combermere pommelled
one another with terrific vin.

Arthur Aygustus, finding himself un-
expectedly released, staggered to his feet.

He was feeling quite dazed.

“Bai Jove!” he gasped. *Oh, deah!
Keep off, you sillay asses! Gweat Scott !
They seem to be fightin' one anothah!
I wondah what they are scwappin'
about? Oh, deah!”

“Take that, Bunter, you scoundrel !”
anted Mr. Pilkins, as he drove a beefy
st into Walsingham's eye,

“0Oh, Ow! Ah! Pilkins—" Wal
singham recognised the voice, fortun-
ately, before he rallied to the attack.
“ Pilkins, you dummy——"

“QOh! Is that you, Walsingham? 1
thought—*

“You idiot ! }

“YWhere is Bunter, ¢hen? Don't let
him get away !"” shrieked Mr. Pilkins in
plarm, “Je's got away—"

Walsingham, with one hand to his eve,
groped with the other for the electric
light switch.

The wine-cellars were suddenly Hooded
with light.

Mr. Pilkins and Walsingham glared
round for Bunter. They did not see
Bunter, but to their amazement they
saw Arthur Auvgustus D’Arcy.

The swell ,of St. Jim’s put up his
hands defensively.

Billy Bunter jerked the key out of
the door, grabbed up the electric torch,
and fled up the stairs,

He closed the upper door and locked
it, slipped the key into his pocket, and
crept away up the big staircase.

A few minutes later he was in bed.

In the morning one of Bunter's guests
would be missing. Nobody—at least, so
Punter .hoped—would be likely to guess
what had become of him.

Five minutes later Dilly Dumter was
snoring peacefully, sleeping the sleep of
sthe just!
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“Keep off, you silly asses!” he
roared. “I am not Buntah!” i
THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. “It’s a confederate of that young

| bilk ! shouted Mr, Pilkins. * Collar him

Three of Them ! before he gets away.”

3 Al Jove!l Oh! Ow! Gweat| Walsingham rushed to the door. He
Seots " . uttered an exclamation guite incom-
Avthur  Augustus  D’Arey | patible with the grave character of 2

butler &z he found that it was locked on
the outside as usual.

Will you seize him, you dummy?"
velled Mr. Pilkins, “Help me!”

The imprisonment in the wine-cellars
had plainly told on the tempers of the

sprawled in the dark in a state
of great confusion of mind.

From the darkness came exciied voices
—the voices of Mr, Pilkins and Walsing-
liam, the butler.

“Quick I

“Get hold of him ! two hapless victims of Billy Bunter's

“(lollar that young scoundrel strategy.

Hands groped for D'Arey in the dark-|  “Hgold on!” growled the butler.
ness and seized on him. Iec yelled as| “We're locked in, This 1s Master
he was grasped. D’ Arcy—"

He did not realise, for the moment, “A confederate of that young
that the prisoners of Combermere Lodge | scoundrel Bunter 1™
took him for Bunter. “Nothin® of the sort,” exclaimed

Arthur Augnefus indignantly, “That
feahful wottah pushed me into the cellah,
takin' me by surpwise, I can hardly
believe that he has had the feahful check
to lock me in.” i

“The door's locked,” said Walsingham.

“(weat Scott! But that pobtay
duffah  can't mean to keep me a
l pwisonah heah, alonF with you !” gasped

a

They had heard him fall, and their
impression was that Bunter had in-
cautiously stumbled into the cellar. And
they were not losing an opportunity like
this.

In a second or two Arthur Augustus
D'Arey was struggling wildly with two}
infuriated assailants.

“Yawooh! Leggo——"

“Hold him, Walsingham!”

“Iieep bold of him, Pilkins!"” 1

Arthur Augustus blankly.
“ Looks like it."

0, deah!”

“Look here, who are you?”’ growled
Mr. Pilkins, eveing Arthur Augustus a
good deal like a tiger deprived of hia
prey. “If you're not a confederate of
that young villain Bunter, who are you.
and what are you doing in this house ?"

“It's Master D'Arcy,” said Walsing-
ham., “That young =windler got him
to come here as a guest; I saw him the
day he came. He has been taken in by
that young villain, like the others.”

“That’s all very well!” growled Mr.
Pilkins. “My belief is that they're a
gang of bilks, the lot of them!”

“ Weally, Mr, Pilkins—"

“Rubbish !” snapped the butler.
“Can't you see that Master D’ Arcy has
found out we're here, and come down
to us, and has been trapped, just as I
was when I found you here!”

“Oh!” said Mr, Pillsns.

“Yaas, wathah!" gasped Arthur
Augustus. “I insisted upon that utiah
ass Buntah openin’ the door, to welease
you; and the feahful wottah shoved me
in, and locked the door on me, bai
Jove I”

Mr. Pilkins gave a dismal groan.
Once more escape had seemed near ak
hand, only to fade away like a delightful
vision in a dream.

Arthur Angustus looked at his fellow-
prisoners. They did not look any the
better for their imprisonment in the
wine-cellars. Their faces were decided!iy
grubby, and adorned with stubbly
beards; Walsingham was hardly recog-
nisable as the clean-shaven, deferential
butler Arthur Augustus had seen on the
day of his arrival.

Bunter had provided them with food.
but rnany necessaries, of course, were
lacking in the wine-cellars, including
soap and razors. In point of fact, Mr.
Pilkins and Walsingham looked such a
pair of scarecrows that Arthur Augustus
was almost inclined to smile,

“But—but what does that young
villain intend to do?” gasped Mr.
Pilkins at last. “How long ia he going
to keep us here " )

Walsingham shrugged his shoulders.

“He will nevah have the nerve to
keep me heah!” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus indignantly, ¢ Besides, I shall
be missed.”

“Does anvone know you came down
here, sir?” asked the butler hopefully.

“Nunno! Evewbody was fast asleep.”,

“I suppose I must have been missed,
sir?” said Walsingham.

“Bunter told us you had been sent to
London on important business!”

Mr. Pilkins groaned again.

“And be will say that this young
fellow Las left suddenly!” lie mumbled.
“Who will think of looking for him in
the wine-cellars: and you can depend
upen it that that young rascal will keep
the key safe.” ¢

“Oh, ewumbs!” said Arthur Auigustus.

The face of the swell of 8t. Jim's grow
long and serious. It was scarcely con-
ceivable to his mind that Bunter, fatuous
as he was, could be so utterly fatvous
as. to intend to keep him a prisonet.
But, really, after what had bappened,
it seemed that there was no limit to the
fatuous folly of the Owl of Greyfriars.

Through the long watches of that
dismal night, Arthur Augustus.did not
feel disposed to sleep; he kept an eye
on-the slow-moving hand of his watch.
When it indicated that morning bad
come he loped, He simply could pot
rialise that hé was to remain a prisoner.

But the hand of the wagch crawled on,
and there was no sound at the cellar

door.
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Very Mysterious !
‘H

ALLO, halle, hallo!”
Snove!

Snore !
“What's become of D’Arey,
Bunter ?”

* Bunter, old man—"'

Snore!

Bob Cherry stared in at the doorway
of Billy Bunter's room,

The Owl of the Remove was in bed;
it was only half-past ten. Judging by
his deep snore, he was still fast asleep.
But Boh's stentorian tones might almost
have awakened the Seven Sleepers of
Ephesus; and he was quite sure that
they had awakened Bunter.

The lord of Bunter Court did nob
want to be disturbed. But this was an
occasion which Bunter's wants had to be
disregarded.

Bob strode into the room, grasped
Bunter by one fat ear and shook him.
Thﬁ deep snore changed to a furious
rell.
y “Yarooh! Beast! Leggo!”

“ Bunter, old man—"

“Leggo! Get out! Don't wake me
up, you cheeky chump !” roared Bunter.
T won't be woke up early! Ain't a
fellow master in his own house? Let me
alone!”

“Something’s happened, Bunter—"

a Rot !I,

[ D’Ar{_’y—_”

“Bother D'Arcy!”

“Do you know
manded Bob.

“How the thump should I know where
he is?” roared Bunter. “‘Blow him, and
blow you! Let a fellow sleep!”

“But, look here—"

“I suppose he's in hed, if he's got any
gense. If he's not in bed, I suppose he's
got up! I don’t care where he is or
what he's doing! Mind your own busi-
ness! Get out!”

Bob Cherry grinned.

He was well accustomed to the
polished politeness of his host at Bunter
Court, But, really, the lord of that :oble
domain seemed to be excelling himself
now.

But Williamm George Busiter-never was
good-tempered when he was awakened
carly, and half-past ten was early for
Bunter in vacation. At Greyfriars, it
was true, the rising-bell clanged at a
much ecarlier hour; but the Greyfriars
vising-bell was a thing of the past now,
only remembered with loathing.

Bunter settled his head on the pillow
again. Apart from his desire to slumber,
he did not want to face inquiries with
vegard to Arthur Augustus so long as
he could postpono them. He had not
yet invented a yarn to account for the
sudden departure of Arthur Augustus--
that required some thinking out.

Bunter was not going to exert his fat

where he 137" de-

intellect before breakfast simply because

Harry Whaiton & Co. had missed their
follow-guest. e was going to finish
his sleep, and breakfast at his ease, and
then he would give his lofty attention
to lesser matters.

“Bunter, old man. you ought to
know [ urged Bob, as ihe Owl of the
Remove closed his eyes again, “ Some-
thing ‘musk have happened to D'Arey
R

“ Bosh I

“He's not in his room——~"

“Blow him

“His clothes are there—*

* Bother his clothes!”

“We con't find him anywhere.”

“Don't find him, then!™
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“ Dash it all, Bunter, he’s your guest !”
exclaimed bh. “I tell you something
must have happened !”

“Rats!”

“ Look here, Bunter——"

Snore !

“It's jolly queer——*

“The queeriulness is terrific, my
esteemed Bunter,” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh's voiee st the doorway.

Bnore !

Beb Cherry gave o grunt, If Bunter
did not choose to turn out, he was his
own master; it was.not for his visitors
to dictate to him. Bob strode but of the
room, and joined his chums, who were
waiting for hin.

“Bunter doesn't care!” he pgrowled.
“1 suppose he’s too jolly sleepy 1o think
about it, so early as this. Only hall-
past ten.”

“Well, never mind DBunter,” said
Harry. “He would have told you, any-
way, if D'Arey had gone away unex-
pectedly, after we'd gone to bed last

: I}

night.’

“He couldn't have; he went to bhed
at the same time,” said Johnny Bull,
“Of course, there might have been a
late telephone-call, or something; but
it's jolly unlikely !”

“It is. But where's D'Arey i

*Goodness knows "

“Something must have happened,”
said Frank Nugent.

“Yes. But what?”

“Let's go and look in his room again,”
said Bob, and he led the woy to the
room that had been tensnted by the
swell of 8t: Jim's.

It was a perplexing matier.

The Famous Five had gone down to
breakfast that morning as usual, not ex-
pecting to see Bunter. who was never
early; but they had been rather surprised
when D’Arcy did not appear. As a
rule, the swell of 8t. Jim’s came down at
the same time a3 the Greyfriars fellows,
However, they gave no particular heed
to the circumstances that D'Arey had
overslept himself for once; Beb sug-

ested that the bump on his head might
ﬁuve kept him sleepless during the
pight, and that perhaps he was making
up for it in the morning.

But after breakfast, the St. Jim’s
junior still did not appear, although an
excursion up the river had been
arrafged for the morniug. So Bob
Cherry had gone up to give him a eall,
and made the surprising discovery that
D'Arey wag not in his room.

As his clothes were still ‘there, where
he had laid them out overnight, it was
clear that he had not dressed and gone
out on his own,

In great surprise, the chums of the
Remove questioned Thomids, but Thomas
was as surprised as themselves,

Neither Thomas nor any ofher servant
at Conibermere Lodge had seen Master
D'Arey that morning,

Hence the visit to Bunter's room, and
that inexcusable awakening of Bunter
from his morning nap.

In the circumstances, the Co. had to
apprise Bunter of what had happened;
he was ID’Arcy’s host, and had to be
supposed to be concerned ahout him if
something had happened to him,

How much concern Bunter felt about
his missing guest, however, was soon
clear, He was already snoring again
when the Famous Five turned away
from his door.
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Harry Wharton & Co. were deeply
perplexed, and even a little alarmed. The
absence of Arthur Augnstus was simply
amazing. No door had been found open
or unfastened, as Thomas had infornied
them. It seemed that IV Arey could nou
have left the house. If he had, he had
apparently gone out in his pyjamas and
dressing-gown, and that was unimagin-
able, unless he had suddenly taken leaye
of his senses. But if he had not gone out,
he was still in the house; and he was un-
discoverable unywhere within the walls
of (ombermere Lodge.

Bob Cherry led the way into I Arcy’s
bed-room, homas, the footman, was
there with a bewildered expression on
his face.

“Seen anything of him, Thomas?"
asked DBob.

Thomas shook his bewildered head.

“No, sir! I can't understand it, sir.
His clothes are here—I've looked. The
prjamas are gone, and the dressing-
gown. Albert Jaid out the pyjamas on
the bed yesterday evening, sir, and you
can sce that the bed has been ocenpied.
Master D'Arey must have got up and
put on his dressing-gown.”

“That much seems clear,” said Harry.

“I've questioned all the sevvants, sir,”
said Thomas, “ Nobody has seen him.
I'm absolutely sure, sir, that no door
was unfastened this morning. It is my
duty to see to the fastenings of doors
and windows at night since Mr. Wal-
singham went away, sir. Everything
was secure last night, and everything
was found seeure this merning.”

“Then if he's gone, he must have gon
out of a window,” said Mugeni blankly.

“An  upper window, sir,”  said
Thomas. "It's very odd, sir! I ecan’v
understand it, sir. And his clothes are
all here, sir.”

Wharton glanced at D’Arey’s natt
evening clutﬁes, which lay where he ]1.‘1:'};
folded them up the previous night. A
lounge suit was laid out ready for the
swell of Bt. Jim's to put on in the morn-
ing; obviously, he had not put it on,
for there it was.

“He may have taken anoiher suit
from his trunk,” Wharton suggested.

Another shake of ihe head {rom
Thomas.

“I've helped Master D'Arcy with his
¢lothes, sir, several times since the young
gentleman has been heve, sir, and they
are all in this room. A rather unusually
large supply, sir, but I know them all,
and mone are missing.”

“Well, it’s a giddy mystery” said
Bob,

“1 am quite perplexed, sir,” said
Thomas deferentially. And he with-
drew, leaving the chums of Greylriars
to the problem,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.,
ARRY WHARTON & CO. lonked
H at one another.
and bewilderment in the [aces
of the others.
simply inexplicable.
at he had had no intention of leayv-

An Amazing Disappearance !
Each read blank amazement
The t‘]iuapﬁearaucze of IYArey was
ing * Bunter Court ” snddenly was quite

certain; the previous evening he had

said nothing of it, but had, indeed, dis-
cussed an_ excursion for the morning
with the Greyfriars fellows.

Moreover, it was clear that he had
been to bed; the bed had been occupied,
if not slept in, and IXArey evidentiy
had put on his pyjamas, as they weve
missing along with him. Plainly, he had
intenfled to pass the night as usual at
Bunter Court.
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What had happened in the hours of
darkness ?

What could have happened?

All the doors and windows had been
found secure by Thomas in the morn-
ing, which proved not only that D’Arcy
had not gone out, but that no one had
come in; it was simply intpossible to
theorise that Lord Eastwood’s son might
have been kidnapped.

But what had become of him?

The whole house was in a buzz of ex-
citement over the amazing disappear-
ance of the Honourable Arthur Augus-
tus, Thomas and his men had searched |
right and left, up and down, and roind
about The search, in fact, wag &till
going on,

It really looked as if Arthur Augus-
tus D'Arcy had vanished into thin air,
like a Hunter of the Spark who had
suddenly come face to face with a

Boojum ! :
But that, of course, was quite an un-
tenable theory. Arthur  Augustus

obviously had not dissolved into the
atmosphere; he was somewhere. But
where was he? ;

“It’s simply beyond explanation,” said
Harry Wharton, at last. *If he had
beeri walking in his sleep—he was taik-
ing about sleep-walking last night—even|
then he would be in the house some-
where—"

“Even if he's fallen down somewhere,
and—and—— Well, whatever happened,
he'd have been seen before this,” said
Nuogent.

“Of course! It's not that!”

“It couldn’® be a lark,” said Bob.
“IFArcy's not ass enough to hide him-
self’ somewhere, just to jape us”

*“Impossible.” :

“There’s a lot of unoccupied rooms in
this big place,” said Johnny Ball, “ But
Thomas says he has zearched.”

“I—I suppose—" Bob paused. He
coloured a little. “I—I suppose poor
old D’Arcy can't have gone out of his
mind, or anything? A lunatic might
have wandered into some attic, and shut
himself up there.”

“T'hat's rot, old chap!”

“I know it is; bur if it isn't that,
where is he? ' He must be keeping out of
the way of his own accord, I suppose.”

“I—1 suppose so,” said Harry dubi-
ously.

Johnny Bull grunted.

“He isn't!" he said.

“Then what's happencd, Johnny, as
vou seem 85 jolly positive?” said Bob,
a little impatiently.

“Foul play, of some kind,"” answered
Johnny Buall,

“But what—how "

“T don't know, only that's it. Look
at it,” said Johnny: BulI; in his slow,
deliberate way. "“IYArcy's in his right
mind, and he’s not the fellow to play an
idiotic jape to startle people. He went
to bed, and turned out again for some

reason gnd put on his.dressing-gown. 1|

remember hearing him say that very
likely he.wouldn't be able to sleep witlt |
that bump on his napper. He went out
of the room——"

“How - do -you know he did?” de-}

manded Bob.
his dressing-gown to sit and read.
“Holiday Annual” is here, too.”

“1 kinow he did, He wasn't going to
sit and read, for the simple reason that
the light wasn't turned on,” said Johuny
Bull. *If D’Arcy had left it turned on,
it would have been found turned on in
th? morning, It wasn't.”

e

“He might have put on
His

“Good old Sherlock Holmes!” said
Wharton, with a faint smile, *“Go ii,
Johnny ! !

“He went out of the room, most likely.|
to take a turn in the corridor, as he

couldn’t Bieeﬁ:," said Johnny Dull
‘' Something npﬁ)ened to prevent him
from coming back to his room,”

“ But what "

“That's what T want to know,” said
Johnny, with a shrug of the shoulders,
“He may have run into a burglar—--

“The burglar wouldn’t burgle Gussy,
and nothing else, would he?” said Bob,
with a grin, :

"I say lie may have, not that he did,”
answered Johnny Bull stolidly. “If
I’ Arcy came on a burglar, it's easier to
believe that the burglar collared him
than that he vanished up a chimney like
s ghost.”

“ Easier, perhaps, but jolly thick, all
the same.”

“The thickfulness is terrific!”

“But it's pretty clear, so far, that
IYArey seems to have walked out of
the room in his dressing-gown of his own
accord,” said Wharton. * Starting from
that, we've got to find out what hap-
pened next. Let’s hunt for sign—we
haven't been Beouts for mnothing.”

“Let's!"™ agreed Nugent.

The Greyfriars juniors lefté D’Arcy's
room, &and proceeded to hunt for
“gign > in the corridors.

They found none.

The search was extended; and the
Famous Five, with the help of Thomas
and the other footmen, rooted through
the great house, leaving not a single

»

apartment unexplored, to the utmost
attic above and the coal cellars below.

Only one remote quarter was denied
them—the wine-cellara. Access to the
wine-cellars was impossible.  Thomas
suﬁposed that Walsingham must have
taken the key with him when he left;
but the juniors knew that it was in the
possession of Billy Bunter. In either
case, it did not seem to matter, as they
eould not surmise that D'Arcy had
passed through & locked oaken door.
Wharton even went so far as to try the
upper door; but he found it securely
locked and passed on.

By lunch-time, every corner, except:
ing one, of the vast building f-nq;l beent
thorcmghly explored, and not a sign-had

been discovered of Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy.
Had his clothes been pgone, the

obvious explanation would have been
that, for mysterious reasons known only
to himself, the awell of 8t. Jim’s had
“flitted ¥ during the night, leaving by
way of a bﬂd%room window. hat
would have been amazing enough, bt
not =o amazing as matters now stood,
For that ceuld not be the explanation
—since D'Arecy had gone without his
clothes. Wharton was able to discern
that some of the servants, at least, sur-
mised that the swell of St. Jim's had
gone out of his mind, and that he would

{Continued on page 16.)
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Smack! Thud !

The estaie-agent, mistaking Walsingham for Bunfer, closen with him furiously,
Each under the impression that he was dealing with Bunter,

mmeled one another with terrile vim.
elt quite dazed, ** Oh, deah ! Keep off, you siily-asses |
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“*CELEBRATION "

SUPPLEMENT!

TR

HARRY WHARTON!
EDITOR

Week Ending August 22nd, 1926.

plezzure of Master Jack Jolly's

company at a BIG BUST-UP

—-0F, as the vulgar would say,
a bankwett—to be held on the Head’s
lawn at four this afterncon (whether
and funds permitting), This first-rate
feed, stunning spread, and tip-top tuck-
in, 18 to sellybrate the Head's ninety-
ninth birthday, Master Jolly is per-
mitted to bring as many of his pals as
he likes.—R.B.¥.P.”

Jack Jolly of the TFourth, fauly
heamad as he read that invitashun
allowed to nis chums.

It wusn't very often that the lordly
and diggnified Headmaster of St. Sam's
kondessended to invite Fourth-Formers
to a sellybration. Being rather a snob
at hart, the Head usunally looked down
from a great height upon the 8t. Bam’s
Juniors, like the giant Gulliver looked
down upon the teeny-weeny Lily
Putinns.

But on this oceasion the Head had
suddenly become aware of the juniors'
eggsistence, and he had actually invited
them to a tip-top fuck-m on his lawn.

“ Awlully decent of the old buffer!”
remarked Jack Jolly.

“Rather!” saidl Merry and Bright.
““Y¥ou'll take us along, Jack, of course?"

“* Natcherally !”

“And you'll take me 7" pleaded Tubby
Barrell,

* And little ws 7" entreated Leene and
Hungery, the wasters of the Fourth.

“Certainly I’ said Jack Jolly jollily.
He could afford to be jennerus at the
Head's eggspense,

“Woander what
nmused Merry,

“' Really Stunning Veal Pies,' I egg-
spect,” said Tubby Barrell,

“Agg!” said Jack Jollv. **That's
Spannish. It means ' Reply-sivvoo-play.’
I'll send a pally note along to the Head,
thanking him for his invitashun, and
formerly axzepting it.”

Jack Jolly did so; and he and his
chums loocked forward edgerly to Hfour
oclock, They “cut” dinner, so as to
leave plemnty of room for the good things
which the Head weuld provide,

TaE Magrner LiBearY.—NoO. 915,
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Apltier Screammngly Fumey
Story of S5~ Con'ss

Long before the appointed time, the
Head's gucsts changed into their Bunday
best, as a mark of respect for the old
fogey,

At last the great moment arrived, and
Jack Jeolly and his fellow-guests trooped
on to the Head's lawn,

It was trooly a tip-top feed which had
boen spread out on the grass. The
juniors’ eyes watered at the sight of it,
and a sparkle eame into their mouths.

The Head, attired in plus fours, was
squatting en the turf, He was singing
softly to himself ;

“I'm the Banderillo
King, with the sward for pillow.”

But Jack Jolly & Co. were not mter-
ested in the Head's warblings. They
could hear the kettle singing a short
distance away; and that was the only
musick which fessinated them,

Very politely, the juniors lifted their
toppers.

“Merry Christmas, sir!” said Jack
Jolly. "I-—I mean many happy days of
the return—that is to say "

“Cut it short, Jolly!” said the Head
jeninlly. " Bquat down, my infants, and
make yourselves comfortable.”

The juniors seuted themselves on the
grass, They were told to “pile in,” but
they found it rether difficult to comply
with this rekwest. Jack Jolly was about
to pass round a dish of assorted pastries,
when he enught sight of a card on it
bearing the words;

“THIS DISH IS RESERVED FOR
THE HEAD.”

A similar card appeared on all the
gther dishes, with the egg Tiﬂn of a
dish of very stale buns, which were as

MIND YOU GET
THE FOUR FREE GIFTS
GIVEN AWAY
WITH THIS PAPER
NEXT WEEK!

hard as brix, and quite unfit for human
consumiption.

" Oh, what a giddy sell!” gasped Jack
Jolly. "The Head has reserved all the
good things for himself, the greedy old
gormandiser ™

“Now, boys,” said the Head briskly,
“loock ofter your host! Don’t sit these
locking like graven images! Pass the
jolly old doe-nutts! Pour me out & cup
[

of tea, somebody !

The juniors found themselves rushing
here, there, and everywhere, instead of
taking their ense and enjoying a feast of
the gods. They were compelled to wait
on the Head hand and foot; and ihe
Head enjoyed it no end. DBut the
waiters didn’t!

Tubby DBarrell {ried to sneak one of
the faney pastries, when he thought 1he
Head wasn't looking, But Dr. Birche-
mall seemed to have eyes in the back of
his headd,

“Barrell ! he thundered. " Take vour
grubby paws off that dishi! Can’t you
see it's specially reserved for your host 2"

“Oh crumbs!” groaned Tubby, "Isn't
there anything reserved for the pguests,
gip

“There is a dish of holesome, new-
trishus buns,” sai] the Head.

“ But— but they're as hard as bullets,
sir] I tried to eat one just now, and it
broke my {ront teeth!”

" Astonishing ¥ murmured the Head.
“And 1 specially saved thoze buns from
last Good Friday! They ought to he
i fine condition by now."

The Head seemed to think that buns
improved with age, like port wine,

Jack Jolly & Co. spent a thoroughly
nuizzerable afternoon, acting as surfs and
henchmen to the head, and watching the
old buffer enjoy himself.

The Head's capassity wag marvellus,
His appetite scemed to have grown
keenier with the vears, instead of feebler,
Being in his second childhood, however,
he had doubtless recovered the appetite
of childhood. He tucked in as if for o
wager, and the dishes were rapidly
cleared., As for Jack Jolly & Co., they
sharvad the fate of Mother Hubberd's

dog in the nursery rime,

But they had their revenge next day.
The Head had to pay a bitter price for
his birthday exccsses.

Jack Jolly & Co. were quite hartless
and unsimperthetic—in fact, they fairly
gloated with glee—when they saw fthe
following announsement on the school
notiss-board ;

“The Head is confined to his bed with
a billious attack, and is not eggspected
to recover for a week, All messages of
simperthy, bunches of grapes, ete., ave
to he conveyed personally to the Head's
bedside, Meanwhile, the school will be
m charge of Mr, Justiss.™

“8erve the old buffer right for lis
meanness !’ was Jack Jolly's commaeont.
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BILLY BUNTER:

I've had s0 many fine feeds in the corse
of my career that I find It jolly hard to
say which was the finest, A long time ago,
when 1 suddenly and unexpectedly came into
a fortune—wliich was afterwards confiscated
by the . jellus orthorities—I was lct loose in
thie school tuckshop with a fiver to spend,
Ah, blissful memmery! I stuffed and stuffed
to my heart’s contempt, starting with rabhit-
pie, and flnishing with strorberry lces. The
next day” saw me in the sanny, suffering
from a Billyus attack. " After the feast
comes the reckoning,’” you know. Bpt it
didn’t take lomg to recover my normal
appetite—or my abnormal one, as my school-
tellows choose to call it! On another ocea-
ston I found myself locked up lor the night
in the school tuekshop. Oh, what a paradise
of a prison! I had the time of my life, and
1 ouly wish Dame Mimble would Inck me in
again by mistake! But she always makes
a tour of inspection now before she puts up
the shutters. More's the pity!

ALONZO TODD:

T am mot a mighty feeder. 1 T were to
consume a tithe of what Bunter consumes, I
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THE STUDY SPREAD !

(" The Rhyme of the Ancient Mariner "
brought up to date.)

By DICK PENFOLD.
AR R RS TR

HITHIDHTH

STHITEm

T is the portly Bunter bird,
And he stoppeth one of three;
“By thy fat, round face and thy
gogeling eyes
Now, wherefore stopp'st thou me?

“My study door is open wide,

My comrades wait within;
The guests are met, the feast is set;

Mayst hear the merry din.”

He holds him with his Aabby hand,
“1 say, old chap,” gquoth he.
“fold off! Unhand me, porpoise
plump [*
Eftsoons his hand dropt be.

He holds him with his glittering cye;
The Study Guest stands still.

And listeneth like a little lamb;
The porpoise hath his will.

The Study Guest sits on the stair,
TFor the story must be heard;
And thus spoke on the podgy one,

The portly Bunter bird.

“T say, old chap, I'm simply broke!
I fall on stony ground;
8o lend me, pray, for just one day;
A fiver—or a pound.”

The Study Guest, he beat his breast,
Yet he cannot choose but hear;

And thus spake on the podgy one,
To whom he lent his ear.

« Advance me, kid, a humble quid,”
d he, with tearful =ob;

“A dgollar or two would see me
through—

In faet, a modest bob !”

T

SoME Aapry FrcorlkcTione
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ghould wow be in a little wooden hox under-
neath the daisies. There have been occa
sions, however, when I have fuirly let myself
go, and.cuten to reckless and wanton excess.
I once devoured no less than two doughnuts
in rapid succession. I was obliged to lie
down for am hour after that tremendous
orgy. On another occasion 1 ate an entire
bar of chocolate-cream without stopping to
count the cost or the mumber of mouthfuls,
But I am careful pot to commit such indis-
cretions mowadays. I content myself with
the merest nibble at mealtimes. That
explains why I am so strong and vigorous,
whilst my schoolfellows are puny weaklings!

HAROLD SEINNER:

My finest feed was when I shifted no less
than two hundred bananas.  Impossible!™
you will ery, aghast. But it's a fact.
shifted them in a erate from the school
ates to the tuckshop! On another occasion

filled myselt with good intentions, went
intae my study, “bolted ™ the door, and
o devoured ' the complete works of Shake-
speare! I also ‘fswallowed ” a tall story of
Bolsover major's, then “scoffed ' at it, and
was then made to eat my words!
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HURREE RINGH:

The finest spreadiul feed that I ever eant-
tully consumed was in my native Bhanipur.
I partook of six’dishiul {parbions of peppery
curey, In the making of which my fellow-
conntrymen are hot stuff. Then I stripfully
removed the jackets of half a dozen luscious
and delicious bananas, and polished them off
shiftfully. The intergal painfoiness I ex-
perienced afterwards was terrific! '* After
the feast eomes the long lane that has no
siver lining,"” as your English proverb has it.

WILLIAM GOSLING:

Wot 1 says iz this ‘ere—ow can a man
cujoy the good things of the table it ‘e
ain't got a sound tooth in 'is ‘ead? It
wouldu't be uo use irottin’ me off to the
tuckshop, an' sayiog, ‘* Wob are .you geoin’
to 'ave, Gossy—doughouts or jam-tarts?" I
couldn't tackie neither of them. Pity a pure
old porter wot ‘as to tuke all ‘is meals in
liguid form! stifl, T s'pose I ought mot to
grumble. T drunk a very good supper. last
night, an' if T gets plenty of tips from the
young geuts to-day, I shall ‘ope to drink
aootlier good supper this evemin', as ever
was!

THFE. HEAD:

Not belng in the habit of partaking in
disgusting orgies, T decline to glve any in-
tormation on this subject. 1 heard Bunter
of the Remove say the other day: that he
would love to change places® with the Head,
who can eat und drink whatever and when-
ever he likes. Does Bunter imagine for one
moment that 1 sit at my desk sncking bulls-
eyes, or that 1 run oub to the school shop
every hour or so to fortify myself with sticky

The Study Guest, he looked distressed,
“I'm broke myself,” quoth he;
“That’s why I speed to join the feed,
For hunger racketh me!

“Y fear thee, portly Bunter bivd,
I fear thy fabby hand!
No time to waste, I fain would haste
To join yon mefry band.”

“ Fear not, fear not, O Study Guest,
I will not work thee wrong;
A stunning feed is what I need,
And so I'll come along!

“0 Study Guest, this soul hath been
. In hunger all the week;
Yix meals a dey have come my way—
Mere mouthfuls, so to speak.

“(O sweeter than the tea in hall,
'Tis sweeter far to me
To walk together to the feed
In such goodly company !

“Tet's haste away! And this I say
To thee, O Study Guest,
He feedeth well who loveth well
Tarts, buns, and all the rest.

“He feedeth best who loveth best

Jam sponges, great and small,
And goodly cakes that Mimble
makes—

1 mean to scoff them all!”

The Study Guest, he beat his breast,
And promptly turned to flee;

And the Bunter bird pursueth him
To Study Number Three.

Then one within, amid. the din,
Picks up a loaf of bread

And hurls it forth with.deadly vira—
It smiteth Bunter's head!

He went like one that hath been
stwnned
And is of sense forlorn,
4No feed I” he moans. “No feast!” he
groans,
1 wish I'd neer been born!”

hnd indigestible compounds? If so, he
imagines a vain thing!
.'T:I-ll-.l-ll-ll-—ﬁr»'luuu‘-l-||--1-|'_-11T|TJ['ng-|-—-I'-‘IIT'1T-§
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& By Harry Wharton. g
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ELEBRATIONS are joyous things.
Whether it's n birthday you are cele-

brating, or & cricket victory, or a

wonderful stroké of luck, you are
fairly in your element playing the part: of
host or guest, Persomally, 1 prefer beicg
u guest, The bost has rutfier too much run-
ning about und responsibility !

The usual form of eelebration ls & study
spread. Mr. Frunk Richards is o past-master
at describing such happy functions. In &
few cheery seutences he gives you just the
right “uatmosphere ”’ of a study feast. A
cheerful Are spurted and crackled in the
grate.”” “The tuble groaned heneath the
weight of the goodly. viands,” ¢ Plump,
sugary doughnuts,” ete. Yoii picture the
scene Bo vividly that you almost imagine
you are present at the proceedings. In your
mHnd's eye you see a circle of glowing faces
grouped around the table; and presently yon
gee the door stealthily open, inch by inch,
ind o fat face, adorned by a pair of enor-
mous spectacles, peers inta the study. Then
the voice of the porpoise is heard in the
land, so to speak.

1 gay, you fellows! Make room for a
chap! I've had pothing to eat since dinper,
anid I was only allowed six helpings then—""

But Willlam George Buuter is unlucky.
Cushions go whizzing through the air, and
the manner of Bunter's going out Is quicker
than the manoer of his coming in.
“Bchoolboy celebrations, in tuckshop or
study, or by candlelight in the dormitory,
go to make life worth living. I'm not a
tuck-worshipper like Bunter. 1 don't spend
the whole of the morning wondering W at's
for dinper, and the whole of the afterncon
wondering how I can beg, borrow, or steal &
tea. At the same time, I enjoy « study
spread or a midnight feast as much as any-
body, as much on account of the merry atmo-
sphere as-the grub itself. In cheery, riendl,
cotpany I could be happy with a humble
bun and o glass ef giuger-pnp. I don't
require the whole of -the eshpots of Egypb
to put me in a happy humour.

'PRE -MAEXET LiBRARY.—NO, ‘916
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be found later wandering about some

where in pyjamaz and dressing-gown.
He could scarcely blame them for so

but he was quite assured

that nothing of the kind was the case.

(Continued from

stirmising ;

But when it came to offering an
alternate explanation, Harry Wharton
found himself all at sea. There was
simply no explanation to be offered.

D’Arcy had vanished; and how,
where, and wh{ he had vanished re-
mained a bewildering problem. That
was the state of affairs when Billy
Bunter—having finished his breakfast—
came. down to lunch,

——

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Bunter Explains !

ILLY BUNTER nodded and
grinned cheerily t6 the Famous
Five as he met them. He had
seen some of them earlier that
morning: but_he seemed to have for-
gotten the irritating incident of being
awakened at_the umearthly hour of halt-
past ten. He was fat and shiny and
good-humoured now; though a close
observer might have noticed a sus-
picious and watchful look in his little

round cyes behind his big glasses.

“1 say, you fellows, don't you worry
about Gussy,” snid Bunter, by way of
greeting,

“1 don't know that we're exactly
worrying,;”" said Harry.. ‘I don't see
that anything can have happened to
hurt him. But it's jolly odd, Bunter,
and it's wp to uvs to find out what's
happened.”

“ That’s all right, old man.”

“Is it?” said. Bob Cherry. “I can’t
see that, unless z'ofr happen to know
what's become of D%Arcy, Bunter.”

“Well, I do, you see.”

“Yon do!" exclaimed
Five in chorus. .

Bunter nodded cheerily.

By this time Bunter: had been able to
thinyk out an explanation of the sudden
and startling dizappearance of his
noble guest. Having his explanation
all :eadi, be was prepared to pass it
on 4o the Greyfriars juniors, and he
overlooked the triflingy ecircumstance
that it was coming rather late.. Really
it would have been judicious on
Bunter's part to furn out of bed early
for once and ei:%la'ln D'Arcy’s fisap-
pearance before. he was. missed. @
varn he had now iivented was hope-
lessly out of date, so to spenk,

“Yes, it's all right,” said Bunter
cheerily.  ““Sorry Gussy’s been called
away suddenly like this. Can’t be
Imchd, thoui};. Let's get in to. lunch
—TI've told Thomas to have it gerved.”

“Never mind lunch for a minute,”
said Bob, staribg at the fat junior in'm
blank sort of way. “ Where's D'Arcy ?*

““Gone home,”

““Gone home?” repeated Bob. "But
when I woke you up this morning you
said vou didn’t know where he was or
what had become of him.”

“Oh, really, Cherr .

*“Well, you did!" exclaimed Bob im-
patiently. *These fellows were at your
door, and they heard you.”

Tax Macser Library.—No. 915,
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‘'Yes, rather,” sald Nugent.

“The hearfulgiess was terrifie,
esteemed Bunter.” .

s here, Bunter, what are you

my

_driving at?” exclaimed Harry Wharton

abruptly. “D'Arcy wouldn't have gone
home at night, without saying good-
bye to nnﬁ of us."

“He asked me to say good-bye for
him,” said Bunter, by way of an after-
thought. “He said he was awfully
sorry not to be able to say good-bye
before he went, and begged me to make
his apologies and all that.”

“My only hat!” said Johnny Bull.
b]Hn‘;:ry Wharton & Co. looked quite

ank,

They did not need telling that Bunter
was lying. But why he was lying was
an amazing puzzle—so far.

© Are you telling us this to relieve our
minds, because you think we're worry-
i about D’Arey?” asked Frank
l\lu%mt at last,

‘‘Exactly, old fellow,” said Bunter.
“Let's get in to lunch, shall we?”’

“But it won’t do, you duffer,” said
Frank, half laughing, *“We're not
infants to be put off with a soothing
tale, I suppose,” \

“Hardly " grunted Johnny Bull,

“D’Arey’s got to be found,” said
Wharton. **Something must have hap-
pened to him, and we've got to find
out what it is. I he doesn’t turn up
soon, we shall be driven to believe that
he's had some acecident.”

Bunter blinked at the captain of the
Remove.

“I'll tell you exactly what.happened,”

e said.
“You don't know what's happened!”
exclaimed Harry. “You'd have told
us_this morning if you knew, when Bob'
called you.”
“Well, I—TI was sleepy, you know,”
said Bunter, “I can't stand being

woke up early, Why shouldn't a fellow |

have his sleep out, in his own house?
You know I hate fellows butting into
my room waking me up. I'm sorry
D’Arcy’s gone home, if you miss his
commpany.  Still, he was rather a
rotter——

“What?" roared Bob.

“Well, turning a fellow down, after
I've entertained him like a prince!”
said Bunter warmly. “Refusing to}
stand by a chap—as if it mattered a

sap about Pilkins and Walsingham|
Not 'liis business, I suppose!”

al 1

““What 1"

“Pilking!"

“ Walsingham !

“What on earth——"

*I—I—1 mean—that ia to say—— T—
mean—I—I wonder, what mede me
and Walsingham !”
gasped Bunéer. “I mieant—1 mean, I
never meant—that is—— Look here,
let’s go and have lunch, I'm hungry,
you, know, and I make it a rule never
to be late for meals.”

“Bother lunch!¥ Wharton fixed his
eyes on the Owl of the Remove. “You
say that I'Arcy has left, Bunter?”

“Yes.. Let's—”

“When did he leave?™

“ Last njght.”

“ After going to bed?”

“He %ot up agsin, of course. The
fact is, his father's ill—Lord Eastwood,
you knm:v. There was a sudden tele-
gram—"

“A telegram after he went to bed
last night?”

“Yes; that’s it.”

“1 don't know why you're spinning us
this yarn, Bunter,” said the captain of
the Remove qnistly. “But the matter's
tao serious for funning. Thomas would

I
mention Pilkins

without delay.

know if the house had heen knocked up
last night by a late telegram coming

| whi

for D'Arcy, and he certainly knows

nothing about it.”

“I—I mean, it—it was a telephone
call—"

“Oh! It was a telephone call, was

it 7" said Bob Cherry. ‘“D’Arcy got a
telephone message from home that
Lord Eastwood was ill, did he?”

“Just so, old fellow. Now about
lunch——"

“There's mo telephone in D’Arcy's
room. If the bell rang downstairs, one
of the servants would get up—if any-
body. D'Arecy certainly wouldn’t, even
if he heard it,” said Harry.

“How jolly-particular you are, Whar-
ton,” said Bunter peevishly. "It iwas
the telephone in my room, of course.
Lord astwood telephoned me and
asked me to send Gussy home at once,
8o I got up and called
Gusay, see?”

“You said that D'Arcy got the tele-
phone-call 2" .

“Well, so he did when I passed it on

to him.

“0Oh! And Lord Eastwood is so ill
that his son has to bolt home all of a
sudden in the middle of the night 7"

“That's it, old chap! 1 felt awiully
sympathetic, of course. He's rather an
old man, you know, and it's awful to be
kept to bed with a terrible attack of gout
and—and appendicitis—""

“(out and appendicitis?”

“Yes; and a touch of scarlet fever,”
said Bunter. “A very complicated case,
and — and Gussy had to go home
instantly, see?”

“My only hat! Lord Eastwood had
gout, appendicitis, and scarlet fever, all
st once, and yet he was able to tele-
phone "

**I—I mean, his butler telephoned for

him! That was what I meant to say.
Look here, let's talk about it after
Iunch !

“We'll talk about i how, Bunter.
Where is D' Arey 7

Bunter blinked at the captain of the
Remove. Hoe realised that—for some
reason inexplicable to him—his explann-
tion had not carried conviction.

“ Don't 1 keep on telling you he’s gono
home, because his father’s laid up with
lumbago—I mean rheumatism—that is,
appendicitis 77

“And he went home
clothes 1

“ His—his what 2"

“Clothes! Everything of D'Arcy's is
in his room, except his pyjamas and his
dressing gown. Did he start from Kent
to Hampshire in his pyjamas 7"

“0Oh!” gesped Bunter,

The Owl of the Remove realised that
he had overlooked a rather important
detail. He blinked at the ‘Famous Five
quite helplessly for a moment. FEven his
facile gift of fabrication failed him
momentarily.

“Well #"" said Wharton grimly, “Cet
on with it. You know what's become.of
1’ Arcy, or you wouldn't be spinning us
‘these idiotic yarns to account for his
absence. Where is he?”

“Let a fellow k1* gasped Bunter.
“You—you see, D'Arcy came to my room
to take the telephone-call, and—and he
was in a fearful burry—awfully cut up,
yon know, and I lent him some clothes
to—to save time.”

“You lont D'Arcy some of your
clothes " yelled Bob Cherry. .

“That's it, old fellow. Now, look here,
lunch will be getting cold—"

““Let it get cold ! spid Harry. “We
want to know what silly trick you've been
playing on D'Arcy that ypu're trying to
keep _rfark by telling us those fathendad

without his

hoppers.™
“Oh, reallve Whasrton——"
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“D'Arey counldn’t wear your clothei—
the bags would be about a foot shori
for him, for one thing, and the waistcont
a hundred sizes too large. And I'm quite
sure that he wouldn't be fonnd dead in
your clathes,” said Bob,

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

“And he walked, when he went!”
asked Johnny Bull savcastically. “He
walked off in the middle of tho night
when the railway-station was closed and
he couldn’t get a train before morning 1"

“Exactly I gasped Bunter

“Qh, don’'t be such a howling ass!”
voared Boh, “If D'Arcy did leave sud-
denly last night, why did he leave? Do
you mean you had a row 2"

“Yes," stuttered Bunter, grasping at a
straw, as it were, ' That—that's exactly
what happéned. We had some words,
and he cleared off. Just walked out of
the house.”

“ And locked the door behind him, with
the key inside!” asked Jchanny Bull,
with deep sarcasm.

“Yes—I mean, no! I—I saw him off
and locked up aftor him.”

“ And he forgot to dress himself before
he went 7”

“That’s it! Vou—you know what an
absent-minded chap he is!” gasped
Bunter. * A—a regular footling ass, you
know 1

“And he's gone home to Eastwood
House 7" asked Harry, with his oyes fixed
grimly on the Owl of the Remove.

“That's right !"’

“Then if we ring up Eastwood IHouze
on“th;]a q&?]ephune__.u

“They'll tell us he's there, and it will
be all right, what "

Bunter gasped helplessly.
learning once more that old lesson, of
what a tangled web we weave when we
practise to deceive.

“He—he—he won't be home yet, I-=I
think,” he stuttered. *“It—it's no goo
ringing up Kastwood [ouse. Begdea,
now 1 come to think of it, he wasn't
gpl}t]g; home. Ile—he was going on a
visit.”

“Going on a visit?” howled Johnny
Bull,

“Yes; to an—an nuncle.™

“In the middle of the night, in slip-
pera and dressing-gown and pyjamast”

“Oh! I—I forgot—I miean, ves—that
ig, I told you I lent him some clothes! I
say, you fellows, it looks to me as if

you're doubting my word!” exclaimed
Bunter warmly.

“Oh, my hat!”

“If you fellows, guests wundes iy

ancestral roof, can't take my word, this
diseugsion had better cease,”
with a great deal of dignity.

“ Look heve, Bunter——"

The Owl of ihe Remove waved o fut
hand.

“1 decline to continne the disenssic
he said loftily.  And he olled away,
heading for the dining-ream and lueh.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one
another blankly.

“What on ecarth does it ail mean?”
asked Bob.

“Is that fat idiot potty!” Iinguired
Johnny Bull,

Wharton drew a decp hreath.

“I can't make it out.” he said, “Dut
one thing’s clear—the thing that Bunter's
trying to keep dork with that stack of
lies, He knows what bas become of
D’ Arey.”

“That's
Nugent.

“The cleavfulness is terrific! But I
suppose that Bunter has not knocked the
esteemed 1)’ Arey on his venerable head
and buried him under the floor 7 grinned
Hurree Jomset Ram Singh,

i

clear  enough,”  assented

He waa)|

snid Bunter, |

“He mentioned Pilkins and Walsing-
hanmy,” said Horry. “That estale agent,
Cilking, cleared off in a queer way, and
his man Pavker thinks there has|been
some kind of foul play. Walsingham
vanished all of a sudden, and Buutey said
he had been sent to London on business.
Nothing has been heavd of him Lince.
Now D'Arey’s disappeared, and it’s plain
that Bunter knows where he is and won't
tell. It's getting altogether too thick.
This seems to be a pluce for mystevious
disappearanees, and we may disappear
ourselves next, at this rate.” ’

“0Oh, my hat [” \

“Bunter knows, and Bunter's got to
tell,” said Harry. “1VArey's m the
house somewhere, and—and—-"

“ And what?”

“Well, now we know that much, and
adding it to what Parker suspecis,
begin to think that Pilkins and Walsing-
ham may be nearer than we believed, Is
it possible——"

Wharton paused.

“ What, old man?"

The captain of the Remove lesitated,
The thought that had come into hiz mind
was & natural one, in the strange e¢ir-
cumstances; yet 't scemed so wild a
theory that he hesitated to pui it into
words,

“(tive it a mname, old chap.” said
Johnny Bull. “I faney I know what's in
your niind, too.”

“Well,” =aid Harry, “D’Arey's disap-

| peared, and Bunter knows all about it

and is trying to keep it a secret. He
mentioned Pilking and Walsingham in
connection with D'Arey,  Is it posmbie
ihat "—he paused again—* that Bunter
has done something with those two,-as
Parker thinks, and that D"Avey fownd
out something last night—"

“ Ard Bunter did something with him,
too

“I know it sounds thick.” =aid Harry.
“ Bt tomething happened to D'Arey last
night, and Bunter knows and is kecpiug
it secret. He's fool encugh for any-
thing, too.”

“No ¢oubt ahout that.”

“ But "—Bob Cherry rubbed his nose—
“aven if DBunter was ass evough. and
idiot enough, and dummy enough, to
shut a fellow up somewhere in the hovse
becausc he hacF found out something by
accident, where—"

“We've been over ihe whole show.”
said Nugent. “D'Arcy couldn't bhe
locked in a room. Beside:; he would
shout—"

“Why is Bunter keeping the key of
the wine-cellars?” said Harry Wharton
quietly.

LY OI] :,J‘

“ My hat!”

The Famous Five gave one another
startled looks., Wharton's words were
like a Aash of illumination in the dark-
ness,  And they knew—knew a3 well as if
Bunter had told them—how matters
stood. All that had puzzled them, all

that had mystified them during that

\\\

==

Pre

AN

said Harry Wharton grimly.

in transit,
D’Arcy is now 1 ¥

“ I say, you fellows, you're late | ** said Bunter.
** Hand over the key of the wine-cellars.”
jaw dropped, His fork, well laden and hall way to his eapacious mouth, stoppei
“ Chuek the key over ! ** growled Johnny Bull,

* 8it down——'* “ Bunter !’
Bunter’s

* We know where
(8ee Chapter 11.)
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extraordinary vacation at Buater Court,
became suddenly clear. Tt was as if a
veil had suddeniy fallen from their eyes.
8o that's it!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“That’s it."
“Js Bunter mad?"

“Mpd as a hatter, I should think!

Anyhow, that's it.” i
“Come on,” said IIarry Wharton
abruptly.

And the chums of the Remove fol-
lowed Bunter—but not to lunch. Lunch
was not on the programme just then.
More imrortant matters had to be
attended  io — though, in Dunter's
opinion, there was no more important

matter in  existence, unless it was
dinner,

Bunter was already going strong
when the chuine joined him. He had
not waited for his guests. Thomas
was ministering to his many needs.
The Owl of the Remove blinked
peevishly at the juniors. In bis amaz-

ing fatuousness ho seemed to be under
the impression that the affair of D'Arcy
was now closcd, Bunter had declined to
disruss it further, aud that was an end
of 1!

“1 say, vou fellows, you're late!”™ he
paid. “SBit down.”

* Bunter——"'

“It's a jolly good lunch!”

“Hand over the key of the wine-

cellars, Bunter,” paid the captain of the
Remove quictly.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

The Chopper Comes Down !

ILLY BUNTER'S jaw dropped.

B His fork, well-laden and half-

way to his capacious mouth,
stopped in transit,

Heo stared blankly at the captain of

the Remiove.

Even Thomas allowed his welltrained

and usually expressionless visage to

display a faiut glimmering ol surprisc.

But the juniors did mot heed Thomas.-

Their eyes were fixed on Bunter's
startled face.
“Wha-a-at?"” ejaculated Dunter, at

last, finding his voice.

“The key of the wine-cellnrs,”

“Oh, reallty, Wharton—"

“Chuck it over, Bunter, and not so
much jaw!” growled Johpuy Bull
“We know the whole game now-—see ™

“0Oh, rcn.l]y, Bull

“/The gaing's up, Bunter,” said Harry
Wharton, very quietly, “1 dare say we
were rather fatheaded not
something  before. But who'd have
thought of such a_thing as this? Dut
we know now—we're pretty rertain, at
any rate. Will you give me the key of
the wine-cellars””

Bu ter gasped.

ertainly not !”

“Will you unlock the ccllars and let
us look in. them?"

“No I gasped Bunter.

“Why not?*

Bunter recovered himself a little. His
fork clattered into his plate, and he
blinked angrily and indignantly at the
I'a.mous Five.

“1 say, vou fellows, thie is too thick,
you know i Do you always behave like
tins when yow're on a visit?"

“Look hcre, Bunter—"

“ Asking a gcntlcman for the key of
his own wine-cellars 7" exclaimed Bunter
mdl nantly, “Cheek, if you like!™

Vharton compressed his lips.

The situation really was an awkward
oune, for Dilly Bunter, in whatsoever
mysterious and tricky way he had be-

come possessed of Combermere Lodge, | away now.
as Bob Cherry grasped him by his fat
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- Bunter,

to  guess |

‘cheque my pater

was, after all, in possession of the house,
and the Greyfnma fellows were his
guests there,

That comsideration,
not deter the juniors, in the circum-
stances. Guests or not, they could not
allow Bunter to lock up tﬁcir fellow-
guest in the wine-cellars and leave him
there. And that, amazing and incredible
a3 it seemed, w as fairly obviously what
Bunter had done. Now that the Famous
Five guessed the astonishin 15 truth, they
did not doubs it; they only wondered
that they bad not guessed it before.

Bluff would not serve DBunter'z turn
now; it was a chicken that would no
longer fight.

“ Bunter—" began Wharton sgain-

Billy Bunter interrupted him with a
wave of a fat hand.

“That's endbugh, Wharton !”

“I tell you—-"

“ 81t down to lunch, and don't give me
any more cheek !” said Bunter. . © Some
fellows would turn you out of the house
for this, I can tell you. I'm an ensy-
going chap. But—"

“You fat idiot!"” roared Bob Cherry.

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Do you think we shall stop here a
day longer, you fathead?” exclaimed
Harry Wharton angrily. “Do you
think we should have come if we'd had
the faintest idea of the potty tricks you
were playing? We're going to-day—
this very afternoon!"

£ E]l?"

“But before we go
D'Arcy, and anvhocF elso who is along
with him,” said IIarr\ “Ie  you
umlersta.ud How, you born dummy 2"

"Arey " gaspecl Dunter.
113 '&' a“ I’l

“1 toid you he'd gone home."”

“Which is sufficient evidence that he
hasn't !” remarked Frank,

“0h, really, Nugent-

“We know where he is,
Harry Wharton

“:g; mnt said DBunter promptly.

however, could

weo shall release

DBunter,” =aid

“If 3ou think he's Jocked up any-'

where you're making a mistake,” said
“Nothing of the kind! 1
shouldn't be. likely to lock up an old
pal like Gussy, I anu'

and hdve your lunch, and don’t give me
any more cheek, or reallv, you know, I
shall have to ask you to bring your visit
here to a close.”

“Will you give me the key?” roared

-Wharton

“No fear I'™ i

“We koow that D'Arcy is Jocked up
in “the wine-cellars |7 hooted Johnny
BU

‘Serve him jolly well right!” said

Bunter. “Jf “the eilly ass hadn't
butted. in—"

“Then you admit it?"

*No, I don't! He's not there.”

“Well, if Bunter doesn't take the

whole joly oid bun!" said Bob Cherry,
in wonder, “Jevver hear of a brain
like that before outside Colney Haich?”

“He's gone home—I mean, he's gone
on a visit to his uncle,”
Bunter, blinking ai the " juniprs
ously. “As for Pilkins, my
that he has bunked W ith the enormous
handed to him for
the rent of this house. Walsingham
has probably beet run over in London.
You koow ]10\\ dangerous those motor-
buses are! Tm surprised at jFou

FETL-

fellows accusing me of thmgs iike this

after all I've done for you! As for
D'Arcy, he asked for it—fairly begged
for it. Desides, I haven't done any-
thing with him, Fe's miles and miles
Yarocooh!"” roared Bunter

Now sit’ down |

said Billy
belief is,

shoulders and jerked him out of his
chair,

Bump!

William George Bunter sat on . the
floor and spluttered.

“Ow! Ow! Oh! Oooch! Reast!
Wow " 3

“Now will you open up the wine-
cellars and let us get D’Arcy out?”
ronred Bob,

“No,” howled Bunter, “1 jolly well
\»\ont’ Thomas !”

“8ir !" gasped the astounded Thomas,
Thomas. after what he had heard, had
entirely given up even the atterhpt to
keep his cleansshaven face in its custom-
ary well-trained state. Ie was simply
gaping with astouishment.

“Turn those rotters out, Thomas!"

“Wha-a-t?"

“Pitch them out of the house, the
lot of them!” shouted Bunter. “I'm
done with them" Fed-up with them!
They sha'n’t stay in my house another
minute! Chuck them out!”

“Oh!" gasped Thomas,

“Call up the other footmen and chuck
the whole gang out!” roared Bunter.
“A low lot—turning on. me like this
after sticking me for a holiday! Turn
them out at once. Do you hear?”

Thomas only gaped at Bunter, After
what he had heard he was not likely to
attempt to carry out that sweeping
order. Thomas was not, perhaps, ‘guick
on the uptake; but he ‘realised by this
time quite clearly that the lord of
Bunter Court had no right whatever
within that magnificent manmou—thut
he waz, in fact, a “bilk,” and not
merely a common or garden bilk, se to
speak, but an extraordinary and aston-
ishing bilk, whose bilking was on whole-
sale lines unheard-of iefom in the
history of bilking.

80 Thomas only gaped, and (he
Famous Five surrounded Bunter with
grim looks.

“Are you handing over that key?”
snorted Johnny Bull,

“ No, you beast "

“Then we'll ]0115’ well take it!"

“Yarooh! Help!”

‘‘Hold on ! said Harry Wharton; and
Johnny Bull's grasping hand drew back
from Bunter.  “Hold on! Bunter's
master here, though it’s pretty clear by
this time that it's all a swindle, and ke
will get the law on his trail as soon as
the facts become known."”

" 0\\’ 1"

“But_as matters stand he's master
here. Our business is to walk down to
the police-station and tell them what
we think Las happened here. A .con-
stablo can come up and deal with
Bunter,”

“Yaroooh !”

“Good!” said Bob Cherry.
telephone to the police- slahon
off and ring them up——"

“Ow! Stop!” yelled Bunter,

(1] Ratﬂ 1

“1 say, vou fellows, hold on!" yelled
Bunter. *“Don’t you bring any beastly
policemen round my house! I—I say,
I—T1l let you have the key if you like.
I will really! TI—I wouldn't refuse any-
thing, you know, to fellows I really like
—as I do you chaps! Honest injun, you
know,’

“(tive me the key, then,” said Harry
Wharton.

“1—T say, old chap, I—-I—I— TI've

“We can
I'll cut

lost it!” Bunter groped through his
pockets. I say, it's gone!  Beastly
awkward, isn't 1t7 Butb there you are,

the key's lost 1" i
“Then we'll telephone to the police-
station—"'
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“Hold on! I've found it!” yelled
Runter. “Here it is, yon rotters! Oh

dear 1

Billy Bunter scranibled to his feet, key
in hand. He threw it dismally upon the
table,

“I—T ray, you fellows—"

“V¥ou needn’t say anything more,”
said Bob Cherry. “You'd better get
ready to have your features altered
\\'lwnl D’Arcy gets near cnough to hib
you !’

Bunter jumped.

“]—1 say, you fellows, do—do—do

vou think CGussy will be waxy? he
posped.

“Oh, my hat! Just a trifle, I should
think.”

“Oh dear! I—I say, you'll explain to
lim that it—it was only a joke, won't
you?!” implored Bunter.

“¥You can explain that to him your-
self,” growled Bob Cherry.

And, with the key in Wharton’s hand,
the Famous Five hurried away to the
rescue of Arthur Augustus D’Arey.

Billy Bunter groaned dismally.

The game was up now, with a
vengeance.

It was not only that Arthur Augustus
was to be released; he might possibly
have plocated the swell of 8t Jim's
somehow, and at all events D’Arcy was
not likely to invoke the law. Bunter
haid been kicked before, and he could
survive kicking. Kicks had, as it were,
punctuated his fat career as Ion% as he
could remember. The worst he had to
expect from the Bt. Jim's junior was a
kicking. But Pilkins and Walsingham,
the ilked estate agent and the
“diddled ? butler—what were they
likely ta do?

Bunter shuddered.

On his great system of never meeting
tvoubles half-wny, and never meeting
them at all if he could help it, Bunter
had gimply dismissed from hig fat mind
the consequences of his extraordinary

proceedings,
Now the consequences could be no
longer dismissed. The sword of

Damocles had descended at last!

Bunter was face to face with the
teckening which came after the feast.
And the prospect terrified him. His fat
lé;mes knocked together as he thought

it.

He forgot even his lunch, For the
first time on record, Bunter left a meal
unfinished ; sure evidence of the fearful
disturbance that raged in his fat mind,

He tottered away at last.

Thomas had hurried after the Famous
Five. Billy Bunter headed for the
Etajrcase.

He realised that time was short.

It would not take the Famous Five
long to reach the imprisoned three now
that they had the key of the wine-
cellars.  Awful visions of an enraged
ostate agent giving him into custody for
Dilking fAoated hefore Bunter's terrified
eyes. Already he felt the policeman’s
hand upon his fat shoulder.

He holted for his room,

There was not a minute to be lost!
There was not a second ! . The game was
up. Bunter's house of cards had fallen
around him, and only one thing remained
—to go while the going was good|

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

H The Climax !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
stopped at the vaulted door af
the wine-cellars, and Wharton
slid the key into the lock.

It clicked, and the captain of the Re )

move pushed the daoor open.
All was darkness beyond,

“I've got an electric torch,” said Bob.

“Come on!t”

Bob Cherry turned on his light, and
the juniors descended the old oaken
stairs that wound downwards to the decp
wine-cellars,

Behind them: came Thomas, the foot-
man, still gaping. Thomas was in a
state of amazement, from which he
really looked ns if he never would quite
recaver. Such happenings as these in
Lord Combermere’s magnificent country
mansion fquite overcame Thomas, The
bare thought of what his lordship would
think of it all almost made Thomas
faint. Certainlci( Lord Combermere had
never envisaged anything like this when
he had handed over his house to Mr.
Pilkins, the estate agent, to let
furnished,

“Heve's another giddy door!” said
Bob, as he reached the hottonmi of the
stairs.

“The same key fits the lock, sir,” said
the voice of Thomas from behind.

“Oh, good !"

Harry Wharton put the key into the
lock of the lower door and turned it.
Bob shoved the oaken door open with n
bang.

There was a bright light beyond, The
electric light was burning in the wine-
cellars,

Havry Wharton & Co. crowded in the
doorway locking in. There was o shout
from the depths,

“Bai Jove! You fellows! Thank
goodness !”

“D’Arcy, old man—"

Arthur  Augustus rushed forward.

Wharton was the first into the ecellars,
and the swell of St. Jim'’s almost hugged
him in his delight at the sight of the
rescuers.

“Huwway !” he pasped. “Gweak
Scott, I was beginnin’ to think I should
nevah be found heah, you know! Oh
ewumbs 1"

“The foundiulness is terrific, my es-
teemed, ludicrous D’Arcy,” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh,

“Yaas, wathah!” pgrinned Arthur
Augustus, “Mr, Pilkins! Walsing-
ham! It's all wight now—wight as

wain "

Mr. Pilkina and Walsingham came. for-
ward., Their grubby, stubbly faces

looked almost ghastly in the electrio
light.
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fTurious face.

Bunter.
“ Where Is

There was a clatter on the stairs, and Mr.
Ha had a golf elub in his
Avg:l'enﬂy the golf elub was for Bunter’s benefit—when discovered !
? " roared Mr, Pilkins.

Cherry politely, (See Chapler 12.)

Pllkins came down, with a red and
hand and was evidently looking for

¢ Echo answers where ! said Bob
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“Look after that door!” exclaimed
Mr., Pilkins. “Don't let that young
scoundrel nip down and shut it on you,
as he did before "

“ Phew " , )
#All right, Thomas is there!” aaid
[arry Wharton, ‘Besides, I've taken

ont the key, You're all right!”

“Thank goodness!" said M. Pilkins.

“1 am extremely obliged to you young
gentlemen ! said Walsingham in his
Tiest deferential butler mpnner, which
contrasted oddly with his grubby Iace
aund stubbly chin. “I have been through
a vory unpleasant experience, youlg

entlemen, and 1 cannot say how re-

jeved I am.” .

“YWhat about me?’ hooted Mr. Pil:
kins, “I've been here longer than you
—iveeks, months, years, it seems like!
1’11 limaly that young scoundrel ! Tl have
hiwa locked up! I'll smash him! i
prosecute him [ T'll prosecute his father |
in—ri—-ru—" The Combermere
estate agent spluttered fox breath.

“My only hat!” ssid Bob Cherry,
ctaring at the estate-agent. “ Have you
really been here ever since that day you
called on Bunter about the house " "

“I have!” panted Mr. Pilkins, I
was tricked, sir—tricked! That young
villain plays ventriloguiel tricks—he
made me believe Walsingham was in
the wine-cellars, and brought me down
to speak to him, and locked e in, sIT.
I—I—I'll have the law on him! I's
falso imprisonment—it's kidnapping—
it's actionable, I'll make him sorry for
Limself.” :

“Hold on a minute,” said Harry
Wharton, as the estate-agent moved
towards the door. ‘Look here, Mr,
Pilking——"

“I')l pulverise him into little bits!”
roaved Mr. Pilkins,

“Yaas, wathah!
give Buntah a feahful thwashin
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.

“I shall telephone to the police,” said
Walsingham. *“The sooner the young
raseal is taken into custody the better.”

“Oh, bai Jove!™

“Hold »n a moment!” said Wharton
andiously, “Lots of time for all that,
Look here, as soon as we guessed that
Bunter was keeping you shut up in the
wine-cellars, we were bound to come
and let vou out.”

“I should think so!” hooted Mr.
Pilkins. " You escaped a charge of
being accessories in the bilking, Bear
that in mind.”

“Qh, rats!" snapped Harry., “Listen
to me. DBunier is a fopl—he's not really
a rogue—"

“The biggest rogue in the kingdom!”
shouted Mr. Pilkins.

“He's a born fool, and he simply
doesn’t understand the seriousness of
what he’s been doing,” said Harry.
“I'm sure that he never even thought
about the consequences at all. Look
here, a3 we've released you, don’t you
think you ought te go as easy as
possible with Bunter?”

“Yaas, wathah,” said Arthur Augus-
fus.  “Pway wessonable, Mur.
Yilkins, Weally, I think he can be let
off with a feahful thwashin'.”

Snort from Mr. Pilkins.

“I'll go ensy with him!” he looted.
“I'll break every bone in his body, and
then have him locked up and prosecuted.
Weeks and wecks rent due on the house
nt forty guineas o week, and not a shil-
ling paid; Lord Combermere may con-
sider me responsible—"

“What the thump did you let him
the house for, then?” demanded Bob
Cherry.
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I shall personally
"1 said

Mr, Pilkins almost raved,

“I never let him the house! He got
hold of it while I was in the nursing-
home, nfter I'd shown him over it!
When I returned to my office, and found
that he had the house, I was knocked
over—you young gentlemen were at my
office that day, and saw me——"

“Yes; but vou telephoned to Walsing-
ham and said it was all rightl” ex-
claimed Nugent.

Mr. Pilkins raved ngain,

“That yvoung villain Bunter took the
call, and imitated Walsingham's voice,
I thought it was the butler speaking—
and it was Bunter, pulling my leg!
Then he cleared everybody out of the
house the next day, got me here, and
locked me in! I—I—I——" Mr. Pilkins
fairly babbled with rage as he recited
his wrongs.

“Oh, my hat!” said Bob, “Bunter
has been going it strong, and no mis-
take!"

“Tho go-fulness has been tervific.”

« All the same, somebody’s been jolly
careless,” said Harry Wharton. *““Why
did you let Bunter into the house at
all, Walsingham, if Mr. Pitkins hadn’t
let it to him ?*

“T helieved that he had, sir; Mr.
Pilkins telephoned to that effect. Only,
on comparing notes with Mr. Pilkins, I
find that it was not he who telephoned.
Bunter must have imitated his voice—a
very peculiar gift, sir, which I was
naturally not looking out for.”

f“0Oh, my hat!”

“And when the koy of the swine-
cellars was found, sir, by Daster
D'Arcy, and handed over to me, and I
came down here, he followed me
stealthily, sir, and locked me in along
with Mr. Pilkins, With all due defer-
ence, sir, I am afraid I cannot go easily
with Master Bunter, In fact, sir,” said
Walsingham, with a peculiar mixture of
deference and venom—“in fact, sir, I
am bound to say that it is my intention
to prosecute him, sir, with the utmost
rigour oft he law, sir, if I may say so
with respect, sir,”’

“Come on!” hooted Mr, Pilkins.
“YWe've wasted enough time here—
what's the good of talking? We've got
to deal with that young scoundrel!”

“Yery good, sir,” saxl the butler, and
he hurried after the estate-agent.

Mr. Pilkins, breathing wrath and ven-
geance, tramped furiously up the stairs,
the portly butler following him more
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sedately. Thomas, &till In » gaping
condition, followed on. Thomas' dreams
of butlership were gone now; Walsing-
ham was back at Combermere Lodge
once more, and Thomas had imniediately
fallen from his high cstate as butler pro.
tem. into lLis old rank of first footman,
But if Thomas was disappointed, doubt-
less he realised that his chief, after all,
could not have been kept permanently
in the Combermere cellars,

Bob Cherry whistled.

“ Well, Bunter's for 1t!” he remarked.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“The ass!" said Harry Wharton.
“The frightful ass! Who'd ever have
thought that even Bunter would be such
a howling nss as this? We knew that he
is every kind of an idiot—but this is the
giddy limit,"”

“He's for it now!"” said Johnny Bull.
“Serve him jolly well right! We've had
a narrow escape of being taken for a
gang of bilks along with him,”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“Bai Jove! Buntah ix a fealful ass,
you know,” said Arthur Augustus
D’Arey. “ He has not tweated me with

pwopah wespeet, and it weally looks to
me a3 if he has bwoken the law wight
and left. I do not know vewy mmuch
about the law, but I am suah that
Buntah has bwoken it in sevewal places.
I shall nevah accept an invifation fwom
Buntah again, in any circumstances.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I am speakin’ quite sewiously, deah
boys. If Buntalr shonld ask me again,
I shall wefuse point-blank. Lockin' a
fellow up in the wine-cellabs is weally
too thick, you know.”

“Tt's not done in the best circles, T'in
sure!” said Bob Cherry gravely,

“T1a, ha, ha!”

“Let's get out of this,” said Harry
Wharton, laugling. “ We've rescued
the giddy prisoners, and I think we'd
better be on the scene to keep them
from finishing Bunter, ¥ven Bunter
mustn’t be quite slanghtered.”

The juniors ascended the stairs to the
upper regions, Arthur Angustus draw-
ing hig  dressing-gown about  him.
Really, he did not like to walk out into
public view in the middle of the day
in prjamas and dressing-gown. But
there was no help for it. dozen
curious servants blinked at the swell of
St. Jim’s, as, with a crimson face, he
whisked up to his room to dress.

Harry Wharton & Co. were in the
hall when Thomas came up with a
puzzled face,

“Have you seen Master Bunker?” he
asked,

“0Oh, my hat! Ilas he disappeared
now #” ejaculated Bob Cherry, *““Hasn't
Walsingham found him?”

“Mr. Walsingham is shaving, sir,”
said Thomas. *“Mr. Walsingham is
very particular about his appearance,
sir, and he scemed very cross, gir, when
he looked into a glass and saw his face,
sir, Mr, Pilkins i3 searching for Muster
Bunter, sir, but cannot find him,”

“I suppose he's hiding somewhere,”
said Harry, “Even Bunter's bright
enough to know that Mr. Pilking isa't
a safe man to meef at present.”

“The hidefulness is probably terrific,”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

There was & clatter on the stairs, and
Mr. Pilkins eame down with a red and
furious face. He had o golf club in his
hand, and was evidently looking for
Bunter. Apparently the golf club was
for Bunter's hencfit, when discovered.

“ Where is he?” roared Mr, Pilkins.

“Fecho sanswers where?” said Bob
[ Cherry politely. “Retter look in the
{Continwed on puge 28.)
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“ ] KNOW WHO KILLED SIR MERTON——" Wisp-like, faint as the evening breeve, come the words of a dying tiwan
Never Nave words been so fateful, for they spell freedom for one man and refribution for another!
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A powerful mys-
tery story staged
in Africa, featur-
ing the wizard
detective, Ferrers
Locke and his
boy assistant,
Jack Drake.

The Clue of the Devil’s Elbow !
HG UV'NOR! Cuv'ner! It's I—
for mercy’s sakel”

As if coming from an infi-
percolated at last into the slowly-
awakening consciousness of the detec-
straived and haggard, gave a quick
sigh of fervent relief as he gaw the de-
:.hclf‘a.intest suggestion of a smile.
tered the boy. "I was afraid that—that
it was too late.”
tween  Locke's  etill  tightly-clenched
iceth, watching the effeet with renewed

But at last a little colour began to
creep  back inte  the eriminologist’s
uncertainly, and finally vemained open.

** Hallo—old—bean!” he whispered

*'Oh, guv'nor! 1t's good to hear your
voive again! 1—I thought—"
with something strongly suggestive of a
vhoked sob, afd for a moment he

The boy's grief was casily under-
standable, for in the past half-hour
hopeless,

Despite the most frenzied efforts on
even the slightest sign of life in the de-
tective, who had lain straugely, tervibly
bear of his heart so very faint as to be
ahnost unnoticeablo.
and Jack Drake was one of those big,
lifrlong things that are too vital to be
there was little, if any, kind of demoun-
stration between them.  They so fully
really no meed. . .

But in this instance, in this sudden
usually well-contralled feelings gaining
the wpper hand.

Jack Drake! Speak to me.
nite distanece, the low}. quivering voice
tive, and Jack Drake, his face white and
tective’s pallid lips slowly curving into

‘hank heaven. he’s alive still ! mui-

He forced something from a flask be-
anxiety.
marble checks, and his eyelids flickered
weakly, “*How—goes—it ?”

Jack Drake’s voice conded abrupily
dropped his head into his hands.
everything had secmed 2o black and
his part, he had been unable to find
still, his face the colour of marble, the

The bond of affection between Locke
talked about, In the ordinary way,
understood each other that there was
frightful erisis, Jack had found his own

His fear for his heloved “guv'nor’s ™)

life had taken possession of his whole
mind, and the strain at last had been
just a bit too much for him.

“All right, Jack boy,” murmured
Locke at-last, as he struggled up on to
his elbow and touched the other lightly
on the shonlder. *“All 8ir Garnet, you
know! Carvy on with the good work!
I'm 0K, now—ft as a fiddle, in fact!”

The detective’s voict was stronger
now, more like his old voice,

Quickly Jack Drake pulled himself to-
gether, inwardly calling himself - a

WHO'S WHO.

FERRERS LOCKE, the world-famous detee-
tive, who fs engaged upon solving the
mystery gurrounding the tragle end of

SIE MERTON CARR, a South African
miniig magnate, who has beea niurdered,
uncle of

GERALD BRISTOW—alias Arthur the Dude
—an cseaped convict, who has moede. his
way over to Johannesburg to seck the
treasure of the Golden Pyrawmid.

GRIGGS, the footuian at Sir Merton's house
at Parktown, a suburb of Johanncsburg.

STEPHEN JARRAD, the late baronet’s
private sccrctary, who has mysteviously
disappeered, thereby leading the Jo'burg
police 1o assume that he is guilly of the
wurder. :

DAFT DAVE, a local half-wit, who
appedrs to know semething of the rrime,

JACK DRAKE, Locke's capable boy assistant,

INSPECTOR PYECROFT, a Scotland Yard
detective. .

INSPECTOR VANE, o member of the South
African Police Force,

. . . + . & .

Juck Drake, sent out fo trall Daft Dave,
returns with the astonishing news that he
has heard Siv Merton's voice. Now, as the
barenct has' been dead fer days, this wovld
appear  vidiculons, Locke, howerer, Riows
more about thet “inysterious veice™ than
he carcs to gay. In company wilh Drake fi¢
vigits the house where the veice wag heard,
and hears the  voive D Wimself.  Shortly
afterwards Lo surprices the eccupants of the
house—Dait Dave and Gerald Hristow. A
flght cnsucs, in which Bristow makes a suc-
cessful get-oway, Daft Dove, howeser, in his
struggle for freedom, sets the place afire.
Having rendercd Dave unconscious, Locke
rescues Drake, who fas been avercome by
the zinoke-fumes, and returns to the burning
louse for Daft Dave. The detective just
manages to drag the half-wit to a place of
safety, when he collapscs fram exhaustion,

(Now read on.)

Yhlab,” and feeling snddenly contempe-
tuous of his own lack of self-control.

He turned in a moment towards
Locke, his lips now parted in a relieved
simile.

“You're Jooking better now, gnv'-
nor,” he zaid hopefnlly. " But you went
through a very dickens of an ordeal
when—-"

Locke nodded, and smiled grimly.

Then abruptly he dragged ﬁimse]f 1o
his feet, waving Jack’s swift offer of
assistance aside with a smile,

As  consciousness  had  gradually
returned, memory had come with ir.
Also, Locke now heard a clangour going
on some little distanee away.

He swnug round, to behold the house
from which they had just come, one half
of it a mass of secthing flames, the other
a smouldering, steaming, blackened
ruin,

And all around, like a hu%’a colony of
black ants, moved swift, agile Hgures n
brass helimets.

Away in the east, the great golden
orh) of the sun was just peeping over the
horizon, and chasing the shadows of that
dreadfiul night away, ‘here was &
freshening brecze in the air which acted
now like spurkling wine on the deice-
tive's jaded and worn body.

Suddenly he swiong vound, his face
consumed with anxiety.
“Where—where's Daft Dave?” he

asked abruptly.

“In that shed over there,” said Jack,
pointing away to his -left, where, some
five hundred yards away, stood & large
corrugaled 1ron  shed, “The fie
brigade turned up just now. Nobody's
seen us as yvek contrived to get yon
down as far as here, where there's a sort
of running stream, from which I could
get water to help bring you rvound. It
being so davk, and the excitement of the
fire taking their atiention, the brigade
men have apparently overlooked us alio-
gether.”

Locke nodded.

He wondered for a moment who had
given the alarm, but dismissed the
matter from his mind now, as he began
to walk towards the corvugated iron
shed, Jack following.
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“I'm afraid Dave's done for,” mut-
tored Jack as they hurried along. “I
shoved him in that shed, intending to
look after him later on; but I don’t
think there’s much we can do——"

Locke's face was set and grim as he
pushed open the door of the shed, and
they passed within. The sun had now

risen clear above the horizon in that.

sudden way peculiar to Sonth Afries,
and the light shafted through a grating
high up in the shed, revealing the form
of Daft Dave stretched out on the con-
crete floor. The shed itself was empty
save for a collection of gardening tools
stacked in order]y array in one corner.

Locke bent over the form of the
cripple, studyving it intently for some
monients, ,

There was no sign whatever of life,
tut as Locke forced apart the man’s
badly burnt clothing, and sounded his
heert, he caught the faintest beat and
nodded .his head.

“He's done done for, as you say,
Jack,” he said quietly; “but he’s unot
quite dead yet. Now, if only—"

He broke off as a figure appeared in
the doorway wearing a brass helmet.
It was one of the firemen. .

“Thought we saw somebody mc\'mg
about, sir,” he said. “So I was tol
off to come and investigate—"

Locke quickly explained the situation,
while the fireman listened in pgrave
silence.

“Yes, the house belong to Sir Thomas
Maynard, the owner of the Zingaru
Reef, Limited,” he explained. “He's
away with his family on a visit to the
Old Country, so that we were astounded
when we got the alarm of the outbreak
of fire, seeing the place has been closed
right up the past two months.”

Locke nodded understandingly.

“] want to get a doctor for this poor
fellow,” he said quickly. “If wyou
happen to know where the neavest man
is to be found—"

“Matter of fact, Dr, Norris, who hap-
pened to be motoring home from a mid-
night call, stopped here a few minutes

ago; that's his car over there. He was
wondering if his services might be
needed, I'll call him at oncel”

And the fireman rushed away, to

return very quickly, accompanied by a
middle-aged man, who bowed to Ferrers
Locke, and at once gave his attention to
the dying man.

While the doctor was so engaged,
Locke turned to the fireman.

“You say your brigade $ot a call for
this fire,” he remarked. ““As a matter
of fact, I've been a bit mystified as to
how you could have got to know about
it, seeing that your station is at least
five miles off. I suppose you don't
know how or where that call origin-
ated?”

“As a matter of fact,” returned the
fireman, ““I happened to be the fellow
who answered it. It was a telephone
call from a public box. Of course,
don't know who it was, but it was a
man's voice—rather la-de-da sort of
dude, you know.”

Locke's eves glinted for a moment,

“Bomething like this?” he asked, and

forthwith gave a low-toned but amaz-
ingly lifelike imitation of Bristow’s
drawling tones.

“Jove! That's it to the life, air!”
exclaimed the fireman in astonished
admiration, "Mf' word, you'll pardon
ﬁml bu% you really ought to go on the
& A _ll

Locke laughed lightly, and then

turned away at a touch on his arm,
The doctor was standing beside him,
his face very grave.
“The poor fellow's come round, and
Tae MacNeT LiBrARY.—No. 915.

apparcutly wants to make a statenent.

e's asking for a Mr. Locke—"

But Locke did not wait for more.

Almost unceremoniously he brushed
sast the mildly-surprised medico, and

urried to the side of Daft Dave, Jack
Drake following closely behind him.

Daft Dave's eyes were open now, and
they no longer rolled in that fremzy
which had first told Locke that the man
had gone mad. Apparently the ordeal
through which he had passed had
restored, temporavily, at any rate, his
sanity.

He gazed up at Locke, and his heavy
lips creased into a elow smile of recog-
nifion.

Locke's face was set in sad lines as he
saw, at a glance, that Daft Dave was
not much longer for this world.

“Mr. Locke"—the man's voice,
strangely altered, was weak and feeble,
and Locke had to drop on one knee to
catch the words—“I'm handing in my
checks—oh, yes, I am! I know the end
when I see it. But—but before I go,
there's something important I'd like to
‘-‘.ai{ something about—about—"

e broke off, coughing violently for
some moments. Locke waited patiently,
inwardly grieved that he could do
nothing to assuage the poor fellow’s suf-
fering.

But at length the paroxysm passed,
and Daft Dave became calm once more.

“It was you who—who saved my
life,” he muttered. *I know it must
have been vou, There was no one else,
your assistant being already bowled
out., And—and I want to try to make
some amends before—before I go out.”

He struggled, with astonishing
strength for one in his condition, up
on to his elbow. His deep-set eyes were
alive now with a weird light as they
were turned upon those of the detec-
tive,

“They—they call me Daft Dave,” he
muttered, “but—but I'm not quite so
daft as they think. J—I know—who
murdered Sir Merton Carr, and—and I
can prove it! Listen, and I'll tell you!”

Again he stopped. Locke, watching
him as he fought for breath, became
tense with expectation. :

“That—that wveice you heard,” went
on the dying man—"8ir Merton's yvoice
—hey? He, he, he. Jolly good, too,
wasn't it? But—but noboci');' inows the
secret beecause it's mine—"

“Don't worry about that,” said Locke,
almost impatient in his anxiety. “Tell
me what you know about‘—a?)ou the
murder.”

“I—I'm coming to that,” returned
Daft Dave, with a touch of his old irrita-
bility.  “But—but it's no good just
telling you, you know. Give a dog a
bad name, and I've got such a rotten
one that nobody’d believe poor old Daft
Dave! So—so what I'm going to give
you, Mr. Locke, is proof—solid, unques-
tioning proof—see?”

His voice suddenly stopped. and he
fell back.

In an agony of suspense, Locke hur-
riedly snatched the flask which Jack still
held in_his hand, and applied it to the

-man's lips.

After a little while he seemed to
revive, but by now he was rapidly
weakening, and no longer attempted Lo
raise himself.

“Come nearer,” he whispered. “M
—my voice is giving out, And—and
must hurry, or—or it will be too—too

late., The—the dead don't speak, do
theﬁ? He, he, he! But Sir Merton
spoke, only this night. And he's dead,

isn't ha? Dead as a doornail! He, he,

There followed n spluttering cough.
Locke clenched his hands in suspense.

Would the man never go on with his
story? That he really had something of
the most vital importance to say the
detective was now positive,

“Listen carefully.” Daft Dave was
speaking again now, and his voice was
more sane and serious, “The man who
murdered Sir Merton was not who you
think he was. And if you want proof
of what I say, if you want to learn the
real secret of it all, you—you must go
to—to——"

His voice died out and he fell back,
his eyes closed, his face suddenly ashen.

“Brandy—quick !"” gasped Locke.

Three minutes dragged by—three
minutes of agonising, terrible suspense,

Then at last the fellow’s heavy lids
flickered and his lips moved.

Locke bent so close that his face was
almost touching that of the dying man,
whose voice, wisplike, faint as the eyen-
ing breeze, now came out of the sudden
tense hush.

“Co to Devil's Elbow,” breathed Daft
Dave. “Under the kloof—the black
box—the real murderer of Bir Merton
Carr was—was—"

Silence,

Silence so deep, so final that there was
no mistaking it this time,

TFerrvers Locke rose slowly to his feet,
and turned towards Jack Drake; who
stood staring down at Daft Dave with
eyes charged with the utmost mystifica-
tion.

“He's dead!” muttered the detective
slowly.

But Jack Drake scarcely heard.

For round and round in his brain
three queer phrases were chasing each
other in an endless race:

“Devil's BElbow! Tinder the kloof!
The black box!”

What on earth did they mean?

The Secret of the Bogus Cheque !
ERRERS LOCKE crossed the
shed to the door, just outside of
which the doctor who had been
called to attend Daft David was
standing, .

“The poor fellow's dead,” said the
detective; “but I'd lile you to have a
lcok at him.”

The medico nodded and made his way
within,

Locke signalled to Jack, and together
they made their way out of the shed
and across the field tewards the now
half-burnt-out house.

The fire brigade had worked like
Trojans and had, fortunately, been able
to-save a good half of the house, though
the other half was almost completely
gutted.

Flames still rose fram the ruins, but
the fire was now well under control and
had &ll but heen extinguished.

Locke sought and found the brigade
superintendent, with whom he had a
few words, at the same time informing
the officer of his identity.

“Ves, Mr. Locke,” said the superin-
tendent, “I think it would be fairly safe
for you to have a ook round now. One
of my men shall go with you. I'm
ufraid’; however, that you won’t find
much—the whole of the east wing has
been practically gutted.”

Locke thanked him, and a few
moments later followed a fireman to-
wards that Eart of the house in which
the memorable fight with Daft Dave
had taken place. Jack Drake was close
behind, his face expressive of some
mystification.

{la was rather at a loss to know what
the detective hoped to achieve by going
over the ruins. To all outward appear-
ances, the part of the house in which
Locke was interestad was now little
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Ferrers Locke began to scout round amid the blackened debris.
made use of this io prohe and pick about. (See ihis page.)

Finding the charred remains of a table leg, he J

more than a cracked and blackened
shell.

The fire having destroyed the ordi-
nary means of entrance, Locke and
Drake were compelled to make use of
one of the fire brigade’'s ladders, and
soon they were standing amid the ruins
of the room in which fEﬁ encounter had
taken place and in which the fire itself
had first started: i

The brigade's hosepipes were still
playing around them, sending up denze
clonds of steam, which floated about
hike a thick London fog. But beyond
a very occasionel spurt of flame here
and there, the fire had been put out in
this particular part, and there was little
if any danger.

Locke bhegan at once to scout round
amid the blackencd debris, Finding
the charred remains of a table leg, he
made use of this to probe and pick
about, turning the remnants of the fur-
niture over and over in his search.

At length the detcctive stooped and
picked up something. Jack, who stood
near by, saw that it appeared to be o
piece of heavy wood, evidently real
ebony.

Locke scrutinised it closely for a
moment, and then thrust it away into
his pocket.

Some further probing brought to light
8 scattered collection of blackened and
twisted metal, including some four or
five tiny brass wheels and a couple of
thin, eteel needles, not unlike those
used 1n the pIn.‘var of an ordinary
cramophone record. These, toe, Locke
put carefully away.

At length the detective seemed satis-
fied with his search, and. after thank-
ing. the fireman who had aecompanied
theny, furned and made his way from
the building.

“What's the mnext move, guv'nor?”

asked Jack as they strode away across
the veldt.

“First, to telephone to Vane and
Pyecroft,” z=aid Locke. “Then get
back as quiekly as possible to Park-
town, I want to work out a theory
which I have just formulated.”

“What I want to know,” said Jack,

g, \\'hﬂt_nn earth was the meaning of
that  voice — Bir Merton Carr's
voiee—"

“There's a whole heap of things we
all want to know, my boy,” returned
Locke, with a quiet smile, **and if they
were all as simple and straightforward
to answer as that query of yours, every-
thing in the garden would be simp{v
glonous 1

Jack stared at him, open-mouthed.

To him the idea of the riddle of Sir
Merton’s veice being a matter capable
of simple and ﬁ_il'uiggl'ltforwa.l':] e.xp?ana—
tion was astounding, to say the least of

it.

But he realised that he would have
to possess himself in patience. Locke
was not in & very communicative mood
just now, and Jack knew that if he
at.t.eng}ted_ to question the detective he
would gain little beyond an exaspera-
tinﬁ series of enigmatical ‘answers,

They made their way in silence to the
narrow cut where Lm-Ee had parked the
car, and a few moments later they were
moving et & good speed over the rough
gnd rugged roads towards Johannes-

urg.

En route Locke sighted a public tele-
}Jhona—box, and stopFed the car while
he put thitough a call to Vane, Then
the journey was resumed.

Out of the distance came the muifled
voar and throb of the giant gold mines,
heating like & mighty heart in the very

bowels of the carth, and as they drew la

nearer, the great dredging trucks conld |

be seen traversing their cable lines fo
the accompaniment of a ceaseless clat-
ter which was curiously rhythmic.

On every side the great white sand-
dumps reared themselves like miniature
mountaing of snow, and the long, low-
roofed, corrugated-iron sheds reverber-
ated to the steady roar of the stamping-
machines, whose thunderous weight
seemed to cause even the very earth to
tremble and shudder.

Presently the Golden City itself came
in sight—a wonderful, inspiring pano-
rama of gigantie yet beautiful build-
ings, many of them strangely like the
skyscrapers of New York.

Tocke slackened speed as they picked
their way through the maze of streets,
cutting clean across the heart of the
city and emerging again on the other
side, when the detective again increased
the speed as they mounted the bread,
grey-white hills towards Parktown,

And at last they came to a stop at
Sir Merton’s home, and Locke and Jack
hastened within, to find Pyecroft and
Superintendent Vane awaiting them.

“Got your phone message 0.K.,” said
Vane, coming forward. “I've sent my
runner-up out to the scene of the fire
—he should be there now. Gee, but
you look as if you've been pushed
through the business end of a gun, both
of you!*

errers Locke laughed, and looked
down at his tattered clothes.

Both be and Jack had been so hard
at it that the matter of their personal

appearanec had natuvally escaped their

attention till now,

“QGreat  pip!”  evelaimed  Jack.
“Meantersay we've motored through
some of the principal streets of Jo'burg

like this? The people will ghin_lg, there's

circus opening in their midst !
Tre Masser Lierary.—No. 316,
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They Gid indeed present a weird and
wonderful sight.

Locke's clothes, thanks to his terrible
experience in the fire, were torn and
tattered and scorched to such an extent
as to be almost unrecognisable.

Usually so immaculate in hLis appear-
ance, he now looked like nothing on
carth—unless il was a good-for-nothing
tramp who had come rather badly
through aun encounter with a particu-
larly spiteful dog.

Jack Drake was very little bietter, ‘and
he now surveyed himself ruefully, while
both Vane and Pycroft stood before
them roaring with laughter.

“This,” said Lorke, with mock
gravity, “is no place for us, Jack. I
think we would be well advised dis-
creetly to disappear. The vulgar
cachinnations of our erstwhile respected
friends jar moast painfully on my
ulready snrely overtaxed nerves,” .

“Was thinking the same myself,

uv'nor,” murmured Jack, glaring bale-
ully at Pyecroft, who seemed to have
gone off into a fit of convulsions. “ Take
me by the hand and lead me away
before I forget the manmers mother
taught me! I'd be sorry to make a
mess of Pyecroft’s plain but homely
visage; but the atmosphere is growing
distinetly feverish 1”

An hour later, having bathed
changed, and breakfasted, ke and
Jack Drake reappeared, as immaculate
and urbane as it was their normal busi-
ness to be,

Vane and Pycroft, having recovered
from their cachinnatory ontburst, were
no™ all agog with expectation.

*¥es,” nodded Locke, in response to
a_tentative guery from Pyecroft, “I'll
give you a bricf outline of what's hap-
pened and some idea of the theory I've
worked out. But, first of all, do
either of you know the meaning of the
words * Devil's Elbow *?”

‘Devil's Elbow?” ecchoed Pyecroft,
staring at Locke as if he had momen-
tarily taken leave of his senses,

“That’s what I said,” nodded Locke.

“Yon're probably referring to a spot
on the main Jo'burg-Pretoria road,”
said Vang, stepping forward, “There's
a bit of a chiff, or kopje, jutting out
almost over the road itself, and g}' its
curious and grotesque shape it has
cnlll-;;eg for itself the name of the Devil's

“'-Il

Locke turned and looked significantly
at Jack Drake, whose eye: were mow
sparkling.

“Got it first time!” muttered the de-
tective. ‘Now we sha'n't be long!”

“But what the thump—"" began

Vane.
“All right, Vane!” Tocke held up
a restraimng hand, “I'll explain all
about it when I know all nbout it.
Savvy? At present I know no more
than you do, save that I intend to pay
a visit to the Devil’s Elbow as soon as
possible. But just at present both Jack
and I are feeling rather washed-out, and,
after we've assnaged your curiosity to
the extent of a brief outline of our ad-
ventures and perhaps a vord or two
about the theory I've formulated we'd
like to take a rest if you.don't mind.”

Vane nodded sympathetically and sub-
sided into silence.

Both Locke and Jack certainly looked
rather washed-out, for all their neat and
dapper appearance.

Indeed, it was a matter of surprise
even to Pyecroft, who flattered himself
that he was perhaps more closely ac-
quainted with Locke's habits than most
men, that the famous detective had not
insisted on taking a-long rest the instant
be had come in.

THE MacNeT LiBRARY.—NoO. 915,

But apparently Locke had somethin
on his mind, and until he had thrashe
it out he would not rest,

The detective flung himself into 2

chaiv beside a table on which he had
already arranged a weird ¢ollection of
articles. which ineluded & couple of
fragments of shellac, the diary of Si
Merton Carr, the charved fragments cf
paper found in 8ir Merton's library
grate, the fragment of ebony, and the
odd wheels which he had rescued from
the debris of the fire, and finally the
dagger which had caused Sir Merton's
death,
“Where the thunder did you get
that?” gasped Pyecroft, as Locke laid it
on the table, while Vane and Jack both
stared from the weapon to Locke. in
blank astonishment.

“Found it on the body of Daft Dave,”
answered Locke promptly. '“*No, Jack,
vou did not see me go through the poor
fellow’s pockets, so you counldn’t be ex-
pected to know, However, I'll explain
all that presently.”

Having arranged this queer assortment
of objects on the table before him,
Locke settled back in his chair, lighted
a cigarctte, and forthwith plunged into
a brief, crisply-worded outline of his and
Jack’s adventures during the preceding

m%l}t.
ane and Pyecroft listened in rapt
attention till he had concluded.

“8o Daft Dave was concerned in this
}Jlessed case, then?” said Pyecroft at
ast.

“Unguestionably,” nodded Locke.

Superintendent Vane leaned forward
with an excited gesture.

“Has it struck you, Mr. Locke,” he
muttered, *‘that Daft Dave himself
might reasonably be suspected of the
murder of Sir Merton Carr?”

Ferrvers Locke favoured the police-
officer with one of his slow, shadowy
smiles.

“ And has it struck you, Vane,” he re-
torted, “that the man Bristow was actu-
ally on the spot on the night of the
murder; that his story to me has since
been proved to be significantly weak in
more than one respect?”

“Yes; but hanpg it all—" began
Vane.

“And has it also struck you,” went
on Locke, “that our mysterious and
bhighly nervous young friend M.
Stephen Jarrad made a similarly sus-
picious statement when he was first
questioned—a statement which he after-
wards withdrew almost unconditionally,
substituting another and infinitely more
significant story?”

“ Also that the very instant Mr. Jarrad
realised that the finger of suspicion was
directed towards him he conveniently
and very promptly disappeared?

“ Also that he left a most incriminat-
ing letter behind him, and—most im-
portant of all—the actual weapon which
was the means of killing 8ir Merton
was found carefully hidden under the
foorboards in Jarrad's own bed-room?”

Superintendent Vane opened his
mouth as if to make reply, but thought
better of it.

Put crisply and clenrly, as Locke bad
just put it, that series of amazing facts
admittedly made his theory look rather
silly—or, at least, subject to severe
eriticism. .

He leaned back in his chair, shaking
his head resignedly.

“Vou can get on with the chinwag,
Mr. Locke.” he said wearily ; “I'm beat!
This blessed case is abont the absolute
outside edge! Everything's all so darned
tangled up, you no sooner get going on
ona theory tgnn something else crops up
and boggles up all your ideas!”

““There's a good deal in what joul

say, Vane,"” responded Ferrers Locke.
“This case is indeed one of the biggest
puzzles I have ever been enlled upon to
handle, And events have been moving
so swiftly just lately that we are all of
us in some dangdr of losing our perspec-
tive—"

“Didn't know we had a perspective to
ose,”" pgrunted Pyecroft irritably.
“More like a blinking mirage—"

But Locke shook his head.

“Don’t you believe it, old son,” he
replied. “Every effect has its cause.
and very often a whole group of effects
can be and is produged from only one
cause. It's precisely because we are all
in some danger of losing sight of our
main objective thai 1 thought it wiser
fo give you a brief recapitnlation and
a few suggestions which may perhups
be of assistance to you—as thev have
already been to me.”

He settled himself more comfortably
in his chair and puffed refectively at his
cigarette for a few wwinents before con-
tinwing. A tense. expectant silence fell.

“I'm not going to bother you with a
detuiled synopsis of every factor in this
case,” said Locke at last. ‘' The salient
features are—first, the discovery by the
late Bir Merton of the old biscuit-tin
and  its apparently absurd contents;
secondly. the escape from Stonemoor of
Gerald Bristow, Sir Merton's nephew;
thivdly, the murder of Sir Merton and
the subsequent series of happenings
arising out of that crime.

“Qut of the welter of facts and fancics
censequent upon the murder, one im-
portant item seems to stand clear, es-
pecially just at this moment. I refer to
Bristow's statement to me about having
discovered Sir Merton after the erime.

“Bristow, as you know, said that Sir
Merton was not dead—that he was
rapidly sinking—and that as he caught
sight of Bristow he denounced him as
the author of the deed in a voice, so
Bristow said, which must have been
Lieard by others in the house.” )

“It was heard by Jaread,” put in
Pyecroft quietly.

“Yes, but even Jurrad could not catch
the words,” corrected Lotke; “and
that's a wost important fact, believe me,
always providing that we can accept
Jarrad's story.

“ And Bristow’s, guv'nor !” put in Jack
Drake shrewdly, “ You're not forgetting
what Dr. Montrose said about the time
of death?  According to the medical
evirence, Sir Merton could not possibly
have been alive at the time when Bris.
tow and Jarrad heard—or say they heard
—his voice!”

“That's precisely what I'm coming to,
my boy!"” said Locke, with a queer
smile. ‘*And don't you forget, too, your
own little experience at the honse we
have just left, where you heard Sir Mer-
ton's voice, and that not a matter of
hours but of days after the poor fellow's
death !

“Good lord, Locke, we seem to be
blocked at every turn!” exclaimed Vane
exasperatedly.

“0On the contrary,” smiled the Baker
Btreet detective, “at least, the mystery
of the dead man's voice is now as clear
a8 crystal 1” .

He leaned forward and carefully picked
out the pieces of shellac, the odd assort-
ment of brass wheels, and the diary of
the dead man, toget‘her with the charred
fragments found in 8{r Merton’s library
grate,  The others now watched him
spellbound.

“There is a reference in Sir Merton's
diary to a mysterious invention,” he
went on after a panse, “and that refer-
ence is repeated in the burnt frarmeots
of paper which 1 have hera.

(Continued on pape £6.)
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KENT'S CRACK.
E. WOOLLEY both bowls and bats
left-banded—and he made five cen-
turies in five different mtcheslon

the other hand, he can play as cauotiously
as the most hardened stomewalier—he made
two runs, both siugles, in an hour and a half
agalost Somerset at Bristol, although he
finished his inni with a total of 70. For

-‘
[ ® fve different ground

as !

He was invited to go to Australin during
the last England tour; it was his third trip.
His frst innings in the fArst Test match
resulted in a duck, but he made up for that
with 128 rups in his second jonings. He
played in all the games, Includic  the fourth,
when England was vlctorious. Strangely
enough, Woolley was a member of the
England team that last beat Australia; this
was in 1921, when we won at the Oval.

No less than eight times he has accom-
plished the double feat of scoring 1,000 runs
and taklnf 100 wickets in a ‘single season.
The first time he did this was jo 1910, and
the last time was In 1923, when be scored
2,001 ruus and took 101 wickets. His best

tiing season, up to the presest, was 1924,
when he made 2,344 rums;: his best bowling
seasom was 1920, when he took 185 wickets.

Woolley is ome of our best all-round
ericketers. Quite apart from his flne per-
formances with the willow and with the hall,
he made no less than 37 catches in 10%4—
« fne tribute to his abilities in the field.

His best howling feat was against
Northauts at Gravesend, when he took five
wickets for fourteen runs; when Kent played
Hampshire at Houthampton, Woolley took
three wickets in four balls.

Woolley played thromghout the whaole
series of Test matches when the Australiuns
were ovel here in 1021, The Aussies will be
bere again in 1020. Woolley's selection is
almost a foregone conclusion—and it won't
be his fault if we don't get the Ashes back.

[

A BRAINY BATSMAN.
URING 1024, A, E., Dipper was, &s
always, the mainstay of Gloucester-
shire 50 far as batting is concerned,
and he finished the season with an
agpregate of 1,558 runs, four centuries heing

inelnded in that total,

When accasion demands Dipper can slog
with the. best—he made 247 rums last year
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tlow bntting, those two rups are something
like a record. The match was spoiled by
rain, 50 the state of the wicket pno doubt
accounts for Dipper’'s caution.

His highest score was made in 1923, when
he hit up 252 mot out against Glamorgan ad
Cheltenham. This year produced his best
batting aggregate—2,048 runs in Aifty-seven
innings.

Gloucestershire will always be assaciated
with the fanous W. (. Grace, who died
barely ten years ago. During Grace's time
Glourestershire cricket was always sensa-
tionul; last season Dipper participated in o
match which carried out this tradition.

Gloucestershire were out for 31, but
Parker, thelr famous bowler, did the hat-
trick against Middlesex in both innings, and
Gloucestershire pulled the game out of the

NEXT WEEK!

TATE (Sussex),
QUA'FE (Warwickehire).
BDUGLAS (Essex).
STRUDWICK csurvey.
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fire by 01 runs. Dipper had wretclied luck,
heing caught in each iopings for under ten
Tuns.

Dipper invariably plays exceedingly careful
cricket, seldom attempting fo hit out until
he is thoroughly set. He iz now thirty-cight
years of age,

HAMPEHIRE'S HITTER.

HISY is Phil Mead's sixteenth season
of Hrst-class cricket; he had—to the
end of 1924—scored eighty centuries,
aud he looks like scoring a whole lot

more. He is a left-handed batsman. with a
casgt-iron defence that makes even the best
bowlers despair. He made the Auswralians
groan when they came over liere in 1021
because he knocked their bowling for 182
not out at the Oval, thus joining the select
little band of eleven others who have made
centuries against the Aussies in England,

The South Africans have cause to remember
him, too. He hit op 102 at .‘I‘ohanneahurﬁ
and 117 at Port Elizabeth in the Englan
team’s South Afrlcan tour in 1913-14. Not
gatisfied with that, Mead went over ngaln on
the 1922-23 trip, and slogged them for 181 at
Darban.

C, P, Mead is thirty-eight years old nuw,
su he will be wielding the willow for many
years to come. Up to the present, his hest
season was in 1021; he scored a total of
3,370 runa in fifty-two innings, which gave

him an average of over 69 runs per inpiogs.
His highest score that year was 280 not out. 1
In that season he scored 113 and 224 in &

single match; this was against Sussex at
Horsham.

With sixteen seasons behind him, Phifl
Mead can be regarded as a veteran in all
but age. At the end nf 1924 he stood sixth
on the list of century scorers; but he will
improve his position on the list, and be
challenging the leaders—W. . Grace and
J. B. Hobbs—long betore he i3 a veteran in

Years,

I 4 iravelling as reserve wicket-keeper.

3 He played in three of the games,
his best performance being 75 runs in the
second innings of the third match,

Becaure Whysall is an exponent of the
most modern methods of batting, some
critics are juclined to deecry his perforn-
ances. Now, lust season Whysall hit up three
centurles in the same week, so that there
cannot he very much the matter with his
batting style,

He knocked up six centuries in first-class
ericket during 1924, his biggest score ‘heing
161 against Kent at Nottingham, MHis total
score for the season was 1,786 runs for an
average of 48.27 runs each innings.

Whyeall can be a very wily and cauntions
player when orccasion demands. When Notts
played Glamorgan at Nottingham, Whysall
took an honr and three-guarters to score 14
runs, but he finished with a total innings
geore of 93. As a contrast to this slow
scoring, he once made 102 out of a total
of 145 runs which were put on the beoard
for Notts in less than two hours,

Whyzeall was bern at Woodhorough thirty-
elght years ago, and it was in 1908 that ke
joined the ground steff at Trent Dridge He
made 50 in his very first inmings, although
it was nearly five years before he began to
play regularly for Notts.

Notts had secured hig rervices becaunse he
wus both o batsman and a wicket-keeper;
it was these qualificatious which made the
M.C.C. invite him to go on the Australiam
tour last year—hia first appearance in Test
mateh cricket.
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WILY WHYSALL,

AST year W, W, Whyzall went oub
with the Test team to Australia,
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THE VELDT TRAIL!

(Continued from page 24.)
“These pieces of shellac and these
queer-looking ratchet wheels are an]
actual part of the invention itself. And
the invention was responsible, and solely
responsible, for Bristow's statement, for
Jarrad's statement, and for Jack Drake’s

report about Sir Merton's voice!"”
“Put the doctor said—" began Vane

irritably.
“Never mind about the doctor!”
snapped Locke impatiently. *‘Listen to

me. When Bristow and Jarrad said they
heard Sir Merton's voice they spoke the
truth. When Jack Drake came and re-
ported having heard it in the house
since visited by us beth, he wos likewise
speaking the truth. To come right
down to brass tacks, the ‘voice’
emanated from a small ebony box—here
is a fragment, rescued from the fire. It
had been reproduced from a record—
these fragments of shellac are a part of
such a recovd—and that record was part
of the invention!”

“ Jumpin' caterpillars!” gasped Jack.
#“ A—a dictaphone!”

*“More than that—a super-dictaphone,
invented by no less a person than Daft
Dave, who, incidentally, was not nearly
5o daft as he pretended to be,” answered
Locke, .

“We know,” he went on, “how 3ir
Merton was always interested in inven-
tions; we know, too, how pgenerous he
always was towards others less fortunate
than himself.

“His kininess towards Daft Dave is a
case in point. Apparenily Dave spoke
to him about this invention, and an
appointment was ultimately fixed—as
vou will see by the notes made in this
diary—for the testing-out of the
invention,

“That it was something riLth out of
the ordinary can be gathered from Bir
Merton's entry about the man Ryley
a club friend of his, to whom he had
spoken of the invention, and who had
promptly pooh-poohed the idea as being
impossible.

“QOn the night of the murder it ap-
pears that Sir Merton duly tested the
super-dictaphone, which ~Dave had
brought and left with him. Indeed, he
was probably in the act of testing it
when he was attacked and killed.

“The angry words which he uttered
when his murderer confronted him were
doubtless recorded on the disc while the
reproducerr was still running, but the
machine wag apparently shut off, either
by accident or design, during the course
of the scene.

“Then, when Bristow happened on the
scene—that is, if he did come after the
murder was committed and did not com-
mit the murder himself—what must have
happened was this:

“In his startled surprise at finding Bir
Merton lying there, Bristow probably.
sprang back, caught his arm against the
dictaphone on the desk, and set it in
motion, probably towards the end of the
record, thus completing the deception
which caused both Bristow and Jarrad
to declare that they heard the dead man
speaking at a time when we know for a

1
*“What

fact ho was already dead!

“Ye gods!” gasped Pyecroft.
a revelation!”

“ But the voice I heard at that country
house,” persisted Jack. *‘What about
that? You also heard it, guv'nor—"

“ Exactly,” nodded Locke. “And, of

ecourse, it emanated from fthe same

source. You will remember, too, that
Bristow showed great excitement, even
terror, wheén that voice spoke.

“I'm not guite sure of my ground yet,
but I should think it highly probable
that Daft Dave was an unseen witness of
the murder, or, at any rate, of Bristow’s
appearance on the scene—assuming,
again, that Bristow is not the guilty
party—and that he crept in afterwards,

49 PRIZEWINNERS

RESULT OF “WHAT IS ITT"
COMPETITION No. 4,

In this competition so many competitors
qualified fur the second and third grade of
prizes that some little rearrangement of the
prize-list has been necessary.

The THEREE CAMERAS

hove been

awarded to the following competitors, who {

sent in correct solutions:

STANLEY EVANS, 27,
Armley, Leeds.

T. SOUTHEY, 32, Carleton Road, Tufnell
Park, London, N. 7.

GEORGE W. STURGES, 138,
Street, Derby.

POCKET-ENIVES have been awarded to
the following forty-six competitors, who sent
in solutions containiog ene error:

A. A. Aitken, Edinburgh.

E. W, Allen, Walworth, 8.E.17.

Mrs. A, E. Blackett, Darlington.

8. Blackmore, Dowlaiz, Glam.

Chester F. Brynn, Erdington, Birmingham.
J. Campbell, Cobbinshaw, Midlothian.
Ronald Celey, Halesowen,

Chiarles A, Culf, Heeley, Sheffield.

F. G. Cunningham, Tunbridge Wells.

Albert Davies, West Dromwich.

Norman L. Denton, Bury.

A. W. Diver, South Hackney, London, E. 0.
Hurry Doatson, Heatom Moor, Stockport.
William P. Dorgan, Clydich, Swansea,
Reginald Edwards, Lewisham, London, 3,E.13.
Hector Fell, Piceadilly, London, W,

Ivy Fountain, Hford, Easex.

A. C. Gazzard, Finsbury Park, London, N. 4.
H. T. Gough, Selly Iark, Birmingham.
Robert D. Hall, Felling-on-Tyne, co, Durham.
A. H, P. Hamilton-Roberts, Redland, Bristol.
Miss L. J. Haynes, St Albans, Herts,
Willinm Heywood, Rochdale, Lanes.

William J. Jones, Llwynypia, Rhondda.
Walter Kay, Newcastle-on-Tyne.

YVictor Kiefer, Dollls Hill, London, N.W. 10.
L. G. Looker, South Woodlord, London, E. 18,
William McCoy jun., Cork City.

H, W. Mottram, Hunsdon, Herts.

fidney Newton, Swinton, near Rotherham.
Samuel C. Paues, New Tredegar, Mon,
Herbert Pearson, Fulham, 5.W, 6.

Ronald L. Punnett, Gundmnyea‘, Essex,

W, J. Purcell jun., Walton, Liverpool.

Jack Robinson, ¥erry Hill, co. Durham.
Douglas Rose, West Street, Rugby.

Frederick Sherborne, Richmond, SBurrey.

E. A, Skioner, South Street, Kent.

L. P. Sly, Eaton Place, Brighton.

Archie E. 8mith, Forest Gate, Londoun, E. 7.
Gilbert Smith, Barnsley.

Alex, Btewart, City Street, Belfast.

R. T. Wells, New Southgate, London, N.11,
D. Williamson, Guinshorough, Lines.

Fred. E. Wood, Balham, London, 5.W.

. Worstead, South Woodford, Essex.

Elsworth Terrace,

Pear Tree

The Corresct Solution was as follows:

1. Clouds, 2. Aerial. 3. Aeroplave. 4.
Swallow. §. Dox Kite. 0. Moth. 7. Leaves,
8. Storm.

took Dback the dictnphone—which was
enclosed in that queer ebony box, of
which a fragment only remains—and
afterwards made nse of his diabolical in-
vention for the purpose of blackmailing
Bristow."”

There was B tense silence following
upon Locke's words.

It was, a3 Pyecroft had said,

progress, but thiz cheque——'

an | week's

—

explanation of one of the greatest and

| most. bafling mysteries of the case on

which they were engaged.

But at least it was plausible,

Locke had turned his attention now to
the cheque for £500,000 which Sir Mer-
ton had found, together with the
weirdly-worded letter, in the old biscuit-
tin at Devil's Bpruit.

“Just one more little riddle remains
to be revealed,” he said, with a smile.
“In odd moments I have heen busily,
engaged in trying to solve the mystery
of this apparently worthless cheque, and
also of the childishly-written letter which
yonu have already read. As to the latber.
I'm afraid I've nobt so far made much

He broke off, rising to his feet anid
crossing nearer to the window, through
which the sun was mnow shining
brilliantly.

“If wou'll just come over here,” he
said, “yon may be able to get a glimpse
of something really interesting.”

Wonderingly, the others closed round
him as the detective held the cheque up
to the light.

“Just look at it closely through this
magnifying-glass,” he said, hoIdinq the
lens fivst of all to Jack Drake, “and
tell me what you can see.”

Locke was holding thie cheque up with
its back towards them, and now Jack
lbegnn to study it closely through the
ens.

“Jingo, I see it!” he exclaimed. “The
sunlight falling on it just at this angle
shows up a—a sort of series of tiny
holes——"

Pyecroft and Vane each took a turn
and nodded.

“ That's right enough,” said Pyecroft,
“ Little punctures, made, probably, with
a pin-point—eh, Locke? But what on
earth do they signify?"

Locke smiled, and, turning, made his
way back to the table,

Then, sealing himself, he drew forth
his fountain-pen,

“The cheque-form, you will nofice,”
he said, “is very closely watermarked
with the full name of the bank, repeated
again and again from top to bottom,
with scarcely a space between the words.
It is a well-known custom with many
banks, and helps to prevent forgery.
The full name of .the bank, as you can
see for yourself, is ‘ The National Bouth
African and Rhodesian Banking Cor-
poration, Limited.'

“Now, if you pick out each of these
pin-pricks, you will see that they have
been very carefully made, and that only
certain of the letters, in a given order,
in the bank's name, have Dheen so
pricked. Let's pick them out for our-
selves I

He propped the cheque up, so that the
sunlight should shine full upon it
Then, drawing a sheet of paper towards
him, he began to write down each letter
through which the tiny perforation had
been made.

One by one the letters were set dowh
in neat block capitals, and, as the others
grouped themselves round, they gave
united exclamations of astonishment
when the task was at last completed, and
one significent, ‘vot strangely mysterious,
word had been spelt out by Locke’s
fountain-pen:

* ASBESTOS.”

(What bearing has this latest chue
upon the case? Will Ferrers Locke be
able to make anything of (67 See next
inatalment of this  baffling

amazing revelation, an almost incredible + mystery yarn.)
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FOUR MORE AGAIN NEXT WEEK!

HAT'S another good piece of
news, isn't it, chums? It refers,

of course, to our topping cut-

out, stand-up photos of famous
cricketers. Already you have been pre-
sented with eight of these wonderful
Free Gifts—and there are more to come.
Next week Magnetites will be able to
add to their collection such notabilities
in the cricket world as

TATE, DOUGLAS, QUAIFE, AND

STRUDWICK !
Are they as good as their pre-
decessors?  Rather! = The quality of

these Free Gifts has been maintained
from the start. You'll jump for joy
when you see them, and your non-
reader pals will be green with envy.
Never, in. the whole history of Free
Gifts, has there been such a colossal pre-
sentation scheme to equal that mow run-
ning in your favourite paper. I know
that Magnetites appreciate this great
venture, for my thousands of loyal
chums have shown their appreciation
and gratitude in the past for less
wondrous schemes than this. That's the

idea! You pull with me, boys, and be-
tween us we'll raise the roof! Get all
the non-readers you can to try the

finest bays’ paper on the market. They'll
thank you before they've read a couple
of hundred words of Mr. Richards'
work. That's your Jlittle hit. Do that,
and leave the rest to me—you'll not
regred 1f,

ORDER EARLY !

Some of you must be heartily sick of
seeing these words, and yet in circum-
stances like the present they are neces-
gary. There's bound to be an unparal-
leled rush to seeure these Free (Fifts;
everyone will be eager for Monday to
come round. See to i, then, that your
Free Gifts are on the safe side of the

counter. In other words, order a copy

of next week's MaoNET now. “Safety
first ¥ in rush times is a slogan worth
remembering.

A TRIBUTE FROM CINEMA LAND !

A keen Magnetite gsends me a really
“posh * letter from the West, and he
mentions that he would be glad to hear
from readers who have collected all the
stories by Frank Richards. My ecor-
respondent is Allan C. Cavey, 4,218,
South Menlo Avenue, Los Angeles,
California, T.8.A., Many thanks for
that cheery letter, chum!

THE IDEAL COMPANION ON
HOLIDAY !

I was asked the other day by an old
veader chum about the best rort of com-
panion on o holiday jaunt. My querist
hesitates whether he should ask a friend
who thinks along the same lines as he
does, or whether the choice should fall
on another chum, who is always argu-
ing the point. I think the latter. Flat

THESE 4 NEXT WEEK!
L

L

M. W. TATE (Sussex).

agieement on all oceasiuns is apt to pall,
to cramp ohe's style, as it were. A
little verbal “dust up * on some subject
or -others elears the air, prometes ideas,
and a greater respect for cach other.
Two fellows on a hike need variety of
individuality, Time doesn’t hang then,
whatever {he vagaries of the weather.

WHAT TO DO WITH THIS WEEK'S
FREE GIFTS !

First separate the two figures by cut-
ting along the white lines dividing the
green bases, then bend the cardboard
back where it says "' Fold here.” Tt will
at once be seen that o natural support
is given to each photo, enabling them
to stand up anywhere in an amazingly
lifelike atiitude.

THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL!
Just a reminder that SBeptember lst

is drawing nearer. On  ihat day,
as every Magnetite knows, the new
edition of the famous “ Holiday
Anpual * will be published. Packed

from eover to cover with stories to suit
every taste, the new “H. A.” is beiter
value than ever. Start to put some of
your pocket-money away, chums, in
readiness for September Ist. Buy a
copy of the “Annual,” and you'll be
trealing yourself to the finest six
shillingsworth of fun and fiction that
it is possible to get anywhere,

Next Week’s ng'am_me !

“BILLY BUNTER’S BOLT!™
By Frank Richards.

A topping story of Harry Whavton &
Co., of Greyfriars, with Billy Bunter
well to the fore. (A seream, from: be-
ginning to end!)

“THE VELDT TRAIL!”

Apother gripping instalment of this
baffling mystery yarn, featuring Ferrers
Locke, the world-famous seientific in-
vestigator, and his clever boy assistant,
Jack Drake.

“FORM-ROOM ™ SUPPLEMENT !

A cheery "Herald™ supplement,
dealing with life in the Greyfriars Form-
roomm under all sorts of conditions, con-
tributed by Harry Wharton & Co.

TATE, DOUGLAS, QUAIFE, AND
STRUDWICK.

Tnformative articles on_ the hrilliant
careers of these famous ericketers whese
cnt-ont portraits will be given away

| with every copy of this paper next Mon-
 day. Au revoir till next week, chums !

Your €ditor.

W. G. QUAIFE (Warwickshire),

Add Order
These Next
to Week’s
Your MAGNET
Collection ! Now, Boys!

H. STRUBDWICK (Surrey),

J. W, H. T. DOUGLAS (Essex).

TrE Macxer Lisrany.——No. 915,
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THE PRISONERS OF
BUNTER COURT!

(Cuntinncd from paige 20.)
Tavder. Timt's where  Bunter
n.llul.llr\ hide.*

“I'r going to smash him.”
“Lio it?" said Johnny' Bull,
povior to vour clbow, oid bean!”
Mr. Pilkins rushed away, breathing
blobd-curdling threats. The chums of
the Remove could only hope that
William Ceorge Bunter had found a
safe hiding-place. The lord of Bunter
Court had fellen into the sere and
yeHow leaf, so to speak: from the master
of that magmﬁccnt domain, he had now
boconic a  hunted fugitive, with an

cstatespgent raging on his track,

Arthur Augustus D'Arey rejoined the
CGireyfrinvs fellows, fully dressed, and
lnoked his old nobby and natty self,

“You fellows goin' ¥ e asked.

Wharton smiled,

“Well, we sha'n't be staying om, of

would

“ More

course,” he said. “But I think 1 want
to sce DBunter before we clear, Bug
you-—"

“In the circumstances, deah boy, I
do not think I shall be guilty of any
infwaction of politeness, in neglectin' to
take leave of Buntah,” said Arthur
Augustus. “As he scems to be booked
for a feahfully wuff time, I am goin'
to let him off a thwashin’. I have seen
Myr. Pilkins woamin’ about with a golf-
club, lookin’ like a tignh, and I think
Buntalh will get all the thwashin’ he
needs when My, Pilkins finds him, As

a mattah ot fact, I am wathah anxions
not to sce the fat boundal agaip. He
has twealed e wottenly ; but, aftal all,
1 was his goest, so I feel that I had
hettah not tell him what I think of him,
I shall wetidh fwom the house without
seein’ him again,”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Thomas has kindly telcphoned for
a taxi fwom Combermere,” said Arthur
Augustus. “If you fellows would like
a lift to the station—"

The chums of the Remove looked at
one another, but there was a general
shaking of heads. They were not re-
sponsible for Bunter's actions—indeed,
he did not seem quite responsible for
them himself. But they could not for-
get that he was, after all, a Greyfriars
fellow, and a Removite.

“We'll hang on a bit, I think,” said
Harry, and his chums assented,

The taxicab arrived, and Arthur
Augustus’ luggage was placed in it.

Innumerable servants were mado glad
by handsome tips when Arthur Augustus
shook the dust of Bunter Court from his
noble feet, Harry Wharton & Co. werit
out to say good-bye to him, and Arthur
Augustus shook hands all vound with the
Groylirviars fellows, after which the taxi
rolled away.

“And now for Boh
Cherry.

The chims of the Remove went hack
into the house, In the hall they found
Walsingham, clean and shaven, once
mote the portly and punctilions butler
of Combermere Lodge.

Bunter,” said

| and down, and

“Hus Dunter turned up yet?” asked
Hnlrv

“No, =ir,

turned up  vet,

Mupster Bunter has

" spid Walsingham, “ Hs

seems to be in hiding! I have tela-

phoned  to Combermere, and My,

Pilking young man, Parker, is coming,

and bringing u police-condtable with
»

[ Ol] "
“I trust, sir, that we shall socn ree
Master Bunter, siv, in tize hands of the

pohco said Walsingham,
SOl
Y Well, Lie's asked for it, vou feliows,”
said Bob Cherry, rather dismally, how.
ever.

Parker arrived with a man in blue
along with hio. There was rencweid
search for William UGiéorge Bunter n
ronnd about, throngh
Combermere Lodge—no longer * Buntec
Court,”

But the QOuwl of the Remove was not

"to be found,

Bunter Court v.a3 dezerted by ite loed
and master: within those  magaificent
walls, the fat fuce and gleaming speo-
tacles of Billy Bunter were nover to he
=cen again!  Billy Bunter Wad gone -
while the going was good!

THE END.
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