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There was a sudden movement from the safe, an almost Inaudible click, and Billy Bunter found himsel! blinking in
toerror in the rays of a torch! (See the thrilling yarn tnside,)




Start the New Year well by winning something useful.

Chfsce, P oyl

Alweays glad to hear from you, chums, so drop me a line to the following address :
The Editor, The ** Magnet '’ Library, The Amalgamated Press, Lid., Fleeticay House,

Farringdon Strect, London, E.C. 4.

NOTE.—All Jokes and Limericks
c'o " Magoet,” 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.

HEERIO, chums ! You'll be reading
‘i these lines just before New Year's
Eve, and so, as we stand on the
threshold of a New Year, I don't
think 1 can do better than repeat part of
the wish I gave you in our Christmas
number. Christmas bas come and gone,
and the thing which we have got to do
now ia to look forward to the future. I
expeet you've all got your brand new
diariea ready, and you've also drawn up a
list of resolutions which you intend to
carry out. There's one resolution that
you shouldn’t find it difficult to keep—
and that is to get your MAGNET every
Saturday without fail !

I've only made one resolution this year.
I think 1 mentioned it before. It 13 to
keep the old paper well in the forefront
of all boys’ papers, and, if possible to make
it even  botter. say ‘"if possible,”
because the MaGNET is already the best
boys' mag. on the market, and it's going
to be a big job to improve it. But, as
weeks go on, and you learn more about the
pood things which I have in storo for you,
I'm sure you'll agree that I'm doing iy
best to keep my resolution,

The coming of the New Year scems to
have affected Master Dicky Nugent.
Dicky has ** weighed in " with a contibu-
tion which he calls :

"DICKY NUGENT'S ALMANAK AND
PROFFESEAS FOR 1930.”

Lt i3 written on the style of * Old Moore,”
ind Dicky starta off with the following
" predikshuns."

* Shortly after the selebrashuns of the
New Year festifities, their will be much
weaping and waleing and nashing of tecth.
This will ko-inside with the beginning of
anew term at Greyfriars.  Every Saterday
in January will be a Red-letter day, for
cach Saterday will see the publikashun of
a grand new komplete skool story by that
famus orther, Dicky Nugent, Eskqwire.

* Their will be a lot of * frosts,” caused
by wvarious japera attempting to skore
or. the Sckond Form, and faleing to do

Towards the end of the munth their
will be o rade on the Skool tuck-shop—
the rade ko-insiding with the arrival of the
sual munthly allowance of pokit munny.

“In the Remove a certain boy will
:xpeckt the arrival of a postal-order, and
will be dissapointed. His endevers to cash
it in advance will meet with faleyure.
Early in the term it will be shown that
the Sekond Form is determined to main-
tain its prestee) as the prinsipal Form in
the skool.”

There aro reams and reams of such

proffeseas " and ** predikshuns,” but 1
think the above sample is suflicient to
show my readers why | am not inclined
to accede’ to Dicky's request, and publish
his ** almanak " in full,

HERE is one thing that I must
E not forget to do this week, and
that is to hand on my

THANKS TO READERS

who have filled my postbag recently with
Tue Macxrr LinRary—No. 1,142,

should be sent to
4 (

Comp.).

their best wishes,  I've received a humper
number of Christmas and New Year wishes
fram you fellows this festivo scason, and
it is impossible for me to thank cvery ane
of you personally. So I hope that ull of
you who have written to mo will take this
paragraph a&s cxpressing my personal
thanks to every one of you. I can tell
you ity makes me feel proud to know that
[ have so many chums in all parts of the
world who appreciate what I try to do
for them. And I can assuro yon that you
will always find me willing and ready to
extend all the help I can.

Some time ago T mentioned in my chat

that the Haitian army consisted o

MORE GENERALS THAN PRIVATES,
and this reminds one of my readers of an
incident  which actually ~ happened in
that topsy-turvy republic. A certain
general ordered u glass eye to bo made,
but when it was delivered, he com plained
that ita colour resembled the colours of
tho Spanish flag. This particular general
was far too patriotic to sport the colours
of another nation, so the eye was promptly
sent back to the makers. The makers
rose to the occasion and made another
cye—this time incorporating the national
colaurs of Haiti. The result was that the
general walked around for the rest of his
Lfe with a glaring scarlet and green eyo!

While we are on the subject oFlaumowus
happenings,

HAVE YOU HEARD THIS ?

Domnald Robertson, of 55, Warwick
Street, Heaton, Newcastle.on-Tyne, gets
a useful pocket-knife for sending along this
yarn. 1 hope he'll like his New Year's
qift.

Mrs. Jones (who has been
- watching delivery of ecoal [rom
- window) aeidly : **1I thiok,

coalman, that there are several
-3 pieces ol eoal In your eart

% that have dropped from my

sack.”
Coalman : ** Oh, I'll fetch n

'em in, mum. And there's

a bit in my eye that you

can have as well, when 1 get

it out !

Ted Burden, of Dawlish, asks the first
question to be answered in this year's
Macyer., Ted wants to know who owns

THE LARGEST SUBMARINE IN THE
WORLD ?

Up to the present the palm goes to the
French, who have recently launched the
Surcouf, a gigantic submarine batsleshi
of 3,250 tons. She carries four 5.5 inc
guns, and six torpedo tubes. On her upper
deck she has a special “ aerodrome
which contains a seaplane with folding
wings. The Surcouf ia named after a

famous French privateer.

See Below!

ERRE comes o query

H from
A COCKNEY
READER,

who wants to know how
Islington received its name.
Islington has existed since
Roman times, and still con-
tains many Roman remains.
It was orviginally called
* Jsendono ™ and  ** Isel-
done," which, I believe has
some connection with ** Mer-
rie.”” While we aro on this
subject, I wonder how many
of my London readers know
where the following places
are ; Wibbandune, Eno-
ielde, Totington, and Adel-
meton ' They are the
ancient names of Wimble-
don. Enfield, Teddington,
and Edmonton.

I shall pass on the next question to

Mr. X." Arthur Bradley, of Leeds,
saw a  thought-reading  performance
recently and wanta to know
CAN YOU READ OTHER PEOPLE'S

OUGHTS ?

Well, according to *‘ Mr. X,” thought.
reading, as performed on tho stage, is
easy cnough for anyone to manage. I
expect you know the sort of thing—ono of
the thought-readers is blindfolded and

remaina on tho o in full view of the
audience, while his companion goca
t the lookers who hand him

different articles. The ** thought-reader '
on the stage names all these articles with-
out the slightest hesitation.

Here ia Mr. X's ‘" explanation " : The
man in the audience uses a certain code,
where, by asking a question, he can convey
the answer to the man who is blindfold.
Suppose, for instance, he says : ** What ia
this 7" the blindfold man knows by the
wor"1 used that the object is, say, a watch.
Had it been a coin, the confederate would
have phrased his question : ** What have
I here t ™

You can

ASTONISH YOUR CHUMS

by doing the same thing. Hero
simple lttle code which Mr. X
worked out for you :

* What is this 1" means :

“What have I hero1"
coin.

* What have I in my band " mecans :
A penknife.

“Can you tell me what this
means : A cigarette card.

“Tell them what 1've
A Pockct-book..

' Do you know what this is 7' means:
A handkerchief.

“ You ought to know what this is!”
means : A copy of the MacNer.

I'l have to give questions a rest, for
space is short, and I want to publish this
limerick which comes from Percy Sheer,
of Tolvaddon, Camborne, Cornwall, and
which wins a pocket-wallet this week :

is o
lias

A watch.
ImMeans :

A

ist1l

got ! means

There's a master at Greylriars named
Prout,
Who has shot many lions, no doubt,
Climbed many a height,
Fought many a fght.
At least, so he noises about !

DETECTIVE-THRILLERS !

Stories with hundreds of thrills, Thisia
an apt description of the extra-long dotec.
tive tales that are appearing in our grand
companion paper, THE POPULAR, every
week, ** Magnet” readers will be doubly
interested in this topping series, for two
very old favourites o'f theirs, none other
than Ferrers Locke, the famous Baker
Street criminologist, and Jack Drake, his
assistant, play the leading roles in these
yarna. Buy o copy of the ** Popular ' thig
Tuesday, price 2d., and start roading these
thrillera. You'll nover want to leave thom
off, I can assure you! Now turn to page
26 for next week's “MACNET " nro.
gramme, boys !
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter, Too |

¢égr'M coming!"”
l “Look here, Bunter——"
“I'm coming!"

“Fathead! I tell you—"
“I'm coming !" said William George

Bunter, for the third time. £
Bunter spoke  with  increasing
emphaasis,

He blinked round through his big
spectacles at the five juniors who were
standing by the fire in the hall of
Wharton Lodge.

His blink was expressive of wrath and
indignation.

“Now, look
Harry Wharton
“You can't skate,
know you can’t.”

“1 fancy I can ekate better
than any fellow here, and
chance it!” said Bunter.

“0Oh, my hat!"”

“\What a fertile fancy!" re-
marked Bob Cherry.

“Oh, really, Cherry!”

“The skatefulness,” ob-
served Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, “is beyond the ridicu-
lous powers of tho esteemed
Bunter !"

“Oh, really, Inky—"

“We're going a jolly long way, old
fat man," said Frank Nugent “The
river's frozen for miles—"

“I fancy I can keep up as long as vou
fellows do.”

“Rot !" frowlml Johnny Bull.

“Oh, really, Bull—"

“We ghall have to walk half a mile
to the starting-place, Bunter,” said
Harry Wharton,

“Let's have the car out!" suggested
Bunter.

“My uncle's
morning."

Bunter sniffed.

“If I were at home at Bunter Court

here, Bunter,” said
pa‘iently.

and you

using the ear thiz

By FRANK RICHARDS.

I should have the choice of half a dozen
cars,” he said.

“Then, why not head for Bunter
Courtt” suggested Bob Cherry., “We'll
see you off at the station before we go
skating.”

“With pleasure !"” said Nugent.

“The pleasurcfulness will be
rificl"”

Billy Bunter gave another sniff. The
attractions of that magnificent resi-
dence Bunter Court did not seem to
tempt him to cut short Lis visit at Whar-
ton Lodge. Everything at Bunter Court
—according to Bunter—was done ngon
an infinitely grander scale. Yet the Owl
of Greyfriars scemed to have no desire
to make that change for the better.

ter-

Pel:-lhaps you've heard of W.G.—
ot
A fattish chap (the size of three),
An “Invitation” hunter.
With ne'er a bean nor sense of shame
He rides to Wharton Lodge,
And tries the age-old bilking- game—
What luck attends this dodge?

Grace, but Billy Bunter ;

“Well, if we can’t have the car, let's

walk,” said Bunter. “I'm the best
walker here, anyhow.”

‘I};llt’__ni‘

“The fact is,” said Dunter, “I'm
coming! I'm surprised at you thinking
of leaving me out, Wharfon! That

isn't the way I treat a guest at Bunter
Court, I can tell you!"

“But vou can't skate,” urged Whar-
ton. “We're going miles aslong the
river. You went through the ice on the
lake when you skated with ol
Poxing Day—"

“That was Bob Cherry's fault!”

“Minc?"” ejaculated Bob.

“Yes, yours! I was rather an azs 1o

us

OF HARRY WHARTCN &

let you help me. I might bave known
you'd be clumsy."”

“Oh, my hat!"

* Besides. I was out of praclice,” said
Bunter. “You fellows know that I'm
the best skater at Greyfriars—jealousy
apart.”

“Oh dear!"

“And I've Put in some praclice since
Boxing Dav,” went on Bunter. “I'm in
rather good form. Still, if I need any

help, two of you fellows can hold
me all the way.'
“Can we!"” snorted Jolnny Bull

“Catch me lugging a podgy porpoise
two or three miles along the river!”

i n(‘ﬂ.qtl"

“You see, Dunter”
W harton.

“1 gee that vou're trying to
leave me out—your usnal way
of treating a guest. I sup-
pose,” sneered Bunter, “I was
rather an ass to come hera for
my Christmas holidays. I see
that now.”

“You mean, Wharton was
an oss to let you!’ growled
Johnny Bull.,

“My esteemed
Bunter !

“Shut up, Inky! Look here,
Wharton, I'm not staying in here on
my own, to be bored by your stuffy old
aunt—"

“What " ejaculated Wharton.

“Or your stuffy old uncle—""

“You fat freak—"

“But T'll tell you what,” said Bunter,
“It's a jolly cold day, and rather fat-
headed to go out of doors. Let's go la
the pictures at Wimford, instead.”

“Ass!” said Bob Cherry, “It's a
splendid day to go out—fine and
frosty—""

“That's what vou think!” said
Bunter. “Well, I don't! TI'll stand
treat at the pictures—you needn't worry
nhout that.”

Tar Macxer Linrary—No. 1,142

urced Harry

fathecaded

(Copyright in the United Statés of America.)
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“They wouldn't let in six fellows for
one French pennyl” said Harry

Wharton, with a shake of the head.
o Hﬂ, Ea. ha I”
h"Oh, really, Wharton ! ll téoeld you
that I was expecting a postal-order——""
“For oodneusp sake!”  howled
Johnny Bull. “Give that postal-order
a rest in the holidays. We hear enough
of that at Grezlrisra 1

Too much I” remarked Nugen..
“The too-muchfulness is prepos-
terous!” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Sinq!ll{ s
“The fact is., I've been ex g
soveral remittances,” said unter.

“They haven't come. Your uncle's
butler handles the letters, Wharton. I
hope he’s honest.”
“\WhAt 1" ejaculated Wharton.
“Well, I don’t think much of that
man Wells,” said Bunter. *“He was
absolutely disrespectful when I offered

to :c; him lend me a couple of pounds
and——""
“You fat villain!" 4 ;
“Look heie, let's get off,” eaid

Johnny Bull. “If we wait till Bunter's
done wagging his chin there will be a
thaw The ice won't last for weeks and
woeks !

“I'm coming!"” roared Bunter.

“(0h, come, then!” said Harry Whar-
ton. “You can’t skate, and you're tco
lazy if you could; but have your own
way, fathead! Come on, you men—we
shan’t be back for lunch, if we don't get

“Wait for me!” hooted Bunter.

“Rats!” grunted Johnny Bull.

“I've got to get my coat and skates.
I shan’t keep you half an hour.”
“You're right?' said Bob. “You

jolly well won't!"” .

“Look here, Wharton, if you can’t bo
civil to a guest—"" i

“We'll give you five minutes!"” said
Harry resigonedly. “If you're not
ready in five minutes you can follow
on, or you can stay indoors, or you can
go to Jericho! Now dry up!”

Billy Bunter snorted and rolled away
to the stairs. .

He had disappeared up the stair-
case.

The Famoas Five kept their eyes on
the hall clock. The minutes ticked
away. When the fifth minute had
passed, Johnny Bull picked up his
skates and started for tﬁc door,

“Bunter !" roared Bob Cherry, at the
foot of the staircase. “Hallo, hallo,
hallo! Bunter, we're starting !”

There _was no reply from William
Ceorge Bunter. Ewvidently he was not
ready yet

“Come on!"” called out Johnny Bull,

Bob followed his comrades to the
door. The Famous Five walked out in
the fresh frosty morning, swinging their
skates, and started cheerily for the
frozen river.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Square-Jawed Man Again !

HE fresh, keen air was like wine

I that bright winter’s morning,

and Harry Wharton & Co.

looked merry and bright as they
tramped along the lane that led towards
the villaga of Wharton Magnus. The
fact that Billy Bunter remained behind
did not detract from their high spirits.
In any matter that required exertion,
Bunter was always a “passenger,” and
on a skating trip he was likely to be
a more troublesome passenger than
ever.

They turned from the lane into a
footpath that led across the park of
Sankey Hall towards the river.
Through the leafless trees, the long red-
brick building of the Hall was visible,

Tae Macxer Lisrany—No. 1,142,

and the chums of Greytriars gave it a

curious glance or two, interested in the
lace on account of the burglary that
ad taken place there during the Christ-

mas holidays.

But the Hall was lost to sight when
they came down the bank to the river
and found a magnificent sheet of ice
spread before them.

“Ripping 1" said Bob Cherry.

“The ripfulness is terrific I remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, suppressing
a shiver. The searching cold of an
English winter told more severely upon
the Nabob of Bhanipur than upon his
comrades.

“We a clear run for miles,” said
Harry Wharton. “Down the river and
wnder the bridge, and as far as Wim-
ford. Race you ellows to Wimford 7"

“ What-ho 1" said Bob.

Bob Cherry was the first on the ice.
His comrades joined him, and they
started down the river. At a little dis-
tanco the stone arch of a bridge
spanned the frozen stream, and on the

ridge a man in twecds was standing,
looking down on the glistening ice.

His glance fell on the five cheery
schoolboys, and he seemed interested in
thend, for he stood leaning on the stone
parapet, watching them as they came
gliding on.

Bob Cherry shot under the arch of the
bridge and vanished. Harry Wharton
was following, when he spotted the man
looking down from the parapet above.

He uttered a sharp exclamation.

The face that looked down [rom the
bridge was clear cut, with deep, pene-
trating grey eyes, and a square chin.

Wharton knew that face.

He gave a shout to his comrades.

“Hold on, you men "

But Wharton himself was going too
fast to stop, and he shot under the
bridge, and the faco above vanished
from his sight. After him whizzed
Johnny Bull and Frank Nugent and
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Hold on!” shouted Wharton again,
and he slacked down.

“ What—" began Nugert.

“ Stop 1" gasped Wharton.

B"]Ful. what—" demanded Johnny
ull.

“Stop, I tell youl Bob! Stop!”
roared Wharton. Bob Cherry was wEi:-
zing ahead, but he heard the shout of
ll)l:lf.‘l::a;:ut.mn of the Remove, and circled

ck.

“What's the game?” he called out.
“ Aren’t you racing to Wimford 77

“That man——" panted Wharton.

“What man?”

“The man on the bridge.”

“Blest,if I saw a man on the bridge!
What about him, anyhow?" asked Bob
in astonishment.

“It's the man—

“What man, ass?”

“The man I've told you about a dozen
times,” said Wharton breathlessly. “ The
man I believe to be the Courtfield
cracksman.”

“h, my hat!”

“You remember,” said Wharton hur-
riedly. “The man Bunter and I saw
that night last term at Hogben Grange,
near Greylriars—the night of the bur-
glary there. We saw him at Wimford a
day or two after the burglary at Sankey
Hall. Now I've seen him again.”

“Then he's siill hanging about here?”
eaid Bob., “DBut what are you going to
do, old man? We can't collar the man.”

“The collarfulness is not a practical
proposition,” grinned the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

“No; but we can keep him in sight,”
said Harry Wharton. “I told my uncle
about seeing him at Wimford a “day or
two before Christmas, and he told me
to keep him in sight if I could, if I saw
him again. Ie was climbing the park
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wall of Hogben Grange on the night of
the burglary there, and he turned up
here immediately after the burglary at
General Sankey’s house. It can’t be a
coincidence. o's connected with the
matter. Come back1”

“Oh, all right !” said Bob resignedly.
“There goes our skating run *

* Never mind that.”

The juniors glided back swiftly
towards the brid| They stopped at
the bank, kicked their skates off, and
clambered up the steep bank to reach
the bridge

Wharton's face was keen and eager.

There was no actual evidence, cer-
tsinly, that the square-jawed man was
the man who was alluded to in the news-
gnpen as the “Courtfield Cracksman.”

ut suspicion, at least, was very strong.

For more than a month before the end
of the term, robbery after robbery had
taken place in the neighbourhood of
Greyfriars School, and on the night of
the” burglary at Sir Julius Hogben's
house Harry Wharton and Billy Bunter

d seen the square-jawed man in the
very act of climbing the park wall of
Hogben Grange after midnight.

Bill Brntar, probably, had not seen
him clearly enough for recognition, but
that strong-featured, clear-cut face was
indelibly fixed on Wharton's memory.

No clue had been found to the cracks-
man who had rifled the safe at Sankey
Hall. The thief and his plunder had
vanished as if into space. DBut the pre-
sence of the square-jawed man in the
neighbourhood was as good as proof to
Wharton’s mind.

Now that he had seen the man again,
he was determined to keep him in sight,
if he could. It looked, to Wharton, as
if the ciacksman, who had rifled six or
seven places in the neighbourhood of
Greyfriars School, was breaking fresh
country, and that the robbery at Sankey
Hall was probably the first of a new
serics of erimes in a new_neighbourhood.

Carrying his skates, Harry Wharton
hurried uF to the bridge, the other
follows following him.

It was only a few minutes since the
juniors had passed, and he expected to
find the man still there.

But an exclamation of disappointment
broke from the captain of the Greyfriars
Remove as he came out on the bridge.

The bridge was vacant.

“Gone!” said Bob Cherry.

“The gonefulness is terrifiol”

Wharton set his lips.

“This is the

“It's rotten !” he said.
third time I've scen him sinco that night
at Hoghben Grange, and each time he's
slipped away. [ wonder if he recognised
me, and guecssed I should be after him "

“Likely enough if he’s the jol.l'y old
cracksman,” said Bob Cherry. Any-
how, he's gone.”

Wharton clumbered on the parapet,
and from that coign of vantage made
a survey of both banks of the river.

But nothing was to be seen of the
square-jawed man.

Evidently he had left the bridge hur-
riedly, ana the treces and thickets on
either bank would have concealed him,
even had he been only a short distance
away.

“Sister Anne—Sister Anne, do you see
a giddy eracksman coming?” sang out
Bob Cherry, and the juniors grinned.
Harry Wharton grunted and jumped
down from the stono parapet.

* Nothing doing,” he said. “DBut he's
deliberately got out of sight, and that
looks to me as if he's the man the police
want at Courtfield. He knows me as
well as I know him. I'm sure of that,
and he guessed I should be after him.
Dother him ! :

“May as well get on,” said Boo.

“Let's,” nssented Wharton.

And the Famous Five returned to the
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bank, donned their skates once
more, and resumed their run
down the frozen river.

From a clump of lgafless
trees on the bank the man with
the square jaw watched them
depart, a curious smile on his
face. He had been standing
there, out of sight, within a
soore of yards of the schoolboys
when they were on the bridge.

The faint smile hovered on
his face as he watched them
till they disappeared in the
direction of Wimford.

Then he left the c!umg
walked away along the
in the opposite direction.

and
ank,

—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunter.

[ ELLS 1"

w “Sir 1

“Where
those beasts?"

The Wharton Lodge butler
coughaed.

Possibly he did not recognise
his master's nephew and that
young  gentleman's friends
under the description given by
Billy Bunter. )

Bunter blinked at him
through his big spectacles, with
an angry and impatient blink.

Bunter was ready to start
now,

A fellow couldn’'t get ready
in five minutes. At least, Bun-
ter couldn’t. To expect Billy
Bunter to shove on a coat and
a cap, and pick up a pair of
skates and get going like any
other fellow was unreasonable.
Bunter's notions resembled
those of a very old and very
tired tortoise.

Besides, Bunter had to have
a snack before he started. The
other fellows could fast be-
tween breakfast and lunch if

aro

they chose. Bunter didn't
choose. g
Bunter  required several

snacks to bridge over the awful

If that separated one meal
rom another.

Still, Bunter had really hurried. He
had stayed only to scoff a box of choco-
lates, tilat he happened to know were
in Bob Cherry's room. He stayed to
finish the box, for it was very probable
that if he left any Bob might eat them
himself before Bunter had another
chance. In matters of this kind Bunter
was & thoughtful fellow, and looked
ahead.

The chocolates finished, some sticky
smears were left on Bunter's fat
countenance; but he did not expend
further time in removing these. He
came downstairs, in coat and scarf, with
a pair of Wharton's skates on his arm,
only & quarter of an hou- after he had
gono up to get ready. That really was
good speed for Bunter.

But the hall was deserted when he
came down.

Accustomed as hoe was to the sclfish-
ness of these feHows, Bunter could
hardly believe that they had started
and left him in the lurch. True, they
had teld him that they would wait five
minutes, and the fat junior had taken
lifteen. Nevertheless, they ought to
liave waited. Bunter had told them to
wait. What more did they want?

“ Have those beasts gone out, Wells?"
demanded Bunter.

Only the portly figure of Wells met
Bunter's eyes as he blinked round for
Harry Wharton & Co.

|
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I do mnot quite
litely. *“To

"

“Excuse me, sir,
follow,”" said Wells
whom, sir, do your allude?

“That beast, Wharton—""

Wells coughed again.

“And tho other beasts!” hooted
Bunter. “Have they gone out? Don’t
stand there blinking like an owl, Wells.
Answer me! What are you grinning
at, I'd like to know ?"'

Bunter, as a matter of fact, bore a
much stronger resemblance to a blink-
ing ow! than the Wharton Lodge butler
did. Perhaps Wells was thinking so.

“Where are they?"” hooted Bunter.

“Master Harry and his friends have
gone out, sir, about ten minutes ago,”
answered Wells,

“Beasts !"
Billy Bunter rolled out of the house.
He rolled out into the lane and

blinked along it in search of the Famous
Five.

They were not in sight, and the Owl
of the Remove gave an angry snort and
rolled on in the direction of the river.

There was no sign of the juniors there
when Bunter reached it. The glisten-
ing ice stretched away, between frosty
banks, in the direction of Wimford, but
nobody was on it. Billy Bunter blinked
up the river and snorted again.

It was just like the beasts to leave him
behind ; they disliked being outdone by
& better skater than themselves. At

E

4 Wharton knew the face that looked
down from the bridge, and he gave &
shout to his comrades ahead.

least, Bunter had no doubt that that
was their reason. Anyhow, he would
soon catch them up—if he could be guito
cortain in which direction they had
one, Up the river to Wimford, they
ad said; but it would, Bunter reflected
bitterly, be just like the beasts to go
the other way, leaving him to seek them
in the wrong direction. Fascinating as
Billy Bunter's company was, he knew
that there were many Greyfriars fellows
who did not yearn for it.

Ho blinked at a man who was saunter-
ing along the frosty bank—a man of
athletic frame, dressed in tweeds.

“Hi!" Bunter called out.

The man glanced round.

Bunter blinked at him more closely.
It seemed to him that there was some-
thing familiar about that clear-cut face
and square jaw.

“Did you call on me, my boy?"’ asked
the stranger, his keen grey eyes resting
curiously on Bunter.

“Yes. Have you seen somo fellows
about here, on skates—five fellows? I'm
looking for them."

The man smiled.

“Yes. Five schoolboys—'

';:!.'ha:.'s the lot. Which way did they
go

‘“I_‘Iownrds Wimford, a [ew minutes
ago.

“Qh,.good !"" said Bunter. He added,

Tae Macxer Lisrary—No. 1,142,



&

as an afterthought: “Thanks!"" and sat
down to put on his skates.

“Beasts,” murmured Bunter, “leav-
ing a tellow behind ; I'll jolly soon catch
them up and beat them to Wimford.
Making out that a fellow gan't skate!
’_l'his"surt of jealousy gets a bit sicken-
ing.

?&nd Bunter sniffed with contempt.
Not all his misadventures on the ice
could convince  Williamm  George
Bunter that he was not a past
master in the art of skating. It
was true that when Bunter got on skates
something always scemed to happen.
But that was always some other Tellow's
fault.

Bunter got his skates on and helped
himself out on the ice by a horizontal
branch of a tree, close to the river's
margin.

Once on the ice, he was going to start
with a swing. lle was going along the
frozen river with a breathless rush that
would soon overtake the Greyfriars
party and leave them hopelessly behind.
After that even those envious fellows
wonld admit that Bunter could skate.

That was the programme But the
first item in the programme was to get
going, The first item, however, pre
sented difficulties.

Bunter, holding to the horizontal
branch, felt his way cauticusly ont on
the ice. Why his right foot suddenly
flew away, as if of its own volition,
Bunter did not know, any more than
he knew why his left foot followed the
unruly example of his right. But he
knew that both his feet suddenly and
basely deserted him, and that he sat

down on the ice with an unexpected
crash.

Crash! Crack!

Bunter was through.

Dark water welled up, encircling

Bunter as he squattered through the
hola in the ice. His desperate clutch

grasped at the jagged edges of the gap,

and he bung on for decar life and
yelled : o

“Help! Yarocogh! Murder! Fire!
Help "'

The terrified yells of the Owl of the
Remove rang far and wide over the
frozen river and the frosty banks,

“Wow-ow-ow! Help! Help! Oh
crikey ! Helpl” .
The water, rushing under the ice,

had captured Bunter’s fat legs, and was
seeking to sweep them away, and drag
the rest of Bunter after them.

Frantically he clung to the ragged
ico-edge, and yelled.

“Ow! Help! Help! Ow! Help!”

There was a sound of running foot-
steps on the bank. The man with the
square jaw had turned back, at a little
distance, as he heard Bunter’s frantie
howls.

He came running beack, with the
speed of a deer.

“Hold on!" he shouted.

Bunter did not need that injunction.
He was holding on as hard as he could.
But tho freezing water below was clutch-
ing him away, and the chill of it went
to the very marrow of his bones.

The man in tweeds reached the bank.
Runter’'s crash on the ice and the break-
ing of the gap had sent long cracks in
all directions over the frozen surface.
Before Bunter's arrival, the ice had
betn perfectly safe. But certainly it
was no longer safe, especially for a
man of full weight. But the man with

the square jaw did pot hesitate a
moment.

He slid out on tho frozen river, un-
heeding the ominous cracking under

him as he went. He rcached the gap
and grasped Bunter's coat-collar in a
grasp that was strong as steel.

With a tremendous exertion of
strength he heaved Billy Bunter out of
the gap.

T
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There was a loud, sharp crack from
the ice on which he stood.

He slid back towards the bank, drag-
ging Bunter after him.

Crack, crack, crack!

The ice was breaking right and left
now. Black water welled and bubbled,
with fragments of ice dancing in it.

Bunter, his fat brain in a whirl with
terror, bardly knew what was happen-

ing.

He plunged into freezing water again,
as the ice cracked and broke under his
weight; but the grasp on his fat hands
dragged him on towards the bank.

He felt himself landed in f{rozen
rushes,

“Owl" gasped Bunter. “Ow!
Grooogh 1"

He sprawled in the rushes, drenched
and dripping. He spluttered water
from his mouth, gasped for breath, and
puffed and blew. His rescuer looked
down on him with a faint smile, breath-
ing hard after his exertions.

“Safe now,"” he said.

Bur{}ter'n reply was perhaps

pected.
“Groogh! Ow! DBeast!”

unex-

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Treating a Cold |
“ BE;\STI" gasped Bunter.

That the stranger had saved
him from danger, in all proba-
bility saved his life, did not

occur just then to Billy Bunter's fat
brain. But it occurred to him that ho
was drenched with icy water, that he
had been dragged roughly along like &
sack of coke, and dumped down in the
rushes with a heavy bump. A strong
feeling of gratitude for services ren-
dered had never been one of Bunter's
characteristics.

“Eht" ejaculated the man in tweeds.

He stared at Bunter.

“Owl Beast! Owl”

“Well, by gad!” said the stranger,
evidently astonished.

He did not know William George
Bunter yet.

“Ow! I'm soaked!” gasped Bunter.
“Drenched! Ow! Those beasts said
the ice was safe!l Owl”

“It was safe enough till you landed
on it like @ hundred of bricks,"” said the
rescuer.

“Beast! I'm
my specs? Ow

‘“Here they are.”

Bunter grabbed the specs, and
jammed them on his fat little nose. They
were wet and his vision, through them
was very blurred. Heﬂ)linked at the
stranger, who loomed like @ men in a
mist before the blurred spectacles.

*“Where's my cap 7"

“Your cap, I think, is gone,” said the
man in tweeds, glancing out over the
cracked ice. “It is probably half-way
to Wimford by this time. You are
rather fortunate, my boy, not to be
going with it—under the ice!”

dripping! Ow! Where's
P

“Ow! Why couldn’t you get it for
me?”
* What 1"

“Now I've got to get home bare-
headed, in this beastly wind,” growled
Bunter. “You might have got my

ap.

““Indeed !

“Ow! I'm soaked—drenched—drip-
ping! Ow! Wow! All the fault of
those beests clearing off and leaving a
fellow in the lurch., Rotters! Ow!

*“ You had better get up and run home.
You will freeze if you don’t get into
motion."”

“Ow! I know that. Owl"”

Bunter fumbled with the skates

The square-jawed gentleman took
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them off for him. He seemed to be,
from his patience with DBunter, a
very good-natured sort of man. Having
taken off the skates, he grasped Dunter
and lifted him to his feet.

“Ow! Leggo!” howled Bunter.

“You had icttcr start. Run all the
way home as fast as you can, and you
may not catch a cold.”

“Oh dear! I've had one cold, and
now 1 shall have another,” l;;rc:mwd
Junter. *‘Grooogh! All the fault of
those rotters! Ow! They like mo to be
laid up with a cold. w! It gives
them pleasure. Wow! They enjoy it,
tho rotters! Grooogh!™

“ Better get going.”

“] know that. 1 wish I'd gone to the
pil’.‘tl‘ll'(.‘:s now. Ow! You might get my
cap.”

“Come, come! You had better be off.
You will catch cold, for a certainty, if
you hrang about in wet clothes.”

“Think 1 don't know that!™ enarled
Dunter. “Oh doar! Beasts! All their
fault! After this, I shall refuse to sta
a day longer with Wharton. 1 shall
turn him down. Qoooch! Ow!”

“De off, you young donkey!”

‘' Beast!"

With that last ejaculation, perhaps by
way of thanks, Bunter started, the man
with the square jaw looking after him
very curiously as he went. Probably
William George Bunter was a new
experience to him,

The Owl of the Remove rolled away as
fast as he could.

Exertion in any shape or form had
never appealed to Bunter. He disliked
running, and when he walked Lo pre-
ferred to walk slowly. DBut on the pre-
sont occasion he realised the need for
haste, X

His ducking in the lake on Boxing
Day had given him one cold, and
Dunter did not want another. His
ciothes were drenched with water, his
boots squelched it as he went, and he
left & wet trail behind him. Only by
l;ecping warm could he hope to escape
a cold, and there was only one way of
Leeping warm—by getting into rapid
motion.

So Bunter ran.

He trotted as fast as his fat little lecs
could carry him. Long before he
reached Wharton Lodge he was gasping
for breath, and feeling quite warm, in
spite of cold water and a cold wind. He
puffed and blew as he rolled laboriously

along.
Wow!

“Dwl
Ow!"”

He reached the lodge at last. The car
was on the drive, and Colonel Wharton
was coming out to it, when the Owl of
the Remove came gasping up to the

“?it'!'
he colonel stared at the drenched and
gasping Owl.

“PBunter! What kas happened &

“Ow! I've been drowned!"”

“What?”

“1 mean, nearly drowned! Ow!”

“(Get indoors,” said the colonel; and
he took Bunter's shoulder and hurried
him in. *‘Wells!"

The butler appeared.

“This boy has been in the water
again,” said the colonel. *“Get him to
lis room, Wells, and sce that he has all
he needs.”

“(Certainly, sir.”

Colonel Wharton went out to the car
and drove away. DBilly Bunter gave a
snort, .

“Lot he cares 1T a fellow perishes of
pneumonia or plumbago!” he said bit-
terly. “Precious way to treat a guest!
Ow! Of all the beasts—"

“ Better get changed, sir,"” said Welle.

“I'm going to bed. TI'millt Tocan
fcel pneumonia coming on!” snorted

Beasts! Rotters!

Bunter. “I've got it all over me, from
head to heel. Ow!"

Wells helped Bunter to his room. He
provided a hot-water bottle, and Bunter
whipped off his wet clothes, plunged

into bed, and hugged the hot-water
bottle.

“ Anything more, sir?” asked Wells.

Bunter blinked at him over tho
blankets,

“Yes. I'm hungry.”

“Oh!" said Wells.

GREYFRIARS CELEBRITIES.

Here’s another clever poem dealing
with the popular schoolboy characters
of Greyfriars.

No. 4—BILLY BUNTER.
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TELL of Bunter (William George),
I The fattest boy in history;
How he contrives to sit and gorge
To surfeit, is a mi'.!tory.

Although no genius, he'll display

An infinite capacity
For tucking tarts and buns away

With relish and rapacity |

He talks of tuck, he thinks of tuck,
He dreams of tuck nocturnally;

And often longs to have the luck
To feast on tuck eternally.

For tuck is Bunter's very creed,
Filling his whole horizon;

He's ever yearning for a feed
To feast Lis eager ~yes onl

“Fat not to live, but live to eat!”
Is Bunter's cheery maxim;

No dinner, savoury, cr sweet
Could ever avertax Lim.

Straight to the tuckshop he'll repair,
And drive Dame Mimble frantic
B{v'_‘cloarmg " all her choicest fare

ith appetite gigantic!

When not engaged in eating pies,
Then Bunter plays the pirate,

By raiding other chaps' supplies,
Making them somewhat irate!
And when they catch him in the act

A fives-bat comes in action,
And William George s
whacked,
Much to their satisfaction!

soundly

To study doors he glues his car,
In quest of information;

And many stories, strange and queer,
He puts in circulation,

“1 say, you fellows,”” he will bawl,
“I'yve staggering news—oh, rather!

And if you'd like to hear it all—""
Biff !~ Bunter gets no farther!

Owing to pressure on my space
(As Bunter says when swelling 1),
I fear that I can find no place
His exploits to be telling.
His deeds and feeds. s smiles and
emirks,
Ilis fatuous hanky-panky,
Aro they not written in the works
Of Righards'—genial Franky?

7

*There's one way to treat a cold,”
said Bunter—''feed it! I've always
found it successful to feed a cold. When
you've got a cold you can't do better
than feed it.”

“You do not seem to have caught a

cold, sir.”
. “You can keep a cold off by feeding
it,"” explained Bunter. “It's the safest
way. Send me up something—nothing
much, 1 don't want to spoil my lunch.
A cold chicken will do, and some beef.
A few vegetables, some poached ezgs,
and a pie or two—nothing much!”

“Oh!" gasped Wells.

Bunter sat up in bed and fed.
Fortunately, he was not catching n
cold. Perhaps he was keeping it oft by
feeding it. If a cold could bo kept off
by feeding, there was no doubt that
Bunter was taking ample precautions.

He was busy for a happy hour.

Then he laid his head on the pillow
to rest. He needed rest, after his gastro-
nomic exertions.

“ Anything more, sir?” askcd Wells,
with irony.

Snoral

Wells quitted the room.

Billy Bunter's snore followed him a1
he went.

“My word!" said Wells, as he closed
the door.

Billy Bunter snored on merrily; and
ho  was still snoring when Harry
Wharton & Co., cheery and ruddy after
tiieir run on the ice, came in for lurch,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Interesting Invalid |

“ UNTER!"
o S
“Feeling fit?"
((No-li
“What's the matter?”
“T'm ill!"”

Harry Wharton stood by Bunter’s bed-
side, and looked down on him with a

sfhile.
did mnot il still, if

Bunter look
Bunter had a fancy for keeping his
room, the captain of the Remove was
not the fellow to say him nay. The
more Billy Bunter kept his room, in
fact, the botter the rest of the party at
}\;hnrton Lodge were likely to enjoy
ife.

Bunter blinked reproachfully
Wharton over the blankets.

“Leaving o fellow to drown!" he said
bitterly. “Just like you, I must say!
Exactly what I might have expected.”

“My dear ass o

“1 dare say you'd like me to be
drowned," said Bunter, *“ Well, I'm not
guim; to bo drowned to please you,
see !’

“But wo never knew you came down
to the river at all, old fat man Wells
says you camo in wet. Did you fall

“The ice broke,” said Dunter. “You
told mo it was safe. 1 dare say you
knew it wasn't safo all the time.”

“Fathcad! The ice was safo enough!
You must have hit it pretty hard to
break it through.”

“Well, it broke,” said Bunter. “I
was drenched! Dripping! 1 believe
I've got pnenmonia 1n my legs! They
were in the water——""

“Ha, ha, ha''

“You can cackle,” said Dunter
bitterly. “ Funny, ain’t it? You'd liko
me to be crippled with pneumonia——"

“PBut a chap doesn’t have pneumonia
in the legs, old fat man! You get it
abovo the belt.”

“I mean plumbago.” said Dunter. “I
can feel plumbago creeping all over me!
From head to foot.”

“0Oh, my bat! Staying in bed?" asked
Harry.
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“Of course I'm staying in bed!"
hooted Bunter. “Think I'm going to
drag my d'ying body downstairs to
please youf’

“But it wouldn't please me,” chuckled
Wharton, “Stay in bed as long as you
like, old fat bean. Missing your
lunch?" .

“] don't expect hospitality here, of
course,” nneeres Bunter. ‘““But I expect
even here to have a little lunch brought
up to me. It's not much I eat, as you
know."”

“0Oh erikey!” " )

“Leave me to starve, if you like,” said

Bunter. “I feel so ill that I don't care
much! Leave me to die!”

“My dear ass, you shall have your
lunch” in bed,”” said Wharton. “T'll

speak to Wells. But really, you'll make
yourself ill frowsting in bed all day.”
“I'm ill already! I've got a feeling
in my shoulder like tubervulosis,” said
Bunter. “I may keep it off by takin
care of myself. If I die, Wharton,

forgive you.”
“Thanks, old fat bean. What about
They're

a doctor 1"

“]I don't believe in doctors.
all fools, and ignorant,” said Bunter.
“When I was ill last Christmas the
doctor said it was overcating! That's
the kind of rot you get from a doctor.”

“But if you've got pneumonia, tuber-
culosis, and lumbago, yon ought to see
a medical wallah,' said Wharton.

“Well, I won't! He would want to
stop my grub at once. I know ’em!
Ignorant asses! I hope there’s some-
thing decent for lunch, Wharton. The
rub here isn't like what I'm used to at
fﬂmtcr Court. It comes rather rough
on a fellow used to a wealthy home.
Still, I- can rough it. I knew I should
have to rough it when I came here.
But just for once, as I'm ill, you might
see that they give me something
decent.”

“You wouldn't like to go back to
Bunter Court?” suggested Wharton.
“I'd ask my uncle to let Brown run
you all the way in the car—"

“Yes:; that's what I should like—-"

“Good !

:Only_f, I'm too ill to be moved—"

no choice about the
find my illness a lot of
but

“So there's
matter. If you
trouble in the house, I'm sorry;
it's your own fault, as you know.
might have been drowned if that man
hadn’t been there."

“What man?' asked IMarry. *Did
somebody pull you out?”

“Yes, the beast! Dragged me about
like a sack of coke,” growled Bunter;
“and never even took the trouble to get
my cap! That cap’s lost! Luckily it
was ono of yours.”

“How lucky!” s=aid Wharton, with
deep sarcasm.

“Yes, wasn't it? It might have been
my own. I say, it's past lunch-time.
I'm hungry."”

“I'll sce that they feed you, fatty.
You'll turn out later, I suppose. Or do
you want your tea in bed?”

“I refuse to turn out while I'm ill,
Wharton! It's heartless to suggest it,
and I refuse to risk my life to please
you. 1 shall have my tea up here. And
my supper! I shall keep my bed till
I'm well. I don't expect sympathy. Dut
I've got to take care of myself, as no-
body else will take care of me.”

“Stay in bed till we go back to Grey-
friars for the ncw term, if you like,"”
said Iarry.

And he {aft. Bunter.

At lunch there was no perceptible
diminution of cheerfulness owing to the
sbsence of William George Bunter
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from the board. Rather there was an
increase. )

Bunter lunched in bed. As his room
was up two flights of stairs, there was
no doubt that Bunter’s “illness” was
giving trouble to the household staff. It
was agreeable enough to the Famous
Five for tho fat Owl to be off the scene.
But John, who had to carry well-laden
trays up to Bunter’s room, had a gloomy
expression aftcr a time. Tho bell in
Bunter's room was handy to the bed,
and Bunter performed an almost con-
tinuous solo on that bell.

Bunter's wants were many and
various.
How much trouble he gave was a

matter that did not worry William
Georgoe Bunter in the least. Legs might
be fatigued by incessant clambering up-
stairs; but so long as they were not
Bunter's legs, it was immaterial.

Whether Bunter really fancied that he
was ill, or that he was keeping off an
illness by these ample precautions, it
was hard to say.

Certainly there was no doubt that he
liked slacking and frowsting, and was
glad of an excuse to slack and frowst.

At tea-time he was still too ill to
come down.

In consequence, Wharton Lodge was a
much more attractive and desirable
residence downstairs. But the incessant

OTHERS CAN DO IT—
WHY NOT YOU?

The following laughable story,
sent in by Lionel Saurin, o
53, Waltham Street, Landport,
Portsmouth, carries off one of
this week's useful pocket-knives.

A QUESTION OF PRICE!

" It's pretty tough,' sald
the mother of a large fTamlly,
“ when one has to pay two
shillings a pound for beef."”

“it's umug-r," replied the
butcher dreamily, ‘* when one
only pays one shilling per
pound !

Get busy with pen and paper
now, chum, and let me have your
effort as soon as possibie.

tinkling of Bunter’s bell, and the con-
tinuous mounting and descending of
stairs, were the cause of growing dis-
satisfaction amonf the household staff.

“Is Bunter really ill, Harry 1" Colonel
Wharton asked, in a rather gruff voice
after tea.

“Heo says he is, uncle.”

“Well, if ho does not como down to
supper ho must sce a doctor. You had
better tell him so.”

“1'll tell him.”

Wharton went to Bunter's room with
the news. He found the Owl of the
Remove out of bed. Bunter had appar-
ently exerted himself a little, for ho was
clad in a warm dressing-gown that le
had annexed from Wharton's room.
Wrapped in Wharton’s dressing-gown,
with Hurree Singh's fur-lined slippeis
on his feet, and Igugent’a mufiler round
his neck, Bunter sat in an -easy-chair
before the fire. He blinked at the cap-
tain of the Remove as he came in.

“You might touch the bell, Whar-
ton,” he said.

“What do you want now?”

“A servant.”

“What for, ass?"

“To put some logs on tho fire.”

“You're too ill to put a few legs on
tho fire?” asked Wharton.

llYe!'?’

THE MAGNET

“Luckily, I'm well enough to do it,”
Ea;ld Harry, and he tossed wood on the

e,

“You can _do servants’ work, if you
like,” eaid Bunter, “I daresay you're
used to it. At Bunter Court I never
lift a finger.”

“Fathead 1"

“Oh, really, Wharton! Ring the bell,
all the same.”

“What else do you want?”

b ¢ )t,hink a hot lemonade would do me

“John was up here five minutes ago.

Why the thump couldn’t you tell him
then, instead of fetching him up
again?"”

“That's you all over, Whartonl

You're too jolly easy with servants.
Make ’em work; that's my system.”

“Well you'd better kecp your system
for Bunter Court,” said Harry. “We
shall have the eervants going on strike
if you give them much more trouble.”

Bunter sniffed.

“Well, are you coming down to
supper?” asked Harry.

“No!” hooted Bunter.

“Then you'll have to see a doctor.”

“I won't see a doctor.”

i ly uncle saye you must if you're
too ill to come down to supper.”

“Blow your uncle.”

“Look here, Bunter——'

“Bless your uncle. Tell him from me
to go and mind his own business.”

“But, you fat ass, can’t you see that
lhie's doing it for your own good?”

“Tell him to go and eat coke.”

“You can tell him that yourself,
Bunter. He will telephone for the doc-
tor if you don't come down to supper.
If you're spoofing, as I suppoee you are,
the medical johnny will bowl you out.
Better chuck it.”

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Well, that's that!” said Harry; and
he went to the door.

“Ring the bell for me before you go,
Wharton! Don't give me the trouble
of getting out of this armchair. Don't
be selfish,”

Wharton did not seem to lhear. He
left the room, and Bunter was given the
trouble of rising from the armchair.
John came up in answer to the bell, as
Wharton went down. The expreseion on
John's face was distinctly gloomy. Harry
Wharton joined his chums in the hall.

“How’s the interesting invalid?”
asked Frank Nugent.
“8till malingering,” said Harry.

‘“Blessed if 1 know what to do with

him. It's rip&ng for us for the fat
bounder" to tucked out of the
way—

“Yes, rather,” chuckled Bob Cherry.

;"The ratherfulness is terrific.”

‘But it's too thick,” said Harry. “I
suppose the doctor will make him chuck
}1&_ when he comes, though. Bother

lm-"

Bob Cherry’s eyes glimmered.
“Bunter ought to see a doctor!"” he
said. “PBut it's rather a shame to give
the Wimford doctor the trouble of
coming out in this weather. I think
we might save him that trouble.”

“There's no doctor nearer than Wim-
ford," said Harry.

“Yes, there is, old man—there's one
in the house now, who will be delighted
to give Bunter the medical attention he

“Dr. Cherry!” explained Bob.
“With a few of the things from your
theatrical box—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

Five heads were put together in tha
ruddy glow of the firelight in the hall,
and there was a discussion. After which,
the chums of the Remove adjourned to
Harry Wharton's den.
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Medieal Man !

ROAN!

G Billy Bunter emitted that
dolorous sound as his door
opened, and Harry Wharton

came in. 2

Bunter, in point of fact, was very
comfortable, and had nothing to groan
for. But the groan was intended to
intimate that he was not well enough
to come down to supper.

The fat junior rather enjoyed the role
of invalid.

A bright fire burned in his room, and
a shaded electric lamp cast an agree-
able hfht on the pages of the “ Holiday
Annual,” which was open on Bunter's
fat knecs, ae he sat in the easiest of
easy chairs.

Beside him _was a little table laden
with good things, from which Buntcr
hel himself from time to time.

harton’s dressing-gown was a little
long for him but quite cosy.

Bunter hesitated a moment. A}J-
parently he had not decided precisely
where he felt the red-hot dagger.

“In my lungs,” he said, at last.

“Both of them?"”

“Yes.”

“That's rather like pneumonia, isn't
it?" asked Harry gravely.

“] think so! The pain is awful!
But don't fancy I'm complaining. 1
can bear it!"”

“You don't want to come down to
suPperI'_'

‘I'd like to, but I can't!”

“You'll be & bit lonely up here,”
suggested the captais of the Remove,

“1 ghall be rather lonely if my fricnds
are selfish enough to desert me while
I'm ill,” said Bunter, “My idea is for
you fellows to take it in turn to sit
with me in case I want to talk or any-
thinf."

“If you're really ill, old fat hean.

we'll sit with you,” eaid Harry. “ We're

not the fellows to desert an invalid.”
“That’s right,” said Bunter.

“I'm

=y

a9

9

a doctor would understand that I'm ill
at all.”

“He's como—""

“What?”

“ He's ready to see you—"

“] won't see a doctor!” howled
Bunter in alarm. “I tell you
they're no good. I've never been under-
stood by doctors. As for that old ass,
your family doctor, who came to dinner
the other day, he's absolutely useless. A
born idiot, and frightfully old.”

“It isn't that doctor who's come to
soe you, Bunter—it's a younger one—"

“] prefer an“old doctor,” said Bunter.
“T utterly refuse to see a young doctor
who's hus no experience.”

There was a tap at the door.

“Here's Dr. Robert!” said Harry,

“J tell you—" hooted Bunter.

“ Hush IU

“Here's the doctor, Harry,” said
Nugent, at the door. :
“Come in Dr. Robert, plcase,” said

Wharton.
Billy Bunter twisted round in the

As the man heaved Bunter from the water, there was a loud, sharp crack [rom the ice on which he stood !

The early winter darkness had closed
in, and the wintry wind whirled snow-
flakes against the windowe. Dut the
windows were thickly curtained, and
within, all was cheery, and warm, and
bright.

Bunter was feeling very comfortable,
indeed—and he saw no reason why hLo
should recover for quite a long time.
He felt no urge for the out-door lifc;
frowsting in an armchair before a firo
was Bunter's idea of happiness, so long
as there was plem.1Y to eat and scrvants
et his beck and call.

S0 when Wharton came in, DBunter
greeted him with & deep groan, to make
it quite plain that he was ill.

\Wharton came over to him.

“I'celing better, Bunter?” he asked.

“No; worse.”

“What's the trouble now?"”

“Pain!" said Bunter. “I'm not com-
plaining, mind—I can bear pain! I'm
not soft—like some fellows ! can bear
it! But it’s like & red-hot dagger.”

“Where?” asked Harry.

really ill, old chap! I think it may last
some timwe—over the beginning of term,
in fact. 1 may not be able to go back
to echiool for the first day unless I get
better. 1 may ve to miss the first
week or two. That will be all right,
if vour uncle writes to Dr. Locke and
cxplains how ill T am.”

“Qh, my hat!”

Dunter had evidently been thinking
out all the uses to which an illness
could Le put.

“I'm sorry to be landed on you, like
this, old fellow, in this state,” said
Bunter. *“It's rather hard on me, too;
for, of course, I should have better
attention at Bunter Court—plenty of
servants to wait on me, and the fat of
the land to feed on, and all that. Your
servants aren’t quite what I'm used to,
vou knoy, and the grub is hardly what
1 should get at home. But what's a
fellow to do? I'm too ill to move.”

“The doctor—"

“I don't want to sce a doctor.
doctots are silly asses!

All
1 don’t suppose

armchair and blinked at tho medical
man through his big spectacles.

The gentleman who entered  was
dressed in a black frock-coat, with &
black tie, and a pair of horn-rimmed
spectacles.  He had bushy grey eye-
brows, and a bushy grey beard. If he
was & “young " doctor, he did not look
it; he looked fifty at least.

He came nacross the room with a
jerky step, as if he were troubled with
COTrns.

“This is Bunter, doctor,” said Harry.
“Bunter, this is Dr. Robert, who has
kindly called to see you—="

“So this is the invalid?" said Dr.

Robert, in a husky, wheezy voice.
“Dear me! Dear me! Fat! Very
fat! Too fat! Much too fat!”

“ Look here—"  said  Bunter

indignantly.
“The fatfulness is terrific, honoured

medical eahib,” said Hurree Jamsct
Ram Singh, who had followed the
doctor in, with Nugent and Johnny
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Bull. “But the esteemed Bunter has
always bcen preposterously fat and
flabby."

“0b, really, Inky—""

““May we remain, sir?” asked Whar-

ton. “We're rather auxious about
Bunter."” : "
“(ertainly, certainly!” said the

medical man, in the same husky voice,

setting down a little black bag on the

rug. “If there is any hope, 1 shall bLe

glad to relieve your fears at once.”
Bunter jumped.

“Wha-a-at  did  you say?’ le
ejaculated.

“ A serious case—a serious case ! szid
the medical man, shaking his head.

“The most serious case of ovn_r-f('odi'ng
that I have had to attend this Christ-
mas. DBut while there is life there is

hopn."
*Ow !” gasped Bunter.

Bunter had been afraid that the
doctor would discover that he was nct
ill. It had not occurred to him that the
medical gentlerman might discover that
he wes ill.

“Let mo feel your pulse,” said Dr.
Robert. )

“Ow! Don't pinch my arm like
that!" howled Dunter. .

“My esteemed Bunter, you must give
the medicinal gentleman his esteemed
head,” said Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

“Two hundred and forty,” =aid Dr.
Robert “This will never do! Now,
tell me exactly how you feel, my poor,
unfortunate boy !”

“Look here—"

“T must know the symptoms, my poor,

oor, poor suffering lad,” eaid Dr.

obert. “If human ekill can save you
1 will save you! Tell me exactly what
yon feel like."

“I—I've got a—a—a pain—""

“Like a red-hot dagger?" asked Dr.
Robert,

“Ye-e-08."

“Double — probably  treble — pneu-
monia,” said the medical man. *In-
deed, it may turn out to he a quad-
ruple, or even quintuple!"

“Ow!" gasped Bunter.  “ But—but
1—1 «ay. now I come to think of it, it—
it nin't liko o red-hot dagger. In—in
fact. it's quite different.”

“Ts that where you feel it?" asked
the medical man, giving DBunter a
thuinp on the chest.

“Yaroooh !"

“Ts that where you feel the pain?”

“Ow! Ot course I do, now wvou've
Punrhed me there!” roared Dunter.
‘“There wasn't any pain till  you
punched me."”

“Perhaps it is there!” suggested the
doctor, jamming his knuckles on Dun-
ter's fat ribs,

“Whoooop !"

“Te that the epot?”

“Ow' Stop hitting me, vou beast!”
gasped Bunter  “T haven't got any
pain. T never had! I was only pulling
Wharton's leg  Ow!”

“Then what is the matter with vou 7™
inquired Dr. Robert.

“I'm il erowled Bunter.  *Just
1! Tt isn't exactly a pain—-just illness
~—sort of ill all over.”

“A very _pu‘uliar case,” eaid the
dactor, ehaking his head. “ Now, tell
me exactly how you feel. Do vou feel

a pain if I thump you on the chest—
like that?"

“Yarononop !

Avnarently Bunter did!

“ Bless my soul ! This is more serious
than I thought! Tt is, however, largely
a question of diet,” suid the doector,
blinking round at the grave faces of
Bunter's anxious friends.  “We must
go into that. Now, my poor boy, do
you feel as if you could eat a good
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supper if it were brought up to
room 1"

“Yes, rather!” gasped Bunter,

*Could you eat turkoy 7"

“Yes,”

“ And Christmas pudding 1"

“What-ho !"

“You fcel as if you could manage a
fow mince-pies?”

“Certainly 1"

““And a quantity of swectmeats?”

“Yes; a Ilnrgc quantity,”

“1 thought so0,” said the doctor,
shaking his head sorrowfully. “Just
the symptoms I expected. Now, you
must not touch a single one 2f the things
I have enumerated 7"

i Eh?l’

“1 see that you have cake, and
oranges, and nuts, and mince-pies here,”
said the doctor, glancing at Bunter's
table. ‘“All these must be taken away.”

“Look here—"

“T will draw up a diet sheet for you,”
said the doctor. “For supper to-night
one small slice of brown Lread, pre-
ferably stale—""

“Eh1”

“With a glass of cold water—"

“Oh1”

“Por breakfast, the same—""

L] “'ow !QI

“Lunch, to-morrow, the same—""

“Loak here—-"

“No ncats, no game, no fruits or
puddings or sweetmeats of any sort,”
gaid the medical man. “ For three days
the diet T have specified. After the
third day there may be a small addi-
tion—say, half an egg at lunch—"

“0Oh dear!”

“But T shall see you again before
then. We must be very careful how
we inerease the diet—very careful in-
deed. T can trust your friends to sce
that you keep strictly to this diet?”

“Certainly,” said Harry Wharton.

“Yes, rather, sir!”

“The ratherfulness is terrifie!”

Dr. Robert rose from his chair.

“T rely upon you for that,” he said.
“Remember, a small slice of brown
bread and a glass of cold water.
Nothing else. f anything more is
taken, I decline to answer ﬁ)r the con-
sequences.  Nothing  else three
days.”

“We shall seo to it, sir,” said Harry.

“Will you?" hissed Bunter.

The look that William George Bunter

ave his medical attendant was quite
ﬁumicidnl.

“T will «end some medicine,” went on
Dr. Robert. " You must not mind ils
nasty taste—""

“1 jolly well—"

“You will take a wineglassful every
half-hour——""

“Look here—"

“That is all,” said Dr. Robert. “See
that iy instructions are carried out.
Good-bye! T will call again to-morrow
at the same hour. See that all this
food is taken away. The effect of it
on the patient would be deplorable.
The diet must be strictly adhered to."”

your

for

“Look here!” howled Bunter. “I'm
not going to stand it—sce? T ain'g ill!
I'm not going to be starved. Bread
and water! Groogh! I tell you I ain't
ill' T haven’t got any pains! It was
only a ioke! Just pulling these
fellows’ legs—sce? T ain't ill 1"

“Feverish,” said Dr. Robert; “the
poaor boy is wandering » little. e

mwust not be left alone, The intellect
is affected.”

“Poor old Bunter!”
sadly

“T ain't ill " yelled Bunter. *I keep
on telling you it was ouly a joke; I
ain't ill at all! T won't be starved !"

*Hush !" said Wharton.

“You beast, you know I ain't illl”

gaid Nugent

THE MAGNET

wailed Bunter. “You jolly well knew
all the time that I waen’t ill 1"

“This excitement,” said the medical
man, “is a very bad symptom. If he
should become violent ke may be placed
horizontally on the foor, and sat upon
till quiet.”

“Very good, sirl"

“The same treatmeni is to be fol-
lowed if he should make any attempt
to get at food beyond the specified diet.
1 think that is alL”

Wharton opened the door for the
medical gentleman, and Dr. Robert
passed out of tho room.

The captain of the Remove closed
tho door after him, and the four juniors
gathered round Bunter. Their faces
were grave and sad, Bunter’s was red
with rage.

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Be calm, old ChlP. " urged Wharton.

“1f you t ink you're going to starve
me—

“The diet must be adhered to,” said
Johuny Bull solemnly. * We're respons-
ible for your health, Bunter—perhaps
for your life.”

*“I ain’t ill}” yelled Bunter.

““My dear chap, when a doctor says
you're ill, you're 1ll, whether you'ro 1ll
or not,” said Nugent.

“You silly ass! I keep on tellin
vou I ain’t ill,"” wailed Bunter. "E
never felt better in my life. 1'm only
hungry.”

"1‘]{ get you a slice of stale brown
bread—" said Wharton,

‘' Beast!"”

“And a glass of cold water.”

‘' Rotter!"”

“ Lucky the doctor came,” remarked
Johnny Bull.  “Just in time to stop
Bunter from having any supper. We'll
seo that none is sent up, and as lLe's tco
ill to come down—"

“I'm not too ill to come down!"
shricked Bunter. “I'm ’iolly well com-
ing down to supper—see lid

*Tmpossible!” said Wharton,

‘‘Beast! I'm going down!"”

Bunter made a rush for the door.

“Collar him 1"

“Yow-ow-ow "

Bunter was promptly collared. He
struggled wildly, and was inunediately
placed in a horizontal position on the
floor, as the medical man had instructed,
and sat upon. Four juniors sat upon
him, and the wild yells that emanated
from Bunter showed that his lungs, st
least, were not affl

“Ow! Deastsl Gerroff! Yarooop!
Help! You're squashing me! Ow!
Wow!

“You know what the doctor said—"

“Ow! Gerroff my neck! Gerroff my
waistcoat! Owl"

“We're bound to carry out doctor's
instructions——"'

“Peast] Ho's a silly idiot! T ain’t
ill. I tell you I ain't ill, and never was
ill. I never felt better. I'm going down
to supper. wl

The door opened, and Dr. Robert
blinked in through his horn-rimmed
gpectacles,

“1 heard the poor hoy's cries,” he
explained. “It is fortunate—most [or-
tunate—that I was not out of hearing.
Keep him secure. It will be necessary
to operate—""

"“Yaroooogh!”

“Fortunately, I brought my instru-
ments—""

“elpt”

“The operation will be painful, but
not necessarily fatal—"

*“Keep him off 1" shrieked Bunter,

“T answer for nothing, but there is a
distinct chance that the patient may
survive—""

“Help! Murder! Fire!”

(Continued on page 12.)



Send Your Football Queries to * Old Ref.”

INSIDE INFQRMATION

How would YOU like to play for your country ? Here ** Old Ref ™ puts you wise to the qualifications
necessary for International games,

OT for a long time has there been so much talk, in a singlo
season, on the subject of International matches.
IKnowing somothing of the insido working of the minds
of the officials, I even go so far as to say that from time

to time there has been real danger of a row.

The trouble, stated briefly, is this. The English clubs havo a
decided objection to releasing their best men for International
games when they have an important Loague match on their
programme for the same day. The clubs say that all Inter-
national matches should be played in mid-week, which would
remove the hardship now imposed on the clubs which have to
release players.

But the authorities of Scotland, Ireland, and Wales, have
decided objections to playing International matches in mid-
weok. They say that the games would lose their importance,
and that the revenue from mid-weel International matches
would not be sufficient to enable the various associations to
pay their way. And so the ' squabble " or perhaps argument
would be a better word, goes on.

I hope that as the result of all the argument there won't be
a complete ecrapping of International matches. It is—or
should be—the dream of overy lad who is developing as a
footballer to play for his country : to wear one of the coveted
caps which are presented to International match players. If
these " cap " incentives were taken away, I don't think football
as a whole would be so good.

Probably the fact that there has been so much talk about
International games this season is responsiblo for ons or two
questions having reached me from readers on this point. Ono
roader asks this question :

“*Can you cxplain what is the qualification for
International games ¥ What decides wchich country
a footballer shall play for in International games 2?2 "

Roughly, and as a general reply to that question, the Inter-
national qualification 1s decided Ly birth. In replying that way,
don't think I am trying to be fuuny, though you may say it is
obvious that a lad must be born before he can think of playing
for a country at soccer.

What I mean is that a player is qualified, so far as soccor
Internationals are concerned, to play for the country in which
he happens to be born. The nationality of his parents docsn't
matter. If he is born in England he is qualified to play for
England.

In this connection there is just an interesting possibility—
that of two brothers playing against each other in an Inter-
national socoer match. During the present season, Dick Rowloy
has played for Ircland. He was born in that country when his
parents wopro on o trip there, and consequently has an Irish
qualification, though he has spent nearly uh his life in England.

Now. Dick Rowley has a brothor who is a very good foot.
Laller. He is in the R.A.F. at present, but if it should happen
that he develops into a really great player, then he might play
for England while his brother Dick 18 playing for Ireland,
Locause this second brothor was born in England.

other than that to which he really belongs by
overything save birth. Jock Simpson was a case
in point. His parents were Scottish to the backbone,

ock happened to be born in Lancashire. He was
Scotland wﬁgn he was a fortnight old, and learnt all

MANY & lootballer has played for o country at football

but youn
taken to

his foothall there, but he could not play for Scotland.
for England instead.

Just one other point about International qualification, bofore
I pass on te deal with other quostions.

He played

Ij «. player is born outside the British Isles, and
then comes to live here, he can play for the country
in which he is ** domiciled."

There aro instances ol men playing for England who were
born far away from the homeland. Frank Osborne, the Tot-
tenham Hotspur player, was born in Bouth Africa, but coming
to England and playing all his football here, he was fully
qualified to play for England. And he has played.

At the presont tirne the Liverpool club has two players on the
staff who definitely came to England to play football—thoey were

rown up when they arrived here. These men—gonlkeeper

iley and forward Hodgson, may both play for England ona
day, and there would be no objections. Indeed Hodgson has
already played in an England trial match, which ghows that
be has received consideration for a * cap.”

district, and 1 amn asked to give my vordict as to

what the decision of the referee shiould have been.

During a match not long ago the goallkecpor of one
side ran out almost to the touch-line with a view to stopping
an opponent who had the ball. Just as the goalkeopor gob
near to tho opponent, however the latter accidentally kicked
thio ball over the line for a throw-in. The goalkeepor being on
the spot, and thinking to gain an advantage for his side, im-
mediately rushed to the ball and threw it in.

According to my correspondent the referee in charge of thy
match thereupon gave a froe kick against the poalkeepor for
handling the ball outside the penalty area. As you know,
goalkeopers are not, in the ordinary courso of events, allowed
to handle the ball outside the ponalty area, and tho referco
declared that when the goalkeeper picked up the ball to throw
it in quickly he was guilty of a breach of the rules.

This is one of thosc funny cases which are not actually providad
for in the rules, but in my opinion the roforeo who gave a [reo
kick for handling against the gonlkeeper in the circumstaners
mentioned was wrong. When the ball passed over tho touch-
lino it was dead, and did not come to ** life "' until it was actually
thrown in.

2: N unusual incident is reported to me from Middlesbrough

A goalliceper—or any  other  player  jor that
maller —should not be penalised for handling the bell
when it is ** dead.””

My argumnent—which 1 think is sound—is this. When the
ponlkeeper gots outside his penalty area he is an ordinary
player. Now e&n ordinary player is allowed to pick up the ball
whon it has passed over the touch-line for the purpose of throwing
it in. Ho is not penalised, nor should the goalkeepor hiave been
penalisod on this ceccasion,

The problem looked rather o tricky one when | read about it
at first, and 1 can excuso a roferce being caught napping by such
a circumstance. DBut | think he was wrong. I he sees thia
referonce to the incident, end can send me s noto showing that
1 am wrong and Lo is right, 1 shall be very much obliged

Tag Macxer Lisrary—No. 1,142,




i2
THE ARTFUL DODGER!

(Continued from page 1J.)

“But his friends and relatives had
better be communicated with, in case o
the worst—" s

“Beast! Go away! Beast! I ain't
ill ut all.” .

“Hold him securely, please, while I
make a deep incision—="

liKeep 0 !l.

*In his neck—""

‘lHe]p!‘l

The door opencd again, and Colouel
Wharton stepped in, with a puzzled
frown on his brow.

“My dear boys, what is the matter?
You can be heard all over the house.
W hat—what— Who is this? What—
“hat—'l = )

Four juniors, who were sitting on
Bunter, jumped up as suddenly as if
the Owl of the Remove had becowe red-
hot

Bunter =at up and roared.

“Ow! Help! Keep him off! I
won't be operated on! I ain't ill. I'm
qnite well. Help! Keep that villain
off! I won't be operated on! Ow!"

“Good gad! cjaculated the colonel.
“What does this mean?"” He stared at
Dr. Robert. **Harry, who is this man?
What is he doing here?”

“It's all nght, uncle!” gasped
Wharton. *‘Bunter being ill, we called
in a doctor, and he's well again now."”

A doctor!” exclaimed Colonel
Wharton.

“Dr. Robert,” explained Wharton.
“Ue's enred Bunter. His full name is
Robert Cherry,”

Billy Bunter jumped.

“What " he howled.

“Tobert  Cherry ?”  repeated  the
alonel blankly, smrills at the medical
cman,  “I—I dow't understand.”
Bunter's cured now, sir,” said the
medical man, *So I may as well take

oT these fixings.”

Dr. Robert proceeded to remove tho
horn-rimmed spectacles, the beard, and
the bushy eyebrows. Quite a youthful
countenance was revealed when those
adornments were taken away, recognis-
able as that of Bob Cherry.

“Good gad!" ejaculated the enlonel.
“This—this is a sort of practical joke, I
presume ™

“Sort of, =ir,” agreed Bob cheerily.
“Being auxions about Dunter's illness,
we thought ho-ought to have medical
attention.”

“PBeast ! roared Bunter.

The colonel burst into a langh,

“Well, Bunter seems to he cured. at
all events,” le said; and le walked
awav, and his chiuckle could be heard as
he descended the stairs.

“You—you—jzou heasis!”  pasped
Bunter.  “Spooling a  fellow who's
seriously Il

“What!  Still il 7" demanded
Wharton.

“Yes,” hooted Bunter. "' Frightfully
il Awfully ill! Just like you rotters

10 be larking with a chap practically
lring at death’s door.”

"“Lying, at any rate,”
Johnny Ball.

“Beast! I knew it was Cherry all the
time, of eourse.  You ean’t take me in.
And I'm ill. I've got a panin—2""

“You wmean, vou're going lo lave
one,"” said Bob Cherry.

remarhed

“Rh
“Bump him!"
“Yaroooh! Stoppit!" roared Dunter,
as the chums of the Remove collared
him, and he sat hard on the floor. *Ow!
I'm well! T was only j-j-joking. I'm
guite well. Yow.ow! Leggol”
“Sura vou're quite well 7" said Dob.
Tae Macyer Linnany —No. 1,142,

We're going on bumping you till you're
l.'olllplctgcl_y Emverod? bga; when!"

“Owl Yes. Quite. Leggo!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Famous Five left Bunler sitbing
on the floor, gasping. He sat end
glared after tﬁem with a glare that
almost cracked his spectacles.

Bunter came down to supper. He had
decided not to be ill any more. Illness
meant medical attention, and Bunter
Liad had enough medical aitention,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Left in the Lurch !
“ L]KEbtlm jolly old Arabs!" said

Cherry.
“What ?'

“The Arabs fold their tents
and steal silently away,” explained Bob.
There was a chuckle. .

It was some days later, and the timeo
had come for the Famous Five to get a
move on. Bob Cherry was going home,
and his comrades were going with him.
T'he Christmas party at \Wharton
Ladge was conung to an cnd, but the
chums of the Remove were going
together, Five fellows wero to go, and
they felt very strongly indeed that the
number shonld be five, not six,

The fascinating socicty of William
George Bunter had palled.

But it was useless to tell Dunter so.

Any statemicnt of that sort would oniy
have been taken as a jest by Billy
Bunter, and nothing less hefty than a
boot would have ecparated him from
his old pals, if he conld have helped it.

Booting Bunter was a last resource.
All the juniors agreed that somo less
drastic mcthod was desirable, if prac-
ticable.

“We ncedu’t mention it to Dunter,”
went on Bob, **We eatch an early train
to-morrow—well, Bunter never gets up
early. He won't even know we're gone
till fm comes down hours later.”

“Bet you he'll get up early. if he
smells a rat,” said Jolmny Bull

“The carlyfulness, in that case, would
be terrific,” remarked IHurrce Jamset
Ram Siugh.

“Not a word to him—not a whisper,”
said Bob. ** We fold our tent and steal
silently away, like the jolly old Arabs.
Buntes can go home to Bunter Court, or
po to Jericho, or any old thing lie likes.
As your uncle and aunt are going to
Bournemouth to-morvow, Harry, Bunter
won't be able to get out of them where
we're gone, and you can give Wells the
tip to keep it dark.”

Harrvy Wharton langhed.

“Good egg!"” hLe said.

“The goodfulness of the egg is pre-
posterous,” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.  “The csteemed and  etickful
Bunter will be left lnrchfully, and he
can depart to Bunter Lodge and enjoy
the honorific company of the nobility
and princes of whom he has told vs.”

“Ha, ba, La!"

And so it was seltled.

“Shush " wurmnred Boby, as the Owl
of the Remove rolled up. o suspicious
gleamn in his litile round eyes hehind
his big spectacles,

“1 say, you fellows—

“1allo, halle, hallo "

“About to-morrow——""gaid Bunter.

“Oh! What—""

“1 understand that Colonel Wharton
and Miss Wharton are going off to
Dournemouth early in the maoraing,”
said Bunter,  *Well, a fellow wants to
be civil, of course  But I den’t <ce turn-
ing out of bed carly to say good-bye.
You fellows turning out 7"

“We shall be up pretty carly,”
Harry.

“Well, T shan’t be,"” said Bunter. “I

said
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can say good-bye to them
Sea? That will be all right.
ht as rain!" agreed Wharton.

“8ull, it would be better form to turn
out olrf: for once, Bunter,” said
Cherry, irt\rely. “'We shall all be up.”

‘1 decline to do anything of the kind,
Cherry.”

“But just think—""

“You needn't jaw, Cherry. I'm not
turning out to-morrow till ten, at the
carliest, That's settled !I”” said Bunter.
“But look here, Wharton, are you
carrying on here after your uncle and
aunt are ne, or what?’' Bunter
blinked at captain of the Greyfriars
Remove. “I've no objection, of course.
I should like it better without the old
fossils, in fact.’*

“The what "

“0ld fossils. But if you fellows ars
thinking of moving on somewheroe else
1'll come."

“Will you, really 1"’ gasped Wharton.

“Yes, old chap. Rely on me. I've
had a very prmmi letter from Lord
Mauleverer, to join him at the Towers.
But I'm leaving Mauly alone thia vaec.
I'l} see what 1 can do for him in the
Easter hols. I'm sticking to you this
vacation, old fellow.”

“Why not give Mauly a turn?'* asked
Bob, *“It's rather a shame to disa
point old Mauly, especially as he's
written. He never takes the trouble to
write to any other fellow.”

“He's written several times,” said
Bunter calmly, “but I'm turning him
down. Smithy’s written, too; he wants
me to join him in a run abroad. But
I can't stand that pal of his—Redwing.
A fellow has to draw the line some-
where. On the whole, I've decided to
stick to you, Wharton. If you move
on I'll move on. But mind, none of
rour early trains, or anything of that
sort. 1 travel in the afternoonm, if I
travel at all.”

“I'lIl remember that,” said Wharton
meekly.

“Do!" said Bunter. “You may as
well bear in mind, too, that 1 prefer to
irn\:a.:l by car. I'm used to it, you

gvernigl:t

“I'll bear it in mind.”

After supper that evening Dilly
Bunter said his good-byes to Colonel
Wharton and Miss Wharton, explaining
that he might not be up in the morn-
ing before they left.

Yiumcr rolled cheerily off to bed.

“Is Bunter going on with you to
Major Cherry's placo, Harry1'' the
colonel asked, when he said good-night
to his nephew.

“N-no. I think he's going home,"”
answered Harry.

“But as you are leaving before I

"

“That's all right. Bunter doesn't like
!ra\'ollinﬁ in the morning. Wells will
sce that he gets off all right.”

“Oh, quite so!" assented the colonel.

Bright and early in the morning
Harry Wharton & Co. wero up and busy.
Bags were packed and carried down.
The juniors tiptoed when they passed
Bunter’s door. But caution was not
really nceded. The deep snore that
cchoed from that room showed that
William George Bunter was still safo
in the embrace of Morpheus.

Bunter snored on contentedly, while
the colonel drove the Famous Five to
Wimford Station in his car and saw
then into their train.

He was stili snoring when Colonel
Wlaarton drove back to the Lodge. He
suored on cheeriiy while the old military
gentleman and his sister departed in the
car for Dournemouth.

The juniors' train and thoe colonel’s
car were both fap on their way when
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Bunter's snore ccased and lic sat up
in bed and rang.

He blinked at John, whe came in
answer to the bell.

“Breakfast ' said Bunter.

“Yes, sir.”

“Is the old
Bunter.

“Eh "

“Deaf?"’ snapped Bunter. *Is Colonel
Wharton gone "

“Yes, sir.”

_“Good!"" said Bunter. “What's the
time 7"’

“ Eleven o'clock, sir.”

“My friends gone out?"’ asked Bunter.

1] Ym‘ sir.""

“Well, I shan't be down much before

josser gone?” asked

lunch. I suppose they’ll be back to
lunch 1"

* No, sir.”

“Beasts! Making a day of it with-

out saying a word to a fellow,” said
Bunter, with a sniff. *“ Where are they
gone 1"’

“Master Harry did not tell me, sir.”

“Rotten bad form, leaving a guest
on his own for the day,” sneered
Bunter. *Just what a chap might have
expected of them, timu;sh. Aren't they
coming in till evening 7"

“I don't think they're coming in at
all, sir.”

Bunter iumped.

* What "

“1 think they're gone for good, sir.”

“Gone1" yelled Bunter.

“I think so, sir."”

“They—they're not coming back to the
L;\)‘(‘igg nt_n.l'l?" howled Bunter.

“Where are they gone?”

“Master IIarr;(( did not tell me, sir."”

“Leaving a fellow in the lurch!"”
rasped DBunter. *The cheek of it! I
suppose they've left a message with
Wells. Just like them not to, though!
What arrangements have they mado
for me?"’

“Mr. Wells told me to tell you, sir,
that Le is ready to take you to the

s[.atlion, sir, when you desire to go home,
sir.”

“Home?"' repeated Dunter.

“Yes, sir.”’

“Did those beasts tell Wells T was
going home ?’

“I think Master Harry told Mr.
Wells so, sir.”’

“Beast!"”

Bunter did not breakfast in bed that
morning. He was too anxious for that.
He bounded out of bed. It did aot take
him long to dress; and washing never
occupied much of Bunter's time. He
was down a few minutes after John.

When he rolled down the stairs Wells
and John were in the hall. John was
grinning, and there was a scdate smile
on Wells' face.

“Wells!"” hooted Bunter.

“Sir!"” said the butler.

“Sce that my breakfast is served

quickly. I've got to get after my
friends. I'm catching a later train.
You know where they've gone, of
coursae?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Well, where 1"’ asked Bunter.

“Aaster Harry did not instruct mo
{o mention his destination, sir."”

“I'm instructing you!" hooted
Bunter. “I don't want any check from
you, now your master's away Where
are they gone?”

* But Master Harry said—"

“I can't help what Wharton said, he's
a beast!"

“] have no instructions to mention
where—""

“Ain't my instructions good enough
for you?' hooted Dunter.

“No, sir."”

“Wha-a-t 7"

“Not at all, sir,”" said Wells urbanely,
and he departed from the hall, leaving
Bunter blinking.

“Well, my
“Cheek !"

William Georgo Bunter found comfort
in a suhstantiat‘ breakfast. It was all
the comfort that was left him.

Lhat!" said Dunter.

13
THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

The Only Way !
[ H crikey !” said Bunter.
0 Really, it was quite un-
pleasant.

Bunter felt better, fortificd
by a substantial breakfast. But he was
at & loss. He was very much at & loss.

Colonel Wharton and Miss Amy
Wharton were gone, and Bunter did not
even know their address at Bournc-
mouth. It was i ible to telephono
and ask where the beasts had gone.

Wells know, but seemsed indisposed to
tell Bunter. Ho had said that he had
no instructions to mention Master
Harry's destination. Bunter was able
to guess that he had instructions not to
mention 1t.

If the other servants knew, they took
their cue from Wells. DBunter asked
questions right and left, but received
no satisfactory answers.

Where had the beasts gone?

The secret had been well kept; and
they might have gone almost anywhere.
Tt really looked as if Bunter would havo
to go home.

Bunter was not an observant fellow;
but he was able to detect a cortain
derisive amusement in the looks of the
household staff at Wharton Lodge.

Ho really could not stay on at the
Lodge all by himself. Indeed, Wells
was growing rather pressing on the sub-
ject of Dunter's train.

He had inquired several times whether
he should ring a taxi to take Bunter to
the station. Bunter stood by the fire
in the hall, thinking it out. Wells was
in chargo of the house now, and Bunter
could not help feeling that if he stayed
on all by himself, the servants would
make themselves obnoxious. Indeed, ho
had discovered that his room was
already being turned out; Wells taking
it for granted that he would not spend
another night at the Lodge.

The butler came up as Bunter wa»
ruminating His face was grave and
impassive as usual, but there was a
{._‘;inklo in his eyes that Bunter did pot
1K0.

“Will you be staying to lunch, sir?”
asked Wells.

“Yes!" snapped Bunter.

(Continued on page 16.)
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(Continucd from page 13.)
“Yery good, sirl
taxi after lunch?”

Bunter breathed hard.

“The fact is, Wells, that I've spent
all my money treating my friends
generously  during  the holidays. T
Laven't my fare home.”

“That need not trouble you, sir.
Master Harry has instructed me to take
vour ticket for you, if you desire it.”

“You needn't trouble about taking
tho ticket,” said Bunter. “Give me the
moncy, Wells.”

Wells shook his head.

“I have no instructions to hand you
the money, sir, only to take your ticket
liome if you desire it."”

“That's cheek, Wella1”

“Indeed, sir?"” said Wells,

Bunter lunched at Wharton FLodge.
T+ was a cold lunch, and Jolin, who
waited on him, was earcless. Having
served Dunter, he left him to his own
devices, and Bunter rang for him in
1. Then he rang for Wells, and
again in vain, The household staff of
Wharton Lodge seemed afflicted by deaf-
rices,

Dunter, perhaps, had not made him-
«olf popular below stairs. This was a
Lint of what he might expeet, if he reo-
rnined at the Lodge on his own,

hut Bunter was not thinking of re-
maining. He was thinking of getting
after the Famous Five. and rejoining-
Vis old pals. It was that, or Bunter
Conrt; and Bunter Court still failed to
attract William George Bunter.

Shortly after lunch, Wells appeared
without being rung for.

“Your taxi, sir!” he said.

“My—my taxi?” breathed Bunter.

“Yes, sir! It is waiting at the door.”

Punter gave him a devastating blink
tlirough his big speetacles. But Wells
Lore it impassively.

“1f you desire me to come with you
and take your ticket. sir——"" suggested
Wells,

“I'm quite able to take my own
ticket,” eaid DBuntoer.

“Wv instructions, sir

“0Oh, go and ecat coke!™
Tiunter.

He rolled out to the taxi

Nunter did not want a ticket home;
and ns that was the enly sort of ticket Le
conld have obtained from Welle, he did
rot want Wells,

He rolled into the taxi and drove away
for the station. Wells watched him
depart with a smile. Never had the
lutler of Wharton Ledge been so glad
t speed the parting guest

The taxi covered the distance swiftly
t> Wimford Station. DBunier dismissed
it there, Wells having paid the taximan,

He rolled into the station.

At the booking-office he proceeded to
make inquiries.

Five friends of his, he explained, one
of them a nigger, had left by train that
1:orning; did the booking clerk remem-
Lor them? The booking-clerk, who
knew Harry Wharton well by sight,
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Shall T order your

snapped

naturally remembered. The young
gentlemen had taken tickets for
Dorchester. .

Bunter's eyes gleamed behind his

spectacles.

1f the beasts had taken tickets for
Dorchester, it was ten to one that they
had gone to Major Cherry's place,
which was in Dorsetshire.

Bunter’'s next proceeding would have
been to ask for a ticket to the same
lace; but there was, so to speak, a lion
in the path. The railway company did
not give tickets away gratis.

It was uscless for Bunter to inquire
the amount of the fare. His financial
resources were limited to a French
penny; and the cheapest railway fare
was not so cheap as that.

He rolled away ruminating. Outside
the station he spotted the taximan who
had driven him from Wharton Lodge to
Wimford.

Bunter rolled up to him.

“I've lost my train,” he eaid. “I'm
thinking of taking a taxi instead of
waiting for the mnext. Yours a good
car?"

“The best on the stand, sir,” said the
Flinul‘feur. “Take you anywhere you
ike."

“Good for a hundred miles?" asked
Bunter.

“Five hundred if you like, sir,” said
the taximan cheerfully. “Jest let me
fill up with juice, and I'll take you any-
where.”

“Well. T want to get to Dorchester as
soon ns possible,” said Bunter thought-
fullv. *“What about the fare?”

That was a deeply astute question.

As Bunter had neither the intention
nor the means of paying the fare. he
could have afforded to be careless about
it. DBt carclossness might have made
the taximan suspicious. It was= neces-
sary that the taximan should not be sus-
picions—very necessary.

“What abont a tenner, sir?” asked
the man.

Bunter shook his head.

“You ean do it for less than that.” he
argued.  “I'm not throwing money
away. What's the lowest?"

Tho taximan reflected.
not brisk at Wimford at that time of
the year; and a good order like this was
not to be lost. Had Bunter left it at
a tenner, unquestioningly. the taximan
might have wondered whether he could
afford a tonner, and might have wanted
something down. But the fat junior’s
astuteness had its reward.

“Well, say seven-ten, sir.” said the
taximan, “that's cutting it fine, sir.”

Bunter azsumed a thoughtful expres.
sion. It would not do to seem keen on
closing with ilie offer.

Of course, Bunter did not intend the
taximan to remain unpaid. Te was no

bilk] Somebody at Major Cherry’s
house ecould ray him when Bunter
arrived there. If somebody didn't

doubtless the taximan wonld lose his
money, and in that case, he had Bunter's
sympathy.

Tt explaining all this to the taximan
would hardly have done. So Bunter
ruminated over the man's offer.

“Ta there a garage in this town?" he
nsked.

“Yon won't get a_car cheaper at _the

garage. sir,” said the taximan. “You
can take that from me!” <
“Well, make it seven-ten.” said

Bunter at last. *I can go to that.”

“Right, sir!” said the taximan cheer-
fully.

And after a little necessary delay to
fill up with *“juice,” the taxi whizzed
9‘"'-.1 of Wimford with Dilly Bunter
inside.

DPusiness was,
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It was quite a good car, .and Dunter
settled down to enj;njv the drive. For
some time he watched the wintry land-
scape flitting past him, then he curled
up and went to sloep. As mile on mile
fled under the wheels, Bunter's snore
accompanied the buzz of the engine and
the whir of the wheels.

When he woke up, the winter dusk
was settling thick, and the lights were
on, gleaming through the gloom as the
taxi sped onwards. x

Bunter was rather cold and getting
hungry.

But he was drawing swiftly nearer
and nearer to his destination—to the
dear old pals who had so unfortunately
left him ind. .

He was not, perhaps, wholly easy in
his mind.

Seven pounds ten shillings was a large
sum to pay, cven for the delights of
Bunter's company. And if the man was
not paid, there would be a sordid argu-
ment about money—perhaps something
more unpleasant than even a sordid
argument.

till, that could not be helped.

Bunter had to get to Cherry Place,

and it was useless to meet troubles half-

way.
The taxi whizzed on through the
wintry gloom, and Bunter's thoughts

concentrated on supper.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Alarm !

I EMINDS me,”” said Johnny
R Bull thoughtfully, “of tho
chend of Hamilton Tighe.”

“Who the dickens was

Hamilton Tigho?" asked Frank Nugent.

“Ohap in tho Ingoldsby Legends.

“What about him?"

TFour members of the Famous Five re-
garded Johnny Bull inquiringly.

The chums of the Remove were at
Cherry Place, in Dorset, goinq in after
a ramble in “Thomas Hardy " country
in the falling dusk.

Bob Cherry had just mentioned that
there was to be a distinguished guest to
dinner that night. No less a person
thun Dr. Locke, the Head of Greyfriars
School. The Head was coming a_great
distanco in his car to dine with Major
and Mrs. Cherry, and the major had
remarked that the Remove fellows
would be pleased to sce him, in speak-
ing of the matter to his son. Bob had
doubted whether their pleasure would
be irrepressible.

Wharton and Hurree Jamsct Ram
Singh had already seen the Head during
the holidays, as he had visited Wharton
Lodge for a few days before Christmas.
The other fellows had missed him
there, and had not mourned over tho

oss.

Much as they respected their head-
master, the juniors were undoubledlf of
opinion that a little of him went a long
way.

“ After all, it's only one evening,”
said Bob. “You had the dear old beak
for three or four days at your uncle's
show, Harry."

“And it wasn't really bad,”
Harry.

“Tho badfulness was not terrific,”
agreed Hurree Singh. “ Besidefully,
what cannot be cured by a stitch in
time must go longest to the well, as the
English proverb declares.”

said

It was then that Johnny Dull re
marked that i reminded him of tho
Lefwnd of Hamilten Tighe in “In.
goldsby."”

“There was a chap in that pocm,”
explained Johnny Bull, “who was
haunted by a Head.”
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The juniors chuckled. .

“It was a jolly old sea captain, who
had young Tighe's head shot off, and
was haunted by the head for the rest
of his days,” said Johnny. *“We're
rather in the same fix, aunted by a

ad."”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“We shall have to sit up and be
good,” said Frank Nugent. *“Still, that
won't be much trouble for nice fellows
like us.” Q

“Wae can take our choice about having
supper on our own or dining with the
Head,” said Bob. “The pater thinks
it will be rather a treat for us to dine
with the iolly old Beak."

“It's a long time since your pater was
a schoolboy, Bob,” remarked Johnn
Bull. “Still, let’s play up. After all,
we're clear of Bunter.”

“That's a consclation for all things,”
remarked Harry Wharton. “1'd rather
have the Head, and Quelchy thrown in.”

“Yeas, rather!”

When the juniors came up to the
house a car was driving round to the
garage. They recognised Dr. Locke's
car, and Barnes, the Head's chauffeur,

DBarnes saluted the juniors in his quict,
civil way.

“The Head's here, Barnes?” called
out Bob.

“Yes, ¢ir,” answered Barnes, “Dr.
Locke and Mrs. Locke, sir.”
“Best bibs and tuckers and best

manners this evening,”” murmured Bob,
as they went on to the house. “Never
mind, what's the odds so long as you're
fappy 17 :

The juniors went to pay their respects
to their headmaster. They found him
in the library,

Dr. Locke greeted them very affably,
and Mrs. Locke gave them a gracious
smile.

"1 am very glad to see you, Whar-
ton,” pdded the Head. “There is a
matter on which I hope you may be able
to give me necws."”

“Indeed, sir!"” said Harry, wondering
what that matter was.

“] was very shocked and pained,”
went on the Head, “when I heard that
a burglary had taken place on the last
night of my stay at your uncle's house,
Wharton. 1 did not hear of it till after
I had left, of course.”

“A  burglary!” exclaimed Major
Cherry. “ Not at Jim Wharton's house 1"

“No, at Sankey Hall, ncar Wharton
Lodge,” said the Head. *“ While 1 was
Colonel Wharton's Fucst at the Lodge I
visited Sankey Hall, and saw a wonder-
ful collection of Indian jewels, which
General Sankey had broutht home with
him from the East. The whole collec-
tion, as I heard, was rifled on the last
night of my stay at Wharton Lodge. I
left the next day in ignorance of what
had happened.” He turned to Wharton
again. 'JIM any discovery been made,

my boy X
*None that I have heard of, sir,”
answered Harr
“The jewcls
then "

{ave not been recovered,

“No, sir."

“Or the thieves arrested?”

“No, sir. The police do not seem to
have been able to do anything,” said
Harry. “Nothing has come out so far.”

“Well, we must hope for the best,”
said the Head. Ile turned to Major
Cherry again. “ These darink burglaries
seem to be on thoe increase. During the
last month before Christinas there were
quite a number in the neighbourhood of
Greyfriars Schoul.  Six or seven at
least. Indeed, an attempt was made on
the school itself, which was fortunately
defeated by the slarm being given by a
boy who happened to go down from his

17

dormitory. I have had the scliool valu-
ables placed in the bank at Courtfield
as a precaution. Really, it secms
scarcely safe to keep valuables in one's
own houso."

Major Cherr

“1 don't think a cracksman would find
his task ecasy in this house,” he re-
marked. “My safo is in this room. I
would defy anyone to find it without a
difficult scarch.”

“In this room?"” repeated the ITead.

He glanced round at the book-lined
walls.

Major Cherry rose and crossed to &
bookcase und touched a concealed
spring.

A section of tha bookease moved from
the wall on well-oiled hinges, disclosing
an iron door set in the wall.

At the same moment an clectric bell
rang loudly in the hall,

Buzzzzzzzz|

smiled.

The library door opencd, and =
startled face fmk._\d in,
“It is all right, Jarvis,” s=aid tho

major, with a smile. "I am showing
Dr. Locke the burglar alarm.”

The door closed again. The loud,
raucous buzzing in the hall continued,
filling the house with discordant sound.

“That goes on so long as this book-
caso is out of place,” sail the major.
“The conncction is carefully concealed,
and I would defy any eracksman to dis-
cover it and cut it off without a long
search.”

He clased the hookease again to the
wall, and the buzzing in the hall ceased.

“Very good,” said the Head., * Cer-
tainly I fail to sce how even the Court-
ficld cracksman could rifle vour safo
without giving tho alarm fo the whole
household.”

“In which case 1 should drop in on
him with my old Army revolver,” said

[Continued on next paye.)
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the major. *I fancy he would be sorry
he had called.”

“No doubt,” said the Head, smiling.

“ But—"" said Mrs. Locke.

The major glanced at her.

“Do you think I am leaving an enter-
prising burglar any chance at my
bonds !" he asked.

“Of course, the Courtfield cracksman
is not likely -to visit Dorsetshire, I
sulgpaso?" said Mrs. Locke, with a smile.
“But he is said to have obtained very
accurate information as to the places he
has robbed in the vicinity of Greylriars
—apparently from servants. Such a man
might learn from your household that
your safe is hidden behind a bookcase.”

“Possibly,"” assented the major. * But
I would defy him to shut off the burglar
alarm. And once the alarm is sounding,
what chanco would he have of getting
away with his plunder? None, I think.”

“Very little, I suppose,” agreed Mrs.
Locke.

“He is welcome to any chance ho may
have,” said the major, laughing. *“It
is & far ery from Kent to Dorsetshire,
but the Courtficld cracksman is welcome
to try his luck in this direction if he
likes.,”

And the conversation turned to other
matters, though it was destined to be
recalled to the minds of all present
before long.

Harry Wharton & Co., in their best
bibs and tuckers, as Bob expressed it,
dined with the distingnished guests.

They were, of course, on their very
best behaviour; and had Henry Samuel
Quelch, tho master of the Remove, been
present, he would hardly have recog-
nised the five most unruly young rascals
in his Form.

During dinner, in fact, the Famous
Five looked as if butter would not have
melted in their mouths.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh remarked
that it was preposterously honorific to
dine with the esteemed and ridiculous
headmaster, and the juniors agreed that
it was; but at the same time, Lﬁey rather
looked forward to the end "of the
function.  Such distinguished company
was o trifle oppressive.

. But that dinner was destined to be
interrupted.

Suddenly, breaking in upon the hum
of conversation in the dining-room,
came n loud and raucous buzzing from
the hall.

Major Cherry started.

“The burglar alarm !" he ejaculated.

“My hat!” murmured . “There
can't be a jolly old burglar in the
library at eight o’clock in the evening1”

The major rose quickly.

“You will excuse me!” he exclaimed.
H“I will come with you,” said the

ead.

“No, no! Pray remain with the
ladies. It cannot anything. It is
really  impossible—but had better
son—

The major hurried from the room.

“Jarvis—"

_Jdarvis was already at the door of the
library, which opened from the hall.
He was wrenching at the door-handle.
“The door is locked, sir.”
“Locked! On the insidel
son:come—""'

Then

There was a sound of a movement
within  the locked room. All the
t'me the burglar-alarm was buzzing
raucously.

Luzzzzzzzz |

“There is someone in the room, sir!”
gﬁ=[1r-l] Jarvis.

“Tollow me.”

Major Cherry caught up a golf-club
fram the hall,” and rushed out of the
dunr, to dash round to the french
windows of the library. After him ran
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Jarvis, and after Jarvis rushed the
Famous Five of Greyfriars, in an
excited crowd. Behind them the electrie-
bell went on buzzing.

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Strategy !

ILLY BUNTER was
B worried.
As a matter of fact, he had
causo for worry.

It was not like Bunter to consider
consequences when he decided on a
course of action. Huving decided what
was best in the interests of that
important personage, William George
Bunter, it was the fat Owl's way to go
ahead, regardless of consequences.

But the trouble about consequences
was that they were there, and had to be
faced some time. -

As the taxi ran on the last lap of its
journey, even Billy Bunter had to give
a little thought to what was coming.

feeling

He was tired, cold, and hungry.
These wero serious things. More
seripus still, was the fare he rmd run up
on the taxi.

There had been no other way of
getting to Cherry Place; and when
there was no other way, what was a
fellow to do? In his cheery, happy-go-
lucky way, Bunter had decided that
somebody at Cherry Place would pay
the taximan on his arrival. )

But the nearer he drew to his destina-
tion the more he was worried by doubts.

That Bob Cherry would be pleased to
see him arrive was by no means certain
—even to Bunter. Bunter might regard
his being left in the lurch as a “lark ”;
but—there was a “but.” He had
larided himself at Wharton Lodge for
the holidays by sheer “meck.”  But
Bob was quite liable to be more rough-
and-ready in his reception of the un-
invited guest than Harry Wharton had
been. And his father, the major, was a
tough old stick. Bunter had been at
Cherry Place before, more than once,
and he remembered a way the major
had had of glaring at him.

And even Bunter realised that it was
awkward to have to announce, in the
very moment of his arrival, that some-
body was expected to pay a taximan the
considerable sum of seven pounds ten
shillings. Had it been seven-and-six, it
would have been a different matter.
But seven pounds ten shillings was
really a lot of money.

Suppose—Bunter did not like suppos-
ing it, but as he drew nearer and
nearer to Cherry Place he could not help
the supposition coming into his fat
mind—suppose the beasts wouldn't pay
the taximan?

They were capable of it!

From long expericnce at Greyfriars,
Bunter knew how selfish they were.
They might!

The taximan was certain to cut up
rustv. Dunter's peculiar manners and
customs had given him some insight
into the ways of taxi-drivers. He had
always found them extremely disagree-
able when they were not paid.

It was sordid. Bunter had a mind
above these miserable considerations of
money.  DBul taximen hadn’t. He knew
that

Trouble — serious  trouble — would
acerus if nobody paid the taximan.
The juniors might not even be able to
meet such a hill, if they wanted to.
Major Cherry might—probably would—
refuse, ns likely as not in a very gruff
and unpleasant way.

Visions of a policeman floated before
Bunter's worried mind. He did not know
whether he eould be “run in* for bilk.
ing a taximan. But it was an awful
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ﬁpsaibility_. Suppose the beast drove
im straight to the mearest police
station ta settle the matter?

Bunter shuddered.

The caso reguired strategy. The man
should be paid—in the long run. t
must be said for Bunter that he was by
no means dishonest. Gladly he would
have paid the taximan ount of his own
resources, had a French penny been
sufficient to satisfy the man.

Ohbviously, it wasn't, The bill had to
stand over until Bunter had realised the
amount as a loan from his dear old pals,
or alternatively, as the lawyers say,
until he received some of the posta
orders he had long been expecting.

The man’s money would be quite safe.
But it would be difficult to convince
him that it was safe if Bunter explain
the matter to him. He decided not to
explain. Least said, soonest mended.

So, as the taxi ate up the last miles
of the long journey, the Owl of the
Remove ccased to think even of supper
—much as he neceded his supper—and
devoted his fat thoughts to considera-
tions of strategy.

Now that the journey was over, or
nearly over, Bunter really had no use
for the taximan from Surrey. He was
superfluous—in fact, a nuisance. The
sooner he drove his cab back to Surrey
the better Bunter would like it.

While the fat Owl, realising that he
had landed himself in a position of
unusual dificulty, was pondering over
it, the taximan leaned round, opened
the door a few inches, and spoke.

“We'ro close on ten miles out of
Dorchester, sir. What's the address?”

Bunter started, and blinked from the
frosty window. T they were ten miles
out of Dorchester, they could not be far
from Cherry Placo, which lay close by
the main road.

It was time for Bunter's strategy to
come into play.

“The—the address?” he stammered.

“Yes, sir. We must be getting close
therae if it’s ten wmiles out of Dorchester,
as youn said.”

Bunter breathed hard.

“Mauleverer Towers,” he said, giving
the first address that came into his
mind. That was the address of Lord
Mauleverer's dwelling in Hampshire,
and the taximan was certainly not likely
to find it anywhere in Dorset.

“Well, I'm a stranger in these parts,
gir,” said the taximan. “Ain't been so
fur &field before. I'll ’ave to inquire.”

“ Anybody will tell you,” said Bunter
cheerily.

The driver closed the door again and
drove on. The road was very dark; the
winter evening had set in blankly. The
lights of other cars flashed by con-
tinually on the road. The taxi was
passing Cherry Place.

Bunter’s fat heart beat a littlo faster.

It was all right about the taximan’s
money—quite all right! Yet Bunter
had a guilt {eoling—just the feeling a
bilk might ]{am had. It was absurd, of
course, fmt there it was!

The fact was that that taximan cer-
tainly would have thonght Bunter a bilk
had ~ he known of his intentions,
Appearances, at least, would have been
against DBunter. He could not help
realising that.

A quarter of a mile on the taxi was
passing a row of cottages. Bunter
tapped on the window, and the taximan
leaned round and opened the door
again.

“We're quite close now,” said Bunter.
“ Better ask at one of those cottages.
Be as quick as you can. I'm getting
jolly eold ™

“Right, sir!” .

The taximan halted the car, and dis
mounted. Leaving the engine running
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he crossed over to the cottages, to
knock at a door and make his inquiry.

Bunter cautiously stepped out on the
other side of the taxi.

The vehicle was between him and tho
unsuspecting driver, and the noise of
the engine drowned any noise Bunter
made.

Bunter was not agccustomed to moving
quickly. But he moved across the wide
road to the opposite side at a remark-
able speed.

Haste was essential.

On the farther side of the road the
winter blackness wrappcod Bunter like
a garment.

He started back towards Cherry Place
as fast as his fat little legs would carry
him.

He vanished into the night.

What the taximan said when he came
back from his futile inguiry and found
the cab empty, Bunter never knew, It
was pmlmh{\_r something vvivy emphatic.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter and the Burglar!
B[LI.Y BUNTER opened the wide

wooden gate over which the
lamp burned, and let it close
behind him.

He had dodged the taximan; that
worry was off his fat mind, for the
present at least. Lighted windows were
befors him, the windows of Clierry
Place, where Harry Wharton & Co.
were in bappy unconsciousiess of Bun-
ter's proximity.

The fat juvior paused at a window
that gave him a view of long, hghted
room; and blinked in through ks hig
spectacles,

I'he beasts were at dinner; it was the
dining-room he was blinking into; and,
to his aurprise, he recognised the Head
of Groyfriars and his wife among the
guests at the festive board.

Bunter gave a enitf.  He had nad
enough of the Beak at Wharton Lodge,
and it was really sickening to find that
he was a guest of Cherry Place. Still,
it was a relief to see tho Famous Five
there, boasts as they were. He had
been right in his conclusion that the
chums of the Remove had hkeaded for
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With a grim look on his face Major Cherry
came swiltly across the room, a goll
club in his hand, to where the fat form

Bsb Cherry's home when they lelt
Wharton Lodge.

There they were, looking sedate and
demure in the presence of their head-
master, and evidently not thinking of
Bunter—still less imagining that the
Owl of the Remove was blinking in ot
the window at them.

Bunter moved round towards the
door.

Then he paused.

Bunter had plenty of cheek. It was
liis chief asset. But Major Cherry did
not like him—he remembered clearly
that Major Cherry had never liked him.
Why, he did not know. There were
guite a lot of people who did not like
Dunter; but Bunter never knew why
they didn't.

Strategy was still required. He did
not want to face the major first of all.
Ilob’s good nature might stand the
strain—the major's mightn't.

Instead of going up to the door,
therefore, DBunter turned back, and
went along towards the library.

The library, he remembered, had
french windows. A fellow could get in
that way.

Once in the house, he knew his way
about.

While the dinner was going on the
servants would be busy. It would be
rasy far Bunter to nip up to Bob's
room.

I'siere he could wait till Bob came up.

Bab, though a beast like all the Co.,
waz a pgood-natured beast. Finding
Dunter in the honse late at might he
could hardlv turn him out. Ile would
hiave to put it to his father, and make it
all right for Bunter to stay the night,
at least.

After that, Dunter’s wonderful =tick-
ing powers would do the rest. At least,
Bunter hoped that they would.

The library was dark.

Runter tiptoed to the french window,
1f it was fastened he had to find some
other entrance.

To his relief,
glass doors ajar.

Quietly he pushed it open.

Within, as without, the darknces was
deep.  Bunter blinked into the deep
gloom. and, to bis surprise, caught a

he found one of the

of Bunter lay on the floor.

spot of i i the darkness across the
spacions  Loom,

Ile Litnked at it in amazement.

Somenne was in the large, unlighted
room, with a tinv clectric torch in s
hand quite invisible to
Bunter.

It veally was surprising.

I'iere was a faint sound in the gloomy
room; and it was followed by the
sndden  raneons llll}i’hl}: of an eleetrie
||-‘]! e the hall I‘.l')qlu?,

That sudden sound, in the silence,
wade Bunter jump.

Buzzzzzzzzezzzr !

The spot of light by the library wall
moved a little. Bunter heard a click,
as if a lock had opened,

There was a sonnd of rununaging.

Crash !

The crash was causcd by Dunter, as,
groping in the gloom, lLe butted into
a little table, on which a reading-lamp
stood.

The table rocked, and the lamp went
to the floor with a erash; and the crash
v.as followed by a startled exelamation.

The light fashed round from the wall
at Bunfer.

For an instant, as it whirled rouni,
Banter had a view of a section of a
bookease standing open, of an iron door
in the wall that stood open also, and of
shelves on which were stacked bundles
of papera and other artielis,

It was an instant’s gliopee, blotied
out by davkness the next moment, a3
the fMlash of the electric torch blazed
fairly into Bunter’s face, blinding him
with its glare

Duzzzzeza !

The electric bell was =till buzzing
steadily in the hall. ¥From the same
direction came the sonad of voices and
footsteps,

Bunter heard a voice:

e ‘A‘ﬂll !'l

Tt seemed as if the unscen man who
Leld the clectrie torch had recognised
him. ‘TI'he voico was a low hiss, full of
fury.

“J—I say
What was
Dunter’s brain

‘kly. Mo was surprised, startled,
bewildered; but it did not dawn on his
Tee Macxer Lisrary—DNo. 1,142,

' gasped Dunter.
happening  he did not
did not work




20

fat brain that he had butted in on a
cracksman who was at work in the
library while the family were at dinner.

“I-X 1" gasped

say— Yar h
Bunter. “Ow! Oh! Haip "
The light was shut off.

An unseen ﬁf:re brushed past
Bunter in the darkness, and struck him
in_passing.

The fat junior went with a crash to
the floor.

Half stunned by the_blow, Bunter lay

asping on the floor, not even conscious
that the man who had struck him down
was springing in_hot haste out of the
open french window into the darkness
of the night.

“Ow! Wow!" gasped Bunter.

He sat up dizzily.

Thore was a sound of wrenching at
the library door. 8omebody was trying
to open it from the side of the hall.

Bunter put bis band to his head.
There was a big bruise thero, where
the heavy blow had fallen. His fat
senses were swimming. He tried to get
on his feet, rolled over again, and sank
into unconsciousnecss.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Only Bunter!

AJOR CHERRY came with a

M rush up to the french windows,

the golf-club gripped in his

hand. A dark figure flitted

away in the darkness, vanishing among

dim  shrubberies before tho major
renched the spot.

The buzzing of the alarm bell showed
that the bookcase section was still open;
and there was a sound in the library as
the major reached the open french
windows, showing that somcone was
tlicre.

“We've got him!" pented the major.

He blocked the open portion of the
<rench window with his rather portly
person.

If the ecracksman had been still
within his escape would have been cut
off; there was no other way out, save
hy the door on the hall, where several
startled servants had gathered.

And the major, who had heard a

sound in the library as he arrived, did
not doubt that the thief was still there.
“He's there, sir?” panted Jarvis

“Someone is there. Get & h.fht.
Jarvis, while I guard the doorway.’

The major stepped within, rin
about him in the gloom, the golf clu
lifted, ready for s blow if a rush came.

Jarvis pressed in behind him, felt for
the electric switch near the window, and
fAashed on the lights. .

Tho library was flooded with sudden
illumination. 2

Harry Wharton & Co. arrived at the
same moment, and crowded in at the
french window.

There were plenty on the spot now to
deal with the cracksman, if he was
still there. But no cracksman was to be
seen in the glare of the electric light.

The major strode #cross the room
towards the safe.

The bookcase section stood back from
the wall, the electric alarm etill buzzing
continuously in the hall. The iron
door in the wall stood open, revealing
the interior of the safe.

On the floor lay several bundles of
papers, and littered here and there
were scattered documents, evidently
dropped by the cracksman in his haste.

“He is gone!” said Major Cherry.
“The alarm must havo ecared him off.
But—"

He stared round him, puzzled.

The attempt on the safe had been &
daring one, almost a desperate one, yet
from its very daring, had been likely to
succeed,

With the family at dinner, the ser-
vants occupied elsewhere, the 'librury in
darkness, the unknown rogue had had a
chance of making a swift and sudden
coup.

The french windows had been locked
at dark, but evidently the man had
forced an opening there—not a difficult
task for a cracksman. Somehow—by
some cunning sepying—the man knew
where the safe was located, and pro-
bably knew of the electric alarm, but he
had counted, after locking the library
door, on a couple of minutes at least—
and a couple of minutes ehould have
been enough for a swift robbery and a
swift flight.
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He had had two or three minutes since
the alarm had started to buzz, bEore
the major had got round to the library
windows. He iad made his escape—
but obviously the intended robbery had
not been carried out, The lhic{ had
fled, leaving his plunder, or most of it,
still in the safe, or scattered on the
floor. It looked as if he had been
suddenly scared into flight with his
work undone.

The major remembered the sound he
had heard within as he reached the
open french window. Someone had
been within.

“Guard the door, Jarvis! He may
20t be gone!"” rapped out the major.

Wntﬁh the door while I search the
‘oom.

“Hallo, hal ” ’
~w'L l{:r” allo, hallo!" shouted Bob

k L)
“Great pip!”
Close by a biﬁ

Cle armchair, whi
Iid it, a figure loh passly
'ess,

ay on the foor—motion-

The major came swiftly across the
room, the golf club in his hand, a grim
Ioclv‘k on his face.

. “Hold on!" gasped Bob. “That
isn't a crackeman——""

“My only hat!”

“ Bunter i

“Billy Bunter !”

“Oh crikey!"”

Bob Cherry dropped beside the still
form, and raised the head and shoulders
froAm fr.hla floor,

at face was revealed i
of the o ed in the glare
The eyes opened.
Billy Bunter blinked round him,

“Ow! Grooogh! PBeast! Ow!" he
gasped,

“Bunter!”  said Major Cherrv
dazedly, :

“A Greyfriars boy!
did this boy get here?” i

a . . .
i !Q“! 1 say, you fellows, keep him

“This—this boy cannot have o

- pened
the safe!” stuttered the major. *What
does this mean 7"

“' Irf:,'a] Bunter—"

‘Did_you know Bunte 'as i
e, unter was in the

“No; we left him in Surrey this
morning !” gasped Bob. * I—I—suppose
he came after us—"'

:: m; how—why——"
wHe's had & knock,” said Bob.

There's & bump on his head. Hae
must have found the library open and
come in that way instead of going to
llml front t]nor.‘ goodness knows why."”

Then the major understood.

“And the cracksman was here—Bun-
ter's coming in interrupted him—that
must be the explanation. The boy'sactions
scem to have been very extraordinary
but the result is very fortunate. Little,
if anything has been taken.”

My

“Ow! I eayv, you fellows—ow!
Keep that beast off! 1

How

head aclies!
say, I've been knocked over.”
“Did you see anyone here, Dunter 1"

asked the major,

“Ow! No! Some beast jumped at
me in the dark and hit me! I've got
a pain in my napper! Where's my
epees?  I've dropped my epees.  Mind
you don’t tread on iy spees, you
follows! If you break them, you'll have

to pay for them! Ow!”

*“Ilere’s your specs, old fat man,” said
Harry Wharton.

Bunter grabbed the epectacles from
the captain of the Remove, and jammed
them en his nose.

Ho blinked round himn dizaily.

“I say, you fellows, who was it hit
me? If it was one of you fellows lark-
ing, I don't call it a lark.”

*It was a burglar,” said Bob. “You
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must have butted in just when he got
the safe open, and startled him."”

“Oh erumbs! Keep him off 1" yelled
Bunter.

‘“He’s gone !"” said Bob soothingly.

“Oh! All right! I'm not afraid of
a burglar, of course. You know how I
handled that burglar et Greyfriars—"

““Fathead |

“Obh, really, Wharton! The—the fact
is, I knew there was a burglar here, and
—and came in to stop him——"

“Oh, my hat!”

“I eay, you fellows, I've got a fright-
ful pain in my head! And—and I'm

I:unpiryl
Billy Bunter was on his feet now.
He leaned heavily on Bob Cherry, and
Johnny Bull lent Bob his aid in support-
ing the weight of the fat junior. Bun-
ter blinked from face to face.

“How did you get here, Bunter?”
demanded the major.

“I—1 came in, you know—"'

“Why did you enter the house. in
this surreptitious way, instead of knock-

ing at the door?” i .
*I—TI—I—I was going to give Bob a
pleasant surprise!” pgasped Bunter.

“Knowing how glad he would be to eee
me, after leaving me behind by acci-
dent, I—I meant to go to his room, and
—and give him a joyful surprise when
he came up—""

“You young donkey.”

*Oh, really, sir—"

“Whatever Dunter's reasons may
have been, his entrance at that parti-
cular moment secms to have been very
fortunate,” said Major Cherry. “Take
him to your room, Bob, while I get
the police here."”

“Come on, fatty.”

The library door was unlocked now,
and Bob led the Owl of the Remave
out into the hall. There the Head of
Greyfriars was waiting, in alarm and
anxiety. He stared at Punter.

“What has happened—what—" he
cjaculated.

“It was a burglar, =ir," s=aid Bob,
“and Bunter seems to lLave butied in
and interrupted him.”

‘' Bless my eoul !"

“Come on, Bunter.”

Bunter was taken up to Bob's room.
He collapsed on Bob's bed and groaned.
For once, Billy Bunter was not wholly
malingering ; go really had a bump on
his head, and a pain. It was like Bunter
to make the most of it. Ilis deep
groan would have done credit to an
Indian's victim at the stake.

“D-d-don’t leave me, old chap!”
gasped Bunter, as Bob Cherry went to
tl:eIdoor. T

“I'm going to help look for the giddy
burglar, old?at bean—"" g

“I'm hungry!”

The door closed.

“ Beast 1"

Bunter was left alone. He sat up on
the bed, rubbed his head, and groaned
again. Then, realising that groaning
was superfluous, now that he was alone,
he ceased that sound of anguish. And
he grinned.

He grimned expansively.

Luck had befriended Billy Bunter
once more. He had planned to instal
himself within Cherry Place and trust
to his fat wits not to be kicked out.
Dut the outcome had been doubtful.
Now it was all right! Apparently he
had interrupted, and perhaps prevented,
a bur lar‘v]. He had been knocked down
by the burglar he had interrupted.
After that, they could scarcely do less
than make him a welcome gucet. There
was such a thing as gratitude, Dunter
reflected.  8uch a thing as acknow-
ledging a great service rendered by a
fellow at the risk of his life!

Billy Bunter felt that he was safely
landed now for the rest of the vacation.
And he grinned.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Sticks to His Old Pals !

@ ARNES! Secen anybody?"”
B “No, sir,”" said Barnes.
“Has something happened

at the house?”’
“Yes, rather—a burglary—"
Barnes stared.

Harry Wharton & Co. were joinin

in the search of the grounds, wit
Major Cherry and several of the
servants, The Head's chauffeur,

coming from the direction of the garage,
met them.

“A burglary, sir?"" repeated Barnes
blankly. * At this early hour—""

“The rotter got into the library while
we were at dinner,” said Bob., ‘' By
sheer luck Bunter butted in un-
expectedly and interrupted him, or he
might have got away with a bagful of
plunder.”

“Indeecd, sir! I did not know that
Master Bunter was here.”

“ Neither did we,"” chuckled Bob.
“He turned up, like a bad penny ! But
it was lucky he did, as it happens.”

L L}

NOTTS DOES IT AGAIN!

The following clever Grey-
friars limerick, sent in by Bertie
Butler, of 32, King Street, Work-
sop, Notts, has earned for its
author one of this week's useful
pocket wallets :

MNo wonder the MAGNET
has caught on
With fellows like Cherry and
Wharton.
And while there's a stunter
Like fat Billy Bunter,
You can always be sure of
some sport on.

Look lively with your attempt,

chum. ou'd like one of these
wallets, wouldn’t you?
| |
“The man was seen, then?” asked
Barnes.

“No; he knocked Bunter over in tho
dark, and bolted. Of course, he's got
away before this, but we're looking
vound." .

“1 will lhelp you, sir, with your per-
mission.”

“Yes, rather! Join up, Barnes!"”

Barnes took an industrious part in the
search of the grounds, but nothing was
discovered.

The cracksman had had ample time
to get clear, and it was evident that he
had got clear. The search, however,
went on till a police.inspector arrived
from Dorchester in response to the
major's prompt telephone call.

The official gentleman examined the
safe in the library. Owing to the in-
terruption, nothing was missing. But
the major had had a narrow escape of
a heavy loss. Among the documents in
the safe were a number of bearer
bonds; and these were the documents
that were found scattered on the floor.
Obviously, the cracksman had had the
bonds in his hand when Bunter's sudden
and unexpected entrance in the dark
library interrupted and scared him. Six
bonds, each of the value of two hundred
pounds, had been dropped and scattered.

Bunter's unexpected arrival had cer-
tainly turned out fortunate for Maujor

21

Cherry. Probably for the first time
in his fat career, Bunter's arrival gave
satisfaction.

Billy Bunter was questioned by the
inspector from Dorchester. As the only
person who had come into actual con-
tact with the cracksman, Bunter had
jumped into sudden—though temporary
—importance.

Bunter had been provided with
supper. He was doing justice—full
justice—to a wellladen tray of com-
estibles, in Bob’s room, in an armchair,
before a blazing fire, when the inspector
was brought in by Major Cherry.

Bunter did not mind answering ques-
tions—in fact, he liked the importance
he had suddenly achieved—but he_did
not suspend his gastronomic operations.
He answered wiﬂl his mouth full, with
frequent pauses for a bite.

The koun-ecfed official gentleman eyed
him, and did not seem particularly im-
pressed by Bunter. Fortunately, under
the cold, keen c¢yes of the police-
inspector, he did not venture to depart
fromn the truth,

The inspector drew from him how
he had entered the library in the dark,
blundered into a table and knocked
over a lamp, and startled the cracks-
man, whose thievish hands were in the
safe. The Owl of the Remove refrained
from drawing the long bow, so long as
the inspector was present.

By way of compensation, he drew it
to an inordinate length when the official
gentleman was gone and the Famous
Fiva remained with him.

“1 say, you fellows! Pass the salt,
will you? I say, jolly lucky 1 came
along, wasn't it? You fellows made out
that I was in a funk that time I got

hold of a burglar at Greyfriars. What
do you think now "

“Just the same,”” said Harry
Wharton.

*The samefulness is terrific.”

“Oh, really, you fellows! Which of

vou would have butted into a room in
the dark, I'd like to know, to baffle a
desperate burglar—""

“You fat villain! You didn't know
lie was there.”

“1 expect you fellows to belittle a
chap!"” said Bunter bitterly. “I say,
this is a good chicken! Not like what
I get at Bunter Court, but quite good!
1 say, you oughtn't to run a fellow down
when he's risked his lifo to baffle a
burglar. The fact is—"’

“Gammon !’

“T'he fact is, finding that desperate
villain in the library, I rushed on him,”
said Bunter. “Seizing him by the
throat, I bore him "

“You weren't with him long enough

to bore him,"”” said Bob. *“You bore
cverybody else.  But—"'

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Y bore him to the earth!" roared

“1 mean, to the floor! Dnt
should have had

Bunter.
for his revolver I
him——"

“Did you tell the bobby about his
revolver 1’

“I-—1 forgot. Clubbing his revolver,
he dealt me a sickening thud on the
head. Might have knocked my brains
out—""

“TIf any !"" said Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Lucky there weren't any to knock
ont,” said Bob Cherry.

“Neast! T fell senscless to the foor
and—""

“Right!"” agreed Johnny Dull.
“That's the frozen truth! And you're
still senseless.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Beasts 1" roared Bunter.

“Now you've done telling crammers,””

Tae Macxer Lirrary—XNo. 1,142,
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said Bob, “teil ns how dyou got here.
Who lot out where we had gonet"

“] gay, this pudding is all right !
Lucky you had soms Christmas pudding
left! I've always hihed Christmas pud-
ding. Of course, I knew you fellows
bad only left me behind for a lark——

“Tho larkfulness wus not terrific, my
dear Bunter.”

“1 knew you wanted me to follow
on'’ said Bunter. “I may have been
& bit annoyed at first  But I forgave
you, and came." -

“The trouble with Bunter is that he's
too forgiving,’” remarked Nugent.

“Jolly to scc me here, old chaps. isn't
it1" said Bunter.

“QOh, fearfully!" said Bob.

“But low the thump—"" asked
Nugent. .

“You see, I found out at the railway
station that you'd taken tickets fo_rll)oF-
chester,” explained Bunter. “That's
how 1 knew."

“And how did you get here?” de-
manded Wharton, *They didn't give
you s ticket from Surrcy to Dorset for
a French penny, I suppose?’

“Oh, really, Wharton—"" -

“Did you bilk the railwayt”
Nugent,

“1 hired a car,’” swid Bunter,
diguity. _

“You hired a car for a hundred-mile
run?" exclaimed Bob. .

“I'm accustomed to travelling in cars,
old chap. 1 prefer them to the rail-
way,”" said Bunter. *Money's nothing
to me, as you kinow. Why shouldn’t a
wealthy fellow spend lis money on
comforts?"

The Fumous Five stared at Bunter.

“You sce, 1 didn't caro to wait for
the next train,’”’ said Bunter, “Shove
those mince-pies this way! So I took

a taxi.
“And how did you bilk the taxi-

asked

with

man
“(Oh, really, Chorry—"

“Did you give him your French
penny 1"’
“Poast! I say, I'd like some more

mince-pics,”” said Bunter. “I hope the
grub's goini; to be good here, Cherry.
1 can rough it—yvou know I roughed
it all right ai Wharton's place—but a
chap expects enough to eat. If you want
me to stay with you—=""

“1 don't,”" said DBob.

“He, he, he! You must have your
little joke, old chap,” said Bunter cheer-
iz[[y‘._ “1 know you don't mean it, oid

¥.
“You know more than I do, then."

“0Of course, if I'm not welcome hero
I shall tuke the train to Bunter Court
as soon as—""

“Good !"

“As soon as I'vo recovered from the
torrible injuries I've received in pro-

tecting your father's propeity from
burglars—""'

“Oh, my hat!”

“Let’s go down,” said Harry “The

Beak will be going soon. You coming
down to sce the Deak off, Bunter*”

“No jolly fearl”

Billy Dunter continued his supper,
while the Famous Five went down to see
Dr. Locke off.

Tho attempted burglary, and the
excitement and  disturbance that fol-
lowed it, had rather spoiled Dr, Locke's
visit to Cherry 'laco, and he left rather
earlier than he had intended.

Barnes drove the car away, with the
Head and Mrs. Locke.  larry Wharton
watched it disappear into the winter's
night, with a thoughtful expression on
his face.

“Johnny was saying  that  we're
haunted these hols by the Head,” hLe
remarked. “But the jolly old Ilead
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seems to be haunted by giddy burglars,
doesn't he? There were half a dozen
burglaries round about Greyfriars in the
last half of the term; then one at
Sankey Hall, while the Deak was at my
uncle’'s house; and now another here,
when the Head comes to dine. Queer,
isn'tit1"”

*The queerfulness is terrific.”

When the juniors went up to their
rooms they were greeted by the sound
of the deep and resonant snore that was
to familiar in the Remove dormitory at
Greyfriars.

Bunter had turned into Bob Cherry's
bed, after supper, and was sleeping the
sleep of the just.

Bob looked in on him, and grinned
ruefully.

*Bunter scems to have come to stay
lie remarked.

There was no doubt on that point.

Bunter had come, and he had come
to stay.

&

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bilk !
“« SAY, you fellows, it's windy !"
l “The windyfulness is terrific,”
agreed Hurree Jamset  Ram
Singh, mullhng up his coat-collar
round his dusky nucﬁ.

“Too jolly windy and cold for a
motor-bus!" said Bunter.

“Stand us a taxi,” suggested Jolmny
Bull, with withering sarcasm,

1t was windy, and it was cold, and the
group of schoolboys standing outside the
gate of Cherry Place got the full benefit
of the wind.

Still, as it couldn’t be helped, there
was no disposition to grouse, except on
the part of Billy Bunter. Grousing was
Bunter's special privilege.

It was the day following Bunter's
arrival, and the juniors were going to
Dorchester, and waiting for the motor-
bus that passed Cherry FPlace to pick
them up. Bunter had elected to go
with them, He did not want to stay in
on his own, and ho had some shopping
to do. How he was iﬂhlg to do his
shopping with a French penny he did
not expﬁ;in, but perhaps he cxpected to
raise o loan among his pals.

“A taxi!” repeated Bunter. ‘‘Jolly
good idea, old bean. I'll stand you
fellows a taxi with pleasure. Cut in and
phone for one, Bobh.”

“1 don't think!" said Dob.

“I'm expecting & postal-order to come
on that I missed by leaving Wharton
Lodge so suddenly—=""

“We'll take the taxi when the postal-
order comes,” remarked DBob Cherry.
“To.day wo'll take the bus.”

“Well, it's jolly cold and windy,"
growled Bunter. *'Cut in and get mo a
muftler, Bob.”

' Bow-wow "

“Look here, I'm not going to perish
with cold on the beastly bus to pleaso
you!" hooted Bunter. “If you're too
selfish to fotch me a mufller, I'll feteh it
myself. Wait for me.”

“We shall miss the bus, fathead!"

“Blow tho bus!"

Buntor rolled away to the house. In
the distance, the motor-bus was already
in sight.

“It's coming, Bunter!" shouted Bob.

Bunter did not heed.  He vanished
into the house, and the juniors at tho
gate looked at one another expressively.

“Take the bus, and leave him to stew
in his own juice,” grunted Johnny Bull.

“Well—" murmured Bob, hesita-
ting.

“Wa dou't -want to wait for the
next,”

“1 know. DBut—"

“(Oh, wait if you like,”" said Johnny
resignedly.
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The motor-bus rolled by and *disap-
peared in the distance in the direction of
Dorchester.

After 11, an cupty taxi appeared om
tho road, moviug along at a crawling
pace,

. The driver was looking about him
incessautly, as he drove slowly along, as
if deeply interested in the scenery, or
in Lope of seeing someone he desired to
mect,

He glanced at the group of schoolboys
outside the gate, lus glance running
over them quickly and searchingly. But
evidently he did not sce among them the
persen L sought.

Harry Wharton's glance fell on him
rather curiously.

“I've seen that chap before,” he
remarked. * He drives o taxi at Wim-
ford; he's driven me more than once.
He's a long way from home."”

The taximan's glance lingered on
Wharton as he slowly passed. He drew
t‘lm car sndc!enli' to a halt, and jumped
down, touching his hat to the Greyfriars
fellows,

YAin't
asked.

“Right!" said Hacry.

“1 shouldn't wonder if you could 'elp
me put my finger on the b{oke I'm look-
ing for, sir,” said the driver.

" Looking for somebody herc?" asked
Wharton, puzzled.

“Yes—a fat party in spees.”

“Oh!" ejeculated Wharton.

_The juniors exchanged quick glances.
They were acquainted wiﬂ: a fellow to
whom  that description would have
applied.

“I've been done, sir—dono something
cruel,” said the driver; *“and, sceing as
the bloke come from your house, sir,
back in Surrey, I dessay you know
something about him. You see, sir, 1
was rung up to take him to the station
nt Wimford yoesterday, and he lost his
train—or so he let on—and hired my
taxi to bring him on to these parts.”

“Ol!" repeated Wharton,

“Seven peund ten was the figure, sir,
and you'll admit it was reasonable for
the distance.”

“Quite,” said Harrv.

“Ten miles out of Dorchester he told
me,” said the driver, “and ‘ero wa
come! Then he gives mo the address,
tells mo to inquire at a cottage, and
while I'm doing it he nips out of the
taxi on the other side and mizzles. A
reg'ler bilk!"

i L

“I've been hanging about the roads
all this morning, looking for him,” said
the driver. *'1 ean’t get to hear of the
place he mentioned—false address, 1
fancy it was, Nobody's Leard of it in
these parts, anvhow, DFair diddled e,
sir—a reg'lar bilk! If T get a sight of
him—"

The juniors wero silent,

They knew now how Bunter had per-
formed the journey from Surrey to
Dorzetshire.

“1 was going to inquire at your house
about the bloke when I gou back to
Surrey, sir,” said the driver, *“But I'd
rather see him personal. [ got some-
thing to say to the fat bloke when I sce
him!"

“I say, you fellows!”

A fat fignre rolled out at the gate.

I'he Wimford taximan gave an almost
convulsive start.

His eves fairly goggled in his head as
Tie staved at the fat and fatuous face of
tho Owl of Greyfriars.

Bunter did not observe him closely for
the moment.  All he noticed was that a
taxi and a taximan stood there,

“ Lost the bus?” he asked.

“Yes, asal”

“Wall, if you've picked up a taxi, all
the better,” said Bunter. *‘I prefer &

that DMaster Wharton?" he
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taxi. I'll stand the fare, if that's what

you're afraid of. Let's get in; it's jolly

windy here. Why, what—who—""
“Bilk!" hissed the taximan.

‘lm?’.
“Bilk!” roared the taximan.
“Qh, really, you know—"

“Lemme get at him 1"
Bunter gave the taximan from Surrey
a horrified blink. He recognised him

now.
“I—I say, you fecllows—" gasped
Bunter. He dodged hastily behind

Harry Wharton, “Keep him off | I've
never seen him before.”

_“Hold_on!” exclaimed Bob Cherry,
interposing, as the taximan, with an
expression on his face that was abso-
lutely ferocious, started for Bunter.

““Hold on! Is this the fellow you drove
yesterda.?"l”
“That’'s him! That's the -fat party!

That's the blinking bilk 1"

“You fat villain, Bunter——"

“Keep him off | roared Bunter. "I
don't know him! I've never seen him
before! He's drunk! Or mad! RKeep
him off | Besides, I was going to pay
him. I suppose you fellows don't think
I would swimdle a cabman ! I was going
to send him the money out of my next
remittance—""

“Lemme gerrat him!” roared the
driver.

“Yaroogh! Keep him off| I say, you
fellows— Yar-
ooogh! Help!”

The driver
shoved Bob Cherry
one way and
Wharton another,
and his grasp fell
on William George
Bunter.

Bunter roared
with apprehension.

His epprehensions
were well founded.
The taximan from
Wimford wanted his
tare; but he
pecmed to want
vengeance even

more.

Thump! Thump!
Thump!

“\Whooop! Help!
It wasn't mel”
yelled Bunter.
“Yaroogh! You're
making » silly mis-
take! It was an-
other chap—not like
me at alll Yaroogh! I was gomng to
scnd you the money, too—just going to
post 1t1"”

Thump! Thump!

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow |

Billy Bunter rolled over in a heap of
snow that was banked up by the gate-
way. The enraged taximan rolled him
in the snow, bumped him in it, and
then, extending the fat junior face down-
ward across a sinewy knee, smacked.

Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack!

The smack: rang like pistol-shots.

“Yarooogh ! lfeil;ll" roared Bunter.
“[ say, you fellows, help! Draggimoff!
Ow! Help! Murder! Fire! Whooop!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Beasts! Heip! Rescue!”

Smack! Smack! Smack !

Tho junmiors rushed to Bunter's aid
at last. 'There was no doubt that he
deservea a thrashing, but he looked like
getting even more than he deserved at
the hands of the enraged taximan,

“Hold on!” gasped Bob Cherry,
graspirg the man by the shoulders and
dragging him off. “That will do—"

“That’s enough 1” gasped Wharton.

“'Tain't!” roared the taximan
“'Tain't! Not half1”

“Yarooogh ! Help! Gerrimoff! Ow 1"

Thump |

The taximan was dragged off. Bunter
gat in the snrw and roared. But the
taximan, unconvinced that Bunter had
had enough, was anxious to get at him
again, and the fat jumor scrambled up,
dodged in at the gates, and ran for the
house.

“Bilk!” The taximan was held back
by main force from pursuit, but his
voice followed Bunter. * Blooming bilk !
I've spotted you! I'm going for a

peeler. I'll have you run in! You
‘ear me! Bilk!"
Bunter vanished into the house.

There, he scuttled up the stairs, locked
himself in his room, and palpitated.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Unstuek !

AP |
I Bunter shivered.
He had been in his room an
hour, in a state of palpitating
funk.

The trip to Dorchester that morning
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“ How should we know what he's going
ts> do?" he answered.

“ Has—has—has he gone for a bobby 1"

“He said ho would,” answered ﬁub
Cherry. * But, of course, he may have
changed his mind.”

“Oh dear! 1—1 was going to pay
him,- of course!"” gasped Bunter. "I
was going to borrow the money of you
fellows, you know.”

“Thanks 1"

“The thankfulness 1s terrific.”

“Yoy—you can lend me a small sum
like that, you know,” urged Bunter.
“Look here, is he coming back?”

“Well, what do you expect him to

0"

*“1—I1 say, you fcllows, lend me seven
pounds-ten, and I—I'll pay him the
minute he comes back !"

“I'va got twopence,” said Bob, “T'll
put that towards it, if you like."”

“0Oh dear! I say, ask your pater.”

“If the pater kuew vou had bilked a

The enraged taxinfan rolled Bunter across his knee, face downward, and the smacks that followed

raug out like pistol shots !

was off, DBunter felt safer behind a
locked door. Wild horses would not
have dragged him ont of doors while
that taximan from Wimford was in the
olling.

The tap at his door made him shiver.
Visions floated before his fat mind "of
a policeman.

ap

“Owl
Bunter.

“Let me in, fathead!”

It was Bob Cherry’s voice.

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. * Is—is—is he
one?"

“He's gone.”

" Oh dear!”

I—I'm not here!” gasped

Bunter uglocked the door. Bob
Cherry came in, followed by his
comrades,

The Famous Five were looking grave,
As a matter of fact, they had reason
for gravity. They had paid the Wim-
ford taximan, and the sum of seven
pounds ten shillings—so small o matter
to Bunter—had clea.ed the five of them

completely out of pocket-money.
Billy Bunter eyed them uneasily.
“ He—he's really gone?” he gasped.

“He's gouel” said Harry.
“What—what is be going to do?”

taximan to get here, Bunter, he would
go right off at the decp end. Better
not tell the pater.”

You can tell him it's for something
else—tell him you want the money to
help a poor man who's starving.”

“What 7"

“QOr—or to give to a hospital—"

“You fat villmin1™

“Oh, really, Cherry! Tell him—"

“Shut up, you fat fraud! The fact is,
you've landed yourself now,” said Bob.
“1 don't know what the sentence is
for bilking « taximan, but you're too
young to go to hard labour—"

“QOw!"

“Borstal, most likely,” said Frank
Nugent. “After all, I've heard tha
juvenile offenders  are treated very
decently at Borstal.”

* Yarooogh !

“Well, Bunter's not anxious to go
back to school next term,” said Whar-
ton. “If he's at Borstal he won't Lave
to go back to Greyfriars.”

“Peast! Lend me seven pounds
ten—-""

“Wae've got about three bob left
among the lot of us,” said Bob Cherry,
(Cantinued on page 28.)
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Still Going Strong. . . Our Great Sporung Serial!

PETER FRAZER—IRONMASTER!

The Killer !
AMDER kicked off, and the inside
C men burst through Frazers' Eor
wards.
in, robbed their centre prettily,

Peter, liowever, mppe

swerved, drew a half-back, and then
‘puth. tho bull to Osborne. Off went
Tim and nicked it to Hammond, who
flashed away. passed back again, and
Tim, getting the left-back on his wrong
foot, put the ball across to Haggerty.
The outside-right centred — without
hesitation slap in {ront of Milligan, the
inside-left, who simply let fly, beating
the Camber goalkeeper all ends up. The
thundering crash of the puddling
hammers on the poor old lorry must
have been heard for a mile.

A goal in the first minute!
The United kicked off again,
and worked down as far as
Elspeth ~ McDonald,  where
their clumsy attack broke up.
Back went Osborne & Co.,
and for .he mnext fifteen
minutes they were swarming
the Camber goal. Desperately the
printers pulled themselves together,
their backs working like heroes amid
heart-rending appeals from the crowd.
The attack was beaten off, but just as
it scemed their turn for a raid, a terrific
drive, fromn forty yards out, by Deter
Frazer, left the ‘'keeper slanding
bewildered !

Jenkins fell out of the lorry in his
excitement.

At hali-time the Works were three
up, Tim scoring after a long dribble.
The United had been run off their feet.

“Well done, chaps!” said Peter, a3
they sucked their lemons and listened
to the appalling noise from the lorry.
“Keep it going1”

The players grinned at him,
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but

Baker, the flying left-winger, had a
grouse, as usual.

“Wot about a pass for me, youni
Osborne?”" he growled. “Want it al
yoursell 1"

Tim cocked = level eye at him.

“ Plenty of time to use you, old chnr 2
he said quietly yet so decmve]y that
Peter again found himself studying the
lad curiously.

In the second half Osborne proceeded
to show how great o footballer he was.
The match was as good as over. 'The
United, knowing themselves hopelessly
beaten for pace and science, ecttled
down to dogged defence. Sparrow, in
goal, had nolfaing te do but pose magni-

It’s goals you want to win matches and, by
Jingo, with Peter to inspire them, Frazers find
their shooting boots with a vengeance !

ficently against ono of the posts, while
the McDonalds scarcely touched the ball,
And, to Peter’s astonishment, Osborne
disregarded all their carefully-worked-
out plans and experimented with new
ones.

At first it looked a> though he was
selfish, for securing the ball, he dribbled
and swayed his way deep into the
enemy's fmlf but on each occasion he
parted with the ball to Hammond
exactly at the right second, when the
inside-right mu!j flash past the be-
wildered backs and score with a running
drive.

Haminond was flashy. He loved play-
ing to the gallery. He was fast, could
swerve and shoot, and a little bit of
gallery-play brou ‘ht out these qualities
marvellously. fore the game had
gone ten minutes Osborne's brain had

(Introduction on next page.)

made Hammond the most dangerous
forward on the field. He became
trresut:bla' But only Peter and per-
haps his silent Scottish backs appre-
ciated how much was due to that clever
fragile centre-forward. It was another
ntt'aF in the making of the toam!
en goals to nil was the final score
of this astonishing game, and the United
were the first nround Peter to thump
him on the back.

But the men from the Jorry were a
close second. It was a brentﬁlcss and
somewhat battered team that eventually
won its way into the dressing-room
where, with delighted grins and sore
thnuldors. they sat listening to the din
outside.

When at last Peter Frazer did get his
breath back—it had been finally knocked
out of him by a last terrific thump from
a fat-furnace-stoker—he could only beam
and chuckle et the team by way of
thanks. Everyone was shaking hands
with everyone else, even though Sparrow
bowailed the fact that he had had
nothing to do—until Baker kicked him.
But Peter managed a special word of
thanks for Tim Osborne, who was dress-
ing quietly in a corner.

Somchow or other, toom was made
for the players on the lorry. The ride
back, right through Maxport was made
in one continuous cheer that heralded
Frazers' victory throughout
the city, and eventually
brought out the inhabitants
anxious to know what all the
excitement was about. Per-
haps it was as well for Peter's
peace of mind that he did not
notice two pairs of evil eyes that glared
at him through the nilarious foundry-
men.

At last the celebration was over! The
men dispersed in little knots round each
member of the team, and Peter, grab-
bing Sparrow and Osborne, carried them
off to tea, which they thoroughly en-
joyed, and “Iur:. the: “played” the
match over again,

After tea Frazer suggested n visit to
the ecinema, which proposition Master
Sparrow hailed with enthusiasm. Thus
it was late when at last he and Osborne,
bidding good-night to the youthful goal-
keeper, sauntered up the lane that led
to the works.

At the gate of his house DPcter held
out his hand.

“A pgreat game to-day,
much obliged !

Tim—and
Hammond is going tc
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be a fine forward, thanks to you, after
I.hinlm:.lch 1 We'll have ht‘br.t cup yet.”

“I hope so—gond-might|"”

And quietly and shyly as usual, the
youngster slipped off into the darkness.

Peter grinned after him, and still
thinking of the game and his queer
mnll:lre-forwnrd, stepped into the garden

th.
pnGIancing up at the house, he saw it
was in darkness, and felt mildly sur-
prised until he remembered hearing
Mr. Dimmock maké an appointment for
the theatre that night. Apparently he
was not home yet, and old Anna had
gone to bed.

He sauntered absently towards the
front door, feeling for his key. Then,
with his hand in Eis pocket, he stopped
dead. Something had moved in one of
the bushes bordering the path.

Peter's jaw hardened. For the last
day or two he had almost forgotten the
existence of his encmies. Was this
another of their little cfforts?

“Who's there?” he challenged.

There was no reply. and with arms
bent, chin tucked in, Peter advanced
cautiously.

Was someone there, or were his nerves

laying tricks? It was a lonely spot,
ﬁara on the border of the field. At his
second step an enormous black bulk,
arms held low, came out of the bush and
slid silently towards him.

It was a thrilling momcnt.  Peter
stood his ground, not unwilling to ha\r'o
another tussle with one of Granger’s
gang as he supposed this shadowy
menace to be. )

The man drew closer, silently,
ominously, and the young ironmaster
tensed himself for a spring, Another
second and he meant to leap at the man,
fighting in his usual whirlwind style,
when from the darkness of the football
field beyond the gate came a thin stab
of lurid red followed by a dull flat thud !

Then came a curious whistle, the
horrid sound of a bullet’s impact, and
the snap of a bone.

For the first time the figure before
Peter on the path broke the silence with
a grunt of pain.

Eams again that thin flash, followed
by a report and another impact, and
now a terrible bellow of mingled rage
and agony.

Rigid with astonishment, Peter could
only stand stiffly, whilo the bullets
whistled safely past him.

Then the huge man, both arms hang-
ing shattered, charged towards him.

As the mighty figure towered over
him Frazer let go a slashing left. But
it only slithered off the man's head,
and the next instant Peter was lying
helpless and half-stunned in the bushes
as Luigi Facceti, powerless though he
was, swept over him like a wounded
buffalo.

With the same panic-stricken, head-
long rush, the Milanese went through
the gate, smashing it to matchwood,
and was off into the darkness, his soul
livid with terror, whimpering as he

ran.

Breathless, bruised, and utterly be-
wildered, Peter gradually pulled him-
self out of the bushes. He tottercd
dizzily to the smashed gate and looked
out. It was beginning to dawn on him
that he wonld have stood a thin chance
indeed with such a monster. And where
was the man with the gun?

He limped forward through the gate
and into the field, hoping to see some-
onc. But whoever had been there had
now gone.

From far down the lane came sud-
denly the sound of a motor. It hummed,
mciﬁ-d out, then died gradually into
the distance.

Tim Osborne missed it by a second.

Back in his room, a few minutes later,

he began stolidly to clean his gun.

Peter’s Bold Stroke !

ETER Frazer pushed back his

P chair and glared across the table

at the puckered face of Mr.
Dimmock.

“Now, whn the dickens can they
be?"” he demanded heatedly. *There's
two people in this city, both so jolly
interested in me they never scem to
leave mo! One’s trying his little best
to put me out of action, and the other's
elected himself my nursemaid! An’ all
1 know about 'em is that one has got
a nasty, scarred Head, and the other's.
a wonderful shot !”

It was Sunday morning, and he had
just finished the details of the previous
night's episode.

“ Peter, this continual menace hang-
ing over you is just driving me crazy!”
cried Mr., Dimmock. “It was bad
enough with your uncle, but, upon my
soul, since you've been here the danger
has grown every day! I've thought,
and thought, and searched my mind for
everyone who might harbour a terrible
grudge against you both—""

His voice trailed away despairingly.

“I can't think. T oughtn't to have
gone to the theatre last night—"

“Oh, rot, sir!"” broke in Peter im-
patiently. * What could you have done?
Whoever that fellow was last night, he
could have handled you and I, and ten
more like us. I thought the house had
fallen on me when he rushed me. Both
arms helpless, too! By gad, though, my
nursemaid’s & wondcr[uf shot I"*

“And you've no idea who he was?”

asked Mr. Dimmock eagerly.

“ Not the foggiest!" declared Peter.
“Nor where he went to. He must have
had some sort of silencer on his gun,
because the reports 1 heard were flat

and dull. Also, he must have crept
up right behind me, to firc over me like
he did. TI've been down to young

Osborne, to see if he heard anything,
but apparently he didn’t. I've spoken
to the inspector on the phone, too, but
he's in the dark.’”

The manager rose and paced the room

moodily.

“Well, anyhow, Peter,” he said,
“thank goodness sameone’s looking
after you, I wish wo could find who he

was. Give up prowling round the docks,

INTRODUCTION.
_ Head and sole owner of Frazer's Iron Foundry,
it i# a strange prospect that lies befors Peter
Frazer, a cheery, strepping youngster of eightecn,
when he arrives in the squalid industrial city of
Marport, to take over greal business left to
hire by his dead uncle, Peler soon realises that
his legacy has brought danger with it, for he iz
kidnapped on his way to his new howe.” Luckily
he escapes, but with only one clue to the identity
of iz unknown enemy ; the man s completely
bald, with a terrible jogged scar running across
the top of his head. At the works, Peter lrarns
Srom his ger, Mr. Di k, that Frazer's
Foundry is on the brink of ruin ocwing to the
activities of a man named Granger and his gang.

Undiemayed at the task before him, Deter
beging a relentless campaign against his eicinies.
Stowly but surely I'..'t;dﬂl finud themselres being
dricen to the wall, and at length, when Puler has
won his nien completely orer to his side and
mallers are growing desperale, the scarred man
and his lizutenant decide to enlist the aid of
Ltigi Faceetti—"" The Throttler "—to dispose of
the young foundry owner. On the following
afternoon Frazer's football teain is due to play
Camber in the first round of the Works' Cup,
amd the cleven calch an early train for their
opponents’ ground.

Arriving (hers, they find a lorry load of sup-
porters from Frazer's, whose enthusiasm lakes
the form of terrific cheering and the smashing of
hammers on the sides of the old lorry. "' Pheep | "'
goes the whistle and match starts,

(Now read on.)
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my boy. Really, I could almost wish
you were out of Maxport altogether,
although I shovld miss you.”

Peter’s eyes had narrowed grimly, but
he smiled at Dimmock’s kind? words.

“] don’t think!" he ecried. “And
even if I left Maxport, perhaps they'd
switch their loving attentions on to you.
You never know!"—as the manager
shook his head. * Anyway, I've had all
the luck, so far, and I'm going to stick.
And as for giving up looking for the
Searred Man * myself—no thundering
fear! One day I'll get him to myself.
and spread him all over Maxport!"

His wide grin and cheery words did
something to restore Mr. Dimmock’s
spirits, apparently, for ,although the
manager shook his head, he walked
away presently, and Peter went to the
ghonc for another chat with Alaxport’s

urly inspector.

No trace of last night's assailant or
the car had been found, As usnal, the
Scarred Man's plans of retreat had
worked smoothly, and, save for a heated
exhortation to watch his step, Peter
got no farther.

The following morning the news of
Frazer's huge victory in the first round
of «he Cup was enthusiastically re-
rorted in tﬁc local paper, and accord-
ingly, the lads were jubilant.

When on the Wednesday they played
a mid-week “friendly '’ against a big
stores team, and won a brisk game by
two goals, their captain had hard work
afterwards to prevent them getting
thoroughly out of hand.

“Wait till you meet some real sides!"
he growled to his men in the changing-
room. ‘“‘Fellows who can play football.
Shut up, you noisy blighters! You've
only won games, so far, by weight and
pace. Wait till the railway men and
the miners come along and knock the
stuffing out of you!”

But the players overwhelmed him in
a storm of protests and laughter.

Although Peter tried to throttle
down their high spirits a little, in case
the side became over-confident and
slack, scerctly he was beside himszeli
with delight.

He had wrought a great revolution.
Not many weeks ago they had dicen a
sulky, ill-conditioned mob, Now they
were a team. Success had made them
respect themselves and the game they
played.

If things went well, before the scason
was over they would be in the front
rank of Maxport's amateur sides. For
one thing, they were so big and hard—the
heftiest soccer team he had ever known.
Of course, he had been marvellously
lucky to find-a centre like Oshorne, and
two backs like the MeDonalds, but the
rest of the team was practically his own
handiwork.

Where previously he had had to rouse
them, now he had hard work to keep
them from bubbling over!

The next two or three matches passed
uneventfully, except that in the last the
side had a narrow squeak, and only
managed to win with the very last kick
of the game.

The fight did them good, however,
and when the second round of the
Works Cup came along, they played
a fine, steady game against a rough
side of brewers, and won well by
three goals to 1.

The poor old lorry had by now becomo
famous, Mr. Dimmock, at a hint from
Peter, had offered to hire a charabane
for each away fixture, but the suggestion
had nearly caused a small riot,

Everywhere Frazer's team went the
lorry followed, grunting, wheezing and
rolling, smothered  with men  and
green-and-white ribbon,  While every
time a goal was scored, down fthundered
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the hammers on its shaky old sides, to
the huge delight of the team and the
confusion of their nents.

Once more, as the days sped by, the
menaco of the re an and
Granger's gang was crowded out of
Peter’s thoughts by other avents.

A picked body of tho inspcctor’'s men
were living unobtrusive lives in all

Maxport's rough districts, following
every little clue and whisper. Since the
latest attempt on the young ironmaster

they had rcdoubled their efforts. But
whoever the Scarred Man was he was a
powerful and clever foe, and somewhere
in the rough quarters he had hidden his
men like a wizard.

Tima and again one of the inspector’s
men would follow a faint trail, only to
have it peles out in thin air, while
Tim Osborne, fitting through the
crooked ways like a shadow, grew tight-
lipped with anvoyance aftes cach fruit-
less expeditlor .

However, tae tireless watehing foreed
Peter's enemics to call a truce

Moller had recovered, and was back
again at work, hard and dour s cver.

He had assured Pete: and Mr. Dim-
mock that he knew nothing of the raid
on the galvanising-room, and since his
story had been proven to the hilt, they
had no option but to believe him.

If he was unpopulay, he was capable.
Things ran smoothly under his diree-
tion. His action in trying to stop the
feeing gang that night showed that he
was loyal.

Most important of all, however, was
that business for the foundry began to
improve. Peter's exploits had drawn
his firm into the limelight. In trade
circles the news began to be noised
around that Frazer's could be trusted
once more to complete orders, that the
men stuck to their jobs, and the work
was as good as of old. <

All this mado Peter Frazer chaff his
manager cheerfully. Vet the progress
was not sufficient to satisfy him yet!

He wns beginning to sit up later
these mights, intent on learning every
bit of the business, poring over tech
nical works on metal and machines, or
sitting deep in conference with Mr.
Dimmock and the staff. .

The.result of all this only made him
keener than ever to force Frazer's
Youndry to the top of the tree. He
wanted it big! Small orders kept the
furnaces going, but big contracts would
add more chimney-stacks and more
men | .

An idea camo to him one morning,
as he was doing a training trot round
the ground before work commenced.
He wrestled with it in silence during
breakfast, and afterwards, instead of
clambering into dungarees, went up-
stnirs and changed into his* smartest
clothes.

After watehing his manager leave the
gate and walk over te the foundry,
Peter slipped out and took a cab inte
the business quarter of the city.

There had lately arisen in Maxport
a new mayor, Sir James Fossett.

By profession he was a lawyer, but
it was well.known that he was a mov-
ing figure in some of Maxport's greatest
industries. He was a man who had
lived all his life in the city and had
rendered great serviees.  Iis  motto
was, “ Dy Maxport for Maxport!” and
the fostering of the city's trade was his
hobby.

So'it was with & feeling of some con-
fidence and hopo that Peter, slightly
flushed and grim about the jaw, after
a busy morning, presented (’limself at

Sir James' offices, and, after

delay, found himself facing a hand-
some, shrewd-faced man across the
gleaming top of a palatial desk.

A pair of keen eyes looked up and
seecmed to go right through Peter.
Even as he looked, however, the keen-
ness softened in them, and a lean bhand
was outstretched towards him.

He reached across the desk and shook
it hard and nervously. Sir James
waved him to a chair.

“And now M:. Frazer. what can I
do for you?”

Peter drew a deep breath.

“Give meo some work,
P e leamed slightl

o mayor's eyes gleamed slightly.

““Short and sweet!” he murmured,
whereat Peter grinned. And, grin-
ning, managed to collect himself.

“Go on, lad!”

sir 1"

he

Without  further hesitation, —Peter
E]unged into his business with curt
luntness.

“The city’s going to build mnew
gasometers out Wickham way, Sir
James. Let mo make the sheets! Then

I can handle the rails for that branch-
line Faulder's are going to build. And
I can turn out galvanised sheets by the
mi|lion feet, if Maxport wants them,

S—I’

“As you know Maxport does!” mur-
mured Sir James ml’tl‘\;.

Peter chvckled, but became serious
again instantly, however,

“Sir James, you could influence these
contracts for me!” he cried. “And I
can handle them! That's not a boast,
sir. We're a different proposition now
than we were a few mouths back! Wa
—we're a team now, you know. And—
and it's not for myself I want them,
either. Frazer's is the only foundry
here in the city, and if I can make il
g ——"

And, simply and serionsly, he told
the mayor of Maxport his aims and
ambitions for Frazer's Foundry and
Irazer's workmen.

AANANANANAANANANNANAANANANNANNNANAN
NEXT WEEK’'S BUMPER

BILL O’ FARE!

'VE got a brand now diary on my desk,

I and the first entry in it ia the list of

next week's attractions, I am sure

vou'll say that we're starting off the

New Year well when you glance down this
liat of features :

First of all—

*“ THE FORM-MASTER'S FAVOURITE I'*
By Frank Richards.

It's a tip-top school yarn of Grey-
frinrs featuring oll your old favouritea.
You find plenty of fun in it, and you'll
find excitement, too! Take my tip and
don’t miss it, chums.

“PETER FRAZER—IRONMASTER,”
is still going strong, and thosa of you who
like a really first-class yvarn with a strong
football flavour certainly haven't been dis-
appointed in this serinl. Next weok’s
instalment i8 as good as any that have yet
sp]w.lrl;od-und 1 can’t sny more than that,
can

As for Master Dicky Nugent—well,
get ready for a laugh when you read

“THE INVISIBLE HEADMASTER!”
which appears next week. Dicky cor-
tainly can write a funny yarn—and he's
funniest when he triea to be serious !
There will also be anothor * footer ™
article and a jolly poem. S8low this
week's issue to your chums! They'll
thank you for doing so—and the odda are
that they'll become regular readers too!

See you again next week, chums.

YOUR EDITOR.

THE MAGNET

It was the longest speech he had ever
made, and he was breathing hard at the
end of it. For a full hali-minute after
bhe had finished ncither spoke, the
mayor studying him silently over his

nger-tips.

When at last he broke the silence his
voice had a ring in it

“That's the pluckiest bit of work I've
heard for some timel” Le said quietly,
and Peter gripped his hand tight.
“Now go home, and I'll sco what I
can do!”

Peter betook himself back to his
foundry with whirling thonghts, and
;'nrced himself to wait patiently some-

ow.

Two full dags dragged past without
a word from Sir James. Then on the
third morning came a curt telephone
message,

Scarcely daring to breathe, Frazer
bundled the bewildered Mr. Dimmock
into & cab, and twenty minutes later
they were shown into Bir James' office.

The mayor was not alone this time.
With him were three other men, at
sight of whom Mr. Dimmock's brows
went up and Petor clamped his big
jaw hard to hide a yell of delight.

And that afternoon Maxport's papers
had something to shout about, and out
they came with splashing headlines:

“Huge contrazt for local irm!"
“Fortune for Frazer's Foundry!”

and went on to shriek aloud that the
city authorities had decided to place a
large coptract with the local foundry
for gasometers. rails, and thousands of
feet of galvanised sheets.

There followed a brief account of
Frazer's Foundry, together with a
photograph, und # long column of praise
for Bir James Fossett. Then a signi-
ficant line:

“We are given to understand other
contracts may follow !”

Peter had made his coup!
A Wonderful Game !
[ ERE they come, lads!”

H Peter Frazer, lounging

against the door of the chang-

ing-hut, his hands deep in
the pockets of his blazer, straightened
suddenly as a bus rolled up the lane and
turned into the foundry gates.

A buzz went round among the men
inside, for to-day was the return match
with Maxport Hornets, and Frazers
were on their toes. Every man jack of
them remembered the last match,
Frazers' first game, and how near to
disaster they had come. To-day they
meant to moke amends by giving the
Hornets the game of the scason!

The whole foundry was seething with
excitement over the new contracts the
master had made. They had not started
on.them yet—>Mr, Dimmock and the staff
were up to their eyes in the preliminary
figures—but when they tlicr it meant
prosperity all round!

It was & beaming and enthusiastic
crowd that stood round the touchlines,
eyes turned towards the Hornets' car, as
they watched Peter stride across to greet
the visitors, -

He had decided to rest the two
McDonalds, his big Scottish backs, in
view of the fourth round of the Cup that
was only two matches away. Hector
and Elspeth were still tough, hard men,
but they were a bit past their prime as
footballers, so that it was a wise move
to nurse them. Also, it gave his reserve
backs @ chance.

gomo AAanAnAAANANAANANANNANAANNAA. But when he saw the men who were
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stepping out of the Hornets' car, he
gasped with astonizshment.

Maxport Hornets had no big match
on that day, so the secrctary had sent
down a specially selected team to play
the foundry. Peter's eyes fairly goggled
as he saw who the *“‘special sclections”
were |

As one in a dream, he saw Cunning-
ham, the Hornets International 'keeper,
step out, followed by McWilson, Scot-
land's centre-half, and, then, after a few
more players, a small, jovial, wrinkled
little man, Maxport’s most famous foot-
baller of all time!

"“Jimmy Neshit!” gasped Peter. “Oh,
Hector and Elspeth, where are you?”

The Hornets' skipper, the same
veteran whose sporting action in the first
game had saved the day, stepped

towards him. He grinned cheerfully at
Peter’s face, and gripped the young
tronmaster’s hand warmly.

“Thought we'd have to give you a
licking this time !" he explained jovially.

“Th-thanks!” muttered Peter, and
turned to greet the rest of the side.

The news spread around, and the
thick ecrowd round the touchlines nearly
cracked their throats as the famous
Hornets ran on to the ground. Even
little Jimmy Nesbit jumped in astonish-
ment as the first thunderous bellow burst
from the celebrated lorry parked at half-
way.

Nervous as cats, Frazers lined up, and
Tim Osborne kicked off. Automatically
they swept down on the Hornets’' goal
in one of their speedy raids, but they
were up against real football.

Nipping in neatly, McWilson robbed
Tim of the ball and pushed it forward
to Nesbit. The little centre hung on just
tong enough to draw both Peter and
Mullins on to him, then cracked it out
ta his right wing, who raced away
towards Sparrow.

Over came a lovely square centre, and
into the picture came Peter, his black

head meeting the ball a split second
before Jimmy's. Under the impact the
little man went down heartily, but he
was up again in a flash, his leathery face
split by a cheery grin.

“This is going to be a game!”
caid, and he was right!

Still nervy, but doggedly determined,
the Works returned io the attack.
brilliant swaying dribble by Tim made
the Hornets’ backs look significantly
at one ancther, and a couple of minutes
later the great Cunningham went full
length in a startled dive to save a red-
hot swerver from Hammond.

Up came the Hornets, and Peter &
C'o. had to fight like demons in defence,
The Hornets’ forwards were not quite
together yet; but, after a little midfield
play, Nezbit began to gather them up.

In continuous waves they poured over
Frazers' defence. Under their per-
sistent dribbling and heavy charging,
Mullins began to get rattled, but a word
from Peter steadied him down.

Peter himself was everywhere, all legs
and head, devout!y wishing he had the
MeDonalds behind him, but doing every-
thing he knew to keep the Hornets'
inside men on the jump.

Thus twenty minutes went by withont
cither side scoring, twenty heart-break-
ing minutes at top speed.

But the pace was too good to last, for
there came a slacking-off, and class
began to tell.

Five minutes from half-time, a clock-
like run by the whole Hornets’ forward
line found Frazers' defeneo wide open
and standing still. Five yards outside
the penalty area, littlo Nesbit swept up
with the ball, danced round Hull, the
right-back, and left poor Sparrow not a
hope with a low drive into the corner
of the net.

Followed immediately another raid,
and a dazzling swerve put the ball at
Nesbit's feet, unmarked in front of goal!
For the second time Nesbit made no

he
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mistake.  Thas the Werks were two
down at half-time!

“And jolly good, too, chap:i" ciwortled
Peter, as they sucked their lemons
breathlessly. *Now some of you know
what football's like, I reckon!”

“ By gum, ye'ro right!” gasped Baker.
“Yon right-back's like a blessed wall to

get past!”
“McWilson's got me locked up!” mur-
mured Tim Oshorne deprecatingly.

“qin—"

“And that goalkeeper—" wailed
Hammond bitterly.

‘“Has kept for England, my son!"
grinned Peter. * Never mind, we'll beat
him yet!"”

Over in the other camp, Jimmy Nesbit
cocked a bright eye at [:is skipper.

“Who's that boy Frazer, Alec?" he
asked. *“And why isn’t he playing for
the Hornets? He's good!”

“He's the mainspring of this lot,"”
explained the captain, **Fast, aren't
they "
enorfed  Jimmy. “We
haven't won yet. Ii we slack up at all
they'll run all over us! You scel”

And the experieneed little man trotted
off to his place as the whistle sounded
for the resumption.

Now the Works were out for blood!
Tho Hornets staried off like a sand-
storm, and went all out to make things
as speedy as possible,  Peter smiled
inwardly. This sort of thing was the
best that eould happen. If the Hornets
reckoned they could win by sheer pace
and charging, then they were making a
bloomer !

(Two goals dewn! Frazers will have
to play as they've never played before if
they're going to pull through against the
famous Hornets. Will they do it? 1If
you want a feast of thrills you'll get it
in next week's gripping instalment of
this sporting scrinl.  Malke no mistake
about ordering yovr copy of the MAGNET
earlyl)
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YOUR MODEL RAILWAY

A real railway system is constantly

expanding and developing.  New
rolling stock and new equipment are
added ; new tracks are laid; new
stations, signal cabins and goods sheds
are built; new tunnels and viaducts
are constructed —every effort is made
to cater adequately for modern

present Hornby railway into a really
fine model railway system.
Remember, the more complete your
model raillway the more
enjoyment you will be able to obtain.

Boys!

WITH HORNBY
ROLLING
STOCK &

fun and

Get this interesting
booklet—Free.

requirements,

Your Hornby railway, too, can be
run in the same progressive manner.
One by one you can add Coaches,
Trucks, Wagons and Vans of the
latest types ; and Stations, Signals,
Bridges, Turntables and Engine Sheds
that will gradually convert your

HORNBY

This splendid new booklet contains
illustrations and descriptions of all
the Rolling Stock. Accessories and
Rails, Points and Crossings included
in the Hornby Series.

Get a copy to-day from your dealer,
free of charge, or send direct to us
for a copy, enclosing 1ld. stamp to
cover the cost of postage, etc. eni
the names and addresses ot three ol
your chums. Write clearly and bae
sure to put the letter U after your
own name for reference.

TRAINS

BRITISH AND GUARANTEED
MANUFACTURED BY MECCANO LTD. (DEPT. U ) OLD SWAN, LIVERPOOL
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THE ARTFUL DODGER! I
?

(Continued from paye 23.)

“I, you think that will satisfy the
wap—"
Ok dear! Wha-aat's a fellow to

dot” gupcd,llunlnr. “Of course,
was going to pay him. 1 was going to
give him a jolly good tip extra. He
would only have had to wait till T got
some postal-orders I've been expeeting
for. somz time——"

“QOh, my hat!"”

“1—1 say, ‘you fellows, if he comes
back—oh dear!” gasped Bunter. “Ii
ho brings < policeman with him—oh
vrikey! I—I say, lend me my faro
hoic ! Don’t tell him where I live!
That's important! 1 say, when's the
next trdin? Oh dear.”

“Too late. I'm afraid!” eaid Bob,
<haking his head. * Better face it out
now—""

“Beast! I won't stay here to be rmn
in!" yelled Bunter. ‘“‘I'm going to take
tho next train! I'm going home!
Mind you don't tell him where 1 live!
Oh dear!”

The juniors exchanged solemn glances.

“There may be a chance!” said Pob
scherly. “As it happens, the pater’s
going into Dorchester in the Ford. He
would give Bunter a lift to the railway
station——""

“Not if he knew—" s#aid Nugent,
shaking his head

“You needn't tell him!" gasped Bun-
ter. “Don’t tell him anything. Just
tell him I've got to get home quick
because—becanse my father's danger-
ously ill, or—or the house is on fire, or
—or something—"

“The pater wonld tuke Bunter's
ﬁﬁkol, if I asked him,” srid Bob.
" ‘lt_“

“Aro wo justified in helping Bunter
to cscape 7" asked Harry Wharton, with
owl-like gravity. “You see, doesn’t it
amount to compounding a felony, or
somnething—"'

“We can't risk it!"
Bull.

“The esteemed riskfulness would be
too ternifie,” remarked Hurrce Jamset
Ram Singh. “But on tho other hand,
can we sce the worthy and disgusting
Bunter marched off, like esteemed
Fugene Aram, with gyves upon his
wrists?

*“Yarooogh !

“Let's risk it.” said Dab. “ After all,
Bunter 8 a Greyfriars man, though he
does the school no credit, we can’t see
a Greyfriars man taken up before the
magistrates—""

Ll n‘v "

*“And sentenced—"

“Wow!"”

“After all, the taximan may have
changed his mind sinee he told Bunter
le would feteh a policeman!” satd
Wharton. “Let Bunter siay on and
chanco it—" :

““Beast! I won't roared Bunter.
“I'm going home! Mind yon don't
give the beast my address—"

* But H

“Beast! T'm going!"

“Botter—"

“I'm going!” yelled Bunter.

“Well, if Bunter thinks he'd better
go. it's up to us to help him escape!"
said Bob. “There's no time to lose,
thongh—the ear's at the door, and the
pater will be starting

“I"'m ready !” gasped Bunter.

“If yvou're sure vou'd rather not stay
and chanee "it

“Beast! I'm going!”

Bunter almost flew down the stairs.

I'he Famons Five exchanged a cheery
grin. But their faces were solemn and
serions  when they followed Bunter
down,

_Bunter fairly bolted into the Ford.
Mujor Cherry, who drove his own car,
stared at him.

said Johnny

L
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“What——" he began.

“ Bunter wants to get home, father!"
explained Bob. *“He's in a hurry—you
wouldn't mind giving him a lift to the
station—"

““Pleased !, said the major.

“And—and if vou'd take his ticket,
dad, and stop it out of my allow-
am‘e——"

“I'll take his ticket without stopping
it out of your allowanco, my boy,” said
the major, with a smile.

Major Cherry drove away. Billy
DBunter made  himself as small a3
poseible in the car, lest the eyes of a
vengeful taximan should spot him on
his way to the railway station. The
Wimford taximan, eccrtainly, was not
likely to spot him, as that gentleman,
having been paid his just due, was long
ago on his way back to Surrcy. For-
tunately, Billy Bunter was unaware of
that.

“Hoe's gone!” said Johnny Bull, as
the Ford disappeared in the distance.

“Really gone!” said Frank Nugent.

“The gonefulness, it terrific!"”

“It =cems too good to be trne!”
chuckled Wharton.
monev !

“Yes, rather!”

“T wonder.” said Bob Cherry thought-
fully, “I wonder what that pernicions
porpeise would think if he knew wo'd
paid the taximan, and that he had
cleared off for good an liour ago?”

“T wonder ™ chuckled Wharton.

“Hn, ha. ha!'"

Billv Dunter: sticker as he was. had,
at long last. come unstuck. It seemed
too good to Lie true, but for once, good
as it was, it was true!

Harry Wharton & Co. finished .the
Christmas holidavs without the fascinat-
ing company of Willinm George Bunter.

THE END.

“It was worth the

(There wiil be another superb long
complete school story of Harry Wharton
£ Co. in next week's MAGNET, entitled :
“THE FORM MASTER'S FAVOUR-
ITE ! The commencement of the new
term at Greyfrars opens with the great-
est sensation crer. Make sure you read
all about it by ordeving your copy
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I must be su

you would care
Scn
e
= ed with you, |
That’s the unfortunate Form master and the two strolled off
Ultra-purple Ray Re-
1 can feel Hoe was standing ot the foot of the stairs

to trot along
know."
. @s Lrek y NeGaNT “Plezzuro,
together.
sister. Then the . _
Luey XNntions!
of the Bixth, when

it EVER MET CLLVERCOVE, THE INVENTIVE GENIUS OF ST. SAM'S? NO! THEN MAKE HIS ACQUAINTANCE BELOW, CHUMS!
with mo to lis
m study nov .::ﬁ___
tel! 1o
= about it 7 He'll
r _:.n..,:.. __"__.a, pleas.
‘ gir1t"” =said
Clovercove.
With that,the
Stuek for tuck !|invisible skoolboy linked arms with his
_”-—wﬂ._uﬂ of Jack HO—.—v« & They were followed by an
Co.—until Clevercove | crowd of Fourth Formers.
comes along with his
sparks begin to fly ! :%:._/_m__H____.,m:.;oﬂw._ .:u_.ﬂ.ﬂﬂ.wwtﬂ_..
St. Sam's broke off in
_:.u from n sheor astonishment.
vou're thiere and yot I can't | talking to 'Tallbe
Ow ! Call a doctor | there was a elatter of hob-nailed boots,
' and Mr. Lickham cantored down.

ha, ha!"™ roared As a rule, there was nothing surpr
1lie Fourth, wiio were all in |in Mr. Lickhom’s bohaviour. Ho was a
the seeret. somewhat  exxentric-looking  jen

“How ecan you be so but for a skoolmaster to look exxentrie
cruel &8 to lorf ot my mis. | was, of course, not ot all surprising.
fortunes, boys 7 " roared the On this oceasion, however, tho belisviour
renster of the Fourth, ** 1| of the Fourth Formn master was more than
tell you 1've pot "em badly. | exxentric. It was completely potty—or
Look ! I told you so ! There's | 50 it seemed to Burleigh, enyway.

that ruler on Clevercove's Mr. Lickhain was holding up his arm
desk jumping up and coming | as though ho was linked up with somebody
for me now ! clse.  Yet nobody clse was to Lo soen!

! Crack ! Worse than that, he was conversing in a
“Ow-wow! Help! Fire! Perlice!” [loud wvoice es though somebody was
yelled Mr. Lickham, as the ruler caught | beside hiin listoning to his words  of
. him a smart whack on the napper. wisdom. Yet it scemed that thers was
I. bhavo just invented the most wmnazing ” :_._. ha, .~.= ! ... y o:_nﬂ thin nir _ﬁ...__u._"...: —o_ 1!
i WISH we could raise the price of | 1achine in o)l history ! " | It's all right, eir! T was= only showing * ..a__.f. Liat ! eried : Tallboy, ::n..:.u_.
s foed from somebody ¢ g “ Grate pip ! Whatisit 2" asked Merry, vou that 1 really am here ! ' came Clever- | Lickham’s gone ofl his rocker !
Jacle Jolly, of “the Fourth |Who was of an inkwiring turn of mind. covas voice out .:M __._...: air, M Are you “Bats in the beliry, completely!™
Yorn at St. Sam’s, epoke| Tt is what I call tho Ultra-perple | I'm going to turn up in class in an invisible convinced now, sir ? agreod Burleigh. “ No time must be
wistfully. And there was a wistful note in | Roy Resister. The effeet of it is to render | condition and pull old Lickham’s leg! ™ M m.nj convinced that there must be [ lost ; we must overpower the poor fellow
his ¢liums’ united response of : anvhody who uses it, invisible.” ‘' Ha, ha, ha !’ i . moamﬁ.r_am :.a_::..:ﬂq with me if that's |and lock him up _3_9 box-room until the
*What-ho ! " AR h e % L . & The juniors forely roared ot the idea anything to do with it!" gasped Mr, | mental orthorities have time to preparo
The new term at St. Sam's was on S f..___.__.“__m_. i shouted Jack Jolly & Co. of the shock the Fourth Form master Lickham. * Sit down, beys, I will endevver [a padded cell. Come on, Tallboy !
woeek old, but already there was a “ Pact ! ._.__....w -oui commo alang and see | ¥ would get when Clevercove turned up in a to forget my ills by prosecding with the The two mitey men of the Sixth sprang
in the 1 50 far as Jock Jolly & Cc Our __.;..cn.j i m; their finonshal trubbles | Stete of invisibility. They looked forward lesson | ™ forward togother and fell on Mr. Lickham
concerned.  Our heroes were jennerous- | and followed Clarence Clevercove out of the | 12 tho afternoon in keen antissipation of And Mr. Lickhom nobly tried to curry __r.o wol on their pray. =
harted ladds, and when they got back to gpudy. It must be konfessed that there | €S2 some lun. And they were not dis- on, though without much suxxess, The unforchunit master of tho Fourth

wero sl appointed. let out o yell. o
* Yarocooo ! What are you doing of—

Ht. Sam’s with pockets farely bulg 'rompt_ to the minnit, Mr. Liokba
mmnmt, AMr, LACEDAM

ptical grina on their diles 85 they Beforo the afternoon was over, the un.

with oof they let the fur fly—so much so .
- did so. 4 = > he B y R e, :
that they were now in the condition known Tt sltanmo to sav. Clevercove's elain | Fuesied into tho Form-room. He was Wﬂw.ﬂ_u_..o_.:m.w:.‘wach _ﬂ__.»m I :_.:,.._~_w _::.ﬂ.c HHAJ:__ yooooop ! " ) .
as stony—or to put it in more elassiclo | . = ot S wearing rather a grim look on his ekollerly pis sl 3 on s fiead or 8 Leols. |5 put protests were in vain.  In a brace
4 ' : it not n bit eg roted. Dmejately | & 5 1 = " p The most eggstraordinary things —:—_—;:: d. hnl . Taliboy wo
langnage, harts of oak | {6 oiived haske it Kis. o stody. e sat fizz. Dinner that day had consisted of Dinds. the blrokbaard was vhitlad \ of shakes, Durleigh and Taliboy were
“There's snother hour to £0 before | qown in a chair which wes loaded wi fish and chips, and Mr. Lickham rauch 'nee, the blackboard was whirled into the | o pving off Mr. Lickham to the nearest
down i a chair which wes loaded with air and dashed {o the ground. Another box room, whils the invisible Clevercove

ﬁ,__,eqa_.p..._._ batled beef and ecarrots. Any
junior who trifled with Mr. Lickham on
this particular afternoon looked like being

dinner v and 1 conld just do with a
enack in the tuck-shop,” eaid Irank
Feailess dolefully.  ** Nothing much, of

obkkumnulators, jem-jara, and
trival ekwippuent, and pulled a
Iever warked ** ON."

time, an inkwell rose misteriously from
his desk and empticd itself over his head.
Again, his high stool jumped sway from

stood by, farcly roaring with lariter.
* Oh, y giddy aunt! Poor old

carse.  Just a duzzen doenutis and a fe landed in the soup. e g * . : * ol v S s Jaok ,
._:__.”,.?:_u wonld .__:_ _ to.-._ witis 1 few What happened next cawsed Jack Jolly His eaglo eye _ﬂ....::k_ aver iha ranks of him just as he was b_::_.r to sit on it, with n—mn_u _.u_.:m_ﬂ.c n.:___o_ nwr_“”.m__u.ﬂ_. ous Jack Jolly &
* I suppose this will mean tea in 1Tall & Uo. to vub their eyes with astonishment. | {he  Fourth ~with hawk-like intensity, :,mn qa.y.:_q.._ ».__._.‘_.._ ae- 3 ..1.._5:- nab down “Wo saw _._.h :._.w .m_..::_ the landing!”
1o-ni srmnered Jack Jolly | Clevereove simply vonuished ! and when his glarnse rested on Clevercove's with a fearful concussion on tho hard, e Rt 1 I
-nite,”  mermered ack Jolly, with a el : d 4 e . [ L ; unsimonorthetia  floor All 1l trange | lorfod  Jack  Jolly. And now that
hrug. ** Come in!' Well, my hat 1" gasped Jack Jolly. | desk, ho looked awinlly ruffled amp oL 4 18 &Lrange | .. 5 : 5 I'v
Eliny g w oo T ; : : Y ¥ happenings, of corse, wero coused by tho | Lickham has gone, you chups, I've thought

. Wwia P’ e b B e . H 1 i
The last remsrk was unnecessary, .\ chens has hie goue 7 Grate pip 1" he eggsclaimed, with invisible Clevercove. Natcherally,  Mr. of a bright wheezo whereby we can enrn

yowerful k on tho study door hed " eamwe Clevercove's voice nity. ** Do my peepers deceive A ey srselves a freo feed.”
: 1 followed by the arrival of an chair. ** I'm still here, but you giddy old age, or is Clevercove Li n didn’t a.E:E.u to that. dort Coff it up, old bean!" said Frank
sited-looking j . y mne. Sce b = i X s At the ..,..a::_:fo: of afternoon lessons, :
Hallo!  It's old Clevercove!™ ¢ that's just what we can't dot"|  Silence from the Fourth. Mr. Lickham's Clarence Clevercove took pity on the If you follow your uncle,
mmed DBright. ** How are all yo rank Learless humerously. Lrow pgrew thunderous. bewildered master and eggeplained his | o co0 e oracle worked. T Mind if 1
Veritions aoing nowadevaceld chap 2" “ I, he, Dt “1 insist on knowing why Clevercove new invention. Mr. Lickham was delited w‘:: w your spparatus, Clovercove ?"
Clarenee Clevercove, the inventor of the But despite their lavter, Jack Jolly & |is not herve ! ™ ho barked doggedly. to pget a .—.numo:ar__a eﬂ.u‘rm__...._.._b_—o: of the “ Not at oll, old chap ! "
' not reply to that qu-ostion. «f by Clevercove's latest, Silence for a minuit, then Clevercove's aftornoon’s strango happenings, thouch *Then we'll go and feteh it. After that,
d, he grabbed Jack Jolly's o, wad  an am 1 invention. | veicoe spoko up : . bio was farely :..___m..:__n_\um?..._ by the weird- we'll call on the Head and you'll sco what
" he shouted, the lever maked © ON " one| * Do yon want me, sir 7" ) ness of his pupil's invention. happens ! '
ble.  And by pressing a M. ckham leaped into the air in “ My only kat!" le mermered, when In o wvery curious frome of mind,
vl " OFF " one breamo visible | utter astonishwent. Clevercove had fini-lied. * This beats | Clevercove and Lhe rest of the Co. followed
“I aean the Croek ! It worked so simply that you “W-w-where are you, Clevercove ?! tho bend, and no mistake ! Of corse, you s
eggsplained Clevercove impat *n d why uobody had theught of it [ he stuttered. - . have given me a suxxescion of ehocks this |  Having eecured tho electric chair, Jack
other words, 1 vo found it 't i :_.,_.m.. sir; eitting in my desk ! afternoon, but in view of the remarkable | Jolly led the way to tho Head's study and
“You've touml the balf-crown T lost ki *“You're not _. e of your invention, I shall overlook | wra yped on tha door :...,.1....“__.’4..7.%
other dny 1" g Wl Jacls  Je when he had got i :_.;_.H am, gir!l  Come end touch me tho matier.” “prot in, fathend ! bellowed Dr.
delited] ¥ mks very much ! "1 e wo:_.nm_.c and ua__.__ have to admit that it's true ] -- ' eaid Clevercove, | Birc pall, in his refined tones.
Clovercoyve irowned, v the q.:._:c out of this little .a___« Lickhem -o...—___.re; across to n..._af.n_n. They trotted in, Jack catefully con-
“ Blow your hali-crown ! This is moioe o, Clevervove ! cove's ;ET.E_; jinjerly stretched fourth “1 am ewe the Mead will bo most | sealing the chair behind him.
impartant than blessed halfecrowns ! 1 L1 grinned the youthiul| his hand. Then he gave u roar. mterested in the invention,” continued *“Hope we'te not intruding, sir?”
AL Maaser Lipnany—No. 1,142, eggeiuple, this afternoon, "Yarovwco ! L've got the jiw-jamas Mr. 1 woader, my boy, if | mermered the kaptin of the Fourth,
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ciininly not,” answered the Head,
lielping him=eli {o o lollipop from the bag
on his desk.  ** What's the merry trubble,
boys 1"

" 1vs just a little problem of aiithmatie,
sir ! splained Jack Jolly, * Knowing
how awfully good you are at arithma.
tip——

Dr. Birchemall smirked.

“ Well, you're quite right there, Jolly ! "
he admitted. * You'd have to go a long
way before you found a fellow who knew
his twice-times tablo as well as I do! "

" Eggsactly what 1 thought, sir
said Jack Jolly, flatteringly. * Now thn
problem is this, siv: How many visitors
have yon in this room "

k Jolly repeoted his question, and
the Head looked surprised.
“ FPour, of comee ! ho said evenchunally.
“ You and Merry ¢ ight and Fea
—-that makes fou
" Cor

Joily.

" Suppose I szid thero were five of us,

sir 1"
' Then you'dd . tof the b

of your neck, yi*
“In that . I'll gay it ! There are

fivo of us! skl
" You say there oo
are five | "'

“My Dhat! Yon must be potty !
i d the IMTeml. 1 wouldn't mind
z ten to on doenutts that
, anyway 1"

S Jolly grinned.

* Now yon're talking, sir! Suppose wae
have a little sporting wager of a feul
a-side on it 1"

Dr. Birchemall's eyes gleomod greedily.

“Plezzuro 17 Lo said. "1 you can
prove to e that you'ro right, 'l stand
the lot of yo
hand, if I'm s
grato feed insis

“That's it !
serena 1

Jolly sollemly.
and I say there

rhit

2 big food. On the other
lit, you buy me o whacking

T

at tho idea 1"
wd  Jacl. Al

“ Yes, rather !
As soon ns the Head said that, Jack

Lbrought to light the electric-chair and
ted. An instant later, thore was a
click ns the nob marked " OFF”™ shou
into its sockit.

Immejately aitor, the Head jumped to
his feet with a ery of amezoment.  Sitting
in the cha largo ea lifo and Lwice
Clevereove of the Fourth
g-grate jumping erackers | " ejac
lated tho Head. * Clovercove!"™

* At vour sorvisa ! "' grinned Clevorcove,
“What do you think of my invisibillity
g T
* DBraney  invention, isn't it, sir?
chuckled Jaclk J "“Yon sece, sir, R
it happens, thero o five of us after all.
Mey we have the feed now 1"

e, Bi all gulped

* Dish diddied ond done!™ he said
lly. ¢ woll, Jolly. I amoa man

cook and tell her to give you a whacking
grate feed.”

" Thank you, 1" eornssed Joeck Jolly
& Co., and, grinning all over their diles,
they bnzzed-ofl.

On their way to the kitchen they spotted
Alr. Lickliam making tracks for the Hoad's
study, i cvvidently beon able to
convines and  Tallboy of his
sanity.  But our heroes had no time for
Mr. Lickham just thon. They scooted
along to the kitchen without giving him
a secondd plarnse, and over lurhous stalke-
and-kidnoy piea they toasted suxxess to
the invention by which Clevercove had
suxxeeded in amazing the Skool !

IME END.

(Whatever you do, chuma, don’ miss the
next mmusing story in this series, entitled .
“THE INVISIBLE HEADMASTER 1™

by Dicky Nugent. 18's a real corker /)
'Tne Magxer Liprany—No. 1,142,




