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RETRIBUTION! You've heard a deal of Bunter Court—the
magnificent property owned by Lord Combermere, Now gou

T

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Up Against It !

ILLY BUNTER groaned.
It was o deep, deep groan, and
seemed to proceed from the very

depths of William  George
punter.
It was not hig first groan. For an

hour or miore Billy Bunter had beer
groaning at intervals,  The intervals
‘were mostly filled up with grunting.
And when Bunter was neither groaning
nor grunting he gasped.

Bunter was in a bad way.

In the Frst place—first and most im-
portant—he was hungry. When Bunter
was hungry matters were serious, Bun-
ter's was not an ordinary hunger: it
was like the hunger ol five or six fellows
rolled into one. An hour after a meal
he was hungry. Two hours after he wus
famished.  Three hours after he was
ravenous. Four hours and he'was in a
state of desperation, And now it was
ten or twelve hours since he had fed;
s0 the anguish of William George
Bunter may be better imagined. than
described.

In the second place—not so important,
but still very important—he was tired.
His fat little legs felt as if they would
fall off at every step. mile was
cnough for Bunter at the best of times,
Now he had walked miles and 1niles.

In the third place, it had started to
rain. As if matters were not already
bad enough, the rain came on as a sort
of finishing touch.

Tt was no wonder that the Owl of the
Greyfriars Remove groaned.

He groaned loud and he groaned long.

He did not even know where he was.

as he tramped wearily and drearily on
the muddy road. All day long the road
had been dusty and hnt, Now if was
wet. and muddy with the rain that
came along with nightfall, He was
tramping westward—at least, he hoped
that he was, but he had lost his sense of
direction. He hoped that he was in
Hampshire; if not, Hampshire was
somewhere ahead of him in the rain and
darkness. His immediate surroundings
were wet fields and weeping hedges and

dripping trees, Bunter also was wet
and dripping, and felt like weeping.

It was said of old that the way of
the transgressor is hard, Billy Bunter
was finding it exceedingly so.

There was one comfort in his unenvi-
able situation—he was far from Comber-
mere, in Kent, where quite o large

‘number of people, including a police-

man, were anxious to lay hands on him.

But Billy Bunter was feeling so dismal
and forlorn that even that comfort failed
to solace him.

Really, the tap of a constable’s hand
on his fat shoulder would not have been
so very unwelcome if the constable
would have conducted him to a dry,
warm cell with & large supper and a
comfortable bed.

8till, it was doubtful whether a con-
stable would have conducted him to such
comfortable quarters as that; so no
doubt Bunter was better off at a safe
distance from the Combermere police-
man,

“0Oh dear!" groaned Bunter.

Tt might have been his thousandth
or his two-thousandth, Nobody could
have kept count of them.

“Oh dear! Beasts!”

No doubt Bunter was thinking of
Harry Wharton & Co., who had been
his guests for the vacation at Bunter
Court. Probably they were under a
comfortable roof that rainy evening.
And where was Bunter?

Tramping the muddy roads under «
weeping sky, he hardly kuew where.
Stony so far as cash went—a condition
not mew to Bunter, but oxtremely un-
comfortable in present circumstances.
There was no sign of any inn; but even
had Dunter arrived at an inm, it wonld
scarcely have helpod him—inns in these
matter-of-fact days ave not run on Good
Samaritan lines. An extensive supper
and a bed for the night were what
Bunter wanted, and he had mot the
wherewithal to pay for either. And
nothing was to be had for nothing.

“QOh erumbs !

Bunter tramped on and groaned again
and yet again,

“family seat "’ of the Bunters —which = M veality u
're going to hear of another——
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A Topping Yarn of Harry
Wharton & Co., the Chums
of Greyfriars, introducing
Billy Bunter in a new “roll.”

By FRANK RICHARDS.

His destination _was Mauleverer
Towers, the hotne of Lord Mauleverer of
the Greyfriars Remove, But that estab-
lishment was many, many a long mile
ahead of him even if he had arrived in
Hampshire at all, of which he was not
sure. By the time he reached Mauly's
house—if he ever reached it—it was pro-
bable that Bunter would be crawling on
his fat hands and knees. Really, the
way of the transgressor was very hard!

The last few r.%ays had. been awful for
Bunter.

Since his flight from Combermere and
the hornets’ nest he had stirred up there
he had gone through experiences that
might have caused 2 stone statue to
sympathise.

Now he was down on his * uppers.”

Cash had long since petered out, and
Bunter's watch had followed it. That
watch, which he had often told the
Greyfriars follows had cost his father
twenty-five guineas, had brought in nnlf’
seven-and-sixpence in hard cash. Such
was the enormous difference between
buying and selling, unless Bunter had
exaggerated the original cost of the
artiddle—which, of course, was barely
possible.

That seven-and-six, expended wholly
in “grub,” had given Bunter mew life
for a tima,

But now he was again on the point of
expiring.

One weary foot could hardly Le
dragged after another. Bunter was con-
scious of a vast empty space inside him,
The glorious dinners, the hefty lunches,
the solid breakfasts at Bunter Court tor-
tured his memory. Only e few days
before he had fed on the fat of the
land—the best had not been too good for
Bunter, the largest supply had not been
too much; the bills he had run up at
(lombermere were enormous. INot that
the -size of the bills made any_difference
to Bunter, as—big or little—he had no
ides of paying any of them.

“QOh scissors! Oh dear! Ow!”

Billy Bunter halted at last.

He took his big spectacles off his fat
little nose and wiped the rain from
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4 **RIVAL OARSMEN !"—NEXT WEEK'S PEACH OF A YARN!

them, and set them on his mose again
and blinked round him. Any lighted
window would have been a bemcon of
hope to him; he would have been almost
grateful for shelter, even without
supper. But there was no sign of a
building, no glimmer of a lamp from &
window. .

Bunter groaned deeply and dismally,
a groan wrung from the depths of his
fat heart. No shelter, no grub, and the
rain coming down !

O“. l”

“QOh dear! Oh!

Groan | .

Bunter gave a last ‘weary blink round.
And then suddenly he spotted a faint
twinkling light.

He stared at it.

1t was not a lighted window. It
{:mked like a lantern that Rickered in a

arn.

But it was welcome. The shelter of a
barn would at least keep off the rain;
and surely the most bard-hearted
farmer's man would not refuse him that
much! Sleep in the hay would be a
boon and a blessing; sleep, after all, was
the next best thing to grub in the
universe,

Billy Bunter turned from the road,
groped his way through a wet gateway,
and tramped up s muddy Idotpath to-
wards the twinkling light.

He listened with painful intentness
for the sound of a dog. Since he had
been on {ramp the Owl of the Remove
had had some painful experiences with
dogs and had learned to hate the whole
canine race,

But there was, to his great relief, no
sound of & dog. A much more welconme
gound—that of human voices—greeted
hia fat ears as he drew nearer to the
wooden building from which the lantern
twinkled.

Bunter, wet and weary, plugged on
through the mud, and arrived at the
open doorway of the wooden shed and
blinked in. He did not care if it was
a camp of tramping vagrants that he had
happened upon—anything for a shelter
from the rain snd a chance of supper!
It was a case of any port in a storm.

But it was not so bad as that, Bunter
blinked into the shed, and a grin of
relief and satisfaction irradiated his fat

face at what he saw there by the light

of a bicycle lantern,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Buits In !

'] OOK here, S8kinner—"
I “Look here, Bolsover—"
“¥on thumping ass!”
“Same %o youl”

“QOh, cheese it, you two! We ghall
never get any supper at this rate!*

“Shut up, Snoop "

‘“‘Well, what about supper?”

“That idiot Skinner bhas lost the tin-
opener. How can I open & tin of beef
without a tin-opener, I'd like to know?”

“¥You lost it, Bolsover!”

“1 tell you—=-"

“0Oh, rats!"

Billy Bunter grinned, The three
fellows camped in the shed did not
observe him in the doorway; they were
too busy slanging one another, 'The
three did not seem to be very good-
tempered ; but it was a relief to Bunter
to find himself in the presence of Grey-
friars fellows,

Bolsover major, Skinner, and Snoop
of the Greyfriara Remove were not
perhaps the fellows he would have
chosen to meet. Probably they would
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not be distinguished by hospitality.
Bunter would have preferred to happen
on some fellows like Harry Wharton &
Co., though he characterised them as
“beasts.” Btill, Bolsover & Co. were
Greyfriars chaps, and they could scarcely
turn him down entirely. At least they
would have to let him share the shelter
of the barn.

Three bicycles were stacked in the
shed. All of them had carriers, with
bags on the carriers. The bags were
open, and materials for camping had
been turned out. A paraffin stove was
burning, with o tin kettle set om it,
steaming. Snoop was handling a t.eafot.
Bolsover major had & tin of corned beef
in his hands and & savage scowl on his
rugged face. There was supper in the
tin, but the l.in;;:g:ener was wanting.
Evidently somebody had been rather
careless.

“Can’t you force it open somehow "
said Snoop. “Dash it all, I'm fright-
fully hymgry 1"

“If we’d kept on we should have got
supper at an inn by this time!” said
Bkinner.

“If we'd kept on we should have been
drenched to the skin!" roared Bolsover
major.

“After all, we planned to camp out
on this bike tour,”? said Snoop.

“We didn’t plan for Bolsover to lose
the tin-opener "

“You lost it, Bkinner!” hawled
Bolsover major.

“Oh, ratsi”

“I say, you fellows!' said Bunter
cheerily.

The three Greyfriars juniors in the

shed spun round, greatly startled. They
stared blankly at Bunter's wet face as
he came into the radius of the illumina-
tion shed by the bicyecle lamp.

“My hat! Is that Bunter?” said
Snoop.

“That fat idiot !” said Bolsover major.
“How on carth did you blow in here,
Bunter?”

*‘ Blow out again!” suggested Skinner.

“Oh, veally, Skinper—"

“Anything gone wrong at Bunter
Court?”’ said Skinner jeeringly. ' When
wa broke np at Greyfriars yon were
going home to Bunter Court—I don'd
think!  Wharton and his gang were
taken in, I remember. ¥You look as if
you were the giddy lord and master of
Bunter Court! Ha, ha, ha!”

Undoubtedly Bunter looked far from
prosperous.

His clothes weras worn and muddy,
he was wet and iveary, he looked as if
he had been on tramp for days and days
—as was indeed the case.

Even Bolsover major's angry face
melted into a grin as he stared at the
Owl of the Remove.

# y only hat! What a giddy scare-
crow '’ he remarked,

“Bailiffs in at Bunter Court?’ snig-
gered Snoop.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 say, you fellows, I've had some
h]alrd luck!” said Billy Bunter pathetic-
ally.

“You lack it1"” agreed Skinner. “ But
don’t tell us about it; we've got nothing
to lend 1"

“The—the fact iz=—"

““Never mind the facts! Blow away |”
said Skinner. “That is unless you
hap;ren io have a tin-opener about
you [?

“Of course I haven't!" snapped
Bunter.

“Then blow away!"”

“Do you think I'm going out in the }

raini” snorted Bunter,

“Y¥You look as if a littlo mora wouldn’t
do you any barm,” inned S8kinner.
“Jew‘e:r see such a drowned rat, you

aps

“Never!" chuckled Snoop.

“Blessed scarecrow |” said Bolsover
major,

Bunter blinked at the three with deep
feelings. Really this was the sort of
hospitality he might have expected from
Bkinner & Co.; but it was not grateful
or comforting.

“1 say, you fellows——" .

“0h, shut up!” said Bolsover major.
“Look here, how are we going to get
this dashed tin openi*

“Ask me another!” said Skinner.

“1 say, you fellows, I'm hLungry!”
said Bunter.

“8o are we! Dry up!”

“I haven't eaten anything all day
and—"

“'Better go and look for something,

en,” suggested Skinner. “There's
nothing for you here.”
“Oh, really, Skinner—"
“I'l try my pocket-knife,” said
Bolsover major,  “There’s nothing for
supper but this dashed corned beef and
a8 few dvy biscuits. The butter's got
squashed, and thé bread’s wet and soak-
ing, 'Tain't all lavender bike-touring
in this dashed weather I”

“If we'd gone on——"*

*“Oh, sbut up, Skinner!"

“Yes, shut up!” said 8noop. * You're
always carping, Bkinner! ive us a
rest, for goodness' sake!”

The three were certainly not good
tempered. The manner in which they
addressed one another could not be
called polite,

Billy Bunter blinked rather hopelessly
at them. They took no further note of
lLis fat existence at all. They were con-
cernad about their own supper, not in
the least about Bunter’'s—which the Owl
of the Remove regarded as exceedingly
selfish on their part. He was thinking
about his own supper, and not about
theirs; but this did not strike him as
selfish—Bunter's supper, of course, being
the lndmst important supper in the wide
waorld.

Anyhow, there was shelter. Bunter
squeezed the rain out of his muddy
clothes as well as he could and hoped
for the best. Certainly, if the tin of
beef was opened Bunter meant to annex
& “whack ¥ in it somehow.

Bolsover major put the tin on the
ground and hacked at-it with the big
blade of his paecket-knife.

Crack !

“Done it?" asked Snoop,

“ Fathead "

“T heard something go——"

“The blade of my knife!” snorted
Bolsover majer.

“0Oh! Clumsy!™

Bolsover major gave Snoop a deadly
look. PBut he restrained himself and de-
voted his attention to the tin. He
opened the second blade of his knife
and attacked the obstinate receptacle of
corned beef.

A sudden fiendish yell rang through
the shed,

“Yaroooh 1”

“Broken the other blade?”
Snoop resignedly.

“0 It's shut on my FBnger!”

asked

O !
yelled Bolsover. major. .
The burly Removite hurled the lmife
at the tin, and there was a clang, Then
he sucked his finger frantically.
Skinner and Snoop exc¢hanged a grin.
They seemed to find something rather
entertaining in their comradé’s mishap.
The three had joined company for o
hut there

cycle tour that vacation,
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seerned to be litile love lost among
theni, But if they had waited to join
up with fellows \\-Lu really liked them,
no doubt the whole vacation would have
passed before they could have fixed up
the tour.

“1 say, wyou
asked Bunter.

“40w! Wow! Grooogh!” came from
Bolsover major, as he sucked at his cut
finger. “Lry if you like, you fut idint !
T hope yowll eut your silly fingers off!
Groogh! You fat dummy—— %\\'!”

Bunter picked up the tin of corned
Leef, Tt was dinted, but there was no
opening in it so far. The pangs of
hunger smote DBunter bitterly as he
handled the tin.,  There was supper;
only the casing of the corned beef inter-
vened, Supper, so near and yet so far!
Bunter felt like a fat Peri at the gate
of Paradise—with the gate shut.

fellows, shall I try?”

He jabbed at the tin with Bolsover

major's knife. Jabbing at it did not
scom to make much impression on the
tin.

“QOh dear!” groaned Bunter. “You
fellows must be silly chumps to lose your
tin-opener. This knife's no good. It
won't go in,” said Bunter. * Rather a
rotten knife; T think. I say, how are we
going to get this tin open?”

“You needn't worry,” said Skinner
sarcastically, “Nothing in it for you,
Bunter !”

“Oh, really, Skinner——"

“If the fat idiot can get the tin open
the podgy dummy ean have a whack in
it,” said Bolsover major. *‘We shouldn’t
have all this trouble if you hadn’t lost
the tin-opener, Bkinner,”

“You lost it!” said Skinner. * I put
it in vour pack. You dropped it along
the road somewhere—like a silly ass, az
you are !’

“1 didn't!” roared Bolsover major.
“¥ou dropped it, instend of putting it
into my pack.”

“T didn't, you ass!”

“You did, you dummy!"

Snap !

“0Oh dear! The knife’s broken again!”
wailed Bunter. The second blade of
Bolsover major's pocket-knife lad fol-
lowed the first.

“You silly Owlt" roared Bolsover
major. “Have you busted my knife?”

“¥on see-——— Yarooooch !”

Bump!

Bolsover major was ulready in a bad
temper.  Bunter's success with This
pocket-knife seemed to put the lid on,
2o to speak. He smote Bunter, and the
Owl of the Remove sat down with a
bump and a gasp.

The next moment there was a wild
vell, and Bunter jumped up as if the
floor had becn rcrl-{mt.

“0w! I've sat on something——
Ow—wow "

It was the missing tin-opener.

Bunter — quite  inadvertently — had
found it.

—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Not Popular !

OLSOVER MAJOR grinned as he
]ﬁmked up the tin-opener. It had

een lost to sight in the straw

that littered the floor of the shed;

had not Bunter sat on it probably it
never would have been discovered.
Obvicusly it hod dropped there when
Lplsover major was unpacking his bag.
Bunter's arrival had been fortunate,
after all, for the campers. Bunter did
not for the moment feel that it was for-
tunate, It was his impact upon the tin-
opener that he chiefly felt, and it

| “ You silly owl I ** roared Bolsover major,
gave Bunter a push and the Owl of the Remove sat down with a bump and a gasp.

The next moment there was a wild yeil,
been red-hot. **Ow !’’ he gasped.

“ You've busted my knife ! " He

and Bunter jumped up as if the floor had
“I've sat on something—ow—wow——""

It was the missing tin-opener ! (See Chapter 2.)

seemed to have hurt him, He howled
and wriggled.

“@ood man!” said Bolsover major,
“Bunter's found it——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

0w, ow, ow !

Bolsover major proceeded to open the
obstinate tin. It yielded to the per-
suasion of the tin-opener, and the corned
beef svas turned out into a tin dish. The
three juniors gathered round to supper,
and Billy Bunter left off wriggling and
joined them.

“What does that fat image want?”
asked Bkinner, as the Owl of the Re-
move sat down in the straw. ‘“We're
not feading tramps, I suppoze?”

“0h, really, Skinner——"'

“#iyell, Bunter's the founder of the
feast, in a way!” grinned Bolsover
major, “Let him join in,”

Baolsover major had many faults, but
stinginess was not one of them. He
helped Bunter liberally, In his own
overbearing and bullying way he was
ready to be haspitable to a Greyfriars
fellow who was so lamentably down on
his Iuck.

Snoop made the tea, and dry biscuits
were handed round with the corned beef.
It was a poor enough supper, in com-
parison with what Billy DBunter had
grown accustomed to at Combermere.
But Bunter was hungry enough to enjoy
it more than the magnificent meals
served by Walsingham, the butler, at
Bunter Court, He fairly gobbled up
corned beef and biscuits, and glared
round hungrily for more. But when he

stretched out a fat paw to help himself
Bolsover major gave it a sharp rap, and
Bunter jerked it back with a yell.

“You've had your whack, fatty !” said
Bolsover major. *Chuck it!”

* Oh, really, Bolsover—"

“Shut up!”

“] say, you fellows, isn’t there any-
thing more?” asked Bunter dismally.

“There’s the bread and butter,” said
Skinner, “The butter’s squashed at the
bottomn of my bag, and the Dbread's
soaked. But you're welcome to them.”

* Beast !”

“Enough's as good as a feast,” said
Bolsever major. “You've had more
than enough, so shut up, Bunter! Look
here, what are you doeing wandering
round the country like this—like a
tramp on his uppers?”’

““Something gone wrong at Bunter
Clourt, what?” grinned Skinner,

“Hem! Yes,” said Bunter. *“You—
you see, I—I had to leave Bunter Court
rather suddenly—"

“In too great a hurry to order out
the Rolls-Royee?” asked Skinner.

“Yes, exactly !

“T1a, ha, ha!”

“And what's become of Wharton and
Bob Cherry and Nugent and Bull and
Inky?” asked Bolsover major. “They
went home with you for the vae.”

“T've turned those fellows down,” said
Bunter loftily. *They didn't treat me
well.” .

“Fed up with your borrowing their
money ?” asked Skinner.

Tue Macyer Lisrary.—No. 917,



$ MIND YOU GET THE NEW ** HOLIDAY ANNUAL™!

“Oh, really, 8kinner—"" .

“But what’'s the truth about it?"
asked Bolsover major, ‘‘Is there. really
such o place as Bunter Court, after all?
Wharton must have thought so, as he
left Greyfriars with you for the hols.”

“What's the good of asking Bunter
for the truth?”’ said Skinner. “They've
always been strangers. I koow he
stuffed Wharton with some yarn, and I
know there wasn't anything in it. Look
it him now! Looks as if he belonged to
; magnificent establishment, doesn't

e?!,

““Ha, ha, hal”

“The—the fact is, T—I've had some
had luck since I left Bunter Court,”
said the fat junior, *Some rotters in 2
train got me playing cards, and I lost
all my money——"

“'Tons of it, of course?” said Snoop.

“Oh, only fifty or sixty pounds or-

so!” saidd Bunter. ‘Not much to me;
but it hapﬁened to leave me stony.”

“Ha, ha, ha! Fifty or =zixty
farthings, you mean!” chortled Sidney
Janiez Snoop.

“Oh, really, Snoop—""

“0Oh, Bunter may have had some
money ¥ said Skinner. “He's had
Wharton and his friends staying with
him, and I fancy he’s: made them pay
for their keep.” |

“That's so,” agreed Snoop.

“And what! are you up to now,
Bunter?” asked Bolsover major.

“I'm going to Mauleverer Towers,”
explained Bunter.” “I'm paying a visit
to old Mauly.” ]

“Does Mauly know le's invited you?”
chuckled Skinner.

“Well, I'm so pally with Mauly that
a regular invitation isn't nceded, you
know,” said Bunter. *Mauly will be
delighted to see me.”

“T don't think!"”

“ Mean to say you've got the cheek to
butt in at Mauleverer Towers without
being asked, Bunter?' exclaimed Bol-
gover major.

**Mauly's such a pal—" .

“Well, he's a soft ass—possibly he
won’t kick you out,” said Rnalsover. "I
know I would *

“0Of course, T'm always welcome
there,” said Bunter. “ And I'll tell yon
what, you fellows. T'll take you with
me if you like. You stand by me now,
like pals, you know, while I'm tempor-
arily down un my luck, and I'll get yon
a chance to put in a few days at Maul-
everer Towers. See? You fellows don't
often get your feet inside .a decent
hounse, do you?”

" Eh?)’ )

“It will be a change for Fou, minglin
for a time with my aristoctatic friends,”
said Bunter. *“Of course, you will have
to behave yourselve: None of your

roaring and bawling, Bolsover, at Maul- !

everer Towers "

“Wha-a-at?”

.“ And nene of your sneering and snap-
ping, Skinner; it's bad form, you know.
We put Ep with it in the Remove- pas-
sage at Greyfriars, but you will have
to draw & line at & decent house like
Mauly’s. And you, Snoop— '

“What about me?” asked Sidney
James Snoop sulphurously.

“Well, you will have to wash a bit
more than usual, and clean your finger-
nails, and so on,” said Bunter. “T'l
take you; but you'll all have to try to
keep up appearances n bit, See?’

Three ferocious glares were fixed on
Billy Bunter a8 he rattled on cheerfully.

“That's how it is,* said Bunter
brightly. “T1 take you slong with me
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tured to crawl

if you'll make an effort to keep up ap
pearances, so that T sha'n't be ashamed
of you, you know, Of coursé, I can’t
exactly say you're friends of mune
among the nobs we shall meet at Maunl-
everer Towers; that’s asking rather too
much. But—— Whoooooop!”

Bunter went over suddenly backwards
nnder the heavy hand of Bolsover
majar,

He rolled in the straw and roared.

“Yarooooh I”

Bolsover glared at him.

“Have another?” he demanded.

" Yow-owooooup!” roared Bunter.
“You beast, Bolsover! Leave off kick-
ing me, Skinner, you rotter! I jolly well
won't take you with me now! Ow!
Snoap, %:m cad, leave off thumping a
chap! ow-ow-ow-ow |*

““Bhove him this way I’ said Bolsover
major, jumping up. “I'll kick him out
of the ghed!"

** Yaroooooop [

Billy Bunter scrambled up and lodged
doorward. Bolsover major had a big
boot ready, and Bunter did not like the
look of it.

*Come back and be kicked!" shouted
Bolsover.

‘“Beast !"

The tin that had contained the corned
beef whizzed from the hand of Harold
Skinner, and there was a demoniac yell
from Bunter as it caught him on the
back of the head.

Then Bunter was
again.

1t was very wet rain, but really it was
more agreeable than Bolsover & Co. just
then. A roar of laughter followed
Bunter as he went.

“QOh dear!” gasped the fat junior.

He lurked round the doorway of the
shed, with the-rain falling on him, and
blinked in. Snoop waved the tin-
opener, and Bunter backed off again.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Get out1”

“T say, let a chap in!”
Bunter. “I—I—I'm wet!”

“(Good erfough for you!” said Bolsover
major. “Keep wet! Come in again,
you cheeky -fat frog, and I'll give you
my boot I

“Oh. dear 1’

Evidently Bunter had offended Bol-
sover & Co. He did not quite see how
or why. But there was no doubt about
the fact itself. ; - "

“J—1 say, Bolsover; old chap—

“Shut up *

“8kinner, old fellow—"

“(Go and eal coke!”

“Dear old Snoop—

“Ha, ha, 'ha! Tl give you dear old
Snoap if T get-pear you with this tin-
opener!” chuckled Sidney James,

“0Oh deart”

Swank had been Bunter’s undoing in
the affair of Bunter Court. It had
served bim an ill turn again! Bolsover
& Co. were 0 extremely hostile. that he
did not venture into the ehed until the
three had turned in for the night in.
their rugs and the straw. Then, as
Bolsover major . blew out the bike lamp
and darkness reigned, Billy Bunter ven-
in.

Any fellow but Bunter would have
settled down as quietly as_possible in
the eircumstances. Not so Bunter,

“Got_a spare rug for a chap?' he
inquired.

‘“Shut vp "

“1 say, I can't sleep without a rug
or something,” said Bunter peevishly.
“Dén’t be selfish, I—I say, are you
getting up?’  There wea a sound ef
Bolsover major turning out,

“Yes!” said Bolsover in a deep voice.

out in the rain

intplored

“Are you gelting up to get me a
rug?” i

“I'm getting up to chuck you out o
the shedgt” 5 v

“QOh!"” gasped Bunter,

“ Another word and out you go!” said
Bolsover major. “Just one more word,
you fat villain, and you go out on your
neck with my boot behind you!”

Bunter did not utter the other word.
He realised at last that silence was
golden. He snorted and setiled down in
the straw, Fortunately, there was plenty
of straw, and Bunter soon tucked him-
self up warm and comfovtably, and his
deep snore was soom going strong,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

On the Track !
“ HITHER?” said Bob Cherry.
W And Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, in his  peculiar

English, remarked thought-
fuliy:

“The whitherfulness ia terrific.”

Harry Wharton & Co. were rather at
a loss.

Certainly they looked very cheery
about it. For days and days they had
been hunting Bunter withoat success.
But they were enjuying themselves.
Knocking about the country in holiday-
time was quite enjoyable, and the
Famous Five of Grnygriars liked it.

Still, they wanted ‘to find Bunter.

They had set out from Combermere,
in Kent, to find him, and now they were
breakfasting in an inn garden on the
borders of Bnssex and Hampshire,

One clue or another had led them thus
far; but some of the clues were dubious,
and they were not at all certain that
they were on the track of the fleeing
Owl of tha Remove,

Now they were really at a loss.
Whither to wend their steps after they
had finished breakfast they did not
know. Meanwhile, however, they were
enjoying breakfast, It had rained over-
night; but the chums of the Remove
had found comfortable vhelter under the
hospitable roof of the Wheat Sheaf, and
the morniig was bright and sunny.
Under the old trees in the inn garden
they disposed of new-laid eggs and
rashers of bacon and tomatoes at & great
rate.

Meanwhile, they considered what was
to be done when they took up the trail
again. The trail of Billy Bunter was
lost; in which direction to seek the Owl
of the Remoave was a mystery, That he
wag heading westward they knew; he
secemed to have mapped out a route
across the southern counties. But theg
were unaware of his destination, an
they had quite lost the track.

“We've got to find the fat dutter!”
went on Bob Chérry, s he cragked his
fourth egg. ‘‘He's got to answer for hia
potty tricks st Combermere. The
thing's got to be settled somehow. IE
we don't find him, Pilkins, the estate
agent, will sooner or later—and that
means a bobby tapping him on the
shoulder.”

“We've got to find him for his .wn
sake,” ed Wharton. ‘‘But goodness
knows where he’s gone.”

‘*He hasn't gone home,; at all events,”
said Johnny Bull.

“No, thet's a cert! T fancy he doesn't
dare to tell his father that he had the
neck to trick a house agent inte letting
him a furnished house for the summer,
and that the liabilities run into hun-
dreds of pounds. I can imagine his
father's face!” gaid the captain of. the
Remove, with a laugh,
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“But he will have to tell him sooner
or later,” said Frank Nugent.

“The later the better, I fancy Bunter
thinks.”

“The thing will have to bs_&'Ettled
before the end of the vac,” said Bob
Cherry. *“ Bunter can’t go back to Grey-
friara for the new term with a bobby
on his trail!”

“Ha, ha! No!"

“The jolly old Head would have a fit,
T think, if a peeler dropped in at Grey-
friara inquiring after a Remove chap!”
chuckled Bob.

“The fat duffer!” said Harry Whar-
ton. “He seems to have done all this
without giving a single thought to the
consequernces, According to Walsing-
ham, the butler, there's some hundreds
of pounds owing to the tradesmen in
Combermere for goods supplied to
Bunter's orders. The rent of the house
was forty guineas a week, and it's piled
up for weeks and weeks. And all the
servants—dozens—Bunter's  responsible
for their wages. And not a penny paid
to anybody.”

“He jolly well onght to be taken by
a peeler I” growled Johnny Bull. *‘It's
bilking, just as Mr. Pilkins says.”

“Only Bunter's. such a fathead, he
really didn't know what he was up to,”
said Harry. “We've got to arrange the
affair somchow; after all, we had »
pretty og‘l’md holiday at the place,
Everybody will have to shell out; but,
of course, Bunter's father will be hardest
hit. The fat igdiot ought to have gone
home at once when the crash came

“No wonder he funked if, though,”
said Nugent, laughing. *“But he's got
to face the music; if he doesn’t turn up
and face it he may really be arrested
and charged with fraud. The fat duffer
doesn’t seem to understand that the bills
have got to be paid.”

“Does he understand
grunted Johnny Bull.

“For his own sake he's
found before something worse happens,”
said Wharton. ““But where the dickens
are we to look for him? He seems to
have come in this direction, from what
we've found; but I haven't the fainiest
idea where to look farther for him.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Whe's this jolly
old merchant?” said Bob.

A man with a pack on his shoulder
looked over the gate and touched his
hat to the Greyfriars juniors and came
up the path, He was evidently a
country pedlar, and hoped that he had
found customers in the cheery party of
schoolboys breakfasting under thetrees,

‘“*Morning, gents!” said the pedlar.

“(tood-morning ! said  Wharton
politely.

“Buying anything this morning, sir?
Pockef-knives, pocket-mirrors, pens and
pencils, watches and clocks——"  The
pedlar’s pack came down and was opened
on the table in a twinkling.

Harry Wharton smiled.

“Thanks, I don’t think we want any-
thing,” he said. “We've all got watches
and pocket-knives, and we don't want
anv clocks just at present.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!"

Bob Cherry uttered that exclamation
suddenly.

anything "

ot to he

He picked up a watch from among the,

assortment of goods in the pedlar's pack.

It was a large watch, not unlike a
turnip in shape, and it gleamed like gold
in the sunshine. It was only like gold,
however—appearances were deceptive.
There was little gold about the waich
except its glimmer,

“My hat! TI've seen that before!”
exclaimed Nugent,

Bab Cherry chuckled.

and-six, sir; and being as

“Seen it before! T should say so!
Every chap in the Remove has seen it,
I think, ond heard that it cost twenty-
five guineas. It's Bunter's watch!”

“You like that watch, sir?” asked the
pedlar. “I'm selling that watch for two
pounds, sir.”

“The chap who bought it would be
rather sold, too, if he gave two pounds
for it,” said Bob genially.

The pedlar grinned.

“From o gent like you, sir, I'd take
thirty shillings,” he said. .

“Not from a gent like me,” said Bob,
shaking his head. *¥You'd have to find
a gent very unlike me to give you thirty
shillings for that watch. A gent without
much brains, you know.”

“Mnke it a pound, sir, and (hat watch
is vours,” said the pedlar. *I've only
had it on my ‘ands since yesterday
morning, sir.”

“Then Bunter can't be far off,” said
Nugent,

“Took here,” said Bob, “we know the
chap this watch belonged to, and we
happen to be looking for him now. How
did you get hold of it?”

“Bonght it, sir, for hard cash, from a
young gent,” said the pedlar. *1le was
hard up, he was, He asked me seven-
pounds-ten for it, and T gave him seven-
you're a
friend of the young gent, sir, you can
have it for fifteen bob.”

“I don't know that I want Bunter's
watch,” said Bob. “But we want
Bunter. Where did yon see him?”

“About ten miles from here it was,
sir,” said the pedlar. “He was coming
this way, he was; asked me tho shortest
road to Hampshire, he did, and I told
him. Hoofing it to Hampshire he was,
siv. From the rate he was going, he
ain’t there yet, sir; got a lot of weight
to carry, that youngster has, sir.”

“Fat chap, about as broad as he is
long?" asked Bob. ‘Blinks at you like
an owl, with big specs—what?"

“That's him, sir.”

“PBunter, all serene,” said Johnny
Bull. “'This jolly old turnip of his has
put us on the track.”

“He can't be very far away, accord-
ing to this,” said Harry. “Let’s whack
it out for the wateh and hand it over
to the fat duffer when we find him. He
must be in hard luck to sell his watch.”

“Let's!" agreed Nugent.

Three shillings each were subseribed
by the Famous Five, and the wateh
changed hands; and the pedlar went on
his way, satisfied. Probably he had
hardly expected to net fifteen shillings
for Bunter's timekeeper, although, ac-
cording to Bunter, it had cost Mr.
Bunter twenty-five guineas.

“This is luck, and no mistake!” ra-
marked Bob Cherry, as he slipped the

“ Look here,” said Bob Cherry, * we know the chap this watsh belonged to, and

we ha;

to be looking for him now. How did you get hold of it ?
it, sir, for hard cash,”’ said the pedlar. ** The gent was hard up, he was, He asked
me seven-pounds-ten for it, and I gave him seven-and-six, but being as you’re a
friend of the young gent, sir, you ean have if for fifteen bob ! **

*‘ Bought

(See Chapler 4.)
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rolled-gold watch into his pocket. *We
shall find the fab duffer, after all!”

“The luckfulness is terrific.”

“Let's get off!” said the captain of
the Remove. “Bunter may be only
half a mile away at this very minute;
and we'll root about the country till we
find him.”

[ Good 1]] .

And the chums of the Remove paid
their bill and packed their bags and
walked cheerily away from the Wheat
Sheaf, with great hopes now of succeed-
ing in their self-imposed task of hunting
Bunter,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Run to Earth!

& SAY, you fellows—"

I “Shut up, Bunter "

“Oh, really, Bolsover—"
“8hut upl”

Billy Bunter grunted discontentedly.

‘The company of o fellow like William
ficorge Bunter—so distinguished and so
fascinating, and lately lord and master
of so magnificent an establishment as
Bunter Court—was an henour to fellows
like Bolsover and Snoop and Skinner.

But they seemed quite insensible to
the honour. .

Bunter, somehow, was not popular in
his new company. Instead of giving all
their attention to the highly important
matter of providing Willlam George
Bunter with a su%ﬂtantin! breakfast,
Bolsover & Co. treated him with a ruth-
less disregard, as if he did not matter
and his breakfast did not matter.

It was a bright and sunny worning
after the rain, The three cyelists were
in better tempers now—they were, in
fact, quite amicable to one another.
There was nothing in the haversacks for
hreakfast, and Bolsover, Skinner, and
Snoop were discussing in which direc-
tion to ride in order to fnd tho nearest
mn., A much more important matier
{han their breakfasts was Billy Bunter's
hroakfast, and to that pressing matter
thiey seemed to be giving no considera-
tion whatever. i
" “‘Better strike for the nearest inn,”
said Bolsover major. “I want a hit of
2 wash and a brush-up after a2 night in
this dashed shed.” ”

““Same here,” agreed Skinner. “And
1 want a good brekker.”

“*Bo do I{" hooted Bunter.

“Bhut up, Bunter !”

“I say, you fellows, I suppose you're
not going to turn a chap down!” ex-
+laimed Bunter indignantly. “I keep on
1elling you T'm stony—="

*Ia— that something new?”
Skinner.

“Ha, la, ha!”

“You can give me a lift behind on
yaur bike, Bolsover——"

“Yes, I can see myself carrying a ton
weight on my hike!” grinned Bolsover

asked

major. I don't think!™

“Will you give me o lift, Skinner, ofd
chap!™

“Only with my boot!” answered

Skinner genially.  *“You can have that
as soon as you like, In fact, you'll get
it anyway if yon don't shut up.”

“PBeast ¥

“The sconer we're off the
said SBnoop. “Thank goodness it’s not
raining! Let's get a move on.”

*1 eay, you fellows——"

“T'Il lend you half-a-crown, Bunter,”
said Bolsover major generously. “You
can Jet me have it back next term at
Greyfriars. If you don’t, I'll jelly well
punch you! See?”

“Oh, really, old chap——"
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| from the straw.

troad to come up with us.

“Catch |” said Bolsover major, spin-
ning the half-crown to Bunter; and
there was & howl as Bunter caught it
with his fat nose.

.“O'W L

‘'Ha, ha, ha!” X

Bunter graebbed up the halt-crown
All was grist that came
te his mill. DBut he was deeply indig-
nant, These fellows actually did not
seem to care whether hé had any bresk-
fast or not, or whether he had to walk
miles for it. e blinked at them with
deep indignation as they collected up
their bicycles. There was an exclama-
tion from Snoop.

“My tyre's down! That dashed
puncture has broken out again!”

Bunter grinned.

“T told you you couldn't mend pune-
tures, Snoopey!” said Bolsover major.
“¥ou are a cack-handed duffer, you
know [

Snoop grunted, and felt the trouble-
?Ioma tyre with his fingers. It was quite

at,

“Look here, we can't hang on while
you mend punctures, Snoop,” said
Skinner. “I want my brekker!”

“Blow your brekker ! growled Snoop.

“Well, T want mine!” growled Bol-
sover major. ‘““‘You'll be half an hour
over that puncture. Look here, we'll
get on; you'll only have to follow the
We shall
stop at the first inn."

“Can’t wait for a chap?”’ snapped
Snoop.

. “Oh, rot! What's the good of wait-
ing about?”

Sidnoy James Snoop grunted and pro-
ceeded to up-end his bike to deal with
the puncture. Bolsover major and
Skinner wheeled their machines out, and
Rilly Bunter followed them, Bolsover
put a leg over hig machine and pedalled
off by the footpath towards the gate on
the lane. Bunter caught Skinuer by the
sleeve.

“1 say, Skinnoy, old fellow——"

o Legg’u 1

“But I say—— Yooooop "

Bunter roared and sat down, as Harold
Skinner gave him a shove.  Skinner
chuckled and mounted his machine and
rode after Bolsover major, leaving Bun-
ter sitting in the grass and roaring.

The two cyclists turned inte the road
and pedalled away at a good rate. They
kept their eyes open for pedestrians, fo
ask the way from the first they met to
the nearesat inn. And barely half & mile
from the field in which they had camped
for the night they came on five cheery-
looking fellows swinging along in a
cheery row.

“My hat! Greylriars chaps!” ex-
claimed Bolsover major, and he put on
the brake and jumped down.

“Wharton and his gang!” ejaculated
Skinner, in surprise.

"The Funous Five stopped as the
cyclists dismounted. Harry Wharton &
Co. were following their programme of
“rooting * about the countryside in
search of Bunter, who was apparently
not very far awsay, according to what
they had heard from the pedlar. TIi
occurred to them ab onca as they sighted
Bolsover major und Skinner on their
machines that these fellows might have
geen something of Bunter, and they
stopped to inguire; so both parties
Lhalted simultanecusly in quest of
information.

“Hallo, you fellows!” said Bolsover
major. *'Fancy dropping on you here!
We're looking for an inn.”

“We've just left a jolly good cne!”
said Harry Wharton. “The Wheat
Sheaf—about a mile back on this road.”

“0Oh, good!”
“Have you seen anything eof a fat
owl, by any chance?’ asked Bob Cherry.

“We're looking for Bunter, and we be-

lieve he's somewhere about this
country.”

“My only hat! You want to find
Bunter?”

“Just that!”

“Well, I'd rather lese him myself!”
grinned Bolsover major. “But if you
want to find him keep down this lane
for half a mile, and turn into a feld
where you'll see a shed, Bunter's there;
he camped with us last night.”

“Good egg!”

“Did you fellows have a ripping time
at Bunter Court these hols?” grinned

Skinner,
“Oh, ripping!” said Bob Cherry
cheerily.
“The ripfulness was terrific, my

esteemed Skinner.”

“You'll ind Snoop there,” said Bol-
sover major, as he mounted again. “ Tell
him where we've gone, will you? He's
mending a puncture.”

“Right-ho!”

Bolsover major rode on, but Harold
Skinner lingered. Curiosity was Skin-
ner’'s strong point.

“1 say, what's this game?’ he asked.
‘““What sort of a show was Bunter Court
—if there really is such a show at aH?”

* Magnificent |" answered Bob Cherry.
“Btately halls, and superb butler, and
innumerable footmen, end so on.”

“Gammon !” said Skinner. “The
Bunters couldn't afford to pay for all
that |7

Bob chuckled.

“That's just the trouble,” he ex-
plained. *“Hence the bolting of Bunter,
and little us hot on his track.”

“Oh, my hat! Ha, ha, ha!"” roared
8kinner. And he mounted his machine
and rode after Bolsover major,
chuckling.

Harry Wharton & Co. walked on.
They sauntered cheerily along the sunny
lane till they came to the gate on the
field where the shed stocod. In the door-
way of the shed, in the distance across
the field, they discerned a fat figure.

“Hallo, hallo, halla! Bunter!”

“Run to earth " chuckled Nugent.

“Come on ¥’

And the c¢chums of the Remove Jmss@d
the gate and walked on towards the
?hed—at the end of their long pursuit at
ast,

At all events, they suppesed that they
were at the end of it—with their fat
quarry in sight! But, as the ancient
proverb has it, there is many & slip
twixt cup and lip! Billy Bunter was
run down, but he was not eanght yet.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bolted !

ILLY BUNTER stared ‘blankly at
B the five figures in the digtance.
He could scarcely belicve his
eyes or his big spectacles.

Harry Wharton & Co. were the very
last fellows he had expected to see so
far from the magnificent mansion in
Kent where he had entertnined them for
the summer holidays.

Hig little round eyes almost bulged
through his big spectacles as he blinked
at them coming up the footpath across
the feld.

“Those beasts " ejaculated Bunter,

““Hallo, hallo, ha].{ot” Bob Cherry's
powerful voice rang acrosz the interven-
ing space. *“ Bunter, old hean! Found
you at last !
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Sidney James Snoop inside the shed
gave a grunt. He had finished his
puncture at last and tested his tyre and
found that it was sntisfectory. He
packed his carrier again and prepared
to wheel the machine out of the shed.

“Get out of the way, Bunter!”

Bunter did not heed, His eyes were
fixed on the advancing five, now close
to the shed. But he heeded when
Snoop’s front wheel smote him on the
back of his fat little legs, and he
staggered,

1] 0'“’ !’l i

Snoop grinned and wheeled on his
wmachine,

“Hallo, vou chaps!” he exclaimed, in
surprise at the sight of Harry Wharton

& Co. “It seems to be raining Grey-
friars fellows! First Bunter, and then
you lot1”

“We're after Bunter!” grinned Bob
Cherry. “And we've jolly well found
you, old fat man!”

“I say, you fellows, I'm jolly glad to
see you, of course!” said Bunter.
“Quite a pleasant surprise, in fact, I
suppose you were rather anxious sbout
me "

“Well, we wanted to bag you before
the bobbies did,” said Johnny Bull.

“Oh, really, Bull—" .

“I suﬁposa you know that Mr. Pilkins,
at Combermere, is yeamingi to see you
taken into custody for bilking him?”
said Nugent.

“Oh, really, Nugent—"

“My hat! Bunter been bilking
again? said Snoop. “*Who's the happy
victim thizs time$”

““Mr, Pilkins, estate agent at Com-
bermere,” answered Bab. “ Bunter
owes him some hundreds of pounds.”

“ Hundreds of pounds!” yelled Snoop.

“Yes, Bunter has been going it this
time " chuckled Bob. *Forty guineas a
week mounts up, you know; and that
was the rent of Combermere Lodge—
which that fat idiot told us was Bunter
Court.”

*0h, really, Cherry—"

“So that's i, is it?” chuckled Snoop.

“T knew there was something fshy
about Bunter Court. You fellows were
taken in. Ha, ha, hat”

“We were,” admitted Bob; "and
somebody's got to foot the bill. The
house agent has got o be paid, the

tradesmen have got to be paid, and the
servants have got to be paid. Catch on,
Bunter?”

“Of course, I shall pay every penny,”
said Bunter, with a great deal of dig-
nity. “I hope you don't think I'm
capable of leaving bills unpaid?”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“But you've left them all unpaid!”
roared Johnny Bull.

“That is only temporary, of course
seid Bunter. “A few hundred pounds
more or less don't make much difference
te me. Lot of difference to you chaps,
I've no doubt; not much to me. You
noticed I spent money pretty freely
whila you were staying with me, I

fancy.”
hooted Johnny

Bull.
“That's a very personal question, Bull.
It would be beneath my dignity to enter
into a sordid discussion,” said Bunter.

“J—I—I'm going to kick him!"”
gasped Johnny Bull. “Let go my arm,
Bob! Tm going to kick him, I tell
youl"

b Cherry chuckled.
Easy does it, old man—Bunter will
get all the kicking he wants, when the
Pilkins-man sees him again, Now then,
Bunter, are you ready to come back
with us to Combermere ?"

money "’

I3

stood

There was a clatter and a whir, and Sidney James Snoop spun round fowards his

bieyele, which Billy Bunter was supposed fo be obligingly holding for him. Snoop

spellbound, for Bunter was in the saddle, and his fat little legs were driving

at the pedals with a vigour to which the Owl of the Remove was little accustomed.
(See Chapter 6.)

ave & vell of alarm.

“You silly ass! Of course not.”

“Then get ready, quick,” grinned
Bob, “for that's where you're going!”

“Y'm not!” yelled Bunter.

“You jolly well are!™

“You silly ass! Do you think I'm
going to see Pilkins, the estete agent,
and Walsingham, the butler—"

“Just that!”

“ And Horrocks,

“Ha, ha! VYes!’

“And Perkins, the grocer, and Jones,
the greengrocer—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
“Yes, you're going to see the whole
jolly tribe, Bunter, from the butler
down to the ecats’-meat man. You
shouldn't go in for bilking, you know,
if you don’t want to face the music.”

“1 say, you fellows—"

“You've got to come back, Bunter,”
said Harry Wharton, laughing. “ You've
got to come to an arrangement with
your creditors. If you don’t, can't you
understand you'll be charged with
fraud.”

“I won't come bhack!” yelled Bunter,
in great alarm.

“You gilly ass, we've come after you
to tetch you back, for your own sake,”
said Frank Nugeat.

Bunter

the butcher——"
H

“ Beast !”
Sidney James Snoop, chuckling,
wheeled his bike away to the road.

Wharton had told him where to fnd

Bolsover major and Skinner, and Snoop
was anxious for his breakfast. He
chuckled as he went. He was thinking
of the roars of Iaughter in the Remove,
next term, when the true history of
“Bunter Court ” was told.

“Cet » move on, fatty!” said Bob
Cherry cheerily. “If you /had the sensa
of a bunny rabbit, yow'd know that
you'd better see Pilkins before he has
vyou arrested. Come on.”

“This way!” grinned Johnuy Bull,
and he started Bunter with a genile
shove.

“Oh dear!” groaned Bunter.

He rolled away after Snoop,
Famous Five walking after him,

Bunter's fat face waz the picture of
woe.

No doubt, as the chums of the Remove
told him, it was better for him to face
the music; to grasp the nettle, as it
were. DBub grasping the nettle was an
unpleasant business; and Bunter didn't
lilke facing the music. Besides, he still
entertained hopes that Lord Mauleverer
would somechow be induced to shoulder
his troubles, But it was useless to argue
with the Famous Five; they had pur:
sied him, they had run him down, and
they intended to take him back with
them. That it was chiefly for his own
sake, and for the honour of Greyfriars,
did not appeal {o Bunter in the least,
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IIis own immediate comfort was always
bis first consideration.

As he rolled dismally on, his fat brait
was at work, He was run down—by
these beasts, who had not come after
bim because they wers anxious about
him, as they ought to have done; but
to capture him and take him back to the
other beasts whom he had “bilked ” at
Combermere. But he was not without
hopes of dodging them yet. Certainly
he did not intend to go back and facc
the music at Combermere if he could
possibly help it.

He blinked at Snoop, wheeling the
bike out of the field into the road ahead
of him. If Snoop would lend him his
bike—biut it wus useless to ask; he knew
that Snoop wouldn't! Snoop, in the
selfish way Bunter was accustomed to,
was thinking aboul his own breakfast,
and not at all about helping Bunter
dodge his creditors. Snoop was a beast
—the Faomous Five were all beasts—in
fact, it was 8 beastly world altogether,
with Billy Bunter almost the only
decent fellow in it ! ‘

“Bunty, old man-—~=*

“QOh, go and eat coke!” growled
Bunter, without turning his head. He
did not want any of Bob Cherry’s cheery
conversation.

“Where’s your watch, Bunty 1

“My—my watchi”

“Yes; you'll want your watch, you
know, when you're doing time. You'll
want to count the time you're doing, I

suppose.”
“Ha, ha, ha ™ .
“Beast! I sold my watch,” said

Bunter savagely. “T only got fifteen
pounds for it, too—frightful loss.”

“You got—what?"” gasped Bob.

., “Fifteen pounds! Practically giving
il away, as 1t had cost my pater twenty-
five guineas,” said Bunter. "All the
fault of you féllows, for not standing by
me at Bunter Court. If you fellows had
backed me up, that beast Pilkins and
that other beast Walsingham would still
be shut up in the wine-cellurs, and——-"

“Did the pedlar give you fifteen
pounds for it?"” chuckled Bob.

“Who’s talking about a pedlar?”
sniffed Bunter. “A pedlar couldn’t
have bought my splendid gold watch.”

“Ho might bave bought your rolled-
gold watch, though.”

“Ha, ha, ha|”

“Yyah1”

“Well, if you sold your watch for
fifteen pounds, this can’t be the article
after all,” said Bob Cherry, taking
Bunter's fat timekeeper from his
pocket. “The pedlar we bought this
off gave only seven-and-six for it.”

Bunter stared ab it.

“My watch [ he ejnculated, in amaze-
ment.

“Not your watch, old man, after all,”
said Bob, with a shake of the head. “If
was a pedlar bought this watch——"

“T—1 remember now it was a pedlar
bought my watch !” gasped Bunter.

"i[s., ha, ha!”

“Jolly generous nedlar, to let us have
it for fiftcen shillings, after giving you
fifteen pounds for it I”” remarked Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the chums of

the Remove, greatlv entertained by the.

expression on Bunter’s face,

“The—the fact is—"
Bnnter.

"Not your watch after all?” gaid
Bob. “Never mind—"

“It's my watch !

“Can't be—this one only cost the
pedlar seven-and-six. Thinking it was
your watch, we whacked it out and
bought it, to give it hack to you,” said
Bob. “Waste of fifteen shillinge, as it
turns out not to he vour watch.”
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stammered

“I—I say, gimume my watch !” hooted
Bunter. “T°ll square the fifteen bob
when—when I get my postal-order.”

“But it isn't your watch, old fat man
—I tell you the pedlar gave only seven-
and-six for this one—---"

* Now—now I come to think of it, I—I
sold it for seven-and-six!” pasped
Bun,{,er. “Thet’s what I really meant to
say.

*“Not much difference between fifteen
pounds and seven-and-six !’ said Johnny
Bull,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Gimme my. watch !* hooled Bunter.

Bob Cherry handed over the valuable
time-keeper, chuckling. Bunter jammed
il into his pocket, He did not trouble
to thank the chums of the Remove; such
a trifle as that’ was not worthy of
Bunter's attention., He rolled on after
Snoop into the road, the juniors follow-
ing him with grinning faces.

" Bnoopey, old man!” called out Bun-
ter, as he rolled into the road.

“Good-bye, old fat man!” chortled

Snoop. “ Remember me to the nobs st
Bunter Court. not forgetting the
bailiff's man. Ta-ta!”

L

say, did you drop that ten-hob

| note, Snoop?”

Snoop, who lad a lez over his
machine, jerked it back again.

“Yes; where?” he asked,

“Blind?” asked Bunter, “Just by
the gale there. If it’s not yours—"

“Most likely it is,” said Snoop. “ Hold
this bike a tick.”

Bunter’s eyes glenmed behind his
spectacles.

Obligingly he held Snoop’s bike.

Sidney James stepped back to the
gate, and peered ameong the grass and
nettles that grew round it. As he was
evidently looking for something, the
Famous Five stopped.

“Dropped something ?” asked Boh,

: “Bunter says there’s a ten-hob note
1e7re——>"

“Blessed if T see it.” said Bob, peering
abm;g’in the grass, “Have you dropped

M“Well. T darve say I have., JI—
Sidney James Snoop broke off suddenly.
There was a clatter and a whir, and he
spun round towards his bicycle, which
Billy Bunter was so obligingly holding
for him.

Bunter was in the saddle, and his fat
little legs were driving at_the pedals
with a vigour to which Bunter was
little accustomed when he was in the
saddle. But it was a time for vigorous
action; he had not many seconds ta
spare. Even Bunter could act swiftly
in an emergency; and it was a serious
emergency now !

The bicycle fairly leapt forward.

“Here! Get off my bike!” shonted
Snoop angrily. *“What the thump's this
zame, Bunter?”

Bunter did not answer. He had no
attention to waste on Ridney James
Snoop. All he wanted of Sn was the
loan of his bieyele; and he had that.,

He drove at the pedals,

Snoop jumped after him, then he
stopped and stared. The Co. stared, too.
For the moment they did nof grasp
Bunter’s intention.  They wondered
what on earth he had jumped on Snoop's
bike for. Then. as he pedalled frantic-

a]ly up

“He's bolting I"" roared Nlob Cherry.

“0Oh, my hat!”

“Stap 1V

* Bunter, stop !

* Bolting !" g&spec] Snoop_ blankly.
“On my bike! My jigger! Why, you
fat willain—you fat thief—stop! Do
you hear? Stop!”

No. doubt Bunter heard. But he did
not heed. He drove on at the pedals,

the road, it dawned upon them. | 8
.Eurloined bike; and against an active,

‘ing down his fat

and Snoop's machine flew along the
road at an almost terrific pace.

'* After him ! roared Bug.

The Famous Five sprinted hard, drop-
ping their bags in the grass by the road-
side to free their movements. They
were good at running; and Bunter was
not good at eveling, But a bicycle will
always beat Shanks’ pony; and Bunter
was making unusual efforts now. Ke
raced on, panting, spluttering, his fat
face bent and blazing with exertion over
the handlebars, while the chums of the
Remove panted in vain on his track.

The fat junior went whizzing round the
first turning. He vanished from the
sight of the Famous Five.

ob Cherry halted, gasping for breath.

“Chuck it!” he panted., “Nothing
doing.”

“The fat villain !” gasped Nugent.

Evidently there was nothing doing!
Harry Wharton & Co., warm and breath-
less, walked back to the spot where they
had dropped their bags. Snoop was
there--he seemed rooted to the spot.

“He's got my bike!” gasped Snoop.
““He has—he have!” agreed oh
Cherry.

“AM-m-my bike! What am I going
to do?” hooted Bnoop. “The fat vil-
lnin! T'll burst bim! Why, I'm on a
bike tour with Skinner and Bolsover
major—and how am I to get on with-
out a bike?”

"“Goodness knows "

“I—I—T'll serag him! I—-I-T'I1—*
Sidney James Snoop choked with rage.
“Why, it's burglary—it’s highway rob-
bery I I—I—I—"" Words failed Sidney
James Snoop.

He started at last to walk to the
Wheat Bheaf, to join his comrades.
Breakfast was available, if not a bike.
He fumed with rage and indignation as
he went. Harry Wharton & Co. looked
&t one another. They were exasperated ;
but they were able to sec a humorous side
to the situation.

Boh Cherry burst into a laugh.

“Well, the fat duffer has done us!”
he said. “Poor old Snoop! Are we
going on after Bunter again, or are we

ojng to leave the thumping ass to take

is gruel on his own?”

*“Oh, stick to itI” said Harry.

“ After him, then?”

Y ag M |

And onep more the Famous Five took
up the trail of the elusive Owl of the
Remcwe./--‘

—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Beasily for Bunter !
ANG!
“Oh dear!”
Bunter,

Sno_oF had had trouble more
than once with that tyre. Billy Bunter.
having inherited the tyre, as it were, had
inherited also the trouble,

Ten miles or more had glided under the
bike, Billy Bunter plug’g:rﬁ on with des-
perate determination. is pace had
slackened more and more; but he still
plugged on—till the tyre went,

He was in terror of pursuit and cap-
ture. The Famous Five, being on foot,
were left well behind; and there was
little to fear from Snoop. But it was
very probable that Bolsover major, if not
kinner, would take up the trail of the

gasped Billy

efty cyclist like Bolsover, Bunter had
not & dog’s chance in & race. If Bolsover
followed him, and sighted him, Bunter's
fate was sealed. 8o he plugged on with
desperate energy, with perspiration pour-
'faca, and his complexion
the colour of a newly-boiled beetroot.
, And then came the bang of the burst-
ing tyre.
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*“Qh dear! Oh!”

Bunter jumped down. .

The troublesome tyre was flat again—
flatter than ever. And to judge by the
ra?'gad agh in it, there was a consider-
able task ahead of any fellow who
essayed to mend it.

_Bunter blinked at it dismally through
his big spectacles.

It had seemed to him quile & master-
stroke of strategy to ba, oop's bike in
that lawless way. Of the lawlessness of
the proceeding he did not think at all.
He had much more important mafters
than that to think of. He was still the
same fatuous Owl who hed taken
Combermere Lodge, and landed himself
in enormous liabilities thereby; his ex-
periences had not taught him any les-
son. unter’s idez had been that
Sncop's bike would carry him to Maul-
everer Towers, where he hoped to land
his troubles upon Msuly. Now the
machine la {g the roadside, and
Bunter blinked at it dismally.

“Rotten old chunk of scrap iron!” he
growled.

Reslly, Sidney James Snoop might
have kept his bike in better condition!
Tt was just like that slacker to land
Bunter with a machine like this! 2

Bunter sat down in the grass beside
the disabled jigger, and gasped for
breath. He was tired and winded, and
glad of a rest.

Mending a gunctura was 8 task that
never appealed to Bunter. He disliked
work in any shape or form.

And this was a particularly hefty punec-
ture. The more he blinked at it the
less he liked fhe idea of tackling it.

Yet it was evidently the only thing to
be done if the bike was to carry him to
his destination. :

Bunter groaned.

He dragged himself to his feet ab
last, and % inked back along the sunny,
dusty road. There was no sign of pursuit
so far. He made a movement to the
bike, paused, and sat down in the grass
again. After all, he could spare a few
minutes for a rest, And some good-
natured eyelist might happen along who
would lend him a hand. Most cyclists
are veri good-natured to brothers of the
road who have fallen upon bad Iluck.
Some kind-hearted chap might come
pedalling along who would lend a hand
—if he proved sufficiently kind-hearted,
Bunter might even land the whole (j.ﬂb
on him, and watch him do it. The Owl
of the Remove felt that he could afford
to wait a little while, and take a much-
needed rest,

His eyes closed behind
spectacles.

A minute more and he was snoring.

Undoubtedly he needed a rest after his
1_1tnccmmcn exertions. Now he was taking
it.

He snored serenelr while the sun rose
higher in the eky, and the birds twit-
tered round him, and motor-cars buzzed
past him on the road, and passing
cyolists glanced at him and grinned.

Bunter slept on.

Once his snore was fairly going, the
hoot of a motor-horn near at hand was
not likely to awaken him. The roar of
a passing lorry had no_ effect whatever.
As for cyclists, they might have passed
in myriads, without disturbing Bunter’s
balmy slumbers.

And so it came to pass that a rather
burly cyclist, grinding hard at his pedals,
came along at last, and glanced at the
sleeping beauty by the roadside, and
jammed on his brake. It was Bolsover
major of the Greyfriars Romove.

Bolsover jumped down

“Bagged him, by gum!” he said.

And he leaned hiz machine against &

his  big

fence and came over to Bunter, grin- 1

ning.

Sidmag James Snoop had reached the
Wheat Sheaf with his tale of woe—which
elicited a chuckle from Bkinner, and &n
indignant snort from Bolsover, The
latter, having finished breakfast, had
turned out at once on his machine, to
look for Buuter, and his- quest had been
suceessful, But for the burst tyre,
doubtless Bunter would have escaped; as
matters stood, there he was—snoring
peacefully while Bolsover major bore
down upon him.

“ Bunter !

Bunter's eyes did not open.

Bolsover major jammed his boot into
the fat junior’s ribs, and Bunter awoke
then with a howl.

0w I

“You fat rotter!"

£ ““ow !Jl

“What are you doing with Snoop’s
bike?” roared Bolsover major,

Bunter sat up.

“Oh! Oh crumbs! Is—is that you,
Bolsover? I—I—I say, I—I'm jolly glad
to s-s-see vou, old chap!”

“You look it!” agreed Bolsover
major.

“1—I say———

“Get up!”

Bunter crawled to his feet, blinking
very apprehensively at Bolsover major.

“T—T say, the tyre’s punctured!” he
said.

“I can see that!
mend it!"

" Oh, really, Bolzoyver——"

“Looks a pretty bad gash,” said Bol-
sover major. He sat down in the grass.
“I give you an hour, You've given mae
a thumping long ride looking for you,
and now I'll take a rest. I'll watch you.
Get on with it!"”

“1—1 say——"

“If you slack,” said Bolsover, “I shall
help you with my boot—like that!”

“*¥aroooooh !”

“And like that!"”

“Whoop! Keep off, you beast!"
raved Bunter. “I'm geiting on with it
ain't 17 I—I—I want to mend tha!
puncture,”

“Glad to hear it!" gaid Bolsover
major cordiallﬁ'. “As you want to do
it, get on with it, And remember my
boot's ready 1”

You're going to

& Oh da“ !l?
In the dismallest possible spirita
William George Bunter up-endsd

Snoop's bicycle and set to work on the
tyre. It was a difficult task and a long
task and a disagreeable task, and Bunter
would not have liked it had it been the
easiest and lightest of tasks. But under

=5 - B

did not deserve much consideration.

Under a blazing sun, with perspiration bedewing his fat brow, Bunter ]aboured-
desperately at the worst puncture that ever was. Once or twice he blinked
beseechingly at Bolsover major, and received onl?' an unfeeling chuckle in response.
Perhaps Bolsover thought that a lellowA\:*I:-u *
any, (See Chapter 7.)

pinched ** another fellow’s bike
evenis, he did not show Bunter

TEE Macxer Lisgary.—No, 917,
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the eye of Bolsover major he did not
venture to slack.

Bolsover major sat in the grass and
leaned on the tree and grinned as he
watched Bunter. He seemed to find
something entertaining in watching the
fat junior at work, .

Bunter did not find it entertaining.
He groaned dismally as he laboured at
that troublesome and obstinate tyre.

Worst of all was the knowledge that
his labour was for nothing; for obvi-
ously Bolsover major was going to take
possession of the bike when it was in a
state for the road. He was going to
take it back to its owner—a cheeky pro-
ceeding on his part, to which Bunter
was unable to raise objections. He had
sampled Bolsover’s boot, and did nol
desire any more samples,

Under a bhzing sun, with perspira-
tion bedewing his fat brow, Bunter
laboured desperately at the worst punc-
ture that ever was, A

Once or twice he blinked beseechingly
at Bolsover major, and received only un
unfeeling chuckle in response. Bol-
sover's heart seemed as hard as the
nether millstone, Perbaps he thonght
that a fellow who ‘‘pinched ™ another
fellow's bike did not deserve much con-
sideration. At all events, he did not
show Bunter any.

By the time Bunter's task was finished
he wondered whether life really was
worth living !

But he was finished at last. Bolsover
major condeseended to examine the re-
snlts of his labours and to nod approval

“You can mend punctures all right,
Bunter,” le remarked. "I suppose yon
knew you'd have to do it over again it
anything went wrong, what?”

“Ow!” groaned Bunter.

“Tired?”’ asked Bolsover.

“Ow! VYes! Worn out!” groaned
Bunter.

“Feel as if you can't walk away?”

“Ow! Yes!”

“Then T'll start vou off!” said Bol-
sover major.

“Yarooooh!” roared Bunter, as
Bolsover major started him with a hefty
drive of a heavy hoot,

Bunter found that, fatigued and worn
out as he was, he could walk—in fact,
run. Bolsover major reared with laugh-
ter as he ran.

Bunter turned at a safe distance to
shake a fat and furious fist at Bolsover.
Then he limped on his way.

Bolsover major cheerfully remounted
his machine, and took Snoop’s te ride
back with it. Buntér limped on a dusty
road under a hot sun and proaned.

A cart came by, and Bunter perched
himself on behind, unseen by the driver.
It was a much-needed relicf. Bunter
felt the relief, though probahly the horse

had very different feelings on the
subject,

But even that relief did not last. An
unpleasant youth sitting on a stile

howled out:

“Whip behind !

A long lash curled round Bunter's fat
legs, and he yelled and dropped into the
dust. Then once more he tramped on
wearily—convinced, by this time, that
Vife was very far from worth living.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Drawn Blank !

“ EGAD! Bunter!”
Lord Mauleverer, of the
Greyfriars Remove, sat up

and took notice,

His lazy lordship was sitiing at his
ease leaning on the cushions of a hand-
some car, when he sighted the weary,
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worn, and woebegone figure that limped
along the dusty road.

Lord Mauleverer glanced at it idly for
& moment, and then he recognised
Bunter and gave quite & jump.

Bunter, with dust and perspiration
thick on his face, was not really easy
to recognise so far as features went,
But his circamference was not to be
mistaken.

Bunter was not, perhaps, so broad as
he was long. Still, he was not very
long, and ho was extremely broad. e
was of opinion himself that his figure
would have attracted attention any-
:iv_l:]ere. Undoubtedly he was right; it
1d.

The width of the weary pedestrian
struck Lord Mauleverer, reminding him
of Bunter; then he caught the gleam of
the glasses on the fat little nose, It was
Bunter—Billy Bunter, whose existence
Lord Mauleverer had happily forgotten
for weeks.

Secing Bunter, Mauly's natural im-
pulse was to signal to the chauffeur to
put on speed and escape while there was
vet time, But his kind heart was in
opposition to the natural impulse. Billy
Bunter was evidently down on his luek—
most frightfully down on it—and his
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good-natured lordship, instead of Hee-
ing, signed to hiz chauffeur to stop.

The car halted a few yards from
Bunter as he limped along the roadside,
grunting and groaning.

The fat junior blinked round. The
whir of the car made him jump a little,
and he was annoyed.

“‘Road-hog {"" he snorted.

* Bunter |

“Eh—what "

Bunter spun towards the car,

“Mauly " he gasped.

Through its layers of dust Bunter's
fat face brightened up. He was seek-
ing Lord Mauleverer, but the Towers
still lay many a long mile distant. This
unexpected meeting was sheer goad luck
—for Bunter. Nohody whao knew Banter
would have considered Mauly the lucky
man.

“0h, Mauly ! he gasped. ‘' 0Old chap!
Good old Mauly ! For once Bunter felt
almost affectionate towards a person who
was not named W, G. Bunter, so happy
and relieved was he by the sight of
Mauly's kind face.

“Up against it, old bean?’ asked Lord
Meuleverer, gazing at Bunter from the
car.

“Yes, old chap!”

“Like a lift?”

‘' What-he |

“Hop in1”

Bunter hopped in.

He was tramping the way the car was
going, Mauly’s intention was to give
him a lift on his way; Bunter looked as
if he had had enough walking. No
doubt his lordship knew that he would

also have to shel out a loan before he
parted with Bunter; but Mauly was
generous, and he had plenty of money,
and he did not mind. Had he known,
however, that Mauleverer Towers was
Billy Bunter's destination he might
have hesitated to give him the lift.
Mauly had a kind heart and & generous
nature; but there was a limt, and
William George Bunter was the limit!

Tho chauffeur looked at Bunter for a
second. But he was a well-trained
chauffeur and he did not allow his
features to express what he thought of
Bunter. The car rolled on again,

Bunter sank back on the soft cushions
and grunted with contentment,  Life
was worth living, after all.

“I say, Mauly, you're a good cha
said the Owl of the Remove. “I'm
dead-beat, you know—fairly done in! I
say, this is a good car—nearly as good as
the Rolls-Royce at Bunter Court!"”

Lord Mauleverer grinned.

“¥Yaas,"” he said.

“It's no end of a pleasure to see you,
Mauly i”

L aas?,'

“ Always pleasant to see g genuine old
pal again, isn't it, Mauvly ?" said Bunter,

Mauleverer coughed. Really, he was
not conscious of being Bunter’s old pal.
But he nodded genially.

“Yans,” he said. Mauly never said
“No ” if it was possible to answer in the
affirmative.

“T was coming to see you, Mauly.”

“ Eh ?'l

“Are we fir from the Towers?”

L)

“QOh, gad! Aboul fifteen miles,”

“That isn't much in a ecar,” said
Bunter brightly., “How lucky you
picked me up, Mauly 1"

“0Oh!

“T actually didn't nolice you in the
car,” said Bunter, “If you hadn't
spotted me, g/m{fl hive passed, and 1
shouldn’t havé known.”

“Wish I had!”

“Eh?ll‘

“I—1 mean—"" stammered Manl-
everer.

“I'm up against it, old chap,” sail
Bunter pathetically. I've been wronged,
Mauly—tveated wilth awful injustice!”

“Tfard cheese,” said Mauly, rather
doubtingly, however,

“Honest Injun, Mauly "

“Yaas,” murmured Mauleverer. His

lordship knew how honest Runter’s
Injun was—or, rather, wasn't.

“1 knew you'd stand by me in a scrape
like this, Mauly!”

“Did you?” murmured Mauly.

“0h, yes, old chap—especially as it
was your fanlt, through doing you a
faxour, that I got landed in it at all'"”

“0Oh, gad! How do you make that
out; Bunter? What on earth’s happened
to you?”" asked Lord Aauleverer, in
some alarm.

“T'm hunted—"

ilEh?”

“HMunted and harried,” said Bunter,
impressively.

“0Oh, gad!”

“Those rotters, Wharton and his gang,
are following me, to take me back to
Combermere—""

“Cambermere, in Kent?' said Lord
Alauleverer, “That's where you hired
a furnished house for the summer, isn't
it? Combermere Lodge, or somethin’,
and you named it Bumter Court, or
somethin’.” Mauleverer grinned faintly
as he recalled the hapless swank of the
Owl of the Remove. '“Has anythin’
gone wrong at Bunter Court?”

“Everything !' groaned Bunter.

“Too bad! ITound the expenses a bit
steep?’  asked  Mauleverer. “The
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Piikins man told me it was forty guineas
a week, Ralher steep, what, to keep up
for a long time?”

“Tl tell you all about it, Mavly, from
beginning to end—"

“Don't, old chap!” said Mauleverer
hurriedly. “I'm not curious.”

“0h, really, Mauly—"

“Never was a chap to butt into
another chap’s affairs,” said Mauleverer.
“Not a word, old bean. I say, i
you're goin' on to Winchester, I'll go
round a bit and drop you there.”

“T'm not going to Winchester.”

#0Oh dear!” murmured Mauleverer.

“7 was coming to Mauleverer Towers
to call on vou, Mauly,” said Billy
Bunter, with a reproachful blink.

“ Awfly good of you, and all that,'"
said Lord Mauleverer, ‘‘But the fact
is—"  He hesitated. The good-
natured Mauly did not like putting it
plain even to a thick-skinned fellow like
Bunter. But, really—really and truly—
ho did not want William George as a
guest at Mauleverer Towers. Mauly's
good-nature was ulmost boundless, but it
was necessary lo draw a line some-
where.

“What did vou say, Mauly?” asked
Bunter, blinking at him.  Whatsoever
Mauly had said was not likely to make
much difference to Bunter. Only a bool
was likely to prevail upon him not to put
up at the Towers.

Lord Mauleverer suppressed a groan,
He reflected dismally that he had always
been rather an ass, {mt surely had never
Leen so asinine as in picking up Billy
Bunter on the road. Really, he might
have foreseen that Bunter would stick;
and it was a very gainfnl process to a
kind-hearted fellow like Mauly to com-
pel him to come unstuck, as it were.

The car glided on swiftly, eating wp
the miles, Bunter resting comfortably en
soft cushions, Mauleverer was evidently
heading for home in his car, and
Mauleverer Towers drew nearer at every
revolution of the wheels. That was a
very satisfactory reflection to TBilly
Bunter.

“T1l tell you what's happened,” said
Bunter. “I think youw'll realise that it
was nll your fault, Mauly, and that
you're bound to stand by me and see me
through.”

“Oh dear!”

“You remember tho end of last term
at Greyfriars your uncle asked you to
look at & furnished house near Comber-
mere, Mauly, that a friend of his was
thinking of taking for the summer?”

“0Oh, vaas!"”

“You got me to go and look at it for
vou, and I obliged you, in my thought-

less, generous way—""
“Qh, can it. DBunter!” said Lord
Mauleverer. “I thought it was rather

cbligin' of vou at the time, but it
turned out that you spotted the place
for yourself, and gave me a rotten ac-
count of if, so that I wrote to my uncle
that it was no good, and he turned it
down. Then I found that yon'd bagged
it for yourself for the summer.”

Bunter grinned.

“You see, you were rather an ass
Mauly,"” he said.

“Was I?" grunted Mauleverer,

“Oh, yes! No doubt about that,” said
Bunter. The Ow! of the Remove was
apparently quite satished with his
diplomacy on that occasion.

The dandy of the Remove looked at
him fixedly, but did not speak. is
regret at h\rin‘fhpicked up Bunter was
intensifying. e thought had come
into. his mind now of dropping the Owl
of the Remove out of the car. Bunter,
happily unaware of it, raitled on

cheerily. He could afford to be cheer-
ful now that he was lolling in Mauly's
car and heading for Mauleverer Towers.

#I rather pulled your leg, Mauly,
didn’t I* You're not very bright, you
know."”

“] hope I shall mever be hright
enough to suspect a fellow of playing a
dirty trick,” said Lord Mauleverer
quietly.

“0h, really, Mauly—"

“Let it drop,” said Mauly,
here, Bunter—"

#Well, that was how it started,” said

“Look

Bunter. “You see, somehow  the
estate-agent, Pilkins, tcok me for
(R11}

““You mean you prelended to be me,
as you went over in my car,’” grunted
Lord Mauleverer, ‘' Pilkins had never
seen me then, and expected me. in the

car. You took him in.”
“Well, he took himself in,” said
Bunter. “Ii's not my fault if people

take me for a lord. A fellow can’t help
looking distinguished—"

[ Eh?"’

“ And—and stately.”

“0h, my hat!”

“The fact is, Mauly; I look the part
more than yon do,” said Bunter. * Who,
seeing us logether, would take you for
the lord and not me—eh?”

“ Great gad!”

—
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“You don't mind my mentioning i,
do vou, old chap? Tacts speak for
themselves, don't they?”

“Not at all!” gasped Lord Manl-
everer. ‘‘Co it! I never really knew
what an entertainin' fellow you were,

Bunter! Keep it up!™
“Well, that's how it was,"” said
Bunter.  “Pilkins was very keen to

let the house, and he took me to see it.
He tipped the wink to Walsingham, the
butler, to bhag me as a tenant—"

“ Thinkin® you were me?"

] really don’t know what he thought,
Mauly; I'm not a thought-reader,” said
Bunter peevishly, “I told him not to
mention to the servants in the house
that I was Lord Mauleverer; that was
straightforward, wasn't it? You see, I
had to take it in my own name, as
Wharton +was coming—I—I mean
wouldn't be guilty of anything like de-
ception, being so straightforward. T
treated Walsingham and the servants
very generously, By the way, I never
gettled up for the money youw lent me
that time, Mauly! Remind me pext
term at Greyfriars, won't you?”

“QOh, yaas!” said Lord Mauleverer,
with deep sarcasm. “You only need
remindin’. of course!”

“0Of course,” assented Bunter fatu-
ously, *“Well, that asa Pilkins was
knocked out In a motor-car _accident

oing back to Combermere, and laid up
in a nursing home, So I took possession
of Combermere Lodge without—without
any formalities."”

“The butler must have been & howlin®
ass to let you do it.”

Bunter chuckled.

“That was my strategy,” be ex-
plained.

“Your what!”

‘Strategy! You know what a jolly
clever ventriloguist I am, Manly.”

113 Ell?”

«] put on Pilkins' voice on the tele-
phone—easy enough to me, you know,
with my wonderful gift of ventrile-

wism—and made Walsingham think that

ilkins had let me the %wuse and was
settling with my pater, Pilking, being
laid up in the nursing-home, couldn’t
deny it, could he?”

o ad |.”

& 2 o i
) “Rather neat, waso't 1t%" said
Bunter.
“Neat!” stuttered Mauleverer, *“Oh,
my hat! Neat, was it?”
“Ves; precious few fellows could

have handled a situation like that,” said
Bunter. “ 8o there 1 was—abt Bunter
Court. I can tell you it needed a_lot of
nerve, and & lot og presence of mind, to
keep it up.”

“Yrve no doubt it did!” gasped Lord
Mauleverer, staring blankly at the Owl
of the Remove, " Mean to say your
father didn't know?"”

“Not a word; he doesn't know now.
Of course, my pater's rolling in money,”
said Bunter hastily. “But—bus the fact
is, he might bave refused to pay forty
%yf woas a week for the place if I'd asked

A"

“Yaas; I think he might.” .

“And then the servants’ wages, and
the chauffeurs, and gardeners, and all
that—at least another forty pounds,” said
Bunter,

“Oh, gad!”

“You see, I did the thing in style,”
explained DBunter. “ Wharton and his
friends were my guests, and D’ Arey of
St Jim’'s came over for a week; and
can say that I spared no expense o give
them & good fime, You know Iy
generous nature.”

0L gasped Mauly., “Yaas, T do!
Ch, yaas!”

“Tt would have gone off all right with-
out a hitch, if that man Pilkins hadn't
recovered and got out of that dashed
nursing home,” said Bunter. © But he
did. e came to the house to see ma,
Luckily, I was able to clear everybody
off in time, and see him alone.”

“What good did that do?”

“You see, it gave me a chance to nse
my strategy again. I locked him up in
the wine-cellars.”

TLord Mauleverer gasped.

“ Yaou—yon—you did?"”

“Yeas. That was rather neat, too—
what?”

“Neat! Oh, gad!”

T ysed to chuck grub in to him of
a night,” said Bunter. “Of course, I
couldn’t let him starve, though he was
a distrustful, suspicious sort of rotfer!

He called me a bilk, you know! Me!”

“ Amazin’ '” stuttered T.ord Maul-
everer. " Now, I wonder why he called
you a bilk, Bunter?”

“ Oh, these estate-agents are a downy
lok,” said Bunter. “Suspiecious and dis-
trustful, vou know, ell, Pilkins was
safo as houses, only that fool Walsing-
ham found him in the wine-cellars, an
if T hadn't had the luck to lock Wal-
singham in, too, there would have been
a fearful shindy. Luckily I got the keg
turned on that meddling ass of a butler.”

"Luclril,v}" snid Lord Mauleverer.
(13 i g 3,

“ Atter that, all went well enough,”
said Bunter. ¢ But. that ass, D'Aroy,
found me going down to the cellars one

(Continued on page 16.)
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'VE made & special study of New Boys.
I know all their funny little trix and
habbits, and I can size up a New Boy's
karvacter in less than five minnits,

How is It done? Well, I'll tell you. Some
people judge a person’s karracter from his
face, or from the palms of his hands, or
from athe way he speaks, or from his hand-
writing. Now, all these methods are useless,
The proper way to judge a fellow's karracter
is by the way he eats.

Take a new kid into the tuckshop, and
gtand him a feed. Study him carefully, and
within o few minnits you'll Rnow eggsactly
what sort of a chap he is. Hand him a
dish of assorted pastrys, and note what he
does. If he promptly grabs at the biggest
and fattest cake on the dish, and starts
bolting it ravvenusly—the cake, not the dish!
—you ¢an write him down as a greedy, good-
for-nothing glutton.

If, on the other hand, he duzzent take a
cpke at all, but picks up the dish and offers
it to the fellow who.is standing treat, you

can safely assume that he is good-harted |

and jennerus., You can prozeed fo tell him
that you are egpspecting a postle-order—
which has sumehow got delayed in the post
—and that you would like a little loan on
the strength of it. The odds are that he
will rise to the oceasion,

A fellow whogatakes a doe-nutt, and dis-
sects it with a knife before he eats it to
make sure it's got jam inside is of a narsty,
suspicious pature.’ He [z always apt to think
the worst of anybody, amd if you fry to
become pally with him, he always imagines
you've got an interior motive!

The lellow who helps himself to the most
l]mnti and dellicate-looking cake on the dish
is what they call a Connie-sue-her. He
knows what is good for him, and he iz a
fellow of taste and refinement.

Beware of the new kid who takes two
enkes at the same time, and who crams
others into his pockets when he thinks you
are not looking. Such o fellow will he of
a grasping, mersenary turn of mind. It will
he like getting blud out. of a stone to try
to squeeze a loan out of him.

The fellow who nibbles at a cake, and then
lays it aside and samples another, and then
tries a third, is o shifty, inconstant, vacei-
nating sort of chap. (I don't thing vacci-
nating is the right word; it means EWAY
to and fro, and to be unsteady.) (Poubtless
uuﬁ %lump rontributor means * vacillating"'}
—ED.,

If a fellow, when eating jam-tarts, smears
the jam all over his gills, he Is & careless,
untidy, slipshod sort. But thiz does not
mean that he may not bhe open-harted and

TaE MagNer Lisrary.—No, 917,

jennerus. I've roised many a useful loan
from a pew kid whose cheeks have heen
smeared with strorberry-jam!

After reading this article, you will now
he able to sum up, annalise, dissect, and
tuke stock of a new boy within five winnits
of his arrival!

Higon|Binaonjoninsioo/oojooninoano)

EDITORIAL!

By Harry Wharton.
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| FORTY YEARS ON'!

Adapled frome the fomous Harrow
Schoeol song.)

By DICK PENFOLD.

Forty years on, when you're grizzled and

outy,
When you peer back down the pathway
of years, |
Will you remember old Quélehy and
Prouty ? e
Will you reeall all your triumphs and
ol
Will you remember the mnervous
sensation
When you first toddled, so strange and
so shy

Into the gs’.tes of this ancient Foundation,
Feeling so foolish, and looking & guy?

Forty years on, when you're quite an old
staper,
Will you remember the trials of yore—
How you were “walloped ¥ by Bolsover
major,
Bullied by Leder, and cuffed by a

soore ?
Will you still think of the lines and the
lickings,
Wondering hazily
worst ¥
Will you recall all the bumpings and
kickings
Which you received when a fag in the
First?

which was the

Shell we see Bunter gs plump and as
portly,
Forty veers on, as we see him to-day?
Shall we see Mauly as charming and
courtly?
8hall we see Cherry as blithe and as

ga{\? 1
Will Mr. Quelch he decrepit and

doubled ?
Will Mr, Prout have & beard to the
ground ?
Will the Head's brow be wrinkled and
troubled,
As in a bath-chair he eruises around?
Forty years on, will you ever be

yearning
Once more to visit the school down in
Kent ?
Will  you, be
returning
To the old place where your schooldays
wero spent?

in  acrvoplane swift,

the

Will you spin yarns to new
eneration,

Tell of Life’s tussles, and victories
won ?

May you win lhonour for self and the

nation—

Tgenty, and thirty, -and TForty Years

n!

HHOREIEADEEEEDEDEEDRDEEER
FIFTY years ago, when a new boy came

to Greyfriars, he was given a gruel-

ling time. He was baited and bully-

ragged, and given a baptism in the
school fountain, and made to get up and
sing a song in public on the might of his
arrivel. If he chose a rousing song, and
sang It really well, he was applauded; but
if he selected some stupid love-song, and
stuttered and epluttered over it, he was
promptly pelted with all sorts of missfles.
My uncle, Colonel Wharton, was educated
at Qreyfriars, and he has often told me of
Ehe sort of treatment meted out to new
0yS.

There were bullies In these days—hulking
louts who made mnew bovs their particolar
prey. Loder of the Sixth would have been
congidered a docile lnmb by the side of some
of those hea\'{-handed glants. If a mew kid
stood up pluckily and manfully to the bully-
ing and baiting he received, he wad gener-
ally lelt alone after a day or two; but woe-
betide the youngster who showed the white
feather, or threntened to sneak to the Head!
Such a youngster had to go through the
mill “good and proper”

The treatment of new boys has altered
considerably since those days. Nowadays a
new kid has a fairly smooth passage. He is
not ealled vpon to ﬂﬁht the school bully
within five minutes of hia arrival; he is not
docked in the fountain—unless he happens
to be a bumptious and cheeky individual—
and he doesn’'t have to sing on a platform
and provide a target for books, bad eggs,
peashiooters, and so forth,

The new boy of to-day Is pumped with
questions concerning his ancestry, his attain-
ments—il any—and his ambitions. If he is
wise, he answers all these questions good-
humouredly, pointing out that his pater ia
& politician or a pork butcher, as the case
may be, and describing his prowess at
ericket, footer, and boxing. There is very
little bullying of new boys now. Those who
try it on generally get more than they
bargain for, Whatever the Greyfriars of the
past, the Greyfriars of the present doesn't

‘stand for bullying.

This is our Special “ New Boys'' Number,
and our gay contributors have done them-
selves [ull justice. Billy Bunter has a
humorous article—though it is not intended
to be such!—and Dick Penfold has weighed
in with a more thoughtful poem than usual,
I have persuaded several of the fellows to
describe thelr experiences as new boys, and
you will chuckle at their adventures and
misadventures. i

Next week we are giving you n Special
Play-Acting Number, with Willlam Wibley,
the clever actor and impersonator, well in
the limelight. Wib is the Henry Irving of
Greyfriars, anpd his histrionic achievements
make fine reading. Fly to your newsagent—
as Biily Bunter would say in his * Weekly
—and order next week's issue of the MAGNET

a fortnight In advance!
HARRY WHARTON.
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Y DEAR MATER,—Just a few
lines hopping you ave quite
well as it leeves me at pressant
feeling fed-up and far from

home. )

T got to Friardale quite safely at two
o'clock this afternoon, and a crowd of
fellows met me at the station—auire 2
gard of honner, in fact. They asked me
3f I was the new kid, and I said “Yes.
It’s awfully good of you fellows to come
and meet me.” They said “Not at alll
Charmed, dear boy!” And they took
off their caps and made sweeping bows,
and one of them sollumly kissed my
hand. I didn’t know weather they were
in Ernest, or weather they were just
pulling my leg. I larfed, and said,
“¥You needn’t treat me as if I was a
Prince of Royal Blud., I'm just an
ordinery fellow; my pater made his
money out of sossidges.” 1 thought they
would cool off when I told them that,
but they fussed and fawned on me more
than ever. Some of them saw to my
luggidge, and had it put on the station
hack ; and their leader said, “ Now welll
take yvou along to the school.”  We
crawled along the country lanes (the
hoarso was about & hundred years old;
I think it won the Darby in 1830!) and
at last we arrived at the school. I was
rather dissapointed ai the first glimpse
of it. I thought Greyiriars was a noble
and majestick bilding ; instead of which,
it was just an ordinery school like you

ress ions

i

A New Boy
First .chfﬁr /ga:re.

London. You know
like what they call
I said, “Is this

see in the streets of
what I mean—just
an Elsie C. school.
really Greyfriars?”  And they all
started to chuckle. Then their leader
said, “No, my son, this isn’t Greyfriars.
It's Courtfield County Counsil School,
and my name's Dick Trumper.” I felt
jolly frightened, and started to blub a
hit. “ What’s the little game ?” I asked.
“\Why have you brought me here?”
Trumper then said he was going to play
a littlo jape on me. 1 was marched into
the playground, and the rotters dressed
me up in a peero’s costume, like they
wear on the sands at Winklesea. My
hands were tyed behind my back, and
then the rotters painted my fizz, so that
T looked like & comic elown. My nose
vas as red as a strorberry, and there
were streeks of pink and Blue and
yellow on my cheeks. Then/Trumper
stuck a play-card on my chest, with the
following discriptions:

“ ANOTHER ADDITION TO THE
GREYFRIARS Z0O!”

I was blubbing in Ernest now, and the
toars ran down my cheeks and mingled
with the paint, and I must have locked
a pretty ﬁpicturn. Trumper and his pals
were larfing fit to bust. They made me
step into the station hack, and- gave
destructions to the driver to take me to

15

Greyfriars. Away we went, followed by
vells of merryment from Trumper & Co.
Whoen we got to Greyfriars, was
delited to sce that it really was a fine
old place. It had been standing for
hundreds of years, and it used to be a
monkey-house, or whatever they call
those places that Monks inhabbit.

When I stepped out of the hack, n
crowd of fellows came running up, and
they yelled until they were horse.
“What a guy! Ha, ha, ha!” A big,
beely fellow (whose name 1 afterwards
lorned was Bolsover) opened fire on me
with his peashooter; and I was helpless,
with my hands tyed behind my back.
But pressantly five awfully decent
fellows came rushing to the reskew.
They bowled Bolsover over in the mud,
and then they untyed my hands, and I
heard them vow vengeance on Tr_lirqper
& Co. I was taken into the bilding.
where 1 had a hot bath and got rid of
the peero costume, My reskewers then
treated me to a topping tea. They weve
Remove fellows, and they called them-
solves the Tamous Five. After tea, I
was taken along to interview my Iorm
master—a big, fat balloon named Mr.
Wally Bunter, Ho was quite decent to
me, but a bit sarcastick. He tested my
nollidge, and then said, “Youre not
quite good enough for the First Form,
but as there isn’t & lower Form at Groy-
friars, you'll have to go there. Strickly
speaking, you ought to be in a kinder-
garten.”

I am writing this letter in the Fags’
Common-room. It's just like a fried-fish
shop; everybody seems to be tomsting
herrings on pen-holders! I think I shall
get o jolly well here, but I'm feeling
a bit mizzerable and homesick at pres-
sant. Trusting you are the same, dear
Mater,

I remain,
Your loving son,
TORY.
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BOB CHERRY:

The first thing that struck me when
1 came to Greyfriars was not the height
of the old tower, or the majesty of the
building, or the human bechive that was
swarming in the Close. No; the first
thing thaf struck me was a football—
full in the face! I strolled in at the
school gates at a very unfortunate
moment! The Fourth were playing the
Remove, in a rough-and-tumble game in
the Close, and Cecil Reginald Temple
welcomed me to Greyfriars by banging
the muddy ball into my dial. It was a
shot at goal, really—the gates being the

oal, Instead of going down on his
ﬁmads and knees, and making an abject
apology, Temple raved and stormed at
me for getting in the way at the crucial
nioment, and preventing a certain score
for the Upper Fourth!

BILLY BUNTER:

When 1 first arrived at Greyfriars,
after makini the long jerney from Bun-
ter Court, I was fammished in every
limb, %o to speak. Owing to an over-
sight, however, my pater had forgotten

to give me a Pa.rting tip, and I was
broke. I hadn’t the price of a pear-
drop! However, I rolled along to the

tuckshop, hoping to get a d feed on
tick. said to Dame Mimble, “You

me

When |
riars

g Sl

Fecollechrions of o
Confribulors.

needn’t have any hezzitation in serving
me, ma’am. 1t will be quite all right.
My pater's one of the pillars of the
Stock Exchange. He's a milly-million-
sire, - which means a millionaire a
million times over ! Let me have a jolly
good feed, and I'll setile up in the
morning, when I'm eggspecting a big
check from home.” Unfortunately, 1
rescoved a big check there and then.
Dame Mimble flatly refused to serve me
until she had seen the culler of my
coin; and as I had no coin to show her,
I was obliged to take tea in Hall.
Bread-and-scrape and weak tea! That's
how William George Bunter was wel-
comod to Greyfriars!

ALONZO TODD:

When I first came to Greyfriars I'was
conducted by a very obliging fellow
named Skinner to a delightful sitting-
room, which I was told was a special
bangueting-hall for new boys. Certainly
thers was & most u.pp.et!sinf dinner wait-
ing for me, and I did ful j[;mtice to it.
1 was lying back in my chair, serene
and surfeited, when an imposing person-
age in gown and mortar-board stalked
into the room. “Box!” he roared.
“You have ealen my dinner!” Tt was
the Head ! I was full of gpologhes, and
in my confusion I unwittingly betrayed

Skinner, who was made to realise—

through the medium of the Head’s cane

h_thdnf the way of the practical joker is
ar

HURREE SINGH:

I will admitfully confess that when I
made my esteemed and ludicrous debus
at Groyfriars I half-expected to be
treated despisefully by some of the
fellows. on account of my dusky skinful-
ness. But I was welcomed with the
open armfulness, and treated to the
handsome spreadfulness, and made to
feel at-homefully at my case. Greyfriars
seemed a very strange place after my
native Bhanipur: but I soon got use-
fully dccustomed to it—and to the es-
teemed English language, in which
had been well grounded by my native
tutor. I can now speak English as cor-
rectfully end fluentfully as the next
fellow !

WILLIAM GOSLING ¢

“J never come to Greyfriars as a nco
boy, as you might say, but as a noo man.
That was—lemme see—forty-two years
ago.  Master Cherry declares it was
ninety ! But my name ain’t Methuselah :
it's plain William Gosling. When T first
come ‘eve, the scholards at Groyiriars
was as saucy a set of young rips as I
ever clapped heyes on! Always a-pullin’
of my leg, they was, an’ 1Etlavin’ prac-
tical jokes. The first night I slep’ in
my lodge, one of thd young warmints
drossed ‘issclf up as a ghest, an’ 'e
started a-flappin’ an’ a-flutterin’ hout-
side my bed-room winder. It fair give
me fits! They was himperent young
himps wot was 'ere in them days; an’
I'm sorry to say the present jenny-
vation ain't no better.”

TrE MaeyeT Lisrary.—No. 917,
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{Continued from page 13.)

night with a bag of grub for those two
rotters, and, thinking I was sleep-walk-
ing, followed me, and found it all out,
Fortunaiely, I locked him in as well.”
“Holy smoke! Fortunately!”
“Yes. Lucky, wasn't it?"
Bunter.
Lord Mauleverer gazed at the Owl of
the Remove like a fellow in a dream.
*Bo—so—so you had three of them
locked in the wine-cellars!” he stuttered.

said

“0Oh, gad! You were Fett.ing quite a
collection ! Are they still there?”
“No. Wharton and his lot missed

D'Arcy, and in the most unfeeling way
they insisted on letting him out, when
they, found where he was—they actualli
refused {o back me up, Mauly, though
explained to them that it was serjous.
I had only just time to bolt before they
let’ out the whole lot, and Walsingham
or. Pilkins had the frightful cheek to
telephone for a policeman, and I saw the
bobby coming, yon know—and if
hadn’t bolted goodness knows what
would bave happened!”

Billy Bunter shook his head seriously.
Evidently he felt deeply injured by the
inconsiderate conduct of the prisoners of
the wine-cellar in sending for a police-
man.

“Great gad!” said Lord Mauleverer
faintly.

“Bo all the fat was in the fire then,”
sald Bunter. “ Of course, all the trades-
men will have showered in their hills
before this—hundreds of pounds, very
likely."

“Oh! You bilked the tradesmen, too,
did you?”

#*Thal's a beastiy way of putting it,
Mauly. I suppose I had to feed my
guests ! said Bunter warmly. *There’s
such-a thing' as hospitality, Mauly. As
for.the tra e-Smen_,DsSuay will be paid.”

"“Who's goin’ to pay them, then?”

"ﬁEflgu are, old chap.”

« Rl o

“That's what T'm coming to,” ex-
plained Bunter, blinking cheerily at the
dazed countenance of Lord Mauleverer.

ou see, it was your fault in the first
place—getting me to go and view that
furnished house for you. You see that?
You being to b_l'ametf you're bound to
stand by me. What?”

“(Grreat. gad!”

“That's why I"m coming to Mauleverer
Towers, old fellow. T knew T could rely
oh you to get me out of a scrape, after
getting me into one,” said Bunter.
“Those cheeky cads, Wharton and his
garg, are after me—actually after me,
yon know, thinking they’re going to
tale me back to Combermere and
fare the music, as they call it. Jevver
hear of such & cheek?”

“Look here, Bunter—-"

“As for that cad Pilkins, I shall cer-
‘ainly never - condescend to see him
again. Walsingham’s a disrespectful ser-
vant, and I shall not even send him any
gratuity,” seid Bunter. “I say, old chap,
are v;re very far from Mauleverer Towers
now?”

Lord Mauleverer did not answer that
question. He fixred his eyes on the Owl
of the Remove. Bunter's narration of

2 amazing experiences at * Bunter
Court * seemed to have taken his lord-

THE Macyer Lisrarr.—No, 917,

ship’s breath away. But Mauleverer
found his voice at last.

“Bo it comes to this,” he said. “You
bagged the place by a irick, and kept
it iy a lot more tricks. You've bilked
people right and left; you owe a ton of
money; and you've come to land it all
on me, your reason being that in the
first place you took e in and played me
a dirty trick—what?”

" Oh, really Mauly——"

Lord Mauleverer signalled to the chauf-
feur, and the car halted. Lord Maul-
everer threw the door open.

“Jump out, Bunter !”

f(Eh?”

“Jump out ™

““Wae're not at Mauleverer Towers yet,
old chap,” said Bunter, blinking at him
in astonishment.

"%lita 50!  Jump out!”

“What am I to jump out for, Mauly?"

“Because I'm goin' to kick you till
vou do, old bean,” said Lord Maunleverer

genially. “Like that!”
“Yarooooh I”
“And like that——" ¥

“ Whooooop |” roared Bunter. f

The Ow! of the Remove alighted from
the car in a great hurry. Lord Mayl-
everer landed & finzl kick as he wenf,
and Bunter went over on his hands and
knees. In that attitude he blinked round
dizzily at the schoolboy ear!, who looked
after him from the car. Y

“Good-bye, Bunter! see  you

1 | again, T'll telephone for a policeman to

?_}a, e you back to Combermere, Good-
ye I

The ecar rolled on.

Bunter staggered up,

He blinked after the ear, till it
vanished in the dusty distance. Lord
Mauleverer was gone.

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. “Oh! Oh,

dear !”

Lord Mauleverer had failed him.
Mauly, his last resource, had been drawn
blank!  Obviously—even to Bunter—it
was useless to keep on to Mauleverer
Towers now. He did not want any more
kickings, and he assuredly did not want
Mauly to telephone for a policeman to
take him back to Combermere. Of all
the places in the wide world, “Bunter
Court ¥ was the very last that Bunter
desired to see again.

‘Oh dear!” groaned Bunter.

Ha crawled to the roadside, and sat
down in the grass, His last resource
had failed him, and William George
Bunter was at the end of his tether.

Billy Bunter, lately lord and masfer
of Bunter Court, mow turned. down by
all the world. sat in the grass and
groaned.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Good Samaritans !

ROAN |
G “Hallo, hallo, hallo !
Groan |

p “Bounds like somebody with a
pain!" remarked Bob Cherry.

Groan |
“Better have a look,” remarked
Harry Wharton. “A car passed a fow
minutes ago, and it may have run over
somebody,”

“Chance for us to put in the Good
Samaritan stunt,” agreed Bob, detach.
ing himself from the grass. *Sounds
horrid I

Groan !

NSWERS
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It was a dismal and almost incessant
groaning, and it eame to the ears of the
Famous Five through the thick haw-
thorn hedge.

Still hunting Bunter, the chiums of the
Remove wera not, as Bob Cherry had
expressed it, breaking their necks about
it. They were taking their self-imposed
task in a leisurely spirit, suited to the
hot weather and the holiday season. A
ramble about the countryside had not,
so far, revealed any signs of Bunter;
but they had come on Bolsover major
wheeling back Snoop's bike, and so they
knew that the fat Owl was dismounted
and not very far away. And as
Bolsover had mentioned Bunter's state-
ment that he was heading for Maul-
everer Towers, the juniors had a clue
now to follow, and they wers keeping

on in the direction of Mauly’s home.

Still, they were not hurrying. Bunter
had to be roped in, and taken back to
Combermere fo face the music, for his
own asake. Meanwhile, it was holiday-
time, and the Famous Five were taking
it easy.

In the hot afternoon, they were
camped in the shadow of a big tree, by
a hawthorn hedge that shut off the
dusty road. A pleasant field stretched
before them, with cattle grazing in the
distance.  Farther on, three or four
farmer's men were making a haystack.
The gsky was blue, the scene was
pleasant, the weather was hot, and the
juniors had s basket of provisions and
ginger-beer, and were enjoying a picnic
tea in the sweet-smelling field under the
shady tree. Life seemed guite good to
them, and they really did not mind it
the hunt for Bunter continmued to the
end of the summer vacation, so long as
the weather held good. 5

Motors buzzed by in the hlih—road
beyond the hedge, unheeded by the
picnickers. But they sat up and ftook
notice when they heard that series of
dismal groans from the roadside.

A few minutes before they had heard
a car stop, and then rattle on again,
and the deep and dismal groaning that
followed seemed to hint that there had
been an accident of some kind,

Someone, apparently, had crawled to
the roadside, and sat there, divided
only by the high- hawthorn hedge from
the picnickers in the field. And he was
groaning away as if for a wager,

Bob gharry moved along the hedge
to a gap, and looked through into the
road, I} it was a case of first aid being
required, the chums of Greyfriara were
prepared’ to throw aside their picnic at
once and rush to the rescue. Bob stared
hard through the gap, half-expecting to
see some pedestrian who had been
knocked down by the passing car, But
it was something quite different that he
saw, and he gave a yell:

“Bunter I”

“What?” exclaimed Harry Wharton.

“Bunter |” roared Bob.

““Oh, my hat!”

Bob Cherry leaped through the gap in
the hedge, and ran along to the spot
where William George Bunter sat in
the grass,

Ho expected the Owl of the Remove
to leap up and flee.

But Bunter hardly mioved.

He just turned his head, and blinked
at Bob through his big spectacles with
a dismal and lack-lustre eye.

There was not, in point of fact, a run
lefs in Bunter. His fat little legs were
aching' with fatigue. His podgy person
was bedewed wit rspiration. Drop|
from Lord Mauleverer's car, Bill
Bunter had not even thought of erawi-
ing on his way. Now that Mauleverer

| Towers was barred to him he had.no

destination to seek. Even if he had
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thought of going home, several counties
lay between him and home. The unfor-
tunate Owl of the Remove was at the
end of his tether, and in the distressing
cireumstances he could think of nothing
better to do than to sit in the grass by
the hedge and groan.

So he sat and groaned, little dream-
ing upon what ears his groaning fell.
But he did not care when he made the
discovery. He was tired, he was dusty,
he was iung"ry, he was athirst, and he
had been turned down by Mauly. He
only blinked dismally at Bob Cherry,
andY made no effort to escape.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here you are,
Bunter !” chuckled Bob, as he came up
with the groaning Owl, and looked
down on him with a cheery grin.

“ Beast |”

“8o we've found the fat chump!”
said Johnny Bull, through the hedge.

“Here he is, as large as life!”
chuckled Bob.

“Deast "

“Ready for a little trip hack into
Kent, Bunter?”

“PBeast 1"

“Hungry?” asked Bobh.

Bunter groaned.,

“Starving " he said. “That beast
Bolsover lent me half-a-crown, and
got some bread and cheese and toffee;
that's all I've had to-day. Oh dear!”

And the Owl of the Remove gave a
deep, deep groan.

“If you have tears, prepare to shed
them now, you fellows!” called out Bob.
“Bunter’'s only had half-a-crown's-worth
of glf[ub to-day, so far.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

‘' Beasts

“Vou don’t seem jolly glad to sce us,
Bunter I grinned Bob.

“Beast |” groaned Bunter.

“We're having a picnic in the field
there.”

i‘ol‘ !I’

Bunter brightened. The mere men-
tion of tuck was sufficient to rally him,

“We've got a cake—"

u—Oh i )

“And & bag of tarts—"

(1} GUOd [”

“Tots of buns, and some chogs.”

Bunter staggered to his feet.

“ And ginger-beer galore!” said Bob.

“J—] say, Boh, old chap, you're &
good sort, old fellow! You know I
always liked you, Bob!” gasped Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha! Come on,” said Bob.
“Youn stood us a lot of feeds at Bunter
Court, didn’t you? And now we've got
to manage somehow to pay for them,
haven't we? We'll stand you a feed
now that’s paid for. Rather a change
for you, after Bunter Conrt—what?”

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“(Come on, old fat man!”

Bunter had ceased to groan. His fat
face had brightened wonderfully. Bob
lelped him through the gap in the
hedge, and Bunter rolled up_ to the
camp of the pienickers. Ilis eyes
gleamed behind his spectacles at the
sight of the good things in the grass,
Harry Wharton Co. had a good
supply, which was fortunate, in the eir-
cumstances. Numerically, only one was
added to the party; gastronomically, the
picnic-party was_ doubled. Bunter
plumped down in the grass, and clutched
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it, that was certain, He was weary and
worn, and he was hungry; and hunger,
in Bunter's case, was an awfully serious
thing. True, his troubles were all his
own fault, bronght upon him by his own
fatuous folly and propensity to swank.
But it was not a time to think of that
now. He was down on his luck, and the
chums of the Remove rallied round him.

“Any more sandwiches?”

Bunter spoke at last.

“Nunno! You've scoffed the lot.”

“Pass the cake,”

“Here you are!”

Silence again while the cake disap-
peared. It was a large cake, and the
juniors had not yet started on it It
Wwas too late now! Bunter started on it
and finished on it—first in and first eut,
so to speak. The Famous Five watched
him with almost a fascinated gaze as
the coke disappeared. It was o mystery
where Bunter stowed it all. Even his
great circumference hardly seemed to

afford sufficient spece for taking in sup-
plies in bulk like this. But the cake
went, and Bunter, like Oliver Twist,
asked for more.

“Did you say you had some taris,
Bob1”

“Ves!” gasped Bob, “Only a dozen
left—but they’ll last you a second or
two, old chap.”

The tarts followed the cake.

“What about the buns?”

“Lots of buns,” said Harry., “But—
but don't you think you'd better go &
bit easy for a while, Bunter? We
haven't got an ambulance with us."”

“If you're going to be mean, Whar-
tD ___Jl

“Oh, my hat! Give him the buns 8

The buns went a little more slowly
than the tarts. Bui they went. Billy
Bunter blinked into a paper bag and
picked out afewlogse currants and de-
voured them. A

“Did you say choes; Bab?”

“« MAGNET” PORTRAIT GALLERY.
No. 1.—Harry Wharton.

captain,

Leader of the select band of Removites known as the

A great pereonality in the Lower Fourth, of which Form he is !
|

Famous Five.

1]}: ham sandwiches with both hands.
e did not sTen.k. There was no time
to waste in talk. Bunter's jaws went al
a wonderful rate. Ham sandwiches dis-
appeared with amazing celerity. If he
paused for o second, it was only to gulp
down ginger-beer,

Harry Wharton & Co. watched him,
with grinning faces, and helped him
liberally, Bunter had been up against

An all-round sportsman, an impartial judge when
demands, and as fearless as a lion. Held in great esteem

by the decent fellows at the school, and in respect by his enemies,

As straight as a die and strong morally, Harry's only fault, perbaps, |

lies in a hot temper which, fortunately, seldom gets the better of
him. Shares Study No. 1 with Frank Nugent, [
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“Cireat pip!”

With au almost awed lock Bob Cherry
ﬂsﬂed Bunter a bag of chocolates. The
g was full; but it was soon empty.

Bunler breathed hard.

“I say, you fellows, I'm reslly
hungry.,” he said. “It's jolly decent
of you to stand mé o feed, AKnything
more "

“ Nothing more!” said Harry, with a
smile. “You've Ffinished the laot,
Bunter.”

“I say, didn't you say you were hav-
ing a picnic?”

“We were; but you've had it instend,
old fatty.”

“I don’t call that much of a picnic!”
said Bunter., “I'm still hungry. Tl

finish the ginger-beer if you don't
mind.”
“Not at all! Go it!”

Bunter finished the ginger-beer. If he
could not continue to eat, there was a
minor satisfaction in drinking.

! Bure there's nothing else?” he asked,
with a sigh,

“Only the ginger-beer Dottles,” said
Johnny Bull, “You can wolf them if
vou like 1™

*Oh, really, Bull—"

“Still bungry?”" nsked Frank Nugent.

“Well, not exactly famished now,”
said Bunter. “I’m ready for tem, if you
fellows like to drop into an inn—"

“Ready for tea!” murmured Bob
Cherry. *“Oh, my hat!"

Bunter blinked at the chums of the
Remove with an almost amiable blink.
He had had nine-tenths of the picnic
and it had certainly made him feel
better. Life, nfter all, was worth
living, especially if he could get tea
fairly soon, with supper to follow early.

“I say, vou fellows, it's really up to
you to stand me something, you know,
after the splondid time I gave you at
Bunter Court,” he said. *“Youn had
some jolly good spreads there—what?"”

“Oh, top-hole!” said Bob, “You
didn't mention that we should have to
pay the billa afterwards. Of course,
that was rather an oversight.”

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Can  you walk, DBunter?’ asked
Wharton. “ You've got rather a lot to
carry now. 8till, we’'ll roll you back to
Kent like a barrel if you like,”

“Ha, tia, ha "

“I'm mnot going back!” snapped
Bunter. “I diglike that man Pilkins,
and I despise Walsingham; and as for
the footmen and the other servants, I
look on them as an ungrateful, carping
lot! They’ll be worrying me for wages,
or scmething of the kind, if they see me
again. An ungratefu! crew! Then the
Combermere trad ave them
magnificent orders, as you know. But
are they grateful? I'm fed-up with the
whole mob of them, and I'm jolly well
never going near Combermere again!”

“You jolly well are!” grinned Bob.
“And we're going to see that you do!
That's why we came after you, old
pippin !

“I decline to do anything of the
sort.” eaid Bunter. * 1 suppose I can
do what I like?”

“You suppose you can do whom you
like, you mean!” grinned Bob, *“But
you can’t, unless you leave us out of it,
Look here, Bunter, as we stayed at
Combermere Lodge with vou, and it was
partly our being there that helped you
to impose on people, we feel responsible.
All the bills have got to be paid. Wé'ro
all going fo get our people to help; but,
of course, vour father will have to weigh
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in most of all, as he's responsible for
you. You can’t wriggle out of'it, you
fat duffer; if you don't go with us
youw'll have to go back with s bobby's
hand on your shoulder.”

* Beast

“As for your idea of landing it all
on Mauly, that chicken won't fght.

uly may be ass enough; but we're
not letting you. See?”

“You needn’t mention Mauly to me!
I've dropped that rotter's acquaint-
ance,” said Bunter.

*Hallo, hallo, hallo!
old Mauly, then?"

“The rotter passed me in his car and
picked me up,” said Bunter. “I ex-
plained to him how matters stood and
pointed out to him that he was really
responsible for the whole thing, and he

Have you seen

simplg called me names and kicked me
nut of his car.”
““Ha, ha, ha!" roared the Famous

Five,

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! Mauly’s o beast—even worse than
you beasts!”

“Oh, shut up!” howled Bunter.
“Look bere, I'm not going back! I'm
not going home, either. pater
would have a fit if I told him about the
bills! ‘I jolly well know that he
wouldn't pay them! I think you fellowa
might be & bit sympathetic when &
fellow’s up against it like I am, all
through his thoughtless generosity .in
ontertaining his friends on a lavish
scale. I shall have to lie low for a bit.
You can lend me some money—"

Harry Wharton rose from the grass,

“Time to get a move on,” he
remarked.

“Lend me——"

“Come on, Bunter! T's only a

couple of miles to a railway-station,”

“I'm not going to a railway-station!”

“Come on "

“T won't!” roared Bunter, “I tell
you Yaroooooh! Leave off kick-
ing *me, Bull, you beast! I'm going,
an't 17

And Bunter went.

——

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Pleasant for Mr. Pilkins !

RASH!
' Parker, in the outer office at
Mr. Pilkins' business establish-

ment at Combermere, grinned.

The crash came from the inner office,

It sounded as if Mr, Pilkins had
kicked over a chair. No doubt he had.

For many days—ever since the crash
had come at Bunter Court, in fact—
Parkor had been accustomed to sounds
of fury from Mr, Pilkins' inner office.

The Combermere estate agent was like
a bear with a sore head, only more so.
The sun had gone down upon his wrath,
not once, but many times. With the
passing of days Mr. Pilkins' wrath hed
not decreased. Rather, like wine, it had
improved with age.

Billy Bunter's remarkable tenancy of
Combermere Lodge, re-christened Bun-
ter Court, had leit a legacy of trouble
to the hapless estate agent. The noble
owner of the Lodge, residing in a Swiss
hotel, had been inquiring whether the
house was let—an inguiry which Mr.
Pilkins did uot know how to answer.
Certainly the house had been let; but
no cash had been forthcoming, and cash
was the really important consideration
in the matter,

Walsingham, the butler, seemed to lay
the whole blame of the transaction on

Mr, Pilkins. Mr, Pilkins, on his side,
laid it on Walsingham, Both, of course,
agreed in laying it on Bunter, but they
agreed on nothing else,

The Combermere tradesmen—with
enormous accounts still unsettled, and
likely to remain unsettled—divided their
attentions between Mr. Pilkins and Wal-
singham, not being able to lay a finger
on Bunter,

Then the innumerable servants at the
Lodge, whose wages were supposed to
be paid by the furnished tenant, wanted
to know where those wages were, and
they seemed to want to know very
emphatically.

Mr. Pilkins, raging, wanted to get
hold of Bunter. And Bunter had
vanished apparently into empty space.

Even ‘the legal aspect of the matter
was dubious, Billy Bunter, obviously
now, had nothing. Could his father be
sued for such enormous debts contracted
by & schoolboy? Even if he were sued,
and sued successfully, could he pay?

Could Bunter even be sent to
“chokey " for bilking on such a scale?
Could he even be lodged in a reforma-
tory?

It was quite doubtful.

Mr, Pilkins knew what he deserved.
Peine-forte-et-dure, flogging, the tread-
mill, and something lingering, with
burning oil in it, and a few aof the
tortures of the Spanish Inquisition—such,
in Mr. dPi:]kins' heated fr?née {'.uf mindh.
appeared the proper way of dealing vit
\gi[l’liam George Buntm{ But he had
only too much reason to fear that the
magistrates would not agree with hLim,

Crash!

Parker, the estate-agent’s clork,
grinned again, This time it sounded
like the inkpot in the inner office.

Mr. Pilkins seemed to be having a
field-day, so to speak,

A car rumbled oulside in the High
Street of Combermere, and stopped al
M. Pilkins' office. A good-looking and
olegantly dressed youth walked in, ind
Parker Jumped to attention at once at
the sight of Lord Mauleverer.

“ Mr. Pilkins at home—what?"” esked
Mauleverer,

“Yes, my lord, He's in the inner
office now,” said Parker,

Crash!

Another chair hiad been kicked over.

“By ged!” murmured Lord Maul-
everer. ‘' What—"

“Mr. Pilkins is a little—hem '—a little
annoyed this afternoon, my lord, The
way that young feller Bunter——"

“Oh, quite!” said Lord Mauleverer,
“T'll see him—I've called to speak abouk
that young fellow Bunter.”

“Yes, my lord.”

Parker opened the door of the inner
office.

“Lord Mauleverer, sir,”

Mr. Pilkins came out, He did not
bow or scrape to his lordship. He
glared at him. The last time Lord
Mauleverer had called at Mr, Pilking'
office the estate-agent had fairly oozed
respect and deference, But Mr, Pilkins
was in & changed mood now. Mauly,
certainly, had had nothing to do with
that unfortunate tenancy of Comber-
mere Lodge. But it was through Lord
Mauleverer that Mr. Pilkins had first
come into contact with Bunter. Hence
the glare he gave his amiable lordship.

“Oh! Youw!" he snorted.

“Little me,” assented Mauleverer,

“PDo you know where that scoundrel
is?"”

" Eh?‘l

“That villain!"”

“What?”

“That billi!"” roared Mr. Pilkins.
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“Oh, gad!”

“Hundreds of pounds'"” howled Mr.
Pilkins. “Hundreds! “Where is he?
You ave his schoolfellow at Greyfriars!
Do you know where he 51"

“Aly dear chap——"

“Jilked! Bilked by a =schoolboy!
But I'll make him squirm! I'll make
him wriggle! I'll—"

“Tear man,” said Lord Mauleverer
cheerily, * calmness—enlmness, old chap!
What's the good of fireworks? Besidos,
1've looked in to arrange the matter,”

“What 1"

“(an’t have people bilked by n Grey-
friars man,” said Lord Mauleverer,
shaking his head. * Besides, I feel
responsible, in a way, That fat idiot
would never have seen Combermere
Yodge but for me. It all eame about
through my feelin’ tired one afternoon
and gettin’ that duffer to look at the
dashed furnished house for me. Of
course, a fellow couldn’t help fealin'
tired—it’s & tirin' life altogether, But
there you are—I feel bound to see the
matter through. Any objections?”

“Oh!” gasped Mr, Pilkins,
None—none at alll
takes the responsibility——"

“I don't know about that. I've buzzed
along lo pay what's owin’, that’s all. I
feel bound to do that. TI've kicked
Bunter—I felt I was entitled to that
much., But—"

: “I hope you kicked him hard, my
ord 1"

“Fairly hard,” said Mauleverer, "1
remember he gave a fearful howl. I
left him yellin’ somewhere in Hamp-
shire yesterday, But he will have to
turn up again at Greyfriars for the new
termy in a week or {wo, and I don’t want
a bobby comin’ there after him. If
you've got a bobby on tap, turn him off.
Bunter’s not really a rogue, you know--
only a born idiot and a blinkin® chump
and a thunderin’ ass, and a thumpin’
dummy, and some other things like
that. May I take it that the bobby will
be sent home to roost if I square the
jolly old bills?”

Mr. Pilkins gasped.

“ Anything your lordship likes—any-
thing your lordship desires! I shall be
only too happy to meet your lordship’s
wishes in every way! Your lordship has
only to command.”

“You're a jolly obligin’ chap, Pilkins!
It's a pleasure to do business with you,”
said Lord Mauleverer cordially. "1've
talked the matter over with my
guardian. He jibbed a bit, but I got
round him. Anyhow, I've got plenty of
dibs, so I should have played up, any-
how; but as it stands, my guardian has
given me & blank cheque to fill in to
the required amount. I'm here to find
out what the amount is. I'm afraid it’s
givin’ you an awful lot of trouble, Mr.
Pilkins,” added his lordship econsider-
ately.

“Not at all, my lord!” gasped Mr.
Pilkins. “I am entirély st your lord-
ship's orders! I will telephone to the
police-station and tell them that the
matter is now closed.”

*OR, good !

“Of course, I should have been ex-
tremely regretful io take extreme
measures in dealing with a—a—a young
gontleman who h&g the honour to be a
schoollellow of your lordship's,”

“0Oh, of coursel” gaid rd Maul-
everer. “I'm sure you'd have gone as
easy as possible with Bunter; you look a
good-natured chap,”

“Yes—yes—quite! I=I—I1 should
have gone very easy—as easy as—as
possible ! gasped Mr, Pilkins, Parker

“Oh!

If—if your lordship!

“ As you won't jump out, old bean,”” said Lord Mauleverer genially, * I am goin’
““Yaroooh ! ** roared Bunter.
The Owl of the Remove alighted from the ear
in a great hurry. Lord Mauleverer landed a final kick as he went, and Buniter |

went over on his hands and knees in the roadway.

to kick you out! Like thatl"

that—"" * Whoooop ! **

“And like

(See Chapter 8.)

winked at a blucbottle on the office wall,
remembering what Mr. Pilkins had been
saying about Bunter for the last week.
“]—1 dare say he is—is quite an
estimable’ yuml?' gentleman, only—only
a little thoughtless. Boys will be boys!

Ha, ha!” Mr, Pilkins could afford to
laugh now.
“¥ans,”” assented Maunleverer., *I

suppose I'd betier run up to the Lodge
in the ear and see Walsingham. He will
have the iradesmen's bills—what? And
your little account, and so on—shall we
get to business 7"

And they got to business, to the im-
mense satisfaction of Mr. Pilkins. And
then Lord Mauleverer rolled away in Lis
car to Combermere Lodge, leaving Mr.
Pilkins rubbing his hands with joy.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Order of the Boot!

¢ §y—I—I say, you fellows—"
I “ Get on!”
‘Beast "
“Get a move on, Bunter!”

" Yah ]” .

“Kick him, Bob!
biggest feet!”

“VYaroooooh !”

Billy Bunter moved on.

Harry Wharton & Co. walked with
him, grinning. It was a pleasant after-
noon, and the Combermeres road was
sunny and bright; but William George
Bunter was not enjoying the walk,

You've got the

The Famous Five had guarded him
carefully on the way back to Combor-
mere, At the inn where they had

ssed the night Bunter had risen early,
or once—but he found that Bob Cherry
had risen earlier! At every railway-
station where they had changed Bunter
had attempted to bolt, and had made the
attempt in vain. The Bunter-hunters
had lost their quarry once, but they were
not losing him again!

And so they had arrived at Comber-
mere Station, where Bunter alighted in’
the very lowest of spirits, Now they
wers walking up to Combermere Lodge,
where once ﬁxe Owl of the Remove bad
strutted and swanked as the lord of
“Bunter Court.” Deeply and intensely
did Bunter desire never to see again that
scene of his former greatness. But there
was no help for it—he had to go.

At a snail's pace the hapless Owl of
the Remove limped along the sunny
road, and he stopped when the gates of
Combermere Lodge came in sight. But
Bob Cherry’s boot restarled him, and be
rolled on again, .

“1 say, you fellows, I—I'm not going
in, you know!” groaned Bunter, “I—
J—X can’t, you know! I tell you it's no
good telegraphing to my father to coms
and see me through! He wouldn's
come I" .

*“The matter’s got to be settled,” said
Harry Wharton quietly. “We're all
going to help. Walsingham’s a reason-
able man, and he will talk i§ over and
see what can be done. If the bills are
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paid I've ro doubt they'll overlook your
potty trick of locking them in the wine-
cellars, They'll be glad to get their
money."”

“I keep on telling you that the bills
will all he paid in—in time ! howled
Bunter.

“ And how, you fat duffer 7"

“I'm expecting a postod-order—"

“What !

“Several postal-orders, in fact. It will
be all right.”

“You silly owl!” bawled Johnny Bull.

“0Oh, really, Bul—"

“And how many postal-orders will you
need to make up some hundreds of
pounds ?"' demanded Bob Cherry.

“That's all right! I'm expecting
quie a lot of postael-orders—irom my
titled relations, you know.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I keep on telling you it's all right.
Now, chuck it ! said Bunter, stopping
again, “I can't see that man Walsing-
ham. He’s a cheeky fellow, and it's
beneath my dignity o argue with him.
You understand ?”

“Quite! Get on!”

“ Look here—— Yarooooh !”

Bunter got on again. Really, it
seomed useless to assure the Famous
Five that it was all right. In answer
to all Bunter's frantic assurances, they
still urged him on towards Combermere
Lodge, and assisted him with the busi-
ness end of a boot when he lagged.

Bunter groaned dismally as they
reached the gates. The lodge-keeper let
them in, with e curious look at Bunter.
The days when Bunter had tossed him
pound notes for opening the gates were
over. Bunter had no pound notes—not
that he would have tossed about his
own pound notes had he possessed any.
The Famous Five walked Bunter up the
drive, leaving the lodge-keeper staring
after the party.

Bunter dodged to the right and
dodged to the left. A shove from Bob
Cherry and a kick from Johnny Bull
kept him to the path. There was no
EesCape.

The party walked on to the house, A
handsome car was standing on the drive,
and Bunter blinked at it. He remem-
bered having seen that handsome car the

dazy before.

‘I say, that looks like Mauly's ecar,”
he said. -

“Coms on !”

If Mauly's here, T don't want to see
him. He turned me down in the most
unfesling way, and I shall decline to
speak to him next term at Greyfriars.”

“There won't be any next term at
Greyfriars for you, fathead, if this affair
isn't fixed up,” said Nugent, “Do you
think you can go back to Greyfriars with
a bobby after you?”

“Oh, really, Nugent—"
“You're stopping, Bunter!”
Johnny Bull, drawing back his foot.

Billy Bunter rolled on again.

“I sny, you fellows, you can see that
I don't want to meet Mauly; and I'm
sure that that's Mauly's car. T'll tell
you what—you fellows go in and see if
Mauly's there, and—and I'll wait for you
here.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Of course, I—I wouldn't bolt, you
know——"

“The boltfulness would be terrific, I
think, my esteemed and fabricating
Bunter !” chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram

Sm%h.
“QOh, really, Inky—"

“Kim on!” chuckled Bob.

Billy Bunter was marched up the
steps. Wharton glanced at the chauffeur
waiting with the car; it was Lord
Mauleverer's chauffeur, The captain of
the Remove wondered what Mauly was
doing at Combermere Lodge. Evidently
he waa there, as his chauffeur and his
car were waiting.

Walsingham, the butler, opened the
great door of Combermere Lodge, and
surprise dawned in his well-groomed face
at the sight of the Greyfriars fellows
with Billy Bunter,

To the Famous: Five he was deferenti-
ally civil, but his eyes glinted at the
Ow]l of the Remove for a second. Appar-
ently, Walsingham had not forgotten his
imprisonment in the wine-cellars with
Mr. Pikkins; he was not likely to forget
an incident like that so easily as Bunter,
Bunter blinked at him uncasily, He
would not have been surprised if Wal-
singham had taken him by the collar;
he had given up expecting proper
deference from the servanits ai Comber-
mere Lodge.

But the Combermere butler did not so
far forget himself. He bowed the
Famous Five into the spacious hall of
Combermere, taking no notice of Billy
Dunter, whase commands he had once

said
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been deferentially eager to anticipate
and obey.

“We've brought him back, Walsing-
ham,” said Harry Wharton,

“So I see, sir!"”

“1 say, you fellows——"'

“Shut up, Bunter! Now we've got
the fat duffer here,” went on Harry.
“we want to go into the whole thing.
Every shilling iz going to be paid; and
we want to get at the total first, you
see, and then make arrangements,
That's why we're here now.”

Walsingham smiled,

“You young pgentlemen are not re-
sponsible,” he said, “and the sum total
is enormous.”

“It's got to be faced,” said Harry.
“We're going to put it to our people,
and they will all help. Bunter’s father
must be fetched here, to begin with, and
then—*

“He won't come!"”
“He won't pay anything!
telling you that he won't "

“Shut up, Bunter !

“*Gentlemen,” said the Combermere
butler, “T have some good news for you.
You need take no further trouble about
the matter. Lord Mauleverer called here
this afternoon——"

“1 say, you fellows, I decline—"

“ Dry up, Bunter!”

“ Beast I

“His lordship is still here,” said Wal-
singham. ‘" He has very kindly and

enerously taken the whole matter upon
vimself. He has settled with Mr.
Pilkins, and has been kind enough to go
through the mccounts with me, and
settilehtllle amounts due.”

wailed Bunter.
I keep on

“In the eircumstances, as his lordship
las done me the honour to ask ¥ as a
favour, I have consented to overlook
that person’s conduct.” Walsingham's
linted once more at Bunter, whom

eyes
he thus scornfully alluded to as a
person. Nothing will be said either by

me or by Mr. Pilkins about ¢he incident
of the wine-cellars, gentlemen, We are
bound to do everything in our power to
oblige so generons a young gentleman
as Lord Mauleverer.”

“0Oh, my hat!” said Bob,

The chums of the Remove looked at
one another.

Undoubtedly, it was great news. It
relieved the juniors of the very serious
liability they had felt bLound to take
over, and it was just like Mauleverer.
Billy Bunter's fat face beamed.

He was clear now,

No longer was he haunted' by the

1 dread of a constable’s hand ta.pging him

on the shoulder. No longer did he quake
at the prospect of an interview with his
pater. His appeal to Lord Maulsverer
had not, after all, been in vain. Mauly
had kicked him out of his car, it was
true, but he had played up, and after
all, a kicking more or less did not matter
very much to William George Bunter.
He had collected innumerable kickings
in the course of his fat career.

“Begad! You fellows, what?”

Lord Mauleverer came across the hall
from a morning-room with a cheery
smile on his face.

“Mauly, old man—"

“Jolly glad to see you chaps,’” said
Mauleverer, shaking hands with the
Famous Five one after another. “¥ou
seem to have had rather an excitin' time
heve, from what I hear.”

“I say, Mauly—" began Bunter.

“(0h, you blow away, Bunter!”

“Dear old pal—*

“Blow away!”

“0h, really, Mauly—"

{Continued on page 28.)
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A Sensational
Story of Detective
Adventure in
South Africa,
featuring Ferrers
Locke and his
boy assistant,
Jack Drake.

* Now We Sha’n’t Be Longl*

ITHOUT waiting for more,
Ferrers Locke dived ahead of
Pyecroft, and began tearing
across the open veldt.

Even as he was spesking, a shadow
had seemingly detached itself from the
myriad others cast by the boulders and
bushes—a shadow that had quickly
resolved itself into a human ﬁgure—lmj,
wvith just one swift, backward glance.
had flitted across Locke's angle of
vision, and disappeared again.

But this time Locke was not gning to
he beaten. Pyecroft, tearing along
after the detective, saw him vanish
round a huge boulder, and, as he drew
near, the inspector heard a sharp cry of
trinmph.

“Got you thiz time, my pippin!”

Then both Locke and the Yard man®
drew erect, breathless and perspiring,
while the mysiorions stranger lay pant-
ing on the ground, his hands held to-
gother behind his back by a pair of
handeuffs neatly clicked round his wrists
by Inspector Pyecroft.

“¥ank him up!” =napped Locke.
“Let's see who he is, anyway!”

Pyecroft sprang forward.

The man, who had fought madly,
seemed little the worse for his en-
counter, DBut he was obviously spent,
and offercd no resistance as the in-
spector dragged him erect.

Locke stepped forward, and flashed
his electric torch full into the man's
tace, Then both he and the Yard man
gave united gasps of astonishment.

“Ytephen Jarrad!”

Stephen Jarrad turned a white, hage
gard face towards his captors—a face
from which two dark, glittering eyes
burned in sunken, shndgowed sockets,
like the dying embers of a fire,

He was panting for breath, and his
face was bathed in I}:ers iratien, which
trickled down from his dark hair on to
his torn collar. His jacket, ripped in
several places, hung like a tatiered
romnant from his stooping shoulders, his
tie had been literally torn clean away,
and his shirt was wide open at the neck.

Altogether he presented a pitiable
spectacle of mingled migery .and
defiance.

“Wall,” he said thickly, “now you've
got me, I suppose you're satisfied !”

Locke gazed at him thoughtiully, The
detective’s brows were drawn together

Locke's voice rang out into the silence

in an exultant shout.
*0h, you're showing your
teeth, are you #”

Pyecroft redoubled his
pace as sounds of a fierce
<truggle came to him, He
awept reund the angle of
rock like a human whirl-
wind, ta fall back as
quickly with a gasp, as
two figures reeled drunk-
enly towards him, tripped,
nng plunged headlong to
the ground.

There followed a sharp,
fierce struggle, and then
Locke's volce agein rang
out:

“Lend a hand here,
Pyrecroft—quick, man 1"

The inspector sprang
forward. Only with diffi-
eulty was he able to make
out Locke's figure in the
whirling mass of arms and
legs.

He pounced on to the
other, who was moment-
arily uppermost. There
followed another shar
tussle, dramatically brief,
but not without its un-
nomfortable side, so far as
Pyecroft was concerned,

There was a moment’s tense silence.

WHOQ'S WHO.

FERRERS LOCKE, the world-famous detective, who s engaged in
sulving the mystery surrounding the tragic end of

S$IR MERTON CARR, a South African wining maegiate, who has
been murdered, uncle of )

GERALD BRISTOW—alias Arthur the Dude—an escaped convict,
who has made hiz way over to Johannesburg to seek the
treasure of the Golden Fyramid.

GRIGES, the valet at Sir Merton's house «t Parktown, a suburb of
Johannesbury.

STEPHEN JARRAD, the late baronct's private secretary, who has
myeteriously disappeared, thereby ltading the Jo'burg police to
asiume that he is guilty of the inurder.

DAFT DAVE, a local half-wit, who apparently knew the true jacts
of the murder, bitt dics before he can make a full confession.
He helps in the quest, however, by directing Locke to reek the
« hlack ber under the kloof at Deril's Elbow.”’

JACK DRAKE, Locke's capable boy assistant,

INSPECTOR PYECROFT, a Scotland Yard defective.

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

. - . . . . . . . .

The treacure of the Golden Pyramid supplies the motive of the
wurder of Sir Merton, for it turns out to be a vich asbestos reef
in the region of Great Zinbabwe, Southern Rhodesia. Before
visiting the place Lecke, Drake, and Pyecroft make for. Devil's
Elbow in search ef the black bor. The box is found, but its
contents have been removed. Suddenly Locke sees a figure of a
man who i3 evidently watching them. The detective closes with
i, but the jellow breaks free, and is loat in the darkness, Locke,
scouting round, eees him again. “Jove, Pyecroft!™ he exelaims,
@ Lool: there!" Before Pyecroft can reply the detective darls away.

(Now read on.)

in a perplexed

irown, He seemed
strangely disappointed.

But Pyecroft was exult-
ant. His eyes were gleam-
ing trinmphantly as he
faced the man whose wrists
he had so neatly clamped
with the handcuffs.

“Very well satisfied
indeed, %Ir. Stephen
Jarrad!” he exclaimed.
“But we are still waiting
to hear what yon've done
with the contents of Daft
Dave’s ebony box !

Stephen Jarrad started
back as if he had been
shot.

“Daft Dave's ebony
box 1”7 he repeated blankly.

“Now, my good man, it's
absolutely no use your try-
ing to pull off the baby-
innocent stunt on us this
time | protested Pyecroft
satcastically, “It simply
won't work, We want the
contents of that box, and
vou're going’ to hand 'em
over, auick and lively,
before we take you hack to
Joburg and chavge
,ou___’}

“Charge me?” Stephen
Jarrad’s voice broke
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in ere Locke, who had now stepped for-
ward, could intervene. “ What are you
going to charge me with? The murder
of Sir Merton Carr, I suppose? Well,
you can get on with it—you hear? You
can take me back and charge me—you
can send me for trial, you can senicnce
me to death, and you can jolly well
hang me, and I'll thank you for doing
it! I'm sick to death of the whole
business, anyway, and I'll be glad to
take my ticket out of it for good and
all!”

“Oh, search the blighter !” snapped
Pyecroft, darting forward impatiently.

“Yes, search me!” exclaimed Jarrad
excitedly. “Come on—I don't mind!
You're welcome to all you mey find!
I tell you I know nothing about any
ebony box. It's the first time I've ever
heard of the darned thing!”

“That for a tale!” sneered Pyecroft.
running his hands swiftly and methodic-
ally through the other's clothing.

“It's true, I tell you!” shouted
Jarrad, appealing now to Locke. “I've
just said I was running away. Icouldn't
sponge on the mater any longer. She'd
have been found out, though I'd only
turned up two days ago and begged her
to keep quiet. So I started to trek for
Pretoria, and intended to eut through
to the farmlands beyond Zeerust. Got
a good chance of losing myself way back
there in the backveldt.”

“Why were you running away, if yon
were innocent of Bir Merton’s murder
asked Locke quietly.

Pyecroft had now desisted in his
search, having found nothing at all,

“What was the use of sticking it out,
anyway 7" countered Jarrad hopelessly.
““The case was all against me—I could
do nothing—I had no proof—"’

“Neither had we,” came Locke's
startling rejoinder.

Jarrad fell back with a gasp. Pye-
croft stared at the detective as if he had
taken leave of his senses.

“Well, of all the blamed fools,
Locke——" began the inspector.

But Locke waved him sside with a
smile,

“It's all right, Pyecroft,” he said. “I
know what I'm doing. We had a case,
of sorts, against Jarrad. But it was
purely superficial, as you very well
know. Btop and think for yeurself,
man! What was it that first put the
idea into our heads that Jarrad had

committed the crime? His contra.
dictory statements on the morning
after! But the man was shaken up—

his nerves were all to pieces. FHo
realised that, of everyone in the house-
hold, he was the most likely to be sus-
pected. He knew nothing of Dristow,
or Daft Dave, or the Golden Pyramid.
And then, while we were still busy
sifting things out, Jarrad accidentally
stumbles across the dagger, hidden in
his own room—hidden there by the
person who committed the murder, for
the very obvious reason that he wanted
to lay a false trail. It was child’s play,
man! But Jarrad was overwrought, he
was in & blue funk. And so he bolted,
and so promptly centred suspicion upon
him until it became almost & .moral
certainty. But, just the same, T +ell
you, Pyecroft, we have no case against
Stephen Jarrad, end I tell you that,
here in his presence, because I know,
and you know, too, that it’s the stark
truth. And fair play's a jewel any day
and any where "

P{ecroﬂ: stood ac if spellbound.

““Yes, but—but what's he want to
behave so mysteriously for?” he splut-
tered at last. ** After all, we're not to
blame. His whole conduct—*
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“His conduct has been criminally
foolish,” agreed Locke, !'But it’s also
been amazingly human, in the circum-
stances,”

He turned towards Jarrad now, who
had stood listening in sheer amazement
to what Locke was saying,

“You've heard my view, Jarrad,”
said the detective quietly. *I'm play-
ing fair with you Dbecause I believe
you're & white man. And you're going
to play fair with me. You're going to
answer my next question straight-
forwardly, without fear, without pre-
varication, Did you or did you not kill
Sir Merton Carr ¥”

Jarrad flung back his head,

"I did not, as Heaven’s my sole
jud%e 1” he declared solemnly,

“That's good enough for me,” said
Locke promptly, *“And it's good
cnough for you, teo, Pyecroft, And
now I think we'll hustle back home.
DBut first take those darbies off Jarrad.
They're most uncomfortable things at
the best of times—"

“ But—but the ebony box——" began
Pyecroft.

“I'm afraid,” answered Locke slowly,
“that the clouded moon is to blame,
There were two figures floating around
here! One was Stephen Jarrad, and
the other——"

“Gug-good heavens!” gasped the in-
spector.  “The other was our man,
then !”

Locke nodded.

“And he's got away with the contents
of the box—if there were any contents,”
Lie replied.

“But—but who the thunder was he,
anyway ?” protested Pyecroft, *That
elnsive scoundrel Bristow id

But Locke shook his head.

“I'd know Arthur the Dude anywhere,
oven in the dark,” he returned.” “And
I'm willing to stake my repulation it
was not he. I'm afraid, Pyecroft, old
man, that I cannot answer your question
at present.”

“You—you mean to say that you
don't know—"

“I mean to say that there's a third
party in this little game of hide-and-
seek,” murmured Tocke. “A  third
party, whose identity we've never even

uessed at so far. Bot come along,

yecroft, time's creeping on, and I'm
tired !”

They wended their way to the ear,
Locke quiet and strangely indifferent to
the inspector's obvious amazement,
Jarrad exhausted, but immeasurably
rolieved and feeling a queer sense of
warm gratitude towards the great-
hearted British detective.

Thoy reached the Parktown house just

as dawn was beginning to tint the
eastern sky.

Jack Drake was already up, and with
him was Superintendent Vano.

They were plainly amazed to find
Btephen Jarrad with Locke and Pye-
croft, but there was something else
which seomed to be occupying their
thoughts just now.

Jack ceme forward as Locke walked
quictly up the drive towards the house.
The detective's young assistant seemed
consumed with pent-up excitement,

“Guy'nor,” he whispered, drawing
Locke aside, “we’ve been waiting for
you! There may be nothing in it, of
course, but—but—well, yvou remember
Griggs "

“Griggs?” repeated Locke slowly.
“Q0h, you meen Sir Merton’s valet ! OE,
yes. A very curious chap Griggs, a
queer card if ever there was one. But
what about him, anyway t*

“He’s disappeared—vanished !”
claimed Jack tensely.

Locke stopped dead and stared at his
young assistant for fully a minute.

Then he nodded his head very slowly,
and & queer gleam crept into hig eyes.

“Good " he-said at last. * Very good
indeed! That's just what I've been
waiting for! Now we sha'n’t be long !

ex-

The Burnt Newspaper |

OTH Jack Drake and Inspecior
Pyecroft stared at Ierrers Locke
in speechless amazement.

Always something of a human
enigma, Locke had never, perhaps, be-
haved in 3uita such a mystifying manner
as he had dons througﬁouﬁ this present
case, and his latest statement had left
them positively breathless.

“Excuse me, ke, old man,” said
Pyecroft, in a strangely calm voice,
“but would you mind saying that
again ?”

“With pleasure, old fruit.” The de-
tective seemed to be enjoying the situa.
tion immensely. “Jack has just told me
that Griggs, the valet, has disappeared,
and my reply to that altogether splen-
did, if not exactly unexpected, picce of
news was ‘' That’s just what I've been
waiting for !’ ¥

A tense silence followed his words,

during which both Pyecroft and Jack
glared at the famous detective sulphui-
ously.

¥

“Huh " grunted Pyecroft at last, “I
suppose you will have your little joke

ut—->"

“I'm afraid, Pyebroft, that there's
something seriously wrong with your
supposer,” returned Locke, with mock
gravity, “I assure you I am not joking
in the least, Griggs has very conveni-
ently obliged us by gisappaaring \
the way, Jeck, I take it you’re certain
on that point?” His tone changed
momentarily to one of sudden anxiety.

“ Absolutely,” nodded Jack. “We've
searched the house from top—"

“Good ! interrupted Locke, smiling
again. “And now, I think, we can get
down to work in real earnest.”

“Well, that's interesting, anyway,”
growled Pyecroft. “And what, may I
ask, is the first item on this myskerious
programme ?*

“Now, look here, Pyecroft,” said
Locke, serious for once. *“There's
nothing whatever to get ratty about,
and I'm not pulling your leg or enybody
else’s leg, either, for that matter.

“There’s & whole heap of tangled
threads in this astounding ecase, and
we've had our nerves frayed badly in
the prooess of disentangling them. I've
just said I'm glad Grigge has disap-
peared, simply because it throws open
the final road which will, I firmlv be-
licve, lead us to the conclusion of the
whole affair.

“But I'm afraid I can't explain any-
thing more just now—jyou know I hate
making definite statements until I am
quite sure of my ground.

“But I promise that you shall be in
at the death, and that everything will
!m"cxp!nined as quickly as I can manage

Both Jeck Drake and the inspector
realised, from the tone of Locke's voice,
that he was in deadly carnest now; they
also realised that it would be futile to
expect any further enlightenment, at this
st?[gf, anyway, from him.

‘They were frankly puzzled and could
not in the least follow his train of
thought, and so they did the only pos-
sible thing in the circumstances—they
decided to leave everything to him.

Locke’s first action was to go at once
to the servants’ quarters, where he made
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i thorough and pawmstaking search of
sho room till lately occupied by the
absent valet, Griggs.

He found that Griggs had taken prac-
tically all his belongings with him, But
there were signe of a fire having been
lighted in the grate, and as the weather
at this parficular time was distinetly
sultry—the glass stood somewhere in the
region of 80 in the shade—Locke
pounced upon the remains of the fire
with the air of nne who is on the verge
of a highly interesting discovery. .. _

Ten minutes later he was busy an-
deavouring to piece together some
charred fragments of what appeared to
be a torn newspaper cutting. It was a
ticklish task, and when it was completed
there were some disappointing gaps
which made the reading of the printed
lines & hazardous affair.

As Jack Drake and Pyecroft looked
over the great detective’s shoulder, they
saw a ocouple of headlines and perhaps
half & paragraph of print, badly
charred but fairly intelligible:

a1+ BABSE FROM .. , . ONEMOOR

a+es RIOUS BNEAK TH....T
LIBE ,,..GAIN

e+ . « ‘Hedger, the noto . . . . ief, who
was desoribed by Mr. Justice Harwood
+ + » « eing an habit . . . . iminal of the
most incura .. . type, was rel . ...
oniemoor Prigon yest. «.« i fter gerv. ...
tence of tWwo y8 + v s &

“1 think that's prettf plain, guv’'nor,”
murmured Jack. “It's a newspaper
garagraph concerning the relesse from
tonemoor Prison of & chap called
Hedger, a notorious sneak-thief, who
was described by the judge as being an
habitual crook of the most incurable

typ

“Yes, all that is clear enough”
nodded’ Locke. “But I wish I could
have got at the date of thie newspaper.;
Unfortunately, the rest of the cutting
has been burnt, otherwise thers might
have been & clue of sorts—"

“Bhould say it's pretty ancient,
though,” cut in Pyecroft thoughtfully.
“Meantersay, it'd at least some
months old, Also, it's an English news-
paper, not one printed in this country—
there's & subtle difference in the type
faces and the setting up of the puges.”

Locke nodded.

“You're quite right, Pyecroft,” he
said. “This is an English newspaper,
and by the style of type used I should
say it's the ' Daily Radio '—”

Heized with & new idea, ha picked up
the charred fragments gingerly and
turned them over, rearranging them so

in

“ Lond a hand here, Pyeeroft ! Quick ! ”* The Inspector sprang forward. Only
with diffieclty was he able to make out Ferrers Locke’s figure in the w
mass of arms and legs, (See page 21.)

hitling

as to get some sort of idea of the print
on the obverse side.

“I’s a dodge that sometimes works,
you know,” he explained. “When the
date’s missing, you can sometimes find a
scrap of news or other information on
the back of the cuttin]g by which an
approximate. period could be fixed, and
— here we are!” i

He smoothed the paper out with
elaborate care and pointed to several
lines of blurred type.

" “This i a part of a critique of a new
lay produced at the Tribune Thesatre,
nden, and called ¢ The Bnare.’ Jack,
ou're the dramatic enthusiast of this
ittle eyndieate, so perhaps you can en-
lighten us as to the date when this play
was first produced i

Jack, whose face had now lighted up,
nodded and smiled. He was an incurable
theatre “fan ** and “first-nighter * when
in London, and wheat he did not know

about plays and players was scarcely |.

worth troubling about.

“{The Snare,’” he said, rattling off
the information like a parrot, "was
brought over to Londén from the States
and put on at the Tribune by Modern
Play Productions, Ltd., and the first
night was Tuesday, Jamary 2

“That's barely three months ago,” cut

ecroft.
“Matter of fact, we were coming

| across the Atlantic just theu,_ on our way

to Cape Town,” nodded Locke.
“But what's all this got to do with
the case in hand 1” asked Jack suddenly.

“ A whole lot, my boy,” emiled Loeke.
“This man Hedger, the sneak-thief, and
Griggs, the valet, are gne and the same
perzon |”

“Jupiter 1” gasped Pyecroft. “How
on earth did you tumble to that?”

] knew it almost as soon as I first
set eyes on Griggs,” said Locke ‘auietly.
“Ag a matter of fact, I happened Lo be
present in court when Hedger got hig
last sentence, and I distinctly remember
the judge uttering the very words re-
ported in this newspaper cutting. Also,
as I think you knmow, my memory for
faces is rather good.”

“ And—and you mean to say that you
recognised this fellow Griggs as easily
as all that—after o lapse of two years?”
gasped Pyecroft. .

“I recognized him by one thing,”
answered Locke. “His appearance had
changed, of course—for example, he has

rown a heavy moustache, But the man

edger had a curious, arrowshaped
scar behind his left ear, and if you have
taken the trouble at any time to have
a look at Griggs, you will have noticed
that- same scar in precisely the same

sition. Also there’s the slight cast
in his left eye—" i

“Glory bel” muttered Jack, in open
admiration. “What a memory you've
got, quv‘nor i .

“It's a perfectly ordinary memory,
Jack,” answered Locke T.\ietly. “You,
or Pyecroft, or anyone else possessed of
ordinary intelligence, could do just as
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well—it's purely & matter of training.
As I have so often tried to impress upon
you, there's nothing magieal about detec-
tive work. It’s aﬁ a matter of concen-
tration, of making proper and logical
use of one’s roasoning powers and one's
observation.”

That was always Locke's way., His
worst enomy could never accuse the
great detective of conceit. To Locke,
his extraordinary powers were the most
natural things in the world, and he in-
variably maintained that anyono could
do as well as he, provided he trained
himself along the right lines,

But Locke’s ingrained modesty caused
him to overlook that one additional
factor in his success—that faculty of
vigion, of intuitive imagination and con-
structive fancy which uﬁ;{mc set him high
above most others in his chosen profes-
sion. In this respect, Ferrers Locke was
a genius; and, like most geniuses, was
sublimely unaware of the fact.

The great detective concluded his
scarch of Griggs’ room at last, and then
announced his intention of going to bed.

“But—but what about following up

Criggs?” protested Pyecroft.

“Oh, he's all right,” laughed Locke.
“To-morrow we'll make one or two in-
quiries, just to get confirmation of what
has already become my theory—namaely,
that Griggs has made a bee-line for the
North—for Rhodesia—"

“Rhodesia " echoed Jack, “But—but
how do you know——"

“I don’t know,” cut in Locke. “But
I'm willing to bet you any amount that
that is precisely what friend Griggs has
done. It's only a question of making use
of your imagination, my boy.

“Just think for a moment, We've just
proved that Griggs and Hedger are one
and the same, We know that Hedger,
the sneak-thief, was released from Stone-
moor Prison a few mouths ago. We also
know that Bristow made his escape
from that sclf-same prison shortly after
Hedger's release.

“Those things are facts. Now for
theories. DBristow and Hedger were in
the same prison. It is conceivable—in
fact, probable—that they may have
worked in the same gang, that they may
have struck up, in a secret way, a sort
of friendship together.

“Assuming all that to be true, it is
but a step to the next theory. Bristow
may have confided in Hedger, or
Hedger may have wormed odd details
out of Bristow, concerning the crime for
which Bristow was imprisoned. In this
way Hedger may have picked up, in
fragments, the whole story of the
Golden Pyramid, the secret treasure of
Devil's S8pruit, and so on.

“ Another step. Bristow, learning that
Hedger was shortly to get his release,
and  knowing that he—Bristow—was
‘in’ for a good long stretch, might, in
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his desperation, have suggested &
schemo to Hedger—n schemq whereby
the latter, on his release, might en-
gineer Bristow’s cscape, after which he
and Hedger would perhaps go fifty-fifty
in the little matter of the Golder
Pyramid.”

“Gee-whiz!” gasped Pyecroft. “Yon
should give up plain, ordinary detective
work, Locke, and go in for writing
mystery novels instead [

“There’s a good deal in what the
guvnor says, though,” said Jack
seriously, “It may be only theory, but
it rings astonishingly true.”

“To carry the idea a bit further,”
went on Locke, “what was to prevent
Hedger, on his rclease, from double-
crossing Bristow and deciding to work
the whole stunt on his own account?
We know something of Hedger's char-
acter, We know that he is a mean
sneal-thief, an habitual criminal of the
most incurable type, to quote the words
of the judge who Ilast sentenced him.
It's just about the kind of rotten, back-
sliding thing & man of his type would
do. Bosiﬁcs, what is he doing in
Johannesburg at all, and in Sir Mer-
ton Carr’s household of all places?”

“Then—then yon think that Hedger,
or Griggs as we know him over here,
must have set out to worm his way into
Sir Merton’s service for the sole purpose
of petting hold of the contents of that
old biscuit-tin 7" said Pyecroft.

“I think it is a feasible, even an ex-
tremely probable, fact,” answered Locke.

“And where does Bristow come int”
asked Jack.

“He doesn’t come in at all,” returned
the defective, with a dry smile. “That's
just his trouble. He escaped from Stone-
moor shortly after Hedger's release, and
you will remember, Jack, that when
Bristow eame to e he said something
about a man having double-crossed him.
It all fits in like the parts of a jig-saw
puzzle.

“DBristow has trailed his man across
the Atlantic and came here with the
intention of confronting him, or, at any
rate, of preventing him from getting
the secret of the Golden Pyramid from
Sir Merton. And then, of course, the
murder of Sir Merton turned the whole
seene into a public place, and Bristow
had to hold his hand—"

“Look here, Locke.” Pyecroft strode
forward pow and looked straight into
the private detective’s eyes. “Who the
merry dickens did murder Sir Merton
Carr?” '

A slow, shadowy smile played around
Ferrers Locke's lips.

“It wasn't Jarrad,” he said. “And it
wast't—— DBut, no! I don’t think I'd
better commit myself further ot this
stapge.”

“But do vou know who did it?” per-
sisted Jack Drake,

“1 think so0,” answered Locke, still
smiling. “But until I've proved it
finally I'm not going to say any more,
But T'll tell you this much. Bristow and
Griggs have so far eluded each other—
or, rather, Griggs has done the eluding.
Sooner or later they are bound to mect.
And when they do—well, we’ll have to
be durned quick if we're going to avert
another tragedy, that's all1”

In Terrible Peril !

N deciding to take no further action
I until the morning, Ferrers Locke
was not, as his companions at first
imagined, wilfully wasting valuable
time or permitting one of the principal
suspects in this altogether amazing
drama to make a clean get-away.
Locke’s theory had been formulated
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on the basis that Grigge, alias Hedger,
was playing a deep game, and that that
game was very intimately connected
with the secret of the old Boer’s fortune
and therefore bound up with the mystery
of Sir Merton Caxr’s murder. .

But, since it wag, at present, little
more than a theory, and there was no
real, tangible proof on which to take
action, Ferrers ke had resolved on a
wise strategy in permitting Grigge to

o where g'ge pleased, the detective

rewdly believing that, by so qomF,
the ex-convict valet would inevitably
lead him and his two colleagues to the
final stage of the case—in other v_rorda}
to Zimbabwe, and in this way himsel
supply the as yet missing evidence re-
quireg to effect Griggs' arrest.

Locke also knew that, even though
Griggs intended to make for Rhodesia,
the man could not possibly get away
from Johannesburg until the following
day, since there were only three trains
a week to Bulawayo, and the last one
had left the day before.

As to the means by which Griggs had
obtained the necessary information
about the locality of the asbestos reef,
Locke had frankly to confess to himself
that he had no real information; but he
sagelg guessed that the fact that Griggs
had been run into by both Locke and
Jack Drake in the most frequent and un-
expected places at the Parktown house,
in itself supplied a good and reliable
source of information.

Griggs had been hers, there, and
everywhere, often appearing as if out of
the very air itself.

There had been the instance of the
fight in Locke's own bed-room that
night, when Bristow had attempted to
ransack Locke’s suitease in quest of the
clues to Piet de Jongh's freasure.

In that case alone, as Locke very well
knew, Griggs had made a most timely
appearance, suggestive of the fact that
he must, ‘indeed, have expected some
such event to take place.

And on more then one cccasion Locke
had abruptly left the room in which he
had bean working to find that Griggs
was but a yard or so away along
the passage.

It was obvious to Locke that Griggs
had been carrying on an elaborate
system of epying, by which, most pro-
bably, he had picked up odds and ends
of information without appearing to do
<0, and had finally strung them together,

Moreover, there were the newspaper
reports of the murder and the subse-
quent investigations, in themselves a
mine of information to the valet, when
it was wemembered that he was already
well primed with the main facts con-
cerning the Golden Pyramid and its
secret.

“He’s a most ingenious scoundrel!”
murmured Locke as he retired to rest
that night. “Throughout the whole of
this case he has succeeded in throwing
dust in the eyes of everyone, in behaving
in the most elusive fashion. And even
now he's pot away with it, But I rather
fancy he’s on his last lap this time.”

Locke was up betimes next morning,
to find a telegram awaiting him,

The night before, after Jack and Pye-
croft had already retired, Locke had
put through an urgent inquiry to police
headquarters, asking them to have a
watch kept on all railway-stations and
other means of exit from the city.

And now the police’s reply had come.
“Man answering to your descrip-
tion,” ran the message, “boarded south-
bound train at Park BStation at 11,25
last night. Took out single ticket for
Fourteen B8treams.”

Locke smiled, and
pessed the message
on to Jack Drake
and Pyeoroft.

“It's quite all
right,” he said,
noticing their
puzzled looks. “It
only means that
Griggs probably

ot the wind-up on

ding that there
was no direct train
to Bulawayoe until
to-day, and there-
upon decided to
get clear of the
town ah any
cost,

“The train he
has taken is the
Cape express, via
Fourteen Streams
gnd Kimberley.
Griggs will alight
at Fourteen
Streams, stay there
till the ordinary
Rhodesian mail
comes up from
Cape Town, and
then re-bock.

“It means a
delay for him,
being the longest
route to hia desti-
nation but it
makes no  rteal
difference, and be-
sides, it gives us a
better chance.

A few hours later
Ferrers Locke, Te-
turning from a
visit to the town,
announced that they
would start almost
immediately for Bulawayo by aeroplane.

“But why aeroplane?” asked Pgye-
croft, who had a rooted dislike of travel-
ling by air. “There’s a train to-night.”

“Too slow,” said Locke. ‘Besides,
from inquiries I've been able to make

-this morning, there's good reason to

believe that Bristow has already made
a start; in fact, he's probably half-way
there by now.,”

“My hat!” exclaimed Jack. “Then
he must have succeeded in deciphering
that letter which he took from me! He's
been pretty slick.”

“ Arthur the Dude always was ‘ pretty
slick,” smiled Locke. “He's an amaz-
ingly clever man, and it's & thousand
pities he never turned his undoubted
talents to more honest uses. However,
that’s all by the way. We're off by
aeroplane at once, and if you, Pyecroft,
are afraid of a dose of air-sickness——"

“Gr-r-r-h!”  snorted the inspector.
* Air-sickness be blowed! I'll be right
there in half & jiffy!”

Locke turned away to hide the smile
that crossed his lips. The famous private
detective knew his Pyecroft, and could
alwaye be relied upon to get round him
in the most adroit manner.

An hour later the journey had com-
menced, and soon the forest of magnifi-
cent buildings that comprised Johannes-
burg was left far behind, and they were
soaring over a vast expanse of barren,
sun-scorched veldt, with the vague out-
lines of towering mountains, set in a
mist of blue and gold, rising up on
almost every hand.

In due course they reached Mafeking,
on the edge of the great Bechuanaland
desert, and here they ke thé journey,
to spend the night at one of the prin-

The asroplane dropped
without warning Into
a tail-slide and hurtled
downwards at an ever-
increasing speed. (See
Page 27.)

cipal hotels in this tiny yet world-famious
town.

But they had resumed again almost
before the first red rim of the African
sun had appeared over the hoyizon and
were speeding away over countless miles
of bleak, serubby land with great patches
of grey-white sand flashing past at in-
tervals, and always, in the distance, the
long line of blue and gold mountain
ranges.

To Jack Drake it was the experience
of a lifetime, and when at last they
crossed the border that separated the
Union of South Africa from Rhodesia,
the boy detective’s enthusiasm was at
fever pitch.

Never had he seen such wonderful
changes of scenery in so short a space
of time, such an ever-moving panorama
of mighty, rugged mountains, great
table-lands, vast undulating stretches of
utterly barren and apparently lifeless
veldt, mile upon mile of arid desert
sande, and finally, the glorious, vivid
green of Rhodesia’s fields and meadowa
so strangely reminiscent of the English
countryside.

They came at last in sight of the town
of Bulawayo, approaching it from the
south, from which aspect it presented a
queer suggestion of scatteredness, almost
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as if the town had “grown up” where it
liked without regard for plan or scale.

But as they dréw nearer, and at last
hovered almost dead centre over it, they
could just make out the finely-planned,
wide streets, the red and green roofs of
the houses, the solitary majesty of the
numerons statues which were erected
at varvious points in the centre of the
town,

They came down in a great open field
on the outskirts of the town, and a little
later had booked accommeodation at one
of the principal hotels, Locke having
decided to remain here for a while.

Thapks to Locke's forethought in de-
ciding to accomplish the journey by
aeroplane, they had reached their desti-
nation a good thirty-six hours ahead of
Griggs, and Locke’s plan now was to
lie in wait until the valet’s appearance
on the scene, He knew that, although
the valet would be making for Great
Zimbabwe, he would be compelied to
break his journey here, and in all pro-
bability wait for at least & day for a
connection to the Victoria district, where

the famous and mysterious ruins were

standing.

Meantime the detective began at once
to make guiet and unobtrusive inquiries,
with a view to discovering whether Dris-
tow had been seen anywhere in the
town, but without any useful result.

Nor did he himself come across any
sign of that elusive gentleman, despite
the fact that Bulawayo is in reality a
small town, where strangers are almost
certain to be picked out when they
chanced to traverse the main streets.

Locke gave up the search at last, feel-
ing somewhat mystified, but finally de-
ciding that Bristow must have made for
Great Zimbabwe by another route,

But for once the famous detective was
at fault, for though he was completely
unaware of it Bristow was actually in
Bulawayo on the day that Locke and
his companions arrived in their aero-
plane. Moreover, Bristow had person-
ally -witnessed their arrival, and had
been most emphatically interested there-
in.

But though Bristow was in Bulawaro,
and had been there for at least twenty-
four hours prior to Locke's arrival, he
had been cunning enough to Leep well
clear of the town itself,

His knowledge of *he locality—born
of many years spent in Africa prior to
his connection with the Golden Pyramid
case—had stood him in good stead, and
he had very craftily contrived to secure
the use of an old prospecior's hut
situated five miles beyond the municipal
area, and well off the beaten track,

For supplies Bristow hac depended
mainly on native stores in the vicinity,
and on very occasional visits fo the out-
skirts of the town itself—and then only
at night—and to such stores as those
usually patronised by the negro frater-
nity, and therefore not likely to be
visited by any of the white population.

Locke and his companions had arrived
in their aeroplane in the early morning.
From his hut, barely two miles away
across the open veldt, Arthur the Dude
had watched the landing with a malevo-
lent smile,

That same night, after Locke, Pye-
croft, and Jack Drake had all unsuspect-
ingly retired to their beds in the hotel,
Gerald Arthur Bristow crept stealthily
forward towards the meroplane, where
he &spent some fifteen minutes in
minutely examining the engine, and in
performing one or two distinetly queer
acts ere ho finally returned to his hut
with every appearance of being well
pleased with himself.

An hour later Bristow left the hut,
and made his way on foot to n native
location about a mile or so away.

Here he entered into a long and low-
voiced conversation with a certain tall,
brawny-looking son of Ham, and a
number of coins of the rerlm exchanged
hards.

“ And don't you forget, Mafazu!" said
Bristow, as he prepared to take his
leave. “Youw're to be at the place
arranged—about twenty miles east of
Lapanzi—by daybreak on Thursday.
savvy ?”

The native's eyes glittered. and a slow
snmiile curled the corners of his thick lips.

“Me savvy, inkoos!” he muttered,
“Me wait there for the great white bird
with the broken wing!”

Which response apparently gave
Arthur the Dude much satisfaction, for
he made his way back to his lonely hut
with a conspicuowsly jaunty step.

Two days later

.
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tered the private sitting-room of Locke's
suite at the local hotel, a blank expres-
sion on his face,

“ Nothing doing !’ he exclaimed. “I've
spent an hour on that blessed railway-
station, wntching every single passenger
on the up-train from Cape Town, and
never a sight of our man anywhere!”

Locke frowned, and clicked his testh
together with a snap of annoyance. In
all his conjectures he had never for a
moment reckoned on this eventuality.

According to the information given
him by the Johannesburg police, Griggs
had certainly entrained” for Fourteen
Streams, which was on one of the main
line routes to Rhodesia. By Locke's
own reckoning, Griggs would be due in
Bulawayo on the train which had now
arrived, and which Pyecroft, wutching
under safe cover, had met, scrut-inisinﬁ
every single passenger who passe
through the ticket-barrier for a sight of
the wanted man.

“Griggs was not on that train; I'm
absolutely certain of it,” said Pyecroft.
“What's more, when I found no trace
of him, I had a chat with the train-con-
ductor, the guard, and even the chief
dining-room steward, and they all said
that no man answering to the deseription
of Griggs had been seen on the train
thitoughout their half of the journey,
which began at Kimberley; and thus, of
course, included Fourteen Streams.”

Ferrers Locke paced restlessly up und
down the room for some moments,

This hitch in his plans had seriously
upset him. He was frankly mystified,
too, for there was no reason, as far as
he could see, why Griggs should have
missed this partieular train—indeed,
there was every conceivable reason for
him to take the greatest pains not to
miss it.

“Maybe he was taken ill, or some-
thing,” suggested Pyecroft, though not
very hopeﬁllly. “Maybe he'll arrive
on the next train——"

“The next train isn't due in until the
week-end,” snapped Locke, “and we
can’t hang around here until then!” -

“What do you propose to do,
guv'nor?” asked Jack, after another
awkward pause.

Locke swung round.

“Do? We're clearing out of here—at
once!"” he exclaimed, with sudden brisk-
ness. “We're going by plane direct to
Great Zimbabwe, and we're going to
get there just as quickly as we know
how 1" '

Jack Drake glanced meaningly at Pye-
croft,

“You think, then, that Criggs may
have taken another route?” suggested
Locke's assistant.

The detective shook his head.

“There’s no other route as quick as
the ordinary mail train,” he said. “But
there’s another means of travel, and we
don't happen to hold the world’s copy-
right in bright, original ideas,”

“Jove!" breathed Jack, his eyes sud-
denly flashing. *You—you mean that
Griggs, too, may have managed to
charter an acroplane?”

“I don’t know,” answered Locke,
“But, in view of Pyecroft’s latest report,
I should say it’s extremely probable,
Anyway, we can't afford to waste any
more time hanging about here. Why,
for all we know, Griggs may even now
have stolen a march on us and got there
already !”

Locke ceasea speaking now, and began
to make immediate and rapid arrange-
ments for their departure; and in a sur-

rrinted and published ever,
Advertisement ofices: The
rates: Inland and Abroad, 1ls, per annum 5s,

Australia and New Zealand: Messrs, Gordon & Gotch, Lid.; and for Cana

tway House, l’a;ﬂlngdou Btreet, London,

for six months.

Monday by the Propristors, The Amalgamated Pross (1922), Ltd., The Flectway House, Farringdon Street, London, B.O.4.
E.C.6. Reglstered for transmission by Canadian
Hole E\%ents for_Bouth Africa: The Central News Agenoy, Ltd. Hols pgents for

&, The Jmverial News CUo,, Ltd. (Canada).—Saturday, September 5th, 1925,

agazing Pu:g. Subscription



EVERY
MONDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

prisingly short space of time they had
motored out to the place where the aero-
plane had been parked, and all was in
readiness to resume their journey.

The sun was high in the heavens when
the plane at_last rose, like a great bird,
from the ground, to the accompaniment
of a chorus of excited yells from a cxowd
of natives which had gathered round lo
see it depart,

As in the case of their initial trip
from Johannesburg, Ferrers Locke him-
self was in control, Once they had set
their bearings, he went all out for speed,
urging the machine onward to its ntmost
capacity, till the engine roared and
droned in their ears, making conversa-
tion absoluiely impossible,

Bulawayo was quickly left hehind,
and almost before they realised it they
were passing over isolated mining camps
and lone farmsteads, heading in a direct
line for Gwelo—the “midlands™ of
Rhodesia—thence to swerve abruptly on-
wards towards Vietoria, beyond which
the ruins of Great Zimbabwe were
situated.

Soon they found themselves on the
fringe of a great expanse of sand and
sertth, stretching like a vast, dreary
wasta over an apparently limitless area.
The whole scene was bleak and arid in
the extreme, though away to the north
they could just glunpse the merest sug-

gestion of green which marked the
fresher, more fertile land of the
Zambesi.

And then something happened which
caused Locke’s face to go stark white,

With abrupt and tervifying sudden-
ness the aeroplane gave a lurch, flinging
him against the ecockpit, and almost
knocking the breath out of his body.

Instantly alert, he began at once 1o
search for the cause of this unacedunt-
able actions on the part of a machine
which had, up to now, behaved in a
thoroughly exemplary manner, answer-
ing his every demand with a ready
response which was almost human.

But ere he could begin his examina-
tion. there came a startled ery from Jack
Drake.

““ITeavens,
ing "

The aeroplane had dropped, without
any warning, into a tail-siide, and was
hurtling downwards at an ever-increas-
ing speed.. The wind hissed past tine
wings and the rounded fuselage, setting
the landing-wheels whirling as it sang
through the under-carriage.

Desperately Lacke strove to right the
machine, and at length succeeded in
checking its fall, so that it suddenly
bucketted upwards again, the tail flat-
tening and tipping once more towards
the sky.

But in a moment the plane was shoot-
ing nose-first for earth in a vicious vol-
pique, its engine spluttering and ceugh-
ing as Locke vainly strove to restart if.

Once more the machine steadied some-
what, and Locke, working away with
white, set face, contrived at last to
quicten the engine and train the note 10
a less acute angle,

Then the machine came planing down
in an almost oblique line, the earth
itself seemed to come up to meet them,
and a moment later the landing-wheels
tipped against a slight rise, while tlie
machine, nose-high, slid to earth in a

erfect “pancake,” with every inch of
its fabric trembling.

guvnor! We're crash-

{Phere are more thrills in store for you
nezt week, boys. Ferrers Locke 13 never
happier than when he is in a tight
corner, Don't miss next week's instal-
ment of this fine tale.)
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aro in trouble or need advice.
speedy reply.

THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL.

This week's chat would not be com-
nlete without a mention of this world-
famous story book, for the new * Holi-
day Annual” will be seen on all the
bookstalls throughout the kingdom on

Tuesday,
SEPTEMBER ist.

That it is just as formidable a value-
for-money proposition as it has been in
the past goes without saying. I'll go
one better, The new Annual beats all
its predecessors into a eocked hat.  There
arc ripping yarns of Harry Wharton &
Co., Tom Merry & Co., of 8t. Jim's, and
Jimmy SHilver” & Co.,, of Rookwood.
The star turns from theso famous schools
are reprosented, too, in verse by the
Annual vhymester.  Adventure storvies
of the Wild West, motor racing yarns
packed with thrills, sporting steries, gor-
geous coloured plates by  the leading
artists of the day, splendid photogras
vures, articles, plays, and hobby lints
are but a few of the items from its ex-
tensive programme. Which reminds me
—the new

HOLIDAY ANNUAL

contains an index. Hurrah! T know that
piece of news will delight my readers.
No niore fussing about with the pages
when yvou want to turn to & particular
story. All you have to do now is to look
at the inde¥, and—well, there you arc!
T’'m not going to take up all this week’s
chat with descriptions of the Annual,
for really, it needs little recommendation
from me. Its greatb appeal to the read-
ing public was inade years ago, and

SEPTEMBER THE FIRST

is now looked forward to jnst as much
as our Bank Holidays. A great day, a
great Aunual, a great public satisfed—
in fact, a great success all round. Trob
along to the newsagents now and have a
loek at it.

THE “GEM!”

Just a tit-bit of news concerning our
splendid companion paper, the '‘Gem
Library.” The 8t Jim's stories,
featuring Tom Merry & Co., will. n
future, be much longer than has been
the case lately. The serial, too,  is
worthy of mention, for it is a super
story of mystery and intrigue, intro-
ducing a sturdy, fighting Britisher,
“Penny Rudd,” who pits his wits
against a ycllow Napoleon in the shape
of the outcast Princo Yen How.
Get this week’s copy of the * Gem,” boys
—vyou'll be treating yourself to some-
thing good.

FOOTER !

| With the coming of September goal-
posts, corner-flags, and footballs once
moare see the light of day. I expect the
majority of my reader chums are keen
disciples of footer, the truly styled King
of Winter Games. A more healthy sport

Your Editor is always pleased to hear fram his chums.

Letteras should be addressed
LIBRARY, The Amalgamated Press (1922), Ltd., The Floetway House, Farring ton
Street, London, E.C.4.

Write to him when you
A stampea and addressad envelope will ensure a

# The Editor,” THE MAGNET

it would be hard to fAnd, for fociball
tends to mould the character in the right
channels. It toaches us all a certam
nmount of vestraint, and by the same
tokon gives us the necessarv traiming to

seize  opportunities  while the other
follow is dreaming sbout them. Mard
knocks there are in  plenty, but what

sport doesn't throw out these blows,
whetlier physieal or otherwize?  Deter-
mination plays its part in Footer, too—
the will to win. Taken altogether, foot-
ball despite the unkind eriticism of some
spoil sports, i3 a grand game. Jb
quickens the combined action of brain
and brawn, i#'s chock-full of guick deei-
sions, unselfishness: but, above all, it
fosters the true sporting spirit withoub
which humanity would be last for ever.
A fellow who plays a clean game of
footer can usually be reckoned to play
a elean game in the sterner walks of life.
Tn my schooldays we were given this
motto at the start of tho footer and
ericket seasons—* Play up, play up, and
play the game!” It's sound all through,
You remember it !

TO BAG THE “MAG.”

Maurice Radney Gould, 19, Hoveden
Road, Shoot-Up Hill, Cricklewood,
N.W., sends me wortd of the huge appre-
ciation entertained for the MAGNET in
Cricklewood. He also mentions a hab-
bies club he has in view. The one iden
in Cricklewood # to bag the latest
Magyer—and jolly good reason, too!

Next Monday's Programme.

«RIVAL OARSMEN!"
By Frank Richards.

Magnetites will meet their old favours
ites. Harry Wharton & Co., on the River
Sark next week, It's a grand story this,
full of “meat” served up in Mr.
Richards’ own delectable way.

«THE VELDT TRAIL!”

A ripping instalment of this detective
adventure yarn is billed for next Monday.
The net has been east; ere long Ferrers
Locke will haul it in, and you can bet
your bottom dollar tho catch will be a
good one.

« PLAY-ACTING.”
Took forward to a topping supplement
by Harry Wharten & Co., dealing with
the above subject. It's a winner!

BOB CHERRY.

The sturdy Bob, he of the large feet,
makes No. 2 in our Portrait Gallery,
Some programme, you will agree. Mind
von enjoy it. If you don't, it won't he
the fault of

your €ditor.

Tur Masyrr Lisrary.—No. 917,
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BUNTER
CAUGHT

{Continued from page 20.)
TTRRRER TR T i

“L bave acquainted these young
gentlemen with ~ your gencrous inten-
vions, my lord;” said Walsinglaw,

=

though,”
as well begin now,
- “Ha, ha, ha!”

“I—1 say,
staying to tea.
Mauly.
I'' not a fellow to

LT
HmRn=

=

too,

Walsingham, he's

“(h vaaa' A“ s squared, and ity all | tainly, but I shall overl it
serche, old beans,” said [Lord Manle- i ¥ bt 1 shall overiook i
verer, " Nothin' to worry about, Wal.
singham’s goin’ to give me some tea. proper respect,

Perhaps Yo I join met” i
T e Mauly cingha,
“Yowre a iolly old chan, Mzxuleverer,” 3
said Harry Wharton. ”Bm--lmi I rlmn
think you ought to take it all on youir-

self fike this. I think we all ouglit o butlér,

“Walsingham !

“We'll make up for it next term,
gaid Lord Man]o\arer

Billy Bunter jumped back,
you fellows!

You treated me rottenly, but

look the rotten comduet of you fellows,
in the—the circumstances. As for

all, he's a good butler, so long as ke
remembers to treat a gentleman with
Bear that in mind, Wal-
Now what about tea,

Lord Mauleverer looked at Bunter.
'-l‘hell Le looked at the Combérmere
e

in to toa with Lord Mauleverer. 'fhe
portly form of Walsinghara barred
Bunter's way, und the butler's eye was
fixed on Bunier in a way that mude the
Owl of the Remove squirm with appre-
hension. Waolsingham respectfully wailed
till the Greyffidrs juniors’ were no
longer on the spot.  Then he rapped
out:

“Thomas, open the door !"

Thomas, the footmman, opened the big
door, wide.

“Put this person outside!” said Wal-
singham.

Thomas, with a ghost of a grin on his
face, jerked Biliy Bunter thruugh the.
great dumwu\' nnﬂ faced him outward.

“Look herc——" yelled Buuter. *T
tell you— Yarrooooop!”

Walsingham's foot landed.

Bunter flew,

The door closed.

“Muy
too !’

I don't mind
I've forgiven you,

bear malice. I over-

forgotten his place,
After

you

help—" b i £ : . Tz .
Tk — e “My lord!" Buch was the final ignominious exit
I'llm,f_s s0,"" said Bob Cherry. *You “Tt was very kind of you to let Buntey | of William George Bunter from  the

”cfr o off, after Lis potty tricks, at my re- | majestic portals of Bunter Court.

Ops rot ' said Lord Mauleverer. | anest.” Harry Wharton & Co did® not sce
chearily., *That's all settled! Ti's all *Not at all: my lord. Pray do not | Billy Bunter again till the new terw

dolli- " nh, 1sn't 1r Walsingham "
“%es, my lord.”

“Iiverybody quite satisfied, what ¢

on it.”

I1Iﬂ||.

“Yans, but‘ it was, you know,

srarted at Grevfrinrs, when the story of
the vacation set the Remove passage in

I know a roar. And during the next few davs

{ & 1\.II. ks r. " , - . .
: Qult-l.' my lord—more than satis- | i‘_’:l?r ;.tm“:m? I:: u]:T‘e\iso;;gI:&gl?;;\ml Billy Bunter grew quite tired of what
l(.d i = i 3 don't. want to ask too much. If il would had once been his favourite topic—
‘Good! You see, it's all-vight, you | Lo any satisfaction to you to kick Buntey, | Biter Court.
fellows—right as vain. 1 conldn’t lob | Jou't mind me.” y ' TLE EXD.

vou chaos be landed. Really, it was iny
fault, o it was anvbady's. 1 think that
somebudy ought to kick Bunter, thougl,
Neyer heard of 8 chap who wantid
kickift' so much as Bunter, We're all a
bit ito, blame for this—we never Lic T\({l
Bunter cnough last torm at Gresfeines,
“0h really, Mauly—

“Oh, my lovd !
“In fact,
him, Walsingham,
the exe

&,

“Look here—"

I think vou ought to kick
ion this warm nftoruoon. Wal-
singham, kick him, hard!"

“Cortainly. my lord !”

Havry Wharton & Co,,

{ Magmetites can look, forward fo «
ripping story featuring Havrvy Whorton.
& Co.next Monday, entitled : ¢ RIVAL
OARSMEN ! Cecil Ponsonby & Ca.,
the shody nuts of Highcliffe, ptay an
important part in this long complete
yavae, wohich nowe of my cliins shonid
(ordas,  Ovder your MAGNET newe )

If you feel equal to

roared Bunter.
grinning, wenf |

FACTORY TO RIDER

) Pm:kmi Fruo rriage T‘n::l Flﬂeeu (I’a 5 frw iria
from £ 83 é ASH o l
l‘rumptdell\err Save Donlers I-'ml':ts Biv. Bar[,lmt
in Factory Soiled Cyoles. Juveniles' Cycles CHEAD,
Accessories and 'Iyres at popular prices. - Satia.
faction. uq;:mteed. or Money Refunded. - Write for
Froe 8 and Special Offer of Sample Biciclg.
CYCLE COMPANY, Ino .
Dent. BEO1, BIRMINGHAM.

| [JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

THE FINEST CAREER FOR BRITISH BOYS.

Boys are wanuted for the Seaman Class (from which
selections are made for the Wireless Telegraphy
and Signalllng Branches). Age 151 to 162 years.

Men also are required for

STOKERS - - - Age 18 fo 25

ROYAL MARINE I'ORUE& - Age 17 fo 23 §
GOOD PAY, ALL FOUND. i
EXCELLENT CHANCES E‘OR PROMOTION.

Apply by letter to thoe Reeruiting Staff Ofcer, R.N. and R. H

5, Buftolk. 8trecc, Birmingham ; 121 lctm\fm HAlreot; Briﬁl

30, Onnn ng ‘Place, Liverpool: 55, Wihitehall, J.omou. BAN.1;

284, Deansgale, Manclester; 116, n}o Hill, Newenstle-on. “Tyne; orf
6. Woshington Terrade, Queen’s Pnrk, Bunthampton,

NO LICENCE REQUIRED.

xE .5 SN OUTNETT
condalnin H‘thndul Stewp Caxd witll 6 Transparent Pockets (not o mero
Foider}, I‘|u:_|n|>'\rr-nt Envelipes, Packel of Stmnp Hinges, Performiion
tinjige,rand o, J’l ful Sclection of 6 Frensh Coloninl Stamips. A posicard
U rost: th. al-u\:- eutarknble gifl; or, {f 140, is senl to delray postage, a
Cohpletn Sheot of 286 Pieturesque French. Colonials will e’ added, Ask Tor
Approvals. YICTOR BANCROET, MATLOCK.
HEIGHT INCREASED -'m’- o
cnunl
35 inches wWityout " i dl I. NTH.
ou B lnlou:— TU s—nr ot lu:
THE F él'&' UE. E SYSTEM NEVER FAILS.
("omnh.-Le Course B« PO, post free or further partics. stamp.
&, CLIVE, Harrock Howsd, The Clode, COLWYN BAY. /3 |
Aﬁlc BKS ete.—Parcels, 2/6, 5/8. Ventrilogulst's
9 Instrumept. Invisible, Imitate Birda.
ricedd cach,4forl/-.~T. W.Iarzisen, 233, Pentonville Rd., London, N.1.

STAMPS G " FREE!!

#end Posteard only requestdng approvals.
LISBURN & TOWNSE , Lond OL.

ndon
m WORTH CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL, — Samples
catalopue free; 12 by 10 Enlargement, any photo, 8d. —

TT's WORKS, July Road, LIVERPOOL.
ENTERPRISBING BOYS AND GIRLS wunted to show our Splendid

Sample Book of Private Xmas Cards, and thus earn extra money
in sphre time. You can take ndvantuge of this offer, No risk.

No dutlay. Apply at onre, — G. DENTON & CO. (Dept. D.18),
ACCRINGTOM. A Firm with a Ieputation.
300, SIXPENGE.~ Gl o fh e fdo Coguint

pnly Gd. r'-w A. WHITE, 18, Btourbridge Ruad,

All applications for Advertisement Space in this

publication should be addressed to the Advertisement

Manager, UNION JACK SERIES, The

Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E,C 4.
NN

LYR, Weltestershir [\

SAFETY REVOLVER

WITH 50 CARTRIDGE JI'.FE.

{Acoldents Impossihla 9’6

Ixact replica of real revolver cunverted to fire blank cart-
ridges ouly, Safe and harmless, Useful for theatricals,
race starting, ete. Cuan easily be carried in pocket.

8-Chambor, NICKEL or BLUE - - - gl.’!s carr, free
1- ! Cowboy Pattern. TLength10Ins, 1706 5  »

Single Chimnber Plstol and 60 Cartr hlgoﬂ, ae
Part Carrjage on sahove, 6d. extra,
Titustrated Calelugue. Ciuemag, Camerar, Cpeles, ete., post free,
JAMES MANSFIELD & CO,, Ltd., 71, High Holborn, London, W.C.1.

I supply the finest Coventry builit oycles ON 14
DAYS' APPROVAL, PACKED FREE

AND CARRIAGE PAID, on feeeipt of & [

smal] deposit, Lowest cash prices, or ea-y pay-
,sl ment terms. Write for Pres Bargain Lists NOW.




