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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Sleeping Beautly !

“ HANT "

That was neither polite nor

elegant.

But Billy Bunter never was a
whale on either politeness or elegance.
And Bunter was tired. What politeness
Billy Bunter had, dropped from him
like & cloak when he was tired or
hungry. Now he was both.

Ha. Wharton & Co. were a little
tired also. That lane in the Chilterns,
cut deep in the chalky hillside, was
rather steep. The Gr hikers
would have camped s little earlier than
ugual that siternoom bad it beem pos-
gible. But there was newhere to camp.
The hikers couldn’t pessibly eamp in +
middle of the road. And on ei side
of the rather narrow lane the chalky
banks rose steeply ten or iwelve feet to
the Jevel of the meadows above. Fences
ran slong the top.

Even Bob Cherry, the most strenuous
member of the party, would have been
willing tobcut it e ]
camping been 8 practioal proposition.
But it wasn’t—and that was that!

But the fact that “that " wes “that ™
made no difference to Billy Bunter. He
plumped his fat person down on the
grassy chalk bank snd refused to take
snother step. The hikers halted and

lared at him. Lord Mauleverer smiled,

ut the Famoue Five glared. Glares
having no effect on William George
Bunter, they told him what they thought
of him, But that had no effect, either,

“Get a move on, you fat frog!”
roared Johnny Bull

*“Bhan't 1"
“Buck up, old bean!” gaid Lord
Meuleverer gently.
:%'!]"illft l” et fat f 1
1 ou get up, you fat frump?”
lltesrrm:uimg7 Frank Nggent. P
“Bhan’t "
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short and camp, had °

BY FRANK RICHAR

“We can’t camp here,”” said Harry
Wharton. “Have a little sense, Bunter !
Get on with it 1"

“8han't '

Bunter’s vocabulary, generally exten-
sive, now seemed limited to s mingle
:rl!]:-rd. But he uttered it quite emphatic-

y.

“The get-onfulness is the pro
caper, my esteemed, idiotio Buntel:’l’.
said Hurree Jamset Ham Singh. “ Make
an absurd effort.”

i Bh.nlt I,l

“If we were going downhill,” said
Bob Cherry thoughtfully, “we could ro
him along like a barrel. But we can’t
roll him uphill,”

“WWhat abo here” uggented

“ What about restin’ here "' su
Lord Mauleverer. Mauly wn‘ ays
réady for o rest.

“Well, we've got to find a camp—and

dness knows how long we shall be

nding one!” said Harry Wharten.
“May see a gpot round the next corner.
For goodnesa’ sake, stir your stumps,
Bunter I’
“8han’t 1"

“Well, I'm going on!” said Johnny
Bull. “Bunter can sit there as I as
be likes. I'm not ;oi.ng- to stand here
k;oly’ng at him. He's not pretty to look
| §

And Johnny Bull marched on. Billy
Bunter blinked after him through his
big spectacles, but he did not stir.

“Coming, Bunter?’ asked Frank
Nugent.

“Shan’t I’

Nugent followed Johnmy Bull. Hurree
Singh followed Nugent. Bob Cherry
followed on. They seemed fed-up.

“Look here, Bumter—" said Harry.

" Shan't 1

“Well, if you want fto stick there—
stick !’ said the captain of the Grey-
friars Remove, *“You can fallow on
and find our camp. Come on, Mauly J”

“Yaas, old bean.”

DS.

1} find the work done,

Wharton and Lord Mauleverer fol-
lowed the other hikers. The whole
I.mrt.y wound out of sight up the hilly
ane., Billy Bunter blinked after them
and made a movement to rise. But he
sat down again.

“Beasts |” he murmured.

Bunter wanted & rest—a long rest!
And he was going to have ome. Cer-
tainly he did not want the hikers to lose
him. But that was not going to happen
if Bunter could help it. man he g:d
rest—he could follow
' camp. He would
the supper cooked—
and pothing for him to do, but to eat,
snd go to p afterwards, That suited
Bunter. Bunter had very little
work on that hike; but the other fellows
slways see ] i :
hand, and sometimes kicked him when
be didn’t. That did not suit Bunter.

Bunter really wad tired. After lunch
that day the hikers had marched on,
without ntopEmE & coaple of hours for
Bunter to take his usual nap. This sort
of thing was what Bunter had to expect
from » set of selfish fellows, who never
could get it intc their heads that
William George Bunter was the most
important person in the party, and that
his comfort ought to have occupied their
tho:ﬂ'htu night and day, to the exclusion
of lesser matters.

The fat Owl of Greyfriars leaned back
en the grassy, chalk bank and rested at
his podgy ease. His fat eyelids dropped,
his eyes closed behind his big spectacles,
his mouth opened, and he slepr—and he
snored.

Bunter's snore was some snorel It
rumbled along the lane. A cow looked
over the hedge above, as if in surprise,
and—evidently not caring for the
musical effects—waddled away again. A
farmer’s man driving s flock of sheep
came down the lane and stared at
Bunter and gricned. The sheepdog
came up to him and eniffed, evidently
curious to discover the cause of that

had a rest—a lon
on sad find the h
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—FEATURING HARRY WHARTON & CO.,, THE CHEERY GREYFRIARS HIKERS,

mysterious rumble. Bunter did' not
awake. When Billy Bunter slept, he
slept! Bheopherd and sheep and sheep-
dog passed on, leaving Bunter deep in
the embrace of Morpheus—equalling, if
not surpnssing, Rip Van Winkle at his
own game.

“ 8nore "

Honk 1

A car came grinding uﬁ the lane. It
was a large, handsome Rolls-Royce, with
four fellows in it. Had Billy Bunter
been awake he would have recognised
three of those fellows as Ponsonby,
Gadsby, end Monson, of Highcliffe
School—the old enemy of the Greyfriars
hikers, The fourth fellow he would haye
recognised as Herbert Vernon-8mith,
the Bounder of Greyfriars. Hé would
Erobub]y have recognised the car, which

elonged to Mr, Vernon-Smith, the
millionaire, and sometimes brought him
to Greyfriars School to see his son there.
But Bunter was fast asleep, and the
5y1ndmg of the ear on the hilly road

id not disturb him. He snored on,
while the Rolls climbed the hill,

The chauffeur looked st Bunter; the
four fellows in the car stared at him
and grinned. Ponsonby told the chauf-
feur to stop.

“That's one of Wharton’s crew,” said
Ponsonby.

“Then that gang are round here
somewhere,” remarked Gadsby.

“Oh, listen to the band!” chuckled
Alonson.

“Jt’s Bunter,” said Vernon-Smith.
“What are you stoppin’ for, Pon? You
don’t want to give Bunter a lift, I
suppose 1"

“Hardly I grinned Pon. “Tho other
rotters don't seem to be about. We can
dig up & little fun with that fat freak!
Last time we saw him we tied up his
leg and set him hoppin’. We’ll give him
the same again.”

“0Oh, let him alone ' gaid Smithy.

“Rats 1"

Ponsonby st?eﬁped. from the car.
CGadsby and onson followed him,
Herbert Vernon-8mith sat and frowned.
Smithy was spending the last few days
of the holidays at Gadsby Croft, in the
Chilterns, in company with the High-
cliffe knuts. He had met the hikers in
Berkshire, and had a “row " with them,
g0 he was not feeling specially amiable
towards Harry Wharton & Co. But he
was a Greyfriars man, and he did not
care to see a Greyfriars man ragged by
the Highcliffians,

As the grinning trio approached
Bunter, Vernon-Smith rose and stepped
out of the car.

“Chuck it, Pon |” he said eurtly.

“Not askin’ you to take a hand, old
bean,” answered Ponsonby. *Get back
in the car and leave us to it."”

“Leave him alone,”

Pon’s eyes glittered. Opposition to his
lordly will and pleasure easily roused
Ponsonby’s anger. And he did not like
Smithy—though he had his own reasons
for welcommng him to the knutty party
at Gadsby Croft.

“Look here, Smithy, mind your own
bizney I'* he snapped. “We're goin’ to

tie that fat dummy up and set him
hoppin’, as we did before.”
“You're not)” gaid the Bounder

coolly.

“And who's goin’® to stop us?” de-
mg‘nded 'IE,"nn.

“Here, hold on, Pon!" exclaimed
Gadsby hastily. “Don't rag amon
ourselves, for goodness’ sake! Smithy's
our guest.”

“Yes, give it & miss,” said Monson.
“What does the fat fool matter, any-
how? Kick him, and let him rip!”

“You're not goin' to kick him !" said
Vernon-Smith.

“Well, let him rip, anyhow,” said
Monson. “Come on, and don't rag.”

Bnore! That was Billy Bunter's con-
tribution to the discussion. His glim-

moring spectacles stared straight at the
four; but his eyes wers tight closed be-
hind them,

Pon set his lips hard. But he did not
want & row with Vernon-Smith.
Smithy did not care two straws whether
he rowed with the Highcliffians or not,
and if it had come to trouble, the
Bounder would not have hesitated to
handle the thres of them at once. A
reckless fellow like the Bounder had to
be treated with tact. Pon would have
liked to knock him spinning aleng the
lane. Instead of which he shrugged his
shoulders, and forced a smile. )

“Oh, all right!” he gaid. “If
Bmithy's particular about the fat frog,
Smithy's our pal, and we'll give him
his head. Look here, the fat slug is
fast asleep, and doesn't mean to wake.
Let's decorate him a little—if Smithy
doesn’t object to that,” added Pon, with
polite sarcasm.

“No harm in a lark,” said Smithy.
“You can make him look as big an
il_'l];ob“ as a Higheliffe follow, if you
ike.

Pon & Co. made no rejoinder to that,
Smithy had rather a biftter tongue,

It was, in theory, the perfect
robbery. Guilt would, of a
eertainty, fall upon the innocent
Greyfriars hikers. But the
master-mind behind this eare-
fully planned robbery reckoned
without the Bounder of Grey-
friars !

which often made his Highcliffe friends
long to punch him, ut punching
Smithy was not in Pon's programme.

It was plain that Billy Bunter was
not going to wake. He snored on re-
gardless. Pon would have preferred to
give him a malicious ragging; but s
“lark * was better than nothing, so
long as it was up against the Greyfriars
hikers. Bo Pon contented himself with
a lark.

In the chalky bank there was o
puddle left by a recent shower, where
the chalk was softencd by the water.
FPon dipped a slim forefinger in wet

chall, and drew white Lines down
Bunter’s sleeping countenance.
Gadsby and Monson grinned. The

Bounder chuckled. Bunter's fat face
was ruddy and red, and the white lines
drawn on 1t gave it & most startling
aspect.

ut Pon was not finished yet.

“You've got your fountain-pen,
Ga‘a‘ﬁdy?” he ssked.

T 5,"

“Lend it to me.”

Ink extracted from the fountain-pen
made black lines down Bunter’s face,
alternating with the white lines.

From fat forehead to podgy chin Billy
Bunter was mnow decorated in black
end white, and the cffect was absolutely
weird.

He slept on soundly. Much more
than tho stroking of Pon's slim finger
would have been required to waken
Billy Bunter.

“There's a picture for you,” grinned
Ponsonby,

“The sleeping beauty, by gad!” said
Monson.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Quiet!” murmured Pon. “Leave
him asleop. Let him wake up and
walle off like that. It will amuse the
population,”

“No danger of his wakin',” chuckled
the Bounder, “Bunter sleega through
thunderstorms, Ha, ha, hal

Taking Bunter's straw hat from his
head, Pon proceeded to stick sprigs of
hawthorn round it under the band.
Then he replaced it on Bunter’s bullet.
head. The Owl of the Remove was
now adorned with a Leaddress rather
like that of an Indian chief. The High-
clifians chortled. Bunter's aspect was
really caleulated to make anybody
jump.

Pon & Co. returned to the ear, and
the chauffeur, grinning, drove on.
Smithy and his Higheliffe friends
chuckled as they drove eway, leavin
Bunter still snoring to adern the land-
scape.

The car disappeared in the distance,
and Bunter was left alone again.
country lad came up the lane, whistling.
He caught sight of Bunter, and sud-
denly ceased to whistle. For a moment
ha stared at the strange, amazing ob-
ject in terror, and then took to his

eels, and ran as fast as his legs could
carry him. Bunter, happily uncon-
scious, snored on.

———

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Something Like Luck [
® I Q0KS a jolly place,” remarked

Bob Cherry.

“Fine!” Frank
said. “But—"

“The butfulness,” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, “is terrific.”

About a mile from the spot whera
they had left Bunter, the Greyfriars
hikers had come to a halt, and were
gazing at a spot that seemed absolutely
1deal for camping. There was a little

reen pﬂddocﬁ. surrounded. by shady
geeches, fenced off from the lane with a
gate that was open.

Beyond the paddock a little stream
flowed, dividing it from en extensive
park—a rippling stream of fresh, clear
water, narrow enough to be jumped.
Farther off, half—hidgden by trees and
shrubberies, was a handsome house,
with a bu.icony running round three
sides of it, giving wide views of the
Chiltern Hills, and the valleys below—
miles and miles over the beautiful
county of Bucks. It was not & very
large establishment, but it was very

Nugent

&

handsome and well kept, and vory
attractive to the eye. That shady,
like a Land of

reen paddock was
Eoshen to the eyes of the tired and
dusty hikers.

They panscd at the
and gazed in. Dut

ate in the fence
Tarry Wharton

shook his head. At such a place they
could hardly offer to pay for accom-
modation, and it secmed rather too

much of a cheek to walk up to the man-
sion and ask for leave to camp in the
paddock. But undoubtedly it was a
most attractive spot.

The lane they had been following
brought them by the rear of the estate;
the main entrance was on the other
side, facing a road at some distance.

“1 don't suppose they want Likers
camping here,” said Harry. “It's too
much of a neck to ask. But—"

“T.ocks ripping!” said Johnny Bull.

“The ripfulness is terrific.”

“Might be somo hospitabla johnny

Tue Maigyer Lisrany.—No. 1,339,
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Bere who'd like to see a party of reall
nica fellows camping,” suggested Bol
Cherry. .

The hikers grinned. Tt was ble,
but it did not seem probable. Standing
by the gate they looked over the place,
rather in hope of seeing the proprietor
sbout, and judging by  his looks
whether he was an *“hospitable johnny *
or not,

As they stood there, two men came
from behind some of the beeches,
appearing quite sudden‘lg in sight.

ne of them was a rather portly man
with & clean-shaven face, quietly and
very decently dressed, apparent g an
upper servant of gome sort. Probably
he was the butler of the establishment.

The other man was a short, squat fel-
low with a cast in one eye, nshabb_ﬂlvl
dressed—hardly the sort of fellow witl

whom the prosperous-looking butler
would have been expected to hold
communication,

Both of them came towards the gate,
and stopped suddenly at the sight
the hikers looking over it.

The squat, shnbh{ man gave them a
quick, furtive, sullen, "euspicicus look
and stopped. But the portly man

glanced at them carelessly, though with
very keen eyes.

“That is all, Watson,” aaid the portly
man. *Let me have the hay by ten in
the morning. Deliver it at the stables.”

The squat man stared for a second as
if surprised, then he nodded and
touched hia hat. .

“Yes, Mr, Pawson, sir,” he answered.

And he shambled down to the gate,
the hikers standing aside for him to
pass, and came out, With another fur-
tive look at them from the corner of his
eye he went along the lane and dis-
appeared,

he portly man whom he had called
Mr. Pawson came more elowly down
to the gate, Lord Mauleverer looked
at him with an approving eye.

“Whoever lives here has a decent
butler, you men,” he remarked.

“Mauly Lnows all about butlers”

said Bob. “He's got dozens at Maule-
verer ‘Towers, r is it hundreds,
auly?”

“8hugh !* murmured Nugent. “He's
going to epeak to us. Perhaps he's

oing to ask us if we'd like to camp
era.”

“I don't think!"
Bull.

Mr. Pawson came to the gate. He
ealuted the hikers with a grave civility.

“Excuse me,” he said. *“I take it
that you are hiking 1"

“Just that,” said Bob.

“1 noticed you looking into the pad-
dock. If you are looking for a camp-
ing place—" Mr, Pawson paused.

Tke hikers could not help staring.
Nugent had suggested, as a joke, that
the portly man might be going to ask
them if ﬂ_lc{ would like to camp there,
but eertainly tha]';( had not expected
anything of the kind, for a moment.
And now he was atking them exactly
that,

“We're looking for a camp, cer-
tainly,” said Hnrrf' Wharton. ™ “We
should have asked leave to camp here,
but it seemed rather a nerve.”

“Not at all, sir,” said Mr. Pawson,
very civilly. “1f you would like to
camp, this paddock is entirely at your
service,”

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Bob.
“This is luck "

“The Inckfulness is terrific.”

“I am butler in this establishment,”
went on Mr, Pawson. “As I am left
in ehariu during the general’s absence,
I have full authority to give you leave,
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grinned Johnny

You will, of course, undertake to do no
damage, and to clear up all litter and
so forth."

“Oh, certainly I"* said Wharton.

“Please do not wander beyond the
limits of the paddock,” added Mr,
Pawson.

“Certainly not! You're very good,”
snid Harry. He slipped his hand into
his pocket, naturally supposing that a
“tip ” was the next item on the pro-
gramme, He could not have tipped the

eneral, whoever the general was; but
there was no reason why the general's
butler should not be tipped.

But Mr. Pawson, smiling very
pleasantly, utepi)ed back. .
Inclining his head gravely and civilly

to the hikers, he retired, and disap-
peared behind the trees. A minute or
two later they sighted him in the
distance, following a path up to the
mansion. Then he disappeared for good
among -the shrubberies.

“Well, my hat!|'" said Bob Cherry.

of “If this isn't jolly good luck, I'd like

to know what jolly good luck is!”

“[{ear, hear "’ .

“Must be a jolly decent man,” said
Harry., “Of course, he could see that
we wanted to camp here—that was plain
enough; but it was thumping civil of
him to walk over and offer us leave.”

* Yaas,” said Lord Mauleverer slowly.

“I don't kmow who the jolly old
general is, bus he's lucky in tha.t_jollg
old butler, and so are we!” grinne
Bob. “Don’t_you think so, Mauly?”
he added, “You were saying a few
minutes ago that the johnny who lived
here had a decent butler. What are
you scowling about?"’ .

“Was I scowlin' 1"’ asked his lordship
mildly.

“PDash it all, the man's jolly oblig-
in sai rather warmly. y
ing I said Bob, rath ly. “Wh
don't you like j:lim, Mauly 2"

. close inspection, dear man, I
don't like the look in his eye,” said
Lord Mauleverer.

J obnnf' Bull gave a grunt.

“8hall we turn down this ripping
camp, because Mauly doesn’t like the
look in the man's eye?” he inquired.
“Think the man wants us to camp here,
go that he can pinch our rucsacks, or
what 1"

“No; but—""

“But what, ase 1"

“I’d rather walk on, if you fellows
would,” said Lord Mauleverer,

“Rats " said Ave hikers, with one
voice. And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
added that the ratfulnesa was terrifie,

Lord Mauleverer gracefully yielded
the point. And the hikers marched into
the ﬂaddock and prepared to camp—five
of them, at least, extremely glad that
Mr, Pawson had been on the spot, and
}md so kindly and politely given them
eave,

Down went the packs and up went the
tent, Fresh water was close at hand.
The work of the camp went on merrily.
The oil stove was lighted, and Boh
Cherry proceeded to cook. A savoury
odour of fried musages and chips per-
vaded the camp in the paddock. he
cheery scent of hot coffee mingled with
it. And a smiling circle of hikers zat
down to esupper, every now and then
casting_ s glance at the lane, to hail
Billy Bunter when he came lagging
along.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Mad Lot]

ILLY BUNTER awoke.
B He zat up and yawned.

The sunset was red on the

Chilterns, Billy Bunter had no

eyes for sunsets. The sky was rich with

THE MAGNET

crimson and purple and gold, and
Bunter did not give it a single blink,
Bunter had not woke up to look at sun-
sete. He had awekened because the
inner Bunter was impatient far supper.
Bunter had been more, tired than hungry
when he went to sleep. Now he was
more hungry than tired. He was, in
fact, ravenous,

How long he hed slept Bunter did not
know; but he knew that he was fright-
fully hungry. He picked himself up
from the bank and blinked along the
lane throu%vh his big spectacles.

‘Beasts | he remarked to space.

Like the beasts they were, Harry
Wharton & Co. had gone on their way
and left him to snore, It was now up to
Bunter to find them, He only hoped
that supper would be ready when he
found them,

Quite unconscious of the fact that
Pon & Co. had passed that way, and
left him in a highly decorative state,
Billy Bunter rolled on up the hilly lane.
The post has remarked that where
ignorance is bliss, "tis folly to be wise,
In blisaful ignorance of the fact that his
aspect was startling enough to frighten
horses and scare wayfarers, Billy Bunter
plugged up the lane, blinking round for
signs of the hikers. There was no doubt
E’h“ th}:n would ?im at lt:.|lw dﬁrst
avourable spot; an unter hoped to
find them .uem.rll st hand. Anyhow, it
was easy enough to inguire of passers-
by if they hng seen the hiking party,
and to get directions.

An ancient gentleman of agricultural
appearance was sitting on a stile, at
the top of the high bank, at a lttle
distance. Bunter esighted him and
stopped to hail him, e old fellow was
8t g tobacco into a pipe with & horny
thumb, too busily engaged to notice the
fat junior coming along. But he looked
roﬁrﬁi_ ?.u. Bunter squeaked :

1

He looked at Bunter.

What happened next was a surprise to

unter,

“Have you seen—" he began.

He got no farther, The old fellow on
the stile looked at him with amazement
and terror in his looks, and made a
backward movement, forgetful in his
amazement that he was gitting on a
stile. He shot over backwards, and
Bunter had a view of his heels pointi
skyward for a second before they fnf
lawed the rest of him.

Billy Bunter just blinked,

Unaware that his fat face was striped
in black and white,.and that a sort of
Indian headdress adorned his hat, he
had no idea why the sight of him should
have produced this extraordinary effect
on the agricultural gentleman sitting on
the stile,

But it had.

Blinking up at the high fence, he
waited for the man to reag:pear; but the
man did not reappear. Bunter heard a
sound of running feet. The man was
streaking off across the meadows.

“Mad ! said Bunter, in wonder.
“Must be mad! Mad as a hafterl
Jolly lucky he didn't spring at me!”’

Obviously to Bunter the man on the
stile was some lunatic. Nothing else
could account for his amazing actions,
to Bunter.

Glad that the lunatic had not sprun
at him, Bunter rolled on, in eearch o
information elsewhers. Thers were not
many people about in that lane in the
Chiltern Eilla, and the Owl of the
Remove covered some little distance be-
fora he came on an inhabitant. A
cyclist had dismounted, and was wheel-
ing a bike, and had his back to Bunter,
Bunter approached him to inquire
whether he Ea.d geen a party of hikers.
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“] say—" began Bonter from

b lanced round
e young man glanced round.

“What—" he gegsn.

Then, as he saw Bunter's face, he
broke off. For a second he stared at
him, spellbound, and then, letting his
machine clang to the ground, he jumped
la]wn . He waved off Bunter with both

ands,

“Keep off " he shricked.

“What do you mean?" howled
Bunter, blinking at him blankly. *I
was going to ask you—"

The young man grabbed the bike. He
had been wheeling it uphill when
Bunter happened. Now he swung it
down-hill, sprawled recklessly over the

saddle, and shot away down the slope,

Billy Bunter slept on soundly while Ponsonby made black lin;s__dm
Then, taking Bunter’s straw hat from his

cottage to ask the good dame if a hiking
party had passed,

But he had no time to ask that
question.

At sight of him the woman gave a
shriek, cal:ighi. up the child in her arms,
and darted into the cottage. The door
slammed, and Bunter heard the hurried
grinding of a bolt.

His little round eves almost popped
through his big round spectacles in his
astonishment. He goggled blankly at
the bolted door,

“Is she mad, too?" gasped Bunter.

It seemed the omnly wey to account for
it. Bunter hurried on his way, anxious
to_get clear, He was feeling hnrd!rv
safe, with so many lunatica about! It
looked to Bunter as if the local lunatic

-
—

his face with Ink extracted from a fountain-pen.
head, Ponsonby stuck sprigs of hawthorn round it under the band and replaced it

other side ot the lane, opposite to the
yaddock. But Bunter, of courss, did not

ow that, and he rolled up to the
policeman to inquire.

The police-constable gave a convulsive
start at sight of him, and detached him-
self swiftly from the fence. Bwiftly he
backed away from Bunter. His oga!
were fixed on him watchfully. Probably
he would have been glad to depart in &
hurry, like the other people who had
sighted Bunter. But it was a police-
man's duty to secure s wandering
lunatic, and duty come first. He had no
doubt, of course, that Bunter was a
lunatic. He looked the part!

“1 say—" began Bunter.

The constable drew a deep. deep
breath, loosened his truncheon, in case

- )

on the fat junior’s bullet head. ** I guess he'll amuse the population when he wakes up and walks off,” chuekied Ponsonhy,

The bike fairly whizzed. In three
seconda the eyclist was out of Bunter’s
astonished sight.

“Qh crumbs!” gasped Bunter. *“Is
he mad, toot”

Bunter had heard that thero was a
lunatic asylum somewhere near Ayles-
bury, in Buckinghamshire. This lane
waa not many miles from Aylesbury. It
occurred to him that a lunatic might
have escaped. It did not occur to him
that that was exactly what had occurred
to the {oung man with the bike, also.

A fellow who walked about with his
face striped black-and-white, and haw-
thorn sprigs in a circle round his hat,
was really likely to impress the publis
83 a lunatic. And people generally have
& prejudice against lunatics at close
quarters.

Bunter, rather slarmed end much
annoyed, plugged on. He came on a
cottnge standing back from the lane, In
the doorway & woman was standmg
looking out at a little boye‘f!a.ying wit
a bell. Billy Bunter turned towards the

asylum had oponed its gates, and was
disgorging its occupants that afternoon,
.‘I:l letting them loosze on the country-
side.

A few minutes Iater he came on s
weary plou%hman homeward ploddin
his way. ut, at the first glimpse ol
Bunter, the ploughman forgot his weari-
ness, clambered rapidly up the steep
banlk beside the lane, and disappeared
in full Bight across the felds.

“Oh lor’ I” gasped Bunter, |

On rolled unter, worried and
alarmed, and more anxious than ever to
get news of the hikers, and to find him-
self safe in camp. It was with deep re-
lief that he sighted, a little later, a man
leaning against a fence-gate, which gave
on & mown field, where there was a hay-
stack. The man wore the familiar
uniform of s police-constable—and never
had Bunter been so glad to see a
“pbobby.” Had Bunter only known it,
he was now within a hundred yards of
the paddock where the Gra{:'isrs hikers
were camped, the hayfield being on tha

it should be needed, and, with the
courage for which members of the Force
are celebrated, stepped firmly towards
Bunter. .

It was so clear that he was going to
seize Bunter that the fat junior jumped
back in alarm.

“I say, what are you up to?” he
exclaimed. “I was going to ask you
i "

“Yes, yos,” said the constable aooth-
ingly. “That's oll right! You come
with me. DI’ll see you safe, my lad !”

He advanced cautiously. Bunter,
equally cautious, backed. If this police-
man was as mad as the other peolpln he
had met, Bunter was not the fellow to
walk into his clutches. .

“I'm looking for my friends—"
atuttered Bunter.

“Yes, yes; they'll be very glad to see
you,” said the pelicoman. “I'll take
you to them at once.”

“You know where they are?” asked
Bunter,
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“Certainly. Juost walk with me,” said
the policeman, muking another cantious,
almost stealthy, step towards Bunter,
He was anxious to get a [, sudden

on him before could either run
or_bresk out into violenoce. .
But Bunter doddg-ed back again, more
anc'l more alarme
bere! Hsave you seen them
pass I” demended Buntery, *“I think
they came this wa: S
“Yes, yes!” said the policeman, who

w, of course, that lunatics had to
humoured. “They passed only a few
minutes sgo. I'll take you to
friends at once.” The “friends tha
policeman was  thinking of were the
a.ut,hcrm.ea at the lunatic asylum.

" Bure ! asked Bunter doubtfully and
' Eﬂ;mmﬂy He ocould npot underntm;g

. oliceman at all. mn.}rll 1 kg
ae was going to spring at him,
Bunter ooul hudly :ip bt that he was
a8 as Look here!
Bix fel]owa—"

“Exactly! This way!” esid the

He sadvanced again, and
ter again backed. Then he made »
lnpmdlmé.denm
But Bunter was wary. He sprang
nndomtmn.lndth:o[rup«ufthehw

Tlnt ntﬂed the matter for Bunter.
Tt was another madman! With =
squeak of terror, Bunter bounded
through the gateway into the field, and
slarmmed the gate after him.

“Btop 1® roared the constable, rush-
ing ter him, The swinging gate
mugbt a8 he rushed knocked

im backwards.
B e B
ha at + was remarka
far ] his weight. But_he hﬁ:t,thadtlﬁ:
policeman was in pursuit, an
k.new t.hnf. he had mo in a foot
raoce. In these desperate moments Billy

be And Bunter, hearing his footste

Bunter's fat brain worked st double
pressure. clambered tﬂ.nl:un.lg‘ up
the haystack to a hiding-place.
hs=pened, some oi the hay had la.tdy
been removed, leaving an opening that
was not yet covered in. It was a wind-
fall for Billy Bunter.

He plunged headlong into the hay, and
disappeared from sight. And the Ayles-
bury policeman, prowling round the
haystack in search of him, failed to spot
a single sign of the Owl of Greyfnnﬁ.
p -
pitated with terror in the hay, in horri-
fied expectation every moment of feeling
the clutch of s lunatie.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Only Bunfer !

“The wastorn wave was ull aflame; the after

day was well-nigh done,
Almost npon the westorn wave rested

the broad, bright sun.”
spoutin

OB CHERRY was

B poetry. The sunset over the Chil-

terns called it forth, Bob was the

heftiest, the ha.rdlast and the
most energetic fellow in the hikin
party. Generally, if he leit off talkin ]f
ericket, it was to begin talking footbu.
But during that hike, Bob bad de-
veloped hitherto unsmspected poetical

vities,

Glorious scenery bhad that effect on
him. scenery in Bucks was all
thit a fellow could want. Plenty of
people go abroad im search of fine
scenery, o Bwitzerland, to the Tyrol, to
the Dolomites, and thm.k the seenery
finer, simply. because it is bigger. Bob,
hnvmg the ift of common sense, was

hE what be saw in his own
ocountry. And the view over ﬂ';:“m&
terms, In
“n.Ehe'r;la' ofm pnhlfrnu.la.

“The boy without a name ! ™
they called red-headed Nobby, He worked for
his rascally guardian Don Carlos, and the don
had it in for the plucky youngster, but Nobby

was not the sort to stay down |

That’s what

Read in this

enthralling yarn how he joined up with
Ferrers Locke, the famous detective, and with
his aid smashed his enemies and battled his
way to fame as Nobby, the * Shooting Star’ |

Ask for No. 401 of
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*Where does that come from1” asked
Jolmny Bull,

“‘Anment Mariner,’ ¥ answered Bob,
“We've had it in class with Quelch af
Grerfnara, fathead | Don’t you remems-
bet? I remember yards of ll'.. i
spout some more of it if yon i

“ Wall, I d rather you did, than start
whistling,” said Johnny.

“You Bi:htharxng; ass——2

“Hallo, is thet Bunter at last?” said

Harry Wharton, as a figure appeared
in the lane. “No—it’s s bobby! He's
ocoming here |*

All the hikers glanced round towards
the gate of the paddeck, es the man in
uniform opened it. Ev1denﬂy he was
coming into the field, and they wondered
what he wanted, were a1tt1ng
around in various &tt:turﬂa of lezy
ter supper, but they rose to t.heu- feat
a3 the constable came up to the camp.
He ealuted them civilly.

“Hikers1* he lsked

“That's it,” answered Harry Wharton.
“We have leave to camp here,” he
added, with s smile,

“That’s all right, sir] There’s nobody
elte at hand, and I should like your
assistance in the execution Ofmeg dut: >

“Oh, my bat!” exclai

“We're on, uﬁur! What is 1t.-a,
motor- hl.milt, or a smash-snd-grab man,
¢ “A ped lunati id thy

n esca onatic,” eai e eon-
stable,

“w Phew {‘

“I haven't hal.rd | officially of an escape
from the lum,” explained oon-
stable. “Ii hade’t been notified when I
came on duty. But there’s mo doubt
sbout it. Have you lads seem anything
of-youngfellowmsbm“thhu
fave painted in black-and-white stripes,
and hawthorn sprigs stuck in lul hat1”

The juniors ehock their heada. They

seen no such remarkable character.
Certainly, if they had seen s person got
up in such » style, they would have
takem him for an escaped lunatie,

“W odged me in the field
ionder, said the oconstable. “I fancy

¢'s biding in the hay. I want the hay-
stack surrounded while I root him m
or a hundred to one he will dodge

get away. Wﬂl you lads help i
“Certainly }* said at onge.
“The helpfulness will be terrific, my
estoemed and absurd sahib ! d.e-

clared Hurree Jamset Bin,

mark which etartled the Bucks oonstable
almost as much as Bunter's decorated
face had done

“We'll all help!” said Bob. “Is he
clan erous 1™

ell, you neve:r know with a
lunatic,” said the oconstable ﬂndl%{
“B-ut i mem, of you could hi

as & hatter, but
not. very strong, and he's as fat as a
bladder of lard. If you'll oo

“Yes, rather I

And the hikers followed the officer
from the field. As an oﬂioer o! the law,
the man waa entitled to call on the nssist-
ance of any member of the :K:bbc, in the
execution of his duty, and Greyfriars
fcllows were quite prepmd to do theit
own duty as law-ab citizens,

ey crossed the lane and entered the
field opposite. At a distance the hay-
stack loomed against the sky.

The constable led the way towards it.

re was no sign of the lunatic. If
was hidden there, he was well hidden.

Under the direction of the officer the
hikers posted themselves round the stack
at various points, to cut off the escape
of the lunatic when the game was
started, so to spesk.

Five of them n-bwd on the watch, while
Bob Cherry accomp the officer in
his search of the haystu:k_ He did not
want to have to use his truncheon if he
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it: but it was (éuiie possible
that single-handed he could not hold &
lunatic! Bob was quite willing to help.

At the back of the stack, where the
hay was broken, thei smf]ped, and the
constable scanned it keenly. .

“1I faney he climbed up here,” he said.
“We shall find him hidden in the hay.
I dare say he can hear me speaking et
this moment.”

Billy Bunter shuddered. The words
came quite plainly to his fat ears
from below.

“Stand here!” added the constable;
and, leaving Bob at the foot of the
stack, he clambered valiantly up.

Bunter heard him coming,
shivered.

Like the oconstable, r
doubt he was daalmf with a lunatie.
It seemed that the [unatic had other
lunatics with him{ Bunter was not sur-

rised ab that, having come across & mad

t that eventful afternoon! .

Up camo the constable, clambering,
Bob Qherli'_y standing ready to collar the
fugitive if he jumped down, and hold
him till the constable could come down
after him. It was not exactly an
attractive task; but Bob did not flinch
from it. : :

Bunter was deeply hidden in a hollow
of the haystack, where bales had been
taken out. Loose hay covered him, But
a foot sticking out of the hay caught the
eyes of tho constable at once when he
reached the spot. Firmly he grasped

o ankle that was attached to the foot.

““Yaroooooh | roared Bunter, electri-
ficd by the grasp.

He fairly bounded.

At any other time Billy Bunter cer-
tainly never would have dreamed ot
violent measures against an officor of
the law. Such an idea would never have
entered his fat brain. But ecircum-
stances alter cases! In the belief that
he was in the grip of a lunatic, Bunter
was fearfully violent.

Bounding up from the hay, the fat
junior butted wildly and frantically at
the policeman, sending him staggering.

The constable gasped, and sprawled
on the hay, nearly rolling down_the
stack. As {m clutched for a hold, Bun-
ter bounded past him and scrambled
headlong down. :

“Oh crikey |"” gasped Bob Cherry, in-
voluntarily ]umﬁmg back at the sight
of a black-and-white striped face, 5 haw-
thorn-decorated straw hat, and wild
eyes  gleaming  through  flashing
spectacles.

Bump !

Bunter landed on him as he jumped |
Bob went down on his back, with Billy
Bunter over him. .

He did not recognise Bunter, or dream
of recognising him. Bunter's nearest
and dearest relative could not have
recognised him under Pon's decorations.
Noigler did the short-sighted Owl of
the Remove, in the excitement of the
moment, recognise Bob, He did not, in
fact, give him a single blink.

Having knocked him over, and
knocked the wind out of him, Bunter
rolled off, bounded to his feet, and ran
for his fat life,

“Look out !” shouted Harry Wharton.
“There he goes!”

“ After him [”

“Put it on!"”

The fellows on the watch spotted the
flceing fat figure at once, and had a
startling glimpse of the black-and-white
striped face. They left their posts and
tore towards him.

Bunter gave a gurgle of nlarm. To
his lirnitedg vision the hikers were simply
figures that started up from nowhere and
rushed at him, More lunatics, of course
—eovidently, to Bunter, there had been
escapes on a large scale from Aylesbury

could he!f)
e

and

Bunter had no

Asylum, Fe swerved away and ran off
in another direction.

They charged after him, Bob Cher
struggled to his feet, gasping, and race
after them. The constable, slithering
down _the haystack, came speeding in
pursuit,

Now that they were right astern of
the fat fugitive, the familiarity of his
sspect dawned on the hikers. Thay
could not see his face, which was totally
unrecognisable, but they could see & fat
figure, of which the circumference was
really unmistakable.

that DBunter?”
Wharton

“Looks like him; but—" gasped
Nugent.

*“Yaroooooh ! came from the fat
fuﬁlti\"e. as he canght his foot in a mole-
hill, stumbled, and sprawled headlong.

The next moment the Famous Five
were upon_him. They grasped him on
all sides. Bunter .Etrug'gfed rantically.

gasped

P ———
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“Yooop!” he roared. “Whoop!
Leggo! You mad villains, leggo! I
won't be murdered! Yarooooocop! Oh
crikey! Help! Rescue! Yaroooh!”

And from all the hikers, as they
recoi;nised the familiar voice, came a
howl:

“Bunter 1

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Not a Lunatic !
1 BILLY BUNTER!”

“ Bunter—that
h" Bunter—that
chump——**
“The idiotic Bunter——"
“0Oh gad!” gasped Lord Mauleverer,
panting up after the Famous Five. “Is
it Bunter? Looked to me as if it must
be either Bunter or a runaway balloon I”
“ Bunter, you howling ass, what’s this
game " roared Bob Cherry.

tty ass—"
howling

’ =

They turned the caﬁl_mred Owl over
He sat and gasped. His hat had fallen
off, and Nugent picked it up. His
black-and-white striped face stared up
at the juniors. They gaged at him.

“I-say, you fellows!" Bunter knew
the hikers now. “I say, rally round
me, you chaps! Btick to mel There's
a madman after me |”

“Wha-a-at 1",

“A med policeman!” gasped Bunter.
"“I've come across‘a lot of lunaties since
you fellows left me. I suppose the
asylum’s been burned down, or some-
thm%’ and they've all got loose! Lots
and lots of them| I thought you were
some of them! Oh dear! Oh lor'l”

“What have you got yourself up like
that for ™ shrieked Nugent.

“Eh! I haven't got up—I'm sitting
down——"

“You—you—you— Look at your
face I”

..“How can I look at my face, you silly
idiot? What's the matter with my
face ?” snorted Bunter. “Don’t be &
silly dummy! I say, iou fellows, have
irlou see that mad bobby— Oh, lor’,

ere ho comes! Keep him off I yelled
Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove bounded to
his feet as the constable came panting
up.

“You've got him! Don’t let him get
away !” gasped the policeman.

“I say, you follows—"

An official hand was stretched out to
grasp Bunter., He dodged frantically
behind Bab Cherry.

“Keep him off ™ he shricked.

“Oh erumbs!” gasped Harr
ton. “It’s all rl'ggl;, officer.
this chap; he's not mad—>

“Not mad? Look at him |

“Well, he looks frightfully potty, I
admit 1”

“Whether you know him or not, I

must take him in charge, and see him
Now——"

yelled

Whar-
e know

in safety, sir!

“Keep that madman off|”
Bunter,

“Ha, ha, hal”

It was rather entertaining to see the
policeman and Bunter accusing one
another of being lunatics.

Bob C ed Bunter by the

im,

‘herry gras
shoulder and shook

“What have you done this for?” he
bawled. *“1Is it your idea of a lark, or
whagf" Le; If

“Ow ggo ! you make my
specs fall off, you beast—"

“Can’t you see the constable thinks
you're an esca lunatic!” howled
Johnny Bull. “Woulda't anybody think
50, to seo your face I

“You leave mybfa_cq alonsbgou cheek$
beast !" roared Bunter. “What about
your own—Ilike a bulldog’s !*

“Why, you blithering owl—*

“What have you painted your face
like that for, Bunter{” yelled Wharton.

“Th? My face isn't painted—>

“The poor lunatic doesn't know what
he has done,” said the officer of the law
‘“They’re like that! Now, my boy, come
quietly—nobody’s ﬁo:ng to hurt ﬁou.
You'ra going to s place where they’ll be
kind and careful—"

" Keep him off !" yelled Bunter,

Lord Mgeuleverer, the first to realise
that Bunter did not know how he was
decorated, drew out his little ot
mirror, and held it up for the Owl of
the Remove to see his face.

As he blinked at the reflection, Bunter
jumped almost clear of the ground He
was as startled as any of the persons who
had taken him for an escaped lunatic.

“Wha-a-a-at's that?” gasped Bunter,
“What—what— Oh eorikey! "What
{:ea,slth has been painting my face? Oh
or
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“Didn't you know?? yelled Johnny

il

“ How should I know 1" raved Bunter.

“You howling ass, how could anybody
have painted your face like that without
you knowing "

“]—I—I don’t know!" stuttered
Bunter. " Somebody must have done it
while I was asleep, I supposel Oh
crikeyl I say, lend me your handker-
chief to rub it off.”’

“Can’t you use your own?Z

“1 don't want to make my hanky all
mucky 1”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! Look here, will you lend me a
hanky or not, you selfish beasts?”

Nobody did, so Bunter had to use his
own. He rubbed at his decorated visage.
As that visage was damp with per-
spiration the inky and chalky lines
rubbed easily enough into a mingled
blotch. The hikers watched him, grin-
ning. The policeman eyed him
dubiously. He was beginning to realise
that this fat youth, after all, might
not be an escaped lunatic, but the
yitl:‘tim of an extraordinary practical
oke,

: “Did you fall asleep after we left
you?” asked Harry.

“Yes, you beast| Just like you to
leave a pal to have tricks like this
played on him | snorted Bunter. “ After
all I've done for you, tool”

“But who on earth did it ?? exclaimed

Nugent. ‘“Some silly ass caught *him
napping and painted his face! But who
the thum 2

p—
“If those Highclife cads were aqfu
where about we could guess easily
enough,” said Harry Wharton. “But
we haven't secn anything of them since
we got into Buckinghamshire.”

“Some funny ass, anyhow,” said Bob
Cherry, with a chuckle, “I say, it's
all right, officer, really—this chap be-
longs to our school and he's hiking with
us, and some ass has been playing
pranks on him while ha was sncozing [™

The officer of the law still eyed Bunter
suspiciously. .

“Well, if you young gentlemen will
answer for him——" he said dubiously.

“Ves, rather!”

“The ratherfulness is terrific.”

“Very well, then, I'll leave it at that,”
said the constable, and he marched away,
still with a rather doubtful expression
on his face.

“Thank goodness that madman's

ne |” said Bunter. “I gay, Fyou
ellows, we'd better be careful to-night
—there’s & lot of lunatics about! I've
come acrozs dozens this afternoon.”

“You blithering owl!* ssid Bob.
“Can't you see that everybody you met
took you for an escaped lunatic, with
your idiotic chivvy got up like that?”

“Oh " gasped Bunter.

“Wha‘t_ was anybody to think, you fat

‘oozler

“Beast! I say, you fellows, where's
the camp? Is supper ready?”

“This way, you fathead !”

Harry Wharton & Co. walked the Owl
of the Remoave out of the hayfield and
into the paddock acrass the lane.

"“I'l sort out your supper while you
gebt a wash,” said Bob.

“1 don't want a wash,” said Bunter.
“T ghall wash in the morning, so that
will be all right.”

“Think an extra wash might be
fatal?"' asked Johnny Bull sarcastically.

“I don't need all the washing you
fellows do—I'm not so dirty1”

“Well, you want a wash now, and
you're jolly well going to have a wash I”
seid Johany, and, taking Bunter by
the back of his fat neck, he dipped
his features into a bucket of water.

“Urrrrggh 12

“Soap for Bunter!” said Johnny.

“Gurrgh!| I don’t want any soap|”

“You jolly well do! Here you arel
I'll lather it on—"

“Wurrrgggegh I gurgled Bunter, as
Johnny Bull fnthered it on, not with a
gentle hand.

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“ Beast ! roared Bunter. “Leggo my
neck| Keep that soap away! Ii's

gig-gig-going into my nose! Atchoo-
choo-chooop! Yaroooh "

“Hand me the scrubbing-bruzh I zaid
Johnny  Bull. “Anybody got a
scrubbing-brush 1%

“Yarooh! I won't be scrubbed!
Whoooop 1

“Ha, ha, ha!*

Fortunately for Bunter, no ecrubbing-
brush was available. But he had a
wash—a good wash—which every fellow,
but Bunter, was convinced that he badly
needed. Soap smothered him till he
washed it off in the bucket, and then
he towelled himself dry, glaring at
the grinning hikers the while like a
demon in B pantomime. Then, at long
last, Bunter got to his supper. And as
the hikers had thoughtfully left him
enough for four or five hungry fellows
Billy Bunter was nlmost satisfied by the
time he had fnished.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Quite a Surprise !

ERBERT VERNON - SMITH

H strolled out of the french

windows to the balcony, with

his hands in his trousers’
pockets.

Qutside it was still daylight, the sun-
set glowing on the park and gardens
and shrubbeties of Gadsby Croft. With-
in, the lights were on, shaded electrio
light gleaming on white shirt-fronts and
diamond studs. There were five fellows
in the room Smithy stepped out from
—Ponsonby, Gadsby, onson, Drury,
and Vavasour—all of the Fourth Form
at Higheliffe School, This was Gadsby’s
little party, in which the Bounder was
included, certainly not because the High-
clifians liked him. Standing on the
dusky baleony, the Bounder, who was in
evening clothes like the Higheliffe
fellows, glanced back into the rcom be
had left, and his sarcastic lip curled.

It was & richly appointed room.
General Gadsby, the absent owner of
the Croft, was a wealthy man. In &
deep leather chair Ponsonby sat, with
one elegantly trousered leg crossed over
the other, a cigarette between his finger
and thumb. Gads-
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yawning, while his friends talked horses,
and the odds on the same, And the
Bounder, locking in on them, sneered—
at them and himself.

“Goin’ out, Smithy 7" called Pon,

“Just & stroll before dinner,”
answered the Bounder through the open
french window.

“I'll come along if you like."”

Herbert Vernon-Smith seemed afflicted
with sudden deafness, for he moved
away, apparently not hearlng. He went
down the steps into the gardens, taking
o cigarette from his case and then throw-
ing it away with an irritable gesture.
He had enough of that with Pon & Co.
With his hands thrust deep into his
pockets he walked along one path after
another in the extensive shrubberies, in
an unusually thoughtful mood.

The sight of a tent, glimmering in
the last rays of the sunset, in a little
paddeock, rather surprised him. He
walked on towards it and jumped over
the little tinkling brock into the pad-
dock. He could hear a murmur of
voices, but the tent hid the campers
from his sight. But already a suspicion
was in his mind, He remembered the
meeting with Bunter, which showed that
the hiking party from Greyfriars were
somewhere in the vicinity. He grinned
et the thought of Harry Wharton & Co.
camping in & paddock belonging to
Gadsby Croft, with their old enemies
of Highcliffe hardly a hundred yards
AWAY.

Coming round the tent, he came on
the hikers.

Billy Bunter had just finished his
aup%:er and was leaning back against a
?ac , with an expression of happy satis-
action on his unusually clean face, The
other fellows gat round, chatting before
turning in. Very soon after dark was
bed-time for the hikers. But it was
not_dark yet, and there they were, and
Smithy caugilt their cheerful voices as
he came up, his footsteps making no
sound on the soft grass.

“Had enough, Bunter?” Bob Cherry
asked.

“ Well, not enough,” said Billy Bunter,
“If you've got a cake or something——"

“1 haven't a cake,” said Bob gravely.
“But I've got something, and you'rs
welcome to that if you'd like to eat jt.2

“This way !"* said Bunter promptly,

“ Here you are["”

Bob tossed over a boot he had taken
off. Tt dropped on Bunter’s fat knees,
and the Owl of the Remove pave a yelp.

“Ow! What's that? You silly ass,
wharrer you mean 7"

“It’s something ! said Bob cheerily.
"Xou suhi: a cn.&:e or something.”

“Beast!"” hooted Bunter.

Vernon-Smith looked on, only a few
yards awaye the hikers not noticing his
presence for the moment. Billy Bunter,
with a vengeful blink, grasped the boot
and swung it into the air.

“You can have it back, blow youI” he
enorted. And with all the force of his
fat arm Bunter hurled the boot at Bob
—missing him by a yard.

But every bullet, it is said, has its
billet! The boot, whizzing by a yard
from Bob, crashed on a white sgirtfront 3
and Herbert Vernen-Smith, taken
surpriee, sat down with o bump and a

gasp.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Boh,
jumping up. “Who—— Oh| 8mithy!”
“The esteemed and idiotic Bounder |”
exclaimed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
Vernon-8mith scrambled to his feet.
His face was dark with anger. On his
previously spotless shirtfront there was
a big patch of discoloration from the
impact of the boot.
“You clumsy idioti” roared the
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Billy Bunter was deeply hldden In a hollow of the haystack, where bales had been taken out. Loose hay covered but
a foot sticking out of the hay eaught the eyes of the constable at once, when he reached the spot. Firmly he ;ral:ilp?i the

that was attached to the foot.

Bounder,
ey Wharton hastily, in
ArTy arton hastily interposed.

“Hold on, S8mithy! Bunter didn't
mean it for you never knew you
were there, any more than we did!
Where the dickens have you suddenly
blown in from?’

“L l;liy. ou fellows,
tqueaked Billy Bunter. “Give him a
olly good ragging! You know he cut

own our tent, to get that Highcliffe
cad fam uway.hund one of you trodl .on
my tummy when you were crawling
out—"

“ Bhut up, Bunter |" eaid Nugent.

Twice the hikers had come in contact
with the Bounder towards the end of
the hike, and each time there had been
hostilities. But they did not want to
remcember grudges.  Very soon they
would be returning to Greyfriars School,
where they were ocn more or less friendly
terms with 8mithy. They were wonder-
ing, too, at peeing Bmiﬂ{y there in the
paddock in evening elothes.

The Bounder eyed them rather sourly.
He did not like being bowled over by a
whizzing boot; and he did not want to
go back to the Highcliffe knuts with a
soiled shirtfront. And he was in an
irritated temper, anyway.

“Y say, you fellows——"

“Kick Bunter, somebody !" said Bob.

“Beast 1"

““Droj in for supper, Smithy!™
atked Nugent amicably. *“We've gﬂ.d
ours, but we'll sort one out—>

“I dine in ten minutes,” said the
Bounder.

“And you've got your war-paint om,
already, and that fathead Bunter's

cked it,” said Bob. “Sorry, old
bean 1
“But what brought you this way,

making & stride towards

collar him!”

Smithy ¥’ asked Wharton, “Are you
staying an{lwhc:e near herel”

At the house yonder.”

“What a jolly old coincidence] The
butler gave us leave to camp here,” said
Harry. “It seems that he's in charge
while the general's away—I don’t know
E;ho the general is, but the butler's a

ut.”

“You don't know the name of the
house, then?” asked the Bounder, with
a EOur grin.

“No. Never seen it before. Of
course, we had no idea that you were
stuiymg there,”” said Harry. He smiled.
“If you don't want your friends at the
house to know that you know a part
of dusty hikers, you needn’t mention it,
and we won't.”

“QOh, don't be a silly asa!” grunted the
Bounder. “You haven’t been up to the
house, thenf”

“We came by the lane yonder—the
house is on the road,” said Harry.

The Bounder laughed. He was greatly
amused by the fact that Gaddy's butler
had given the hikers leave to camp there.
Lvidently Gaddy did not know! Smithy
wondered what Pon & Co. would say—
and do—if they kmew!

The hikers looked at him.

“What's the jolly old joke?’ asked
Bob, a little grufily.

“You are!"” answered Vernon-Smith.
“Did you tip Pawson?i”

“He didn'{ seem to want tipping.”

“Blessed if I catch on, then; he's not
& man to do anythin’ for nothin’, from
what I've seen of him.”

“Yaas,” remarked Lord Mauleverer,
with a nod, “That was how he struck
me. Ho was frightfully obligin’,
though.”

“Oh, he’s an obligin’ man, when it
suits him,” said the Bounder satirically.

“* Yaroooooh [ ** roared Bunter, electrified by the grasp.

“I fancy he's featherin' his nest while
the general's away. He lends Gaddy
money, and I don't think he lozes on it.”

The hikers jumped.

“Gaddy |” they repested, with one
voice.
h"'Ga.dsby, of Highclife—you know
im.”

“Great pip!" ejaculated Bob. “You
don't mean to say—— Oh, my hat!
What the thum place is this, then?”

“Gadsby Croft.”

“Gadsby Croft!” repeated Harry
Wharton blankly. *Then—""
“Gaddy's place, where Gaddy is

hearin' the chimes at midnight while his

y pater's away!” said the Bounder. “ And

Pon & Co. are up ot the house—I've just
left them. What a happy surprise for
them to meet you fellows here |”

And the Bounder chuckled; while the
hikers stared at him in dismay.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Monson Asks For Itl

[ 8AY, you fellows—"
I “0Oh, ring off, Bunter 1™

“Beast] I say—"

“Give us a rest!”

“1 say!” rosred Bunter, his very
spectacles gleaming with wrath. “I‘snr,
iF those Higheliffe cads are here, I jolly
well know who it was painted my face
this afternoon] I jolly well know—-="

Vernon-8mith chuckled.

“Did you fellows find the slesping
beauty ?” he asked. “He was a_prett

i_ctl.u;e when Pon had finished wi

]m‘E

* 8o you saw Pon at it, Bmithy?” asked
Harry Wharton quietly. “You might

(Continued on page 11.)
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THE BOUNDER'S CAPTURE!

{Continued from page 9.)

have chipped in, when a Highcliffe cad
was mggmﬁ 8 Greyfriars man—
especially & duffer like Bunter—*

*Oh, really, Wharton—"

Tt I hadn’t been there, the fat chump
would have got something worse than
chalk and ink on his chivvy,” said the
Bounder. " And the grunting grampus
snored through it all—ha, ha! He looks
as if he's had a wash since—a good thing
for him! He would have had to have at
least one wash before going back to
echool !”

The hikers grinned at that remark;
and Billy Bunter favoured the Bounder
with & ferocious blink.

“You beast!” roared Bunter. *I
never knew my face was painted, and a
lot of people took me for an escaped
lunatic—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Bounder.

«“And a bobby wanted to run me in,
and cart me off to the asylum !* howled
Bunter indignantly.

“Ha, ha, ﬁ!“ shrieked Smithy.

“I say, you fellows, collar him and
let’s rag him!* hooted Bunter, “Let’s
jolly well ehalk and ink his face, and
see how he likes it.”

‘‘Fathead !”

“You're welcome to try it on, if you
like 1" jeered the Bounder, with a defiant
stare round at the hikers,

“Well, I faney we could manage it, all
of us together,’”” said Johnny Bull sar-
castically, *“What a man you ars for
asking for trouble, Smithy.”

“Looks to me as if you're the men
asking for trouble, camping in Gaddy’s
place !” sneored Vernon-Smith. *Like
me to tell him you're here?”

“You can tell him as soon as you
like,” answered Harry Wharton at once.
“I wish we'd never scen the place, or
that we'd taken Mauly's tip and moved
_on."

“1 say, you fellows, we're not moving
on to-night! Gaddy ¢an go and eat
coke, if he doesn’t like it!"* eaid Billy
Bunter. “That man Pawson said he was
in charge of the place, and he needn’t
ask Gaddy.”

““Of course, the butler never knew any-
thing about us, or our rows with Gaddy’s
crew [” gaid ‘It was jolly good-
natured of him to offer us a camp here—
but I wish we hadn't.”

“Like his cheek, I think, to let a
dusty gang of hikers into his master’s

lace!” said Vernon-S8mith. ‘' Can't
imagine why he did itl Last thing I
should have expected him to do, unless
you handed out a jolly big tip. I'll bet

he never mentione it to Dlaster
Reginald.”

“Who the dickens iz  Master
Reginald §” grunted Johnny Bull.

“0Ol, that's Gaddy—Master Eeginald
to the butler! DBlaster Reginald will
jump when I tell him,”

“Tell him, and make him jump, then,*
enid Harry. “Do you think we want it
kegt dark that we’re here, you ass?”

If it isn’t, you'll be turned off pretty
soen,”” gneered Smithy,

“We shan't wait to be turned off,”
answered the captain of the Greviriars
Bemove disdainfully. “We're pgoing,
now we know.*

“Yes, rather!” agreed Nugent,

“The ratherfulness is terrifie.”

“1 say, you fellows—»

* Shut up, Bunter!”

“I'm not going eon ta-night!” roared
Bunter. “What does Gaddy matter?
Bl‘owl Gaddy! Caddy can go and eat
coka 1"

* Kick him1”

“ Beast ™

“ Smithy 1" came 8 oslling voice in the
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shrubberies. “I say, Smithy!* It was
Monson's voica. *Where the dickens
are you, Smithy? Dinner’s just goin’ to
be served ! 8mithy 1

“HereI" called back the Bounder.

Monson came up and stared blankly
at the hikers’ camp.

“That erew here I”” he exclaimed.

“Not so much of your °‘crew’!”
[ﬂ'owlm_i Johnny Bull, with a glare at
the Highclifle fellow., “Keep = eivil
tongue in your head, Monson, if you
don't want it punched.

‘What the dickens do you mean by
camping here!'" demanded Monson.
“You're trespassin' here |”

. “The butler gave us leave—in fact,
invited us to camp here,” said Harry.

“Like his dashed cheek! Gaddy will
tell him off pretty soon, when he
knows! Just clear off |* said Monson.

“Does the place happen to belong to
you?” inguired Johnny,

“We don’t wunt any Greyfriars riff-
raff here!” said Monson, sapparently
forgetful of the fact that Smithy was s
Greyfriars man. *“Get out or you'll be
chucked, ard I'll lend a hand with the
chuckin', too.”

“I've told you to keep a civi] tongue
in your head I” said Johnny Bull grimly.
“If you can’t——"

“Hold on, Johnny!” said Wharton
hastily. “¥You can tell Gadsby that
we're going, Monson.”

“And I'll tell him to see whether
there’s anythin' missin' when you go,”
said Monson., “I know what these
gan%s of scrubby hikers are like.”

“That does it!” said Johnny DBull,

And he made a rush at Monson, who,
too late, was sorry he had spoken.

Monson dodged back, but he did not
escape. In a moment his head was in
chancery,

Thump! Thump! Thump!

“Go it!" yelled Bunter, in great
delight. “Punch him! I say, you
fellows, give Smithy some, too.”

But the other hikers rushed at
Johnny Bull, and dragged him away
from the howling Highcliffian. Monson
staggzered away, clasping his nose, which
streamed red and spotted his gleaming
shirt-front with crimson.

“Better hook it!” enorted Johnny
Bull. “Or do you feel up to lending a
hand in the chucking-out?”

Monsan did not answer that guestion.
He shook his fist at the hikers, and hur-

ried away through the dusky shrub-
beries. Vernon-Smith, laughing, fol-
lowed. Harry Wharton & Co

were left wishing that they had never
seen that sleek, polite butler who had so
politely invited them to camp in that
attractive little paddock.

THE EIGHTH CHAFPTER-
To Go or Not to Go.

ONSONBY stared. Vavasour and
Drury and Gadsby stared.
Pawson, the butler, forgetful of
his sleek, suave sedateness,

etared, too.

Dinner was sbout ta be served at
Gadsby Croft. The dining-room was
bright with lights, the silver gleamin
on the mahogany. Pawson, portly an
sleek, was read{; with two humbler
retainers in the background. The soup
was delayed, however, till Monson came

back with Smithy.
Now they came back—Alonson comin
in with Eis hand to his nose, an

between his fingers,
the Bounder following with a sardonie
grin on his face. Monson’s white shirt
was sadly ruffled and crumpled, his tie
was under one ear, his handsome dinner

crimson tricklinF
o

jacket split, and his nose, obviously, was
damaged.

And Pon & Co. stared at him, and
Pawson stared at him, and the two foot-
men in the background stared also.

“What the dooce—" ejnculated
Ponsonby.

“Run your nose against somethin’ 1"
asked Drury. *Looks like it.”

“ Absolutely 1” said Vavasour.

“Those Greyfriars cads—"" splut-
tered Monson. “That hikin' crew—
gh lgadl Wow! Look at my nosel

w

“Monson ran his 8st agninst zome-
thing hard,” said the Bounder gravaly.
“It was & Greyiriars man’s fist.”

Pan gave him an evil look.

“Thas crew about here?” asked
Drury.

“Camped in your paddock, Gaddy!™
gasped Moason, )

Gadsby jumped.

“Camped here—mot on this estate?”
he howled. “That .crew camped at
Gadsby Croft| Roat!"

“I tell you they're camped there, the
whole gang of them I” hooted Monson.
“ And I ordered them off, and that brute
Bull hammered me, end Bmithy stood
lookin’ on and e

it, really,”

‘innin’.
Monson asked for
drawled the Bounder “He hinted that
things might be missin’ when the hikers
went. He rather forgot the distinction
between Grel{friars and Higheliffe.”

“You cheeky cad—" yelled Monson.
“Hold on!” exclsimed Gadshby
hastily. “No rows here! Look here,

Smithy, you'd better not be so funny!
As for those cads, I'll turn them off
fast enough! Pawson—"

Quite a peculiar expression had come
over Pawson’s slesk, smooth face as he
heard Monson’s startling tale. Butina
moment he was again the sleek, sedato
Pawson. He came towards Master
Reginal, with portly deference, the
extensive bald spot on his sleek head
reflecting the electrie light.

"“Yes, Master Reginald. I am sorry
this has happened,” said Pawson. *“I
regret to say that I dga.\re the boys leave
to camp in the paddock.”

“The dooce you didl” exclaimed
Gadsby, in angry astonishment.

*They impressed me, sir, as & very
respectable and well-behaved pet of
lads,” said Pawson, “and was un-
awars, of course, that you and your
friends, sir, had any acquaintance with
them.”

“Look here, you jolly well know that
my father wouldn’t allow hikers to
camp on his land |” exclaimed Gadsby.
“You know that, Pawson.”

“General Gacisby has been kind
enough to leave his mansion in my
charge during his absence, sir,” said
Pawson. *“He has every faith in my
ability to fulfil that trust, sir,” said
Pawson, “Xf I have taken a liberty, I
regrek it very deerly."

“Well, you jolly well have!” said
Gadsby bluntly. *“And the best thing
you ecan do now is to seo that the
servants turn that erew off the place
imnmediately.”

Pawson coughed. .

“May I speak to you in private for a
moment, sir?” he asked.

“What the thump for?” said Gadsby
testily. “Oh, all right!” he added
hastify: and st a sign from him his
friends moved away. :

Pon & Co. were not wholly surprised;
they wers aware that Pawson was a
power in the house during his master's
absence, -

“You will excuse me, sir,” murmured
Pawson. “But having given leave to
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those boys to camp, it would be pain-
ful to me, personally, to have my per-
mission rescinded.” ;

Y What utter rot!” grunted Gadsby.

*It would lower me, sir, in the
esteem of the other servants, if my
directions were countermanded by my
master’s son,” said Pawson. "I hope,
sir, that you will allow this matter to
pass and permit the hikers to remain
where they are till the morning. It is
very late for them to take the road
again, and I will ses that they leave
very early.”

Gadsby stared at him.

“What the thump do you care, one
way or the other?” he demanded. * You
don’t know anything of that crew,”

“Nothing at all, sir; and I deeply
regret having displeased you,” said
Pawson. “But I hope, sir, that you
will make this little concession to a
faithful servant, who desires only to
oblige you in every possible way."

Gadsby bit his lip.

Bleek and humble and, deferential as
Pawson's manner was, thers was the
faintest hint of the iron hand in the
velvet glove. Without Pawson’s con-
currence, it would have Been impossible
for Gaddy and his friends to “play the

t,” as they were doing at Gadsby
>roft, in the absence of the general.
And Pawson had carried his obliging
complaisance so far as to lend Gaddy
various sums of money, which Gaddy
would have found it very difficult to
repay in a hurry.

The fact was that Gaddy could not
have ventured to quarrel with his
father’s butler—rather a peculiar posi-
tion for Gaddy to be in, and which he
owed to his own reckless rascality.

He bit his lip hard! He knew that
he had to give in, if Pawson made &
point of it. And evidently Pawson was
mahking a point of it.

“But those rotters don’t matter a

bean to ypu, Pawson!” said the High+
cliffe ie"l’ﬁ:wi weakly, “Look what
they've -done to Monson |

" regret such an incident very
deeply, sir!” said Pawson, “I can
hardly venture to_ask Eau_ to grant me
such a favour! But amce;al;r hope
that you will not refuse it, sir.:

Gad’.;by grunted.

“You can have your way, I supfose.‘!
he said, *let the rotters stay till the
morning ! I don’t care.”

*“I am very grateful, sir,” eaid Paw-
son, humbly. “ Possibly you will give me
permission to go and tell them so, sir!
John and Albert will attend you while
I am gone.” .

“Do as you jolly well like!” snapped
Gadsby, and he turned his back on the
butler,

Menson's nose having been doctored,
as far as possible, the dinner-party at
Gadsby Croft sat down to their soup—
served by John and Albert, without the
impressive presence of the portly
Pawson. Monson_was in & very bad
temper—the Bounder had a rather
irritating grin on his face—and the
athers were snnoyed and sulky. But
Pon & Co., aware of Gaddy's reasons
for not wanting trouble with the butler,
had to make the best of it.

——

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Cake for Bunter !

“ ALLO, hallo; hallo!”
H “The jolly old butler”

“Orders to quit, I suppose,”

said Harry ‘ghnrtun, as the
portly Pawson came up to the hikers’
camp.
that trouble.”

Pawson found the hikers discussin,
breaking camp and taking the mn.cf
Billy Bunter keeping up a continuous,
but uaregarded stream .of objections,

“Excuse me, young gentlemen,” said
the Gadsby Croft butler.

“All serene,” said Bob. “It turns

out that this ﬁlaoa
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Reginald  Gadsby,
sir] He hopes that
you will not think
of going till the
morning,” said
Pawson. *“I was,
of course, unaware
of any disagree-
ment, or even ac-
quaintance, when I
gave you leave to
camp here. I trust
that you will allow
it to make no
difference.”
“Oh!” said the
hikers, in surﬂrine.
L ord aule-
verer's eyes were
\'arf keenly on the
butler’s sleek face.
Mauly was trying
to make the man
out—unsuccessfully.
“ Mean to say that
Gadsby has  sent
you to ask us to
stay here for the
night 1" exclaimed

“Yes, girl Ho is
not only willing,
but anxious, that
you should receive
no  inhospitality,”
anid Pawson. “He
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has sent me speecially %o tell you so, and
I trust, eir, that you will not disturb
yourself in any way.”

“Well, my hat!”

The hikers looked at ome another.
Tired from a long day’s march, they
had no desire whatever to take the
road  again after dark,

“Dash it all, that's }'ull’y civil,” said
Nugent. * After all, it can’t hurt Gaddy
if we camp here.”

“Monson  didn't pleased |
grunted Johnny Ball,

“Well, it's not Monson's place—it's
Gaddly's. Gaddy’s the most decent of
that lot, anyhow,” said Bob.

“That's not saying much}”

_"Oh, chuck it, old man—it's pretty
civil of him to send us a message like
thto;%” after you punched his pal’s nose,

Becm

“The civility is_terrific!” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The
obligefulness to the esteemed
sbsurd Gaddy is also great.”

“I trust, young gentlemen, that you
will not think of breaking camp,” said
Pawson, " Master Reqm&ld would be
very much hurt, if—"

“That's all right,”” said Harr
Wharton, “tell Gadsby that we’'re mu
obliged to him, and that we're sorry
there was any trouble,”

“1 will gladly tell him so, sir!”

And Pawson faded out of the picture.

The hikers sat down again. Billy
Bunter was already rolling into the
tent, to turn in. ere was no doubt
that the tired hikers were glad not to
have to march again that night. And
they were feeling rather compunctious,
too. They had been going to shake tha
dust of Gadsby Croft scornfully from
their feet, because (Gaddy was a High-
cliffe -man—and Gaddy, on_the other
hand, had sent them a civil message
asking them to stay where they were,
heedless of old grudges. It made the
Famous Five feel that they had acted
rather ungraciously, which was uncom-
fortable. Any decent fellow would have
acted as Gaddy had now done—and
they had not giivan Gaddy credit for
that amount of decency. Only Lord
Mauleverer had a perplexed and
thoughtful expression on his face. He
was puzzled, and worried by the puzzle.

“Decent of Gaddy,” said Bob. “As
I said, he's the best of the bunch.” _

“And as I said, that’s not saying
much ! grunted Johnny Bull.

“Well, he's acted wery civilly, at
least, considering all the rows we've had

with Pon & Co.,”’ said Harry, rather
sharply.
“1 don he hesn’t!” admitted

't sa;
Johnny. “Loois as if he isn't such a
rotter as a fellow supposed.”

“It’s queer!” said Lord Mauleverer,
speaking at last.

“What's queer!?” asked Bob.

“%ueer that that _butler-wallgh
should want us to eamp here.”

*“PDoes he!” asked Bob, with a stare.

“Yans.”

“Q0h, don't be an ass, Mauly! As
if he could care a brass farthing whether
weo camped here or not. Why should
he?”

“Y don't know why he should—but
he does,” answered Lord Mauleverer,
quietly. “He asked us to camp here
in the first place—a very une:g.bectcci
sort of thing. Now he's made Gadsby

him up.”

“ How the thump could a butler make
him do anything of the sort?” de.
manded Bob. *“Dreaming, or what?”

“That sportsman has some sort of
a pull in the house, while his master's
away,” answered Mauleverer calmly,
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fat neck and dipped his features Into a bueket of water.

i Ul'l'l'l's‘h

1** * Now for some soap | »* said Johnny.

* You want a wash, and you’re Jolly well going to have a wash ! *’ said Johnny Bull, 'H‘é took Bunter by the back ng his

Iather it on for you ! ** * Wurrrggggh ! ** gurgled Bunter, as Johnny Bull lathered It on, not with a gentle hand.

“Otherwize, Gaddy & Co.
turnin’ us off already.
wangled thiz.”

“Rot!” enid Bob. “Gaddy's been
civil, that's all. Why the thump. should
the butler barge in?1”

“I'd like to know!” said Mauleverer.

“I say, you fellows—" came a fat
voice from the tent.

“Oh, go to sleep, Bunter!”

] say, perhaps Pon’s made Gadd,y
let us stop, because he's after Bob’s
- Holida Annﬁm}; and w:rétaBto pinch
it in the night|” suggeste unter,

“0Oh, m gnt » exgairned Bob.

That idea had not occurred to the
hikers. All through the holidays, Pon
had hunted the hikers for that copy of
the Holiday Annual, which he believed
to contain a secret message from one
crook to another. But they had given
Pon such s pevere lesson, that they did
not believe’ he would [mrge in after
that celebrated volume again.

“Think that’s it, Mauly?’ asked
Frank Nugent.

Lord Mauleverer shook his head.

“No! It’s not Pon this time—it’s
Pawson! Pon knew nothin’ about us
bein’ harf, when Pawson asked us to

would be
Pawson’s

cwh e
“QOffered to let us camp, you mean.""

“Put it as you like!

“Mauly, old man, you're talking out
of the back of your neck,” said Bob.
“Pon may have worked it, to look for
another to E‘:L‘nch that jolly old
A.lmual—bbut tl}:o?t.h tler can't care a

pnny bun W er wae stay or go.
gﬂ:gt on earth do you think the man's
mative could ba‘ you assi”

“Can't £

“Well, what about turning in?Z asked
Johnny Bull, with & gawn.

“Vou wouldn't rather break camp
and march?"” asked Mauleverer.

“Beast !” came s howl from the tent.

_ “No jally fear!” said Harry, *“Dash
it all, Mauly, it would be rotten, after
Gaddy's been so civil. We can't chuck
his civility back in his face, even if he is
a Higholiffe man.”
“Oh, all right,” agreed Lord Maul-
everer. " Any old thing. Let’s turn in,
then—I'm_jo l_} tired, for one.”
“Blessed if I make you out, Mauly,”
said Nugent. “It's not like you to
suspicious; but you seem to have a
temlg@o down on that jolly old butler.”
aa

5.
““Well, you're an ass, old chap!”
“I've heard that one beforel? said

Lord Mauleverer, grsvely.

“T gay, you fellows—:

* Shut uE, Bunter 1"

“Look here, stop jawing!" hooted
Bunter, indignantly. “You_know joll
well that I want to go to eleep| Well,
then, shut up, see?”

“Wouldn't care for a cake, before

you Ig;o to sleep, old fat mani” called
out Bob Cherry. 3 .

Bunter promptly sat up in his
blankets.

“Ves, rather | I didn't know you had
cake! Hidi.uF it from a fellow, yah!
I'll jolly well have some of that cake,
Bob Cherry.2

“¥ou can have it all, if you like,”
answered Bob. “The fact is, I think
you need it more than we do.” -

“What the thump—" began
Nugent; and then he broke off, and

inned, as Bob drew a large cake of
g:own soap from his rycsack. here
was no doubt that Billy Bunter needed
that “cake * more than the other fellows
did; no doubt, either, that he was
welcome to it all,

“Of course I do,” answered Bunter
from within the tent; "I never had
enough ‘supper, as you know! Tve
never really imd enough since we

Gimme that
cake 1”
“ Come out and fetch it, old fat bean!

“Oh, really, Cherry!
might hand 1t in to a fellow!

“Beast! I mean, I'm lying down.
Look here, can't you bring that cake

“ Anybody care for cake?” asked Bob
in a loud voice.
ears, brought him out of his blankets
with & bound! Bunter wanted that

His fat figure emerged from the open-
ing of the tent. He blinked round, and

“Where's that cake?” he asked.

“ Parhaps you'd better leave it till the
really want it in the morning.”

“T want it now!” roared Bunter.

“Going to eat it1”

#Yes, of course, {ou ass! What the
Will you hand it over?” demanded
Bunter.
men, and watch Bunter eat this cake!”
said Bob, and he handed the cake of
Remove. f—

Bunter blinked at it in his fat paw.

started on this hike!
Don’t be lazy 1”
I think F::
ly'-?%ngm-uy are ™
into the tent, you slacker "’
That question, reaching Bunter's fat
cakel
came ncross to Bob.
morning,” guggested “You'll
“Where is it1”
thump else should I do with & cake?
“QOh, all right! Stand round, you
brown soap over to the fat Owl of the
“You—you—you idiot ! What's this 1"

“Jt's soap I* Ealled Bunter.
“Didn't you know I meant a cake ot
soap '’ esked Bob innocently.
(Continued on page 16.)
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(Gn:mum from page 13.)

Billy Bunter glared at him. His in-
furisted glare might almost have
cracked his spectacles.

“'Ha, ha, ha I" roared the hikers. The
Billy Bunter's fat face was
LY, e S d Buate

"You—you—you—"" gasped Bunter.

“ Ha, ha, ha I

““Beast 1” roared Bunter.

And he hurled the cake of soap into
the prass and rolled back to the tent.
And the hikers, chuckling, followed him,
to turn in,

THE TENTH CHAPTEK.
A Knutty Party !

& NYTHING more, 8ir?” asked
Pawson.
“Nothin’. You can cut!”
said Gadsby.

The portly Pawson * cut."

_ As he went out cf the door his glance

lingered for a second on the gmup of
elegant, well-dressed fellows. But what
Pawson thought of Pon & Co. was not
expressed in his sleek face. The door
closed sofily behind him, and Pawson
vanished with his silent tread.

It was rather a late hour, Pawson
had been looking after the wants of the
schoolboy party at the Croft in a manner
that was very agreeable to them, bui
which would hardly have had his
master’s approval had General Gadsby
been at home. It herdly occurred to
Pon & Co. that the man must be a rogue
and a rascal to betray his master's trust
a3 he was doing. They found Pawson a
very accommodating fellow, and that
was all they thought about it.

There were cigareties and cigars on
the table—though the knutty Highcliffians
were rather careful mot to teuch the
cigars. They wanted to be knutty and
doggish; but they did not want internal
convulsions, There was champagne on
the sideboard, and it had already been
flowing. Ponsonby was shuffling cards
at the table, eager to got going,

‘There had been billiards after dinner,
with fivers on the game, and the
Bounder of Greyfriars, the richest
fellow there, had been rather expected
to disgorge fivers. Instead of which, he
had played with the skill almost of a
professional, and beaten the High-
cliffians one after another. Bmithy was
skilled in a iewd many things it would
have been better for him to know
nothing of,

The Bounder was under no delusion
as to why he was there. The Highcliffe
knuts did not like him—and he despised
them! He was there because he was
rich, to be rooked. Pon & Co. had more
money than was good for them, but they
spent it reckleasly, and were always in
need of more. Smithy was to supply
what they needed,

The blackguardly kink in the Bounder
made him like such society, and such
ocoupations, time to time—
especially in the holidays when masters
and prefects were far awsy. Hie
millionaire father's careless indulgence
was partly the cause. After a few days
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at Gadsby Croft, however, Smi was
tiring of it; and, as s matter of fact,
so were Pon & Co. It amused Bmithy's
sardonic nasture to play the young
rascals at their own game and beat them
at it; but Pon & Co. did not find it
amusing at all, Pon & Co. were not
*‘out” to lose money to a fellow they
regarded as a “dashed outsider”—but
that was what they had been doing.
And their thin veneer of politeness to
their Greyfriars guest was growing

hinner.

“Frightfolly useful man, that butler
of yours, Gaddy!" remarked Monson,
when the door had closed after Pawson.

* Absolutely 1" said Vasasour. |

“Yes, useful sort of beast,” said
Gadsby. “I owe him a lot of money.
Blessed if I know what I sghould de
without Pawson. A man can rely on
him not to tell the governor things.”

“1 suppose your pater would cut up
a bit rusty if he knew the kind of party
you were givin' here,” grinned Drury.

Pawson’s &

G&dsby Inug’ha{d. a
“Yes, just a few! dod
: he's ﬁeﬂn
he doesn’t

sport, though—I dare “K
young himself once, thoug
look it. He's never cheeky, either—as a
lot of servants would be in his place.”

“He jolly well made you let that
hiking gang stay !’ grunted Monson.

“Well, I gave in on that—he's fright-
fully particular to keep u&'hia standin’
in the servants’ hall. hat do tha
rotters matter, anyhow 1’ said Gadsby
carelessly. “I don't care whether they
stay or not.”

“I do!” growled Ponsonby,
Monson nodded a scowling assent.

“(Oh, rot! You've asked for all the
trouble you've got from them, Pon—get-
ting after them to bag something that
belongs to one of them,' said Gadsby.
“Leave 'em zlone and tfwy don't bita I"’

“I say, th.oui " remarked Monson,
“Smithy 'could help in that, if he liked.
If there’s mnythin’' in it—

“In what?” asked Vernon-Smith, who

and

was lighting a cigarette. He began to
be interested in the talk.
“Pon thinks that a Holiday Annual

that that ruffian Cherry has got with
him is worth fifty quids!" said Monson,

The Bounder stared.

“ What utter rot " he said.

“ Nothin' of the kind,” said Ponsonby.
“1 happen to know that a message was
put in that book—a secret message—
when it wasn’t in Cherry's hands. He’s
too fatheaded to spot it, but I know [
could. And it's a clue to the stuff the
smash-and-
Lazarus' sl o}fa
and there's fift
for finding it.”

“Sounds steep to me,” paid Vernon-
Smith.

ab raider got from old
at Courtfield last term,
y pounds' re_ward offered

“Well, it's a fact, all the samn.”
Ponsonby looked at the Bounder
narrowly. “Look here, S8mithy, you'ce

more or less friendly with those cads !
I've tried a dozen times to get that
book, and failed—and I don't want any
more scufflin’ with the brutes.”

“1 imagine not, after the way I found
vou when I got you away from them a
fow days ago!” grinned the Bounder. _

Pon’s eyes gleamed. He was not in
the least grateful for the service the
Bounder had rendered him, and he dis-
liked to be reminded of it. But he went
on smoothly.

_“You could manege it, Smithy, if you
liked! Of course, you’d have your
whack in the reward if we bagged it.
We can all do with tome spare cagh."
“What do you want me to do ?* asked
Smlél‘ly, with a very curjous look st the
dandy of Highcliffe.

. Wg’ll, vou could drop in on them
in—
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"“In a friendly way?” asked Smithy.

“That's it; and—""

“And keep my eye open for what you
want 1"

“ Exaotly I’ assented Ponsonby. s
_t“At,l,d jump at a chance of enoopin’
ft—

“You get me!” said Pon eagerly.
“They'd never be on their guard
against anythin' of ths kind; you could
manage it as easy as fallin' off a form.
Don’t you think so?”

“I know I could.”

“You'll do it?"

“No,” said the Bounder quietly, “I
won't do it."”

“And why not?” demanded FPon
warmly.

““Because I'm not a Highcliffe man, I
supi)ose." answered the Bounder, with
cool insult. *‘If I were, I might play
a rotten, sneaking, tr rous trick!
Not bein’ a High- liffe man, it doesn’t
ssem good enough.'

Silence followed that enswer. Pon’s
eyes burned at the Bounder, but he did
not speak. The other fellows exchan,
glances, and Monson shrugged his
shoulders. Gadsby coloured. The answer
was not precisely polite from a guest in
the house, though certainly it was pre-
cisely what Pon deserved. It was all
Ponsonby could do to restrain himself
from flinging the pack of cards in
Herbert Vernon Smith's face, But he
had not done with the Bounder yet.

“Look here, are we playin’ poker?!”
asked Drury, after a very awkward
pauss. “If we are, Iot's get goin"."”

*“Cut for deal,” eaid Ponsonby curtly.

The aix yuuﬁg rasoals gathered round
the table. utual offences were dis-
missed when the cards got going. The
Bounder, whose skill in card games was
no credit to him, was well aware that
he could play the heads off Pon & Co.
at gol-c_er. or any other game, He was
sardonically amused by idea of that
set of knuts setting out to rook him at a
game that he had at his finger-tips.

But the emile died off his face as the
game proceeded.

Instead of beating the Highcliffians, as
he calmly expected, he was not even
holding his own.

After a time a very unpleasant glitter
came into Vernon-Smith's eyes. In
nearly every round he had a good hand,
but not guite good enough to take the
pot. The Bounder was an observant
fellow—not to say a suspicious fellow—
and his suspicions were keenly awak-
ened now. It was getting clear to him
that Pon & Co., having failed to win his
}nml'lley by fair means, were resorting to

oul.

He noted that when Vavasour or
Gadsby dealt the cards he had his usual
luck—at least, as good as the others,
When Ponsonby or Maonson or Drury
dealt he had a good hand—good emou'gh
to inspire reckless betting, but not quite
good enough to beat the dealer.

Having noted that much, the Bounder.
was aware that the three were moting in
concert to rook him., Gadsby and
Vavasour were left out of that peculiar
game—Gaddy because he was too decent,
Vavasour because e was too stupid to
join in such proceedings.

Smithy gave no sign of his discovery.

If possible, it intensified the contempt
in which he already held the High-
cliffians; and added to his feeling of
being fed-up with the dingy crowd. But
he gave no sign. At that game, or at
any other, he could beat Pon &

Ponsonby’s deal came round again,
The Bounder, apparently occupied in
lighting & cigarette, watched him
covertly., But if Pon was assisting
Fortune by “ways that are dark,' his
manceuvres were very skilful, and no
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to be. detected. Five cards were dealt
to each player, and, though he had been
able to detect nothing, Smithy was per-
fectly well aware that Pon had dealt
himself a winning hand. And as the
deal finished Vernon-Smith gave a
sudden, dramatio start, pointed to the
window, and shouted :

“!I(L??k out! The hikers! Great gad!

“What " yelled Fonsonby.

The whole party leaped to their feet,
staring at the window. As their hacks
turned to him Vernon-8mith, with a
gwift, almost lightning-like movement,
picked up Pon’s hmgh of cards and
laced his own hand in its place; then
Ea stepped after the others, who were
stepping towards the french window
with amazed faces. .

Ponsonby threw the window wide
opon. There was no one on the dusky

balcany without.
“Nobody here |”* he snagpaﬁ. “What
the thump did you mean, m:th¥ 1

“Y fancied I saw Bob Cherry's face.”

“Billy aes !

“Fizz gettin’ into your head, old
bean,” grinned Gadsby.

« Absolutely !" said Vavasour.

“NMy mistake,” drawled Vernon-
Smith, and he lounged back to his seat
at the card-table. Pon & Co. followed
him, and the cards were taken up—
without the slightest suspicion on Pon's
part that the hand he had dealt himself
was now in the Bounder’s possession,
and that the hand he had dealt the
Bounder was now his own.

Smithy smiled grimly. If Pon was

laying fair it did not matter which
Emd of cards he had; if he was Jalay‘m
foul he was playing for his destine
victim to win. And the peculiar nature
of the Bounder found that very amusing.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Rooking a Rook !

ONSONBY gave a little start as
he glanced at his cards, and the
Bounder, noting it, smiled. Pon,
when he turned up the cards,

did not see what he had expected to see.
Ho had—or believed that he had—dealt
himself a royal flush, ace high—a hand
impossible to beat at poker.

on had been practising the gentle art
of dealing from the bottom of the pack,
and hitherto he had got mway with it
successfully. But this time it seemed
that he had made some error. For,
instend of the ace, king, queen, knave,
and ten of hearts, he beheld the king,
queen, knave, ten, and nine of spades—

alzo a royal flush, but only king high,
and precisely the-hand he had intended
to deal to the Bounder.

He could not help that little start—
which confirmed Smithy’s suspicions, if
they had needgd confirming. e hand
was_one on which most poker-players
would have betted ver{ high, gince thero
was only one that could beat it. It had
been planned to induce the Bounder to
E!u_nge. And somehow Pon had got it

imself |

Still, it was s very strong hand. It
did not oceur to Pon for a moment that,
having the hand intended for Smithy,
Smithy had got the hand intended for
himself. Such a thing could scarcely
have h?ippaned by chance; and as yet
Pon had no suspicion that the “face at
the window ’* had been a trick to draw
off his attention while the cool-headed
Bounder changed the cards.

And Smithy’s play did not look as if
he had much in the way of cards. He
did not “draw ” any to the band; but
he seemed dissatizfied with it, giving a

unt as he scanned it, and he put into
the pool the lowest stake allowed in the
game, When Gadshy “raised * him
the Bounder, when his turn came round
again, contented himself with keeping
level, and even then geemed to hesitate
whether to risk his ten-shilling note.
. The cool, unscru[puloua Bounder was,
in point of fact, playing a part to lead
Pon on—and Pon was led on! Satisfied

that Smithy had a weaker hand than ?

his own, Pon raised the stakes every
time, so that at every round the Bounder
had to put a higher sum in the pool.

Vavasour soon “passed,”’ the stakes
getting too high for him. Gadsby was
the next to rof» out—Pawson appar-
ently not having lent him enough money
to keep on to this tune. Monson and
Drury stayed in, these two young rascals
being hand-in-glove with. Pon to share
the plunder. ~ But one after another
they quitted, leaving the game between
Ponsonhy and Smithy.

Pon, with a vaunting look, dropped a
five-pound note into the pool. His look
was intended to provoke the Bounder
into playing up—and it seemed to have
that effect, for, after some hesitation,
Smithy followed his example. Pon
dropﬁed in another fiver. Then Vernon-
8mith, with calm deliberation, detached
a ten-pound note from several others in

STEP INAND WIN A WALLET
LIKE

R. Simmons, of Poppy Road,
Parkfield, Princes ﬁuboruugl:.
Bucks, who sent in the following

GREYFRIARS LIMERICK.

Baild Temple to Babllt{ and Fry ¢
*To fight Bob Cherry I'll try.””
EBut sad to rsiate,
To lose was his fate.
All he won was a bonny black eye 1

You think out the limerick, and
I'll supply the wallet.—Ed.

|

his notecase and tossed it carelessly on
the heap of money.

“Oh gad!” murmured Monson, look-
ing on; and Drury’s eyes snapped. Pon
drew a deep breath.

A sudden qualm smote him. Was it
possible, after all, that the Bounder had
a hand to beat a royal flush king high?
Had his hesitation, his dissatisfaction,
been a pretence to draw the dandy of
Highcliffe on? Was Pon Eomi to be
shorn, instead of being the shearer?
The mocking glimmer in Smithy's eyes
seemed to tell him so.

#1 ghall have to put in paper,” mut-
tered Pon; he was at the end of his
cash.

“Why not1"” said the Bounder indif-
ferently.

“Lend me your fountain-pen, Gaddy.”

Pon seribbled an I O U for ten pounds,
dropped it on the Bounder’s tenner, and,
having covered the stake, end so being
entitled to a show of cards, demanded
the same.

The Bounder flicked his hand care-
lessly up.

Pon stared at the five cards.

Ace, king, queen, knave, and ten of
hearts! A royal flush ace high, beat-
ing his own strong hand by a single
point | Btrangest of all—most discon-
certing of all—it was the very hand he
had “wangled * for himself |

He hardly breathed for some moments.

“How's that?"’ drawled the Bounder
carelessly.

17

Pon threw down his cards with a mut-
tered word.

“Oh great gad !” said Monson, staring.
at the cards and then at Ponsonby. The
game was not going according to
programme,

Carelesily the Bounder stretched out
h:adhpuqtto thl]! 1:|t:|}zi lllh had wonf it—
and in i nearya.'t—e'mone?o ]
Higheliffe knuts, as well ds Pon's I 0%".
uite unintentionally Pon had helped

im.
“Goin' on?” asked Smithy, with a
yawn,

Pon sat with a white face. He knew
that somehow he had been tricked,
where he intended to trick—though how,
he did not know, His feelings towards
the mocking Bounder were bitter end
savage. The fellow had turned the
tables on him in some mysterious way,
and was laughing in his sleeve. Pon
clenched his hands till the knuckles

showed white.
“_W'el]’,' that's what I call luck,
Sm;thy, said the unnux?lecting Gaddg,

“You've done us brown.

 Absolutely I said Vavasour.

“I'm often Iucky,” drawled the
Bounder. *“But Pon certainly dealt me
an uncommon!g good hand! Couldn's
have done me better if he'd wanted me
to scoop the pot.”

Pon’s eyes burned,

He rose unsteadily from the table,
His savage temper was getting out of
control now, as his face showed; and
Gadsby looked anxious. He moved to-
wards Pon, and touched him on the
arm.

“Easy does it, old bean,” he mur-
mured. “Don’t get ratty over the luck
of the cards! It's not done.”

“You fool I”

i he k)

“I'm fed-up with that Greyfriars cad,”
said Ponsonby thickly, “I've wanted to
tell him all the time what 1 think of
him. Now Fll show him.”

. here—'" protested Gaddy

Pon shoved him roughly aside. There
was a glass at his elbow, half-full of the
chamfmgne which the reckless young

He caught it

feebly,

rascal had been sipping.
suddenly by the stem, and dung the
contents fu{l at the Bounder's face.

Pon, in his rage, had thrown manners
and self-control to the winds.

But Smithy was watching him like &
cat, and he was not taken by surprise.
As Pon flung the wine, the Bounder
jerked Vavasour in front of him—and
the fluid dashed in Vavasour's face
instead of Smithy’s. :

“Yurrrggh |” spluttered the surprised
Vavasour. “‘Gurrgh! What the dooce
—what! Woooocogh 1"

“You rotter, Pon!” shouted Gadsby.

“Wurrrrggh| Grooogh!®  from
Vavasour.

The Bounder laughed loudly.

“Pon seems to have lost hie temper,”™
he remarked. “I'll take a stroll, while
you fellows calm him downl don’t
want to have to }Juah your pal's face
through the back of his head under your
roof, Gaddy.”

And the Bounder strolled through the
french windows to the balcony and went
down into the dusky gardens, laughing.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Prowlers of the Night!

HE cool night wind from the
Chilterns blew in the Bounder's
heated face as he strolled in the
dusk of the shrubberies in the

shade of rustling branches. He was
hatless, and in evening-clothes; but the
night was mild, and the fresh air was
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& pleasant change after the atmosphere
of the cud-rooms.' .
Bmithy had intended o© a short
stroll in the ?'lrdt'ml; but the beauty
and stillness of the night had & calming

effect onhim, and tempted him farther.
Stars glimmered from fleecy clouds in
a #ky of the darkest blue. He drew in
deep breaths of the fresh air; less and
less inclined every moment to return to
the atmosphere of cigarette-smoke and
the sight of glistening cards, fevered
faces and greedy eyes,

Half-unconsciously his footsteps led
him in the direction of the hikers’ camp.
He knew that all would be gleeping
there. The hikers had been sleeping
healthy sleep, while that feverish game
was going on in the card-room at
Gadsby Croft. Smithy was well aware
that, if he had shown as much sense as
the iz:kars, he would have been asleep,
too—he was far toc keen to be blind to
his own folly. From a distance he
caught sight of the hikers’ tent, glimmer-
:Pg Iamgiy in the starlight, and he

ropped into a slower walk.

His face was dissatisfied and thought-
ful. He bad walked off lzughing aiter
his scene in the card-room. But he had
been thinking since. Pon had been
tricking him—and he had tricked Pon
in return, and got the best of it, and it
had amused him highly. But with

cooler reflection came the feeling that

the whole thing was utterly rotten, and
that he could not leave the matter
where it waa, Easy enough to throw
Pon's pm_nei_back—he was inclined to
throw it in his face! He did not want
1t, anyhow—he had plenty of his own.
(4 Smithy gambled, it was not, like Pon
& Co., from greed, but merefy for the
excitement. Now, i the cool night air,
under the shining stars, he was wishing
that he had mever come there at all;
never had anything to do with the
Highcliffe knuts, making fools of them-
zelves while the eye of authority was not
on them.

That thought brought another to his
mind—Fawson! Smithy had been
gu:zled about Pawson! Why was the

utler giving Gaddy his_head in this
‘way, in his master’'s absence? Hia
master had left him in control, trusting
him; and this was how he was keeping
the trust. With no elders in the house,
it was up to Pawson to see that a certain
decorous limit was observed; and
Genera] Gadsby trusted him to that
extent, and placed authority in his
hands. Smithy wondered what Pawson’s
game was. e had no doubt that the
man was feathering his nest somchow.
Probably he made a good thing out of
Gaddy, in one way and ancther. But
there was more than that in it,

Smithy had a feeling that he was sick
of the whole crew. He reached the
hikers' ecamp; and had the chums of the
Bemove been still awake, he would hare
been glad to see them. Bob Cherry's
Loisterous high sFirits, ITurree Singin’s
smiling, dusky face, Nugent’s good-
naiure, even Billy Bunter's fat fatuous-
ness would have been a welcome change
after Pon & Co. But they were all fasg
asleep in the tent, and he did not think
of awakening them. Besides, as he re-
flected, he was on, or very nearly on,
fighting terms with these fellows. With
his usual arrogant recklessness he hed
*“rowed ” with them on Pon's account!
He sncered at himself as he thought of
that! Pon was hardly worth it!

He sat down on a log. He grinped at
the sound of Billy Bunter's snore
rumbling from the tent.

Sitting in the shadow of the tent,
thinking, he started suddenly as a chime
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camo from somewhers in the distance.
It was midnightl

From the direction of the lane thers
came a faint creak of a gate that
opened. He started again,

A ghort, squat figure appeared in the
starlight et a distance, It was crossing
the paddock from the lone.

Smithy stared at it.

For a moment or two he sucsipected thab
it was some tramp who had epied out
the hikers’ camp, and was prowling
round to pilfer, But the squat figure
passed at a distance, wit%out even
glancing towards the camp.

It disappeared under the beech-troes
at the end of the paddock,

“What the thump——" murmured the
Bounder, rising from the log and staring
after the vanished figure,

The man was spparently heading for
the distant mansion; where, at that
hour, only Pon & Co. were up and
awake, It was not some servant coming
in late by way of the paddeck and the
grounds. Smithy had had only a
glimpse of him in the starlight, but he
had made out a stealthy, shabby figure—
obviously not that of a man-servant, If
that stealthy figure at midnight was on
a pilfering errand, the hikers’ camp
wa3 not the object—but the mansion of
General Gadshy.

The Bounder staod some moments in
thought,

He was fed-up with Pon & Co.—sick
of the place; and he had been thinking
of making up his quarrel with the
Famous Five, sending his car home and
joining the hikers f%r the rest of the
vacation—if they made him welcome.
He had no doubt that they would; they
were not the fellows to keep up grudges.

Still, sick as he was of (adsby Croft,
he was a guest there; and if a thief in
the night was sneaking into the place,
it was up to him to intervene.

He realized that, and after a few
moments he moved away from the tent
and followed the way the squat figurs
had gone, buttoning his dinner-jacket
to hide the gleaming white shirtfront
that caught the gleam of the stara.
the man was & midnight thief, he would
be wary; and 8mithy did not want the
adxenture to end with & knock on the
head for himself.

Taking care that his footsteps made no
sound on the grass, he reached the
beech-trees at the end of the paddock.
Beyond the trees he expected to catch
sight of the figure again in the star-
light.

But as he came up to the beeches, a
murmur of voices eaught his ears, and
he stopped. The man had stopped under
the trees—where he had met another
man—that was clear.

Two voices were epeaking, in low
tones, alternately. One of them was
husky; the other silky, and the latter,
though he could not distinguish the
words, gcemed vaguely familiar to
Emithy's ears.

Quietlfr the Bounder steppad into the
black shadew of the trees and ap-
proached the spot where the speakers
stood,

He ctopped again, only a few yards
from two dim figures that stood in
shadows—one squat, the other portly.
Dim as it was, that portly figure
scemnd familiar to his eves,

“Them hikers 1t was the husky
YOiTo.

“'Thio hikers are there because they
vill come in useful, Bates!” came the
silky voice; and the Bounder barely
repressed 8 jump as he realised that it
was Pawson, the butler of Gadsby Croft,
who was speaking.

“I don't sca it,”" muttered the husky
voize. “They saw me when they cams
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up this afternoon. You came out here
to meet me because it was farthest from
the house, and then them hikers—"

“They are not likely even to remem-
ber your existence,” answered Pawson.
“I suppose ‘fuu know why I called ﬁou
‘Watson, snd spoke about delivering hay
at the stables in their hearing?”

“Yes, I know; but they saw me,”
mumbled the pquat man. = “Safer fo
have ordered them off; they'd be far
enough away by this time. And you let
them camp on this very spot—"

“Do Hou think I had no reason?”

“Well, I don't ses the reason!”
grunted Bates aulki{g. “We don’t want
witnesses about, with what's going on.”

“Those hikera came along just in time
to make themselves wuseful!” said
Pawzon calmly. “And very fortunately
for Master Reginald’s guests!” He
laughed in a soft, feline way that made
S8mithy shiver as he heard.

“'Ow do you mean, then?"

“You are a fool, Bates| When &
robbery is committed, & thief has to be
found. With a gang of hikers camped
within a stone’s throw of the house, the
police will not have far to look.”
t_{:}?rbert Vernon-8mith stood
ELL

very

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
An Unmitigated Rascal !

HERE was a brief silence in the

I shadow under the beeches, It

was broken by a husky chuckle
from the equat man.

“My eye, you ara a deep one, Mr,
Pawson! I'll gay that[”

“1 think,” said Pawson smoothly,
“that I know my way about, Batesl|
As soon as the robbery is discovered it
will be my duty, as butler, to call in the
police ang give them every possible
assigtance.”

“My eye ! murmured Bates, *I’ope
you won't take it so far as to mention
my name.” He chuckled again.

g‘nwson laughed softly, but his cat-

1i like merriment lasted only a moment.

His silky voice went on:

“I've had my evye on this coun
some time, Bates. It could only
brought off in the general’s absence.
Even then it is necessary to be ver
careful. I cannot afford to be suspected,
and I have no desire to lose my place
here. The generai is an old fool, and
his son a precions young blackguard,
and between the two I make a fairly
good thing out of it.”

“1 faney you do!” murmured Bates,

“The general's elder son was here
until a few days ago. While he was
here nothing could be done, I'm taking
no risks. I was very glad to learn that
Master Reginald was asking some school
friends here, being well aware of the
kind of fellows they were.”

“¥ou never meant—""
gasped,

“E did,” answered Pawson coolly.
“ As I said, after a robbery a thief must
be found to satisfy the police—a very
zealous dnd dutiiuljilody of men, Master
Reginald has, of course, shown his
friends the Agra goblet, which his father
brought back from India long ago. I
have the keys, and have opened the
cabinet in which it is kept to show it to
them, When the goblet is missing to-
morrow morning, Bates, the cabinet will
not have been opened with a key. It
will have been broken open clumsily,
and evidently by an smateur hand,
There will be nothing to indicate that a
man with a key had anything to do with
it 1]

tor

Bates almost

-y get you !” murmured Bates,
*The goblet, I believe, cost the
general a tidy sum when he got it in
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* Beast ! *” snorted Bunter,

the Remove hurled the boot at Bob Cherry. Crash !

India long ago,” said Pawson. “It is
very old, and very valuable as 4 curio.
I fear that it will lose such velue when
it is disposed of. What ia worth three
thousand pounds to & collector will not
bring in more than a third of that sum,
broken up for the metal and the stones.
But a thousand pounds is a useful sum,
Bates.”

“1 believe you!” said the squat man.

“At the present price of gold the
metal alone is worth some hundreds,’”’
went on Pawson, “ and I have, of course
examined it a good- many times, an
satisfied myself that the rubies with
which it is decorated are genuine, and
can be sold singly at a good price. I
have a friend in the pawnbroking line
who will see to that, when you have
taken the goblet to a certain address in
London.”

“ Easy " said Bates.

“Easy; but not so essy to cover one's
tracks,” said Pawsen. “I have con-
sidered that matter very carefully. All
Master ‘Reginald’s friends are gambling

oung blackguards, and gamblers are
{requenti in debt, and often rather
reckless in their methods of getting out
of it. What more likely than that one
of them should steal the goblet, being
Ercsaed for money, especially if a matoh-

ox belonging to him happened to ba
left on the agot?"

“My eye!

“I thought first of Master Vernon-
Bmith, one of the young scoundrels
here,” went on Pawson, and the hidden
Bounder; in the darkness, smiled a very
grim smile. “He iz a millionaire’s son,
and the others have him here to relieve
him_of the trouble of looking after hia
wealth."

“A mug?

*Very giar

snid Bates.
indeed from that,” eaid

‘“ You ean have the bnot.“ i
the white shirtfront of Herbert Vernon-Smith, and there was a bump and a gasp.

blow you [

Pawson. *Instead of losing his money
he has scored all along the FIinta—a. very
deep young rascal. The others loathe
him, and I expect some rowdy disturb-
ance every day. Certainly they would
not be unwilling to believe him guilty if
the robbery hapgened to be laid to his
door. Some of them would rejoice in if.
But——*

“No go?" asked Bates.

“As you say, N.G.,” said Pawson. "1
am rather afraid of that young fellow.
He is nltogether too keen to play tricks
on. But that is not all. There must be
s motive, and this boy, Vernon-Smith
has plenty of money; he is not presseé
for 1t like the others. 8o, after due
consideration, I washed out Master
Vernon-8mith, and decided on Master
Ponsonby.”

The Bounder grinned in the darkness.

“Master Ponsonby,” went on Pawson,
with a venomous note in his silky voice,
“is as thorough-going a youngﬁb!ack-
Euard as any 1 have ever seen. ow he

as escaped being expelled from his
school, and even scnt to chokey, I can-
not make out; he must be very wary.
He is reckless, unscrupulous, ruthless,
and utterly insolent. He takes a pleasure
in displaying his insolence to persons
Eﬁfl’: are not 1o a position to answer him

“You don’t like that young covey!”
chuckled Bates.

“]1 do not,” said Pawson, “"and I
should be glad to repay his insolence, in
a perfectly safe manner, of course. This
morning, Bates, it was settled that
Master i’unlonby was to be the man.
He is excellent for the purpose—an utter
young rascal, a gambler, in debt and in
peed of moneg as I have easily ascer-
tained, copable of almost anything.
And [ ha already secured a silver

With all the lorce ot his fat arm, the Owl of
Yoooop 1’* The fiying missile, however, found a billet on

matchbox, with his initials on it, to
leave by the broken cabinet.”

“But——" said Bates,

“But,” said Pawson, *satisfactory as
the scheme was, so far as the cireum-
stances allowed, I was glad to change it
for a better. As soon as the hikers ap-
peared I washed out Master Ponsonby."”

“ 8troke of luck for him !I"" murmured
Bates.

“Not for his sake, you understand—
entirely for my own,” said Pawson. “In
this matter safety first is the game.”

“You bet!" agreed Bates,

“That is why the hikers are camped
in the paddock. Do you begin to see
now 1" asked Pawson.

“] think so ! chuckled Bates,

“I had the whole thing cut and dried,
;)mi aho];x]d hawil. chiiﬁce it, wgithl Master

onsonby to play the prinecipal part,’”
said Pawson calmly. BII.‘vm*. there was
one weakness—a robbery under his
friends’ roof is, in point of fact, outside
even Master Ponsonby’s limit, though
he is not a particular young gentleman.
That could not be helped till the hikers
so kindly turned up to make all abso-
lutely safe for me. Mastor Ponsonby,
therefore, disappears from the picture,
and_the hikers take his place,”

“1 get you!” said Bates.

“It is not uncommon,” said Pawson,
“for articles to be missing where hikers

have . Thera arse, course,
hikers and hikers. But any hiker will
answer my l!l)urpose. at more
plausible than that, camped in the place,
they prowled round Imkii for some-
thing to pilfer? The police have had to

deal with many such cases. By a stroke
of unexpceted good fortune it happens
that Master Reginald and his guests
have met these hikers, and quarrclled
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with them, so when the accusation ‘s
made the whole party will jump st it
like a dog at & bone, and back it up.”

“Real Iuck !” said Bates, .

“Indeed, I fully expect the suggestion
that they have done it to be made by
Master Ponsonby,” said Pawson. “1It is
the thought that would occur at once to
him. Anyhow, muddy footmarks will
be found by the window of the general’s
study, which will be forced; tracks will
be picked up, leading towards the
hikers’ camp. You will see to that,
Bates,"”

“Leave it to me.” -

“The Agra goblet,” said Pawson,
“will not ge found; but some articles
of smaller value will be found, concealed
in the hikers' baggage.

“It's a bit thick I’ muttered Bates.

“I am not here to listen to you tall-
i.ng like a fool, Bates.” .

All right, sir, I'm on. Leave it at
that.”

“These hikers,” said Pawson, “leave
very early in the morning. A couple of
Indian gold mohurs, taken from the
same cabinet, will be found in their
baggage when they are .followed and
searched.” .

Bates grunted. Dishonest rascal as
ha was, seemed to find. somethin
repugnant in_the cold, cool, calm vil-
lainy of the dastardly wretch who was
speaking so deliberately. But he maid

nothing. .

“I've told you the whole thing now,”
said Pawson. “Do you see any weak-
neas in it?”

“QOnly it's too
Bates.

“Talk sense !" i

“Well, you fOt it cut end dried,”
said Bates. “I can’t sce that there's
any hole in it anywhere.”

“So it seems to me; but two heads
aro better than one,” said Pawson.
“1f you can lay your finger on any
weak spot, point it out.”

“Safe as houses,” said Bates. “There
ain't nothing in it to hurt you, Mr.
Pawson, if your conscience don't.”

Pawson laughed.

“I fear, my good Bates, that 1 am
‘in too deep to worry about that,” he
said. “I have lost heavily on all the
horses I have backed through the sum-
mer, and I am nearly at the end of my
tether. There is a deficit in my
accounts, Bates, which will cause me
very serious trouble, if it is not made
up before the general returns. It's
neck or nothing with me now. And it
has always been my habit to consider
myself first.”

“I believe you," 5runted Bates.
“Well, now you've made it clear, Mr.
Pawson, it’s ’igh time we got on with
it. It’s past midnight.”

“It is not time yet, Bates.  Those
young rascals are not gone to bed yet.
They keep it up very late. The House
must be sleeping before the Agra goblet
disappeared from the cabinet in the
general's study.”

thick,” muttered

I got to wait, then?”

“An hour, &t least,” said Pawson.
“\Wait here, and, as soon as it is safe,
I will rejoin you, and guide you to the
study window. I must ses my younﬁ
master and his honoured guests to be
first.” There was an indescribable tone
of mockery in the sleek voice. *“Wait !”

The purtlﬁl.ﬁgura disappeared in the
shadows, ates, lcanmi on & ftree,
waited, Bmithy heard his muttering
voice after Pawson had gone.

“The ’ound! T've 'arf a mind to
Ehucqlﬁ it and let him down! The rotten

og !
ﬁut the man remained leaning on the
tree, waiting. And the %ounder
silently backed out of the beeches.
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Tip In Time!

6 ALLO, hallo, hallo!”

H “Who the thum "
“Is it Pon? Collar him!”
8ix hikers started out of

blankets and slumber. One,
Bunter, snored on regardless,

It was dark in the tent—very dark.
All the hikers had been fast asleep;
but fast asleep as they were they were
not to be caught napping, if a visitor
attempted a stealthy entrance. The
euggestion that Gaddy had given leave
far the nikers to remain, in order that
Pon might make a surreptitious at-
tempt on the Holiday Annual, lingered
in their minds. And though the tent
flap had been left usen for air, Bob
Cherry had tied a cord ecross the open-
ing, a few inches from the ground. It
was quite invisible in the dark, and,
any fellow stepping in atealthily, was
fairly certain to catch his foot in it and
stumble,

And so a fellow did; ocatching his
foot, stumbling, sprawling, and landing
with a breat gasp on the hikers.

“Ow!” he spluttered, as he landed.
“Ooogh! Gadl Owl”

B8ix hikers roge as one man. Bix
pairs of hands groped for the intruder,
and fastened on him all over.

“Got him {” gasped Bob,

“Bagged him !” panted Johnny Bull.

“The bagfuluess 1s terrific | chuckled
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “I have
hold of his esteemed and ridiculous
ears.”

“8it on him !”

“Pin the rotter!™

“Get a light, somebody "

“Ow! Groogh! (Oogh!” came in
gasii:g sccents from under the hikers:

“Leggo! Hang Iyou! You fools and
rotters, let me Igo.”

“That's not Pon's toot,” said Harry
Wharton, as he groped for hia electric
torch. "Keep him safe, though.”

“What-ho I

“More like Smithy's voice—"

“You dummies!” hissed the voice in
the dark. “You dolts——"

“That's Smithy1” chuckled Bob. “I
know his toot, and his choice lan-
guage. Sguat on him!*

Wharton found the torch and turned
it on. Light glimmered on the
Bounder’s furious face as he lay gasp-
ing and struggling in the grasp of
many hands. .Ee glared up savagely at
the captain of the Greyfriars Remove.

“You fool I he snarled.

“Thanks!” said Wharton dryly.
“Better a fool than a rotter, Vernon-
8mith, What are you doing here at
this time of night, sneaking in like a
thief 1

“Not much need to nsk that,” snorted
Johnny Bull. “Pon’s put him up to
this, He's alter that b{)essed Holiday
Annual I

“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Bob.
that it ?"

Harry Wharton shook his head. It
certainly seemed the most plausible ex-
planation, but he could not believe it

“That’s not it, you fellows,” he said.
“8mithy’s not the man for that.”

“Then what does he went here?”
snapped Johnny Bull. “He was oree
ing m like & cat in the dark, and he
would never have woke wus, if Bob
hadn't fixed up the cord ready for this
very thmg."

“¥Fool I” said the Bounder scornfully,

“You can call me any names you
like, so_long &s you're held,” said
Johnny Bull stolidly. “I'll ask you to
say it over again when you're loose.”

“Will you rotters let me go?!” hissed
the Bounder.

“Is
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coolly. " Before
explain why you

“No,” said Har
you're let go, you'll e
Wwera creepmg in here like a cat.”

“Fool | r rather, I’'m the fooll”

Bounder, with savage bitter-

ness. “I might have left you to take
our gruel, and I was a fool not to.
gad, if you_don't take your paws

off me at onoe; I will leave you to it!”

Wharton looked at him curiously.
Then he took a box of matches to light
the lantern hung on the tent pole.

“Btop that!” snapped the Bounder.

" Eh-w [ &

“The light might bs seen.”

“And what would that matter?”

“Oh, do a8 you like!” sneered the
Boundel_-. “Don’t mind me! I came
as & friond—and you've never needed
one more—and you've treated me as an
enemy. I chuck it from now on.”

Harry Wharton t‘l:.lﬁﬂ] ut down the
match-box, He shut off the electrio
torch. Only a glimmer of starlight

came now through the opening of the
tent. Bunter snored on.

“Let him go!” said Harry.

B"nLool: here—" sgnorted Johnny
ull.

“Let him go! He says he came as
a friend!”

“You believe him?” growled Johnny
Bull. “Last time he dropped in on us
at night he cut the tent down over our
heads, and helped that cad Ponsonby to
get away. And you believe him?”

“Yes, I believe him,” said Harry.
“Let him go, you men.”

The Bounder was released, and he
staggered to his feet, gasping. His
eyes were gleaming.

“Look here, Smithy,” said Wharton,
in the same quiet tone, “if you cams
s B friend, we're sorry we handled
you—but we were half-expecting Pon,
and you've taken his side sgainst ns—
so if you're a sensible chap, you can't
blame us. And I can’'t make out wh;
you crept in like a cat, instead of call-
mg out to let us know you were
coming.”

The Bounder breathed hard and
deep. His temper was violent, and he
was always quick to take offence. But
he onlmed down. In the circumstances,
it was ecarcely possible for the hikers
to have received him other than as they
had done, and he realised it.

“Give it a name, my esteemed
Smithy,” murmured the Nabob of
Bhanipur. “If this is an absurd
friendly visit, the regretfulness is ter.
rific that I yankfully grabbed your
ridiculous ears.”

The Bounder grinned.

“All gerene!” he said. “But don't

ell! The man’s only as far off as the

eeches at the end of the field.”

“What man{” asked all the hikers.

“The man who's coming here to plant
two or three things in your baggage,
so that you can be acoused of the rob-
bery that’s going to take place to-might
at Gaddy's house,” answered the
Bounder.

The hikers blinked at him in the
dusk. They did not speak. Bmithy's
amazing answer seemed to have talen
their breath away.

“That's why I was coming in
quietly,” said ithy, “Lot of good
as it turns out—when you had =& cor
ready to trip a fellow up. Look here!
I've no time to give you the whole
yarn—and you can dashed well believe
me or not as you like!”,

It wants some believing !” romarked
Johnny Bull dryly. |

Herbert Vernon-8mith set his lips.

“That does it!" he said. “I'll cut—
and you can believe that I came here
to pull your leg if you choose. And if
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you put up a paw to hold me I'll tackle
the whole crew of you!l”

““Hold on, 8mithy! Johnny, old man,
chuck it !? exclaimed Wharton hastily.
“Smithy’s not the man to talk out of
his hat! He's found something out—
goodness knows what—"

“No offence, old man,
serious | said Johnny amicably.
you'll own up that it sounds a iit
as & reasonable chap, Smithy.”

“Very likely.” The Bounder calmed
again, “Take it as you like, then!
There’s ¥0in' to be a rogbery yonder to-
night—I've just heard them plannin’
it—and some things are to be landed on
you fellows to make Qut that the stuff

came this way—"

“Good heavens !” breathed Wharton.

“Home gold coine—Indian coins—will
be planted in your things if the man
can manafe it without giving an alarm.
He would hardly try to get into the
tent—might grope unger the canvas and
feel for a rucsack or a bag—anyhow,
that’s the game. He will have them on
him when he comes, and some sort of
a valuable Hindoo pot that he’s making
off with—the Agra goblet, Pawson
called it—=

“ Pawson |

“The jolly old butler's in the game.”

“8o that’s why!” snid Lord Maule-
verer very quietly.

““Good heavens!” repeated Wharton.
“Can any man be such a villain "

“I fancy that man Pawson’s been
through some things before he bam-
boozled a fathended old military man
into takin' him on as a butler,” sneered

if you're
“But
steep,

Smithy. “From what he said he waa
tryin’ round for a scapegoat—he thought
of me first, and then Pon—and then
ou fellows blew in and he decided to
et you have the benefit of it.2

b nddyl:s butler |* breathed Bob.
“Mauly knew he had a game on, and
we never thought——"

“Keep awake and nab the man when
he comes,” said Smithy. “Get him,
and you'll get all he’s going to take
from the house—Hindoo pot and all—
and he will be landed with the goods
on him. Mind, if you let him get away
Pawson will try hard to land this on
you without the evidence he's planned
to leave here. You'd better get him.”

“We'll get him all right," said Bob.
“Leave that to us| Smithy, old chap,
ﬂou’re a real whjte man, and I wish we

adn’t collared you. But when you
tumble head first on a fellow in the
middle of the night—"'

“That’s sll right | Chew on what I've
told youl! I've got to cutl See you
later 12

The Bounder left the tent with that.
He left the Greyfriars hikers throbbing
with excitement., There was no more
'loe% for the hikers that night. Strange
as the Bounder’s story was, they knew
that it was true—he was not the fellow
to make mistakes. And it bore out
Mauly's distrust of the sleek, smooth
Pawson thouﬁh Mauly certamly had
never c'lreame_ of anything like this
miserable villainy. In low, whispering
tones the hikers laid their plans, ready
for the prowler when he came. Uninter-
rupted, sound asleep all the time, Billy
Bunter snored on.
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THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Something Like A Shindy !

ONSONBY took the cigarette from
P his mouth and fixed his eyes on
Herbert Vernon-Smith as the
latter came sauntering in at the

french windows.

Gadsby and Drury and Monson and
Vavasour were playing bridge, Pon
locking on sulkily and smoking. He
gave the Bounder a deadly look. If
Smithy was fed-up with Pon & Co.
there was no douEt that Pon & Co.
were equally fed-up with Smithy. He
had not served the purpose for which
he had been nsked to the Croft—quite
the reverse. He, hardly concealed his
scorn for the bad company he found
himself in. Pon had told Gaddy that
if Smithy did not go he—Pon—would
go; and Gaddy shrugged his shoulders
and left it to him. So the Bounder,
after his visit to the hikers’ camp,
walked back to a row—which was nob
entirely unexpected on his side.

He lounged in, Pawson was in the
room, hovering about, doubtless as a
hint to the festive young gentlemen
that it was time to retire at nearly one
in the morning, Pawson had his own
reasons for wanting them to retire for
the night, Bmithy gave the butler a
covert, but very keen and curious glance.
It seemed nlmost impossible to believe
that that sleek, soft-footed, deferential
man was the same he had heard un-
folding a scheme of utter villainy under
the dark beeches. Smithy wondered
sardonically what Pon & Co. would have

(Continued on néxt page.)
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thought had they known what he knew.

Not that he ha anf intention of tell-
ing them—yetl They would have
laughed such a story to scorn. There

was no proof—nothing but a talk over-
heard in the dark, The Bounder’s plans
for ‘that night were laid, as well es
Pawson’s, and he fancied that he was
going to win, i

Pawson took no heed of him. He

hovered near Master Reginald, moving
an ashtray and coughing deferentially.
Gadsby yewned. He was sleepy, as the
others were. He looked round rather
uneasily as the Bounder entered. He
did not want a row under his father's
roof. But he was too much under Pon’s
influence to have much of a will of his
own.
“Hare's that Greyfriars cad egain!”
ssid Ponsonby, very distinctly. Pon’s
manners, when he was vicious-tempered,
were really shocking. And his temper
now was utterly vicious. He wanted o
quarrel, and he was determined to have
one, And Smithy was not the fellow
to be asked twice.

“8till worryin’ over it, ald bean?” he
asked lightly. “What the thump did
you expect? Did you fancy I was an
innocent gull to be cheated at cards
with my eyes open ™

Ponsonby leaped to his feet.

“What's that?” he panted. _

Monson and Drury, forgetting bndgﬁa,
exchanged a startled glance. 'The
Bounder, apparently, knew more than
they had supposed. (adsby and Vava-
gour, who were not in the secret, stared.

“What the dickens do you mean,

Bmithy 7" exclaimed Gadsby hotly.
“Are you accusin’ anybody here of
cheatin’ 1’

“Quite! Ponl” gaid the Bounder

coolly. “ Monson and Drury had a hand
in it. They left you out, Gaddy—rather
a compliment to you!” .

“You dare accuse me—" said Pon-
sonby thickly.

The Bounder laughed
ously.

g 't you remember the face at the
window ! he ssked mockingly. *That
ans a dodge to make you turn your
back while I snaffled the winnin' hand
you dealt yourself, and left you the one
you'd dealt me to lose.”

Ponsonby's face was white. He under-
stood now what had puzzled and mysti-
fied him.

Gadsby stared from one to the other.

“Poni You couldn’t—you wouldn’t—
under my father’s roof,” stammered
Gadshy.

“It's & lie!" panted Ponsonby.

“It's true, and I faucyl" Gaddy knows
it as well as I do! Look at his face!1”
said the Bounder. “I've been doin’
some arithmetic while I've been walkin’
in the jolly old starlight, and worked
out exactly how much I've won from you
men. And here it is!”

Vernon-Smith drew a handful of
money from the pocket of his dinner-
jacket—silver and currency notes, and
bank notes. It was a large sum. He
erumpled it in his hand and flung it
full into Ponsonby's face.

“Better shot than fyol.ﬂ'u. Pon,” he
said, as the dandy of Highcliffe stag-
gered back, with a gasping cry.

All fhe Highclifians were on their
feet now. Pawson stood aghast. Pon
recovered himself, and with a howl of
rage, hurled himself headlong at Ver-
pon-Smith.

contempfu-

The Bounder met him coolly, grimly. 1

with left and right.

Pon’s first fierce blow recached the
Bounder, marking his face. Then
Bmithy’s knuckles came home, right and

Tae Maewgr Lmaary.—No, 1,339,

left, and the dandy of Highcliffe went
spinning.

He crashed into the bridge-table, and
table, cards, and money; cigarettes and
ashtrays, went whirling on the floer.
Ponsonby dropped among the wreckage.

*“You rotten ruffian |” roared Monson,
and he leaped at the Bounder, with
Drury at his heels. Gadsby stood rooted
to the foor, Vavasour staring in vacant
astonishment.

fhe Bounder laughed. His reckless,
lawless nature enjoyed a shindy. The
Higheliffians had started it, but he was
only too willing to go on with it, DMon-
son and Drury came at him together,
and ho handled them with masterly
hands. They backed away from his
vigorous onslaught.

Back up, Ggsdd}' 1”7 wyelled Monson,
as he staggered under a drive that made
his nose spurt red, for the second time.

' Stop it 1” panted Gaddy. “There's a
limit—chuck it, I tell you! I won't
have it| Pawson, stop them "

“ Gentlemen—gentlemen !"” cried Paw-
800.

Monson went down with a erash. The
next moment Drury fell across him,
under a drive that almost lifted him off
his feet.

“Any more 1” drawled the Bounder.

“You dashed hooligan!” stuttered
Cadsby. “I'm sorry I asked you here—
get out! Get out of my houso first
thing in the mornin'! If it wasn’t the
middle of the night, by Jove, I'd kick
you out mow, Vernon-Smith.” -

“I ghan't impose on your pressin
hospitality many hours longer, Gaddy !”
said the Bounder, laughing, *Good-
night all, and merry dreams!”

e went to the door, and walked
coolly out of the room. Ponsonby stag-
gered to his feet, Monson and Drury
sat up, panting.

“Kick him out!” hissed Ponsonby.
“Middle of the mnight or not, kick him

out! If you're afraid of him, call the
servants,”

“There’s been  enough  dashed
rowin' |” said Gadsb{;_sour y. “It was
your idea to ask him here, Pon—I
never wanted him! Leave him alone !”

“(entlemen—" murmured Pawson.

“Hold your tongue t” rapped Pon-
sonby savagely. “Look here, Gaddy

“Oh, dont be & fool!” enapped
Gaddy. “Do you want a battle royal
in the middle of the night? The
fellow's goin’ in the mornin’, There's
been more than enough of this, I can
tell youl”

“Yes, better chuck it!” said Monson.
“ rather wonder he hasn’t called his
chauffeur and his car, and gone. I'd
have expected him to. But if he
chooses to stick where he's not wanted,
let him rip—till mornin’ [*

And Pon, on second thoughts, gave
a sulky assent. He wad rather surprised
himself that the Bounder of Greyfriars
had not walked out of the house on the
spot. But Herbert Vernon-Smith had
his own reasons for that, He had gone
to his room, but not to bed.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Trapped !
NORE!
That waa the only sound that

broke the silenco of the shadowy
paddock, where tho hikers' camp

ay.
Billy Bunter's snore rumbled from
the tent, continuous, uninterrupted.
The fat junior's wild adventures that
day had tired him—and Bunter was
always good at slecping, anyhow. He

had not opened his eyes since turning.

THE MAGNET

in, and now he was still _fuing strong,
and, for once, the chums of the Remove
were glad to hear that unmelodious
snore rumble on. For it gave an im-
pression of slumber to anyone upsmnch—
ing the tent in the paddock, and made
it i?ess likely that the man they expected
would take the alarm.

And they were very keen to “get”
that man when he came, They had bad
plenty of time to get ready for him—
and they were ready. Mauleverer end
Frank Nugent were inside the tent, Bob
Cherry lay under cover of a shadowy
bush a few yards off, Johnny Bull was
behind a tree near at hand, Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh lay in a hollow of
the grass, and Harry Wharton was in
the blackness under the beeches at the
end of the paddock—the way the rascal
was fairly certain to come, if he came
at all, as that was the direction from
the house,

. With all those precautions taken, and
six kecn fellows sharply on the watch,
it was not likely that the squat man
would escape. And they waited
patiently, and watched like cats. And
without cessation the snore of Bunter in
the tent rumbled on, audible at quite a
distance.

It was Wharton, in the beeches, who
had the first hint of the rogue’s coming.
It was half-past ono in the morning
when he heard a rustling sound in the
trees. He saw nothing, but he knew
that so e had passed him in the
darkness, going towards the paddock.

With his heart beating fast, he looked
out of the trees, and glimpsed a slink-
131%{ stealthy, squat figure in the star-
light. He knew it as that of the man
with a cast in lis eye, who had been
with Pawson when thie hikers first
arrived. The slinking figure moved on
towards the camﬁ, and Wharton, watoh-
ing, saw it darkly and dimly against
the tent.

Ho smiled grimly. The man was at
the tent—doubtless reassured by the
:nonlng from within—and fairly in the
rap

Bates stood for some moments, listen-
ing, by the canvas, Ho heard no move-
ment in the tent—nothing but Bunter's
snorc. Stooping at last, he groped
under the canvas, feeling with cautious
fingers for something within—a bag, a
rucsack, anything in which the gold
reohurs from the general’s cabinet could
be concealed, to be carried off uncon-
sciously by the hikers when they broke
camp. .

And as he stooped, groping, Hurree
8ingh rose silently, and, with a sprin
like that of the tiger of his native land,
leaped on his back.

One gasping, gurgling cry escaped
Bates, as he was crushed to the grass
under the weight of the Indian junior.

“Back upfully, my esteemed chums!”
yelled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

But he did not need to call. Bob
Cherry was on the spot in two bounds,
end grasping the man who wriggled
under the dusky nabob. Johnny Bull
was a second later. Mauly and Nugent
came bolting out of the tent, and Harry
Wharton running from the beeches.

Bates, struggling wildly, grasped on
all sides, had not ﬁw remotest chance of
getting loose.

He had been fairly trapped, and
caught like a rat—a human rat, as he
was |

His arms and legs were grasped and
held; and an arm round his neck half
throttled him. Wriggling and gurgling,
he stared in_terror at the mhoo!bofs—
whom he had supposed to be fast aslecp
in their blankets, and who were only
too plainly very wide awake!

“‘E’e’ve got the cur!" eaid Johnny
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i :
* I've worked out exactly how much I have won from you men,” said Vernon-Smith.
of Greyiriars drew & handful of money from his poeket’

Pon | said Smithy, as the dandy of

Bull “Got that oord, Franky! Tie it
round his fins |”

‘“Here you are!?

“0Oh, my eyel? gasped Batex. “Oh
erimes ! is is a fair cop|”

“Just & few 1” grinned Bob Cherry.

“The fewfulness is terrifio, my
esteemed sneak-thief 1"

“Go easy, gents |” pleaded Bates. “I
own up I was looking for something to
pioch in the feni; but I ain’t got
nothing, and—="

“You own up fo that, do you, you
mjserable rotter1? gaid Harry Wharton
contem sly. ““Well, we happen to
know better. You weren’t trymng to
pinch from the tent, you cur, but to
plent stolen goods there.”

Bates gave a convulsive $tart. It had
not oegurred to him that the hikers
kpew his game. How they knew was a
mystery to bim. 5 :

‘You crawling reptile,” said Johnny
Bull, “we know &ll about it! You've
got the stolen goods on you, you raseal,
and you're going to be handed over to
the police with them in your pockets |”

o _.I .in't ax . .

“Oh, shut up!”? eaid Wharton,
disguet. “No good telling lies when
we_know you've got General Gadsby's
Indian goblet in your pocket, as well
as some coins you were going to plant
in our bags.X

“Crimes !” gasped Bates. “How do
you know P2

‘A little bird told uve!” chuckled Bob
Cherry. “Keep your paws together,
my man, while I tie them. fi you
yvrigﬁla again I shall tweak your nose—
just like that—07"

“ Whoooh ! gurgled Bates. .

“The game's up, you worm ! said
Nugent. *You're going to Aylesbury
Police Btation, and Pawson's going
with you !Z

[ |i|u1|[_lﬂll| 'lL"..'.':_i-

[ A
=

|

“Crimes | repeated Bates blankly.

With his hands bound tightly behind
his back, the squat man was jerked to
his feet. Bob Cherry on one side,
Jol Bull on the other, held kim
fast. He was getting no chance to bolt.
Like an unmusical accompaniment
Billy Bunter's gnore rumbled on from
the tent. .

“Are we going to search the brute”
asked Nugent.

Wharton shook his head.

“That's for the police!
want to touch etolen stuff |
along to the house !

Leaving Bunier still sporing in the
tent, the hikers marched the captured
rascal across the paddock, through the
geetf'.il_es, and into the gardens of Gadshy

ra
They followed the paths round to the
front of the house. A windows
wera dark, the house shut up and silent.

They marched up the drive to the
main entrance, and led the prisongr up
to the door. Harry Wharton lifted the
big brass knocker, and gave a thunder
ing knock that echoed ough Gadsby
Croft from end to end.

Lord Mauleverer chuckled softly.

“If Pawson o the door, I rather
fancy he will be surpriced!” he
remarked,

And the hikers chuckled, too.

Wharton lifted the knocker again.

DBang, bang!

We don't
Bring him

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Startling !

ANG!

B The crash of the knocker
boomed through the house. It
awakened every sleeper within.

There was one wko was not sleeping—

" I fr" f
“And bere itis ! ** The Bounder

and flung it full Inio Ponsonby’s face. ** Better shot than yo
Highe!liffe slaggered baek with a gasping ery. il

Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of
Greyfriars.

Fully dressed, the Bounder was seated
at his window, and in the starlight he
watched the hikers coming up the drive,
with their prisoner in their midst. d
the Bounder grinned. He left his
window and went to his door and out
on to the landing, as the crash of the
knocker awoke the echoes.

Other doors were opening, and lights
flaghing on. Burpriced and stariled
voices were heard. Every occupant of
the house was awake, startled by that
crashing summons at the door at two in
the morning. Loocking over the banis-
ters, the Bounder saw Pawson appear in
the hall below. A footman had flashed
on the light there, and in the electric
light, Smithy saw the startled apprehen-
sion in the butler’s sleek face,

Pawson certainly had not the re-
motest idea of what had happened—and
of what was about to h:fpen. But such
& disturbance so soon after the robbery
ho had carried out with his confederdte,
could not fail to make him uneasy and
apprehensive. With a grin on his face,
Smithy ran along to Gadsby’s room.

He locked in, turned on the light, and
found Gadsby balf cut of bed. Gadsby
blinked at him.

“What's that thunderin’ row?” he
exclaimed.

“Somethin’s up, I fancy !” drawled the
FPounder.  “You'd better come down,
Gaddy! You'll be wanted.”

“I'm comin'!” growled Gaddy; and
lie threw on a_dressing-gown over his
pyjamas, ﬁut his fcet into slippers, and
foilowed the Bounder down.

Servants were gathering in the hall
pelow. Pawson was at the door now,
but he reemed to hesitate to open it. A
vague but chilling alarm was crceping
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over mm. Gadsby, trritared and
anroyed, snapped at_the. batler:
“COpen ths r, Pawson! Why the
dooce don't.you open it?" .
“Very weﬁ, Master Reginald !” said

Pawson, & husky note 1n his usual
smooth and silky voice.

And the door wns opened. Vernon-
Smith moved a little forward, to keep
mear the butler. Smithy’s eyes were not
likely to leave Pawson—and his bands
were ready ! .

As m.t door swung wide, tluthht
shone out on s surprising group. Harry
Wharton & Co. stood there, with the
squat man in their grasp. Gadsby
stured at them in sngry astonishment.

“You!"” he hooterls.l “You ruffianly
rotters! How dare you kick up this
row at my door at two in the mornin’!
B , I'll have you turfed off the
plice

. Pawson did not speak, He hardly
looked at the Greyfriars fellows. His
eyes, almost starting from their sockets,

were fixed wildly on the squat man. His
portly knees knocked ther.
“ adsby—" began Harry Wharton,

stepping forward.

‘Pﬁonst you dara to come in‘here!”
roared Gadsby. “I'll have you run in
for this—"

“Vou fool! There's been a robbery
in your house, and we've got the thief!”

“Wha-a-at?”

“(ammon |” sneered Pan:anb;.

“Tryin’ to pull your leg, Gaddy !
said Drury.

# Absolutely [

“ A—a robbery I stammered Gadsby.
“What do you mean, Wharton? There's
been nothing that I know of. Have you
heard anything, Pawson1”

Pawson did not speak, He oould not.
The ghastly pallor in his portly face
drew many eyes on him, and some of the
servants exchanged eurious glances.

“Anybody know anythin’ about it?”

magped Gadsby, staring round.
“1 do!” drawled Vernon-8mith.
“You?! What the dooce—"

“ Yook in your father's study, Gaddy!
I fancy you'll find the cabinet broken
ppen, and the Agra goblet and soge
gold coins gone.”

Gadsby jumped,
1 in &: study, Pawson!” he

“Lc(-iok
asped.
§ He was rooted

Pawson did not stir.
to_the polished floor. .

But Gadsby, without waiting for an
answer, ran along to the room men-
tioned, entered and flashed on the light.
A few seconds later he dashed out again,
his face white as chalk.

“It's gone !” he stuttered.

“(tone " repeated Ponsonby. "

“The window's open—the cabinet
smashed—the Agra goblet gone!

ad, the pater will be wild about this!
t's worth three thousand!” gasped
Gadsby.

“Don't worry, old bean,” said the
Bounder, “that johnny hsa got it on
him.”
“How
FPonsonhy.

“ Because, while I was strollin’ in your
elegant grounds, Gaddy, 1 bheard him
fixin' it up with Pawson. That's why I

do you Lknow?" mneered

stayed on, after you were so jolly
golgm—to see it through,” drawled
mithy,

“Pawson I

“Yea; the butler’s at the hottom of jit.
Ain't you, Pawson ?” said Smithy, with
an agreeable smile to the butler of
Gadaby Croft.

Pawson's portly knees sagpged.

“If the man’s got it on him, we can
jolly soon see! I don't believe a word
of it, for one !” sneered Fonsonby.

. ' is believin', dear man!" said
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Lord Mauleverer. “Tu out his
pockets, some of you! I'd rather not
toush him. But you Highcliffe men
l.in’g very particular what you touch, are
you u

“ Pawson?” repeated Gadsby, like &
fellow in a dream.

"“Yes, Pawson!” came in bitter,
venomous tones from Bates. “The
game's up, and you got me with the
stuff on me. But I ain’t going to the
stone jug alone—not me! Pawson got me
i.ntc: this, and he can come along with
m'I'D

“Search him!” muttered Gadsby.
“Here, John—Albert, take hold of that
brute and turn out his pockets "

The twa_ footmen grasped the bound

rascal. From an inner pocket of his
shabby coat two Indian gold coins were
turned out, glimmering in the light,
From curiously

another %ockat a 0
wrought golden goblet, gleaming with a
circle of rubies, was drawn.

Gadsby panted :

*“That's it—that—"

“What price that?” grinned Bob
Cherry. “Don’t you feel rather plessed
that we camped in your paddock,
Gaddy 1™

“The pleasefulness ought to be terrific,
my esteemed and ridiculous Gaddy!”
remarked the Nabob of Bhanipur.

Gaddy took the Agra goblet in a shak-
ing hand. Pon & Co. were silent now,
They could not disbelieve the evidence of
their eyes. Pon, toco, was startled
to his.very soul by what the captured
rascal had told him. Even Pon was
beginning to feel glad that the Grey-
friars hikers had been on the spot.

Pawson, leaning esgainst the open
door, was trying to pull himeelf to-
gether, He was a man of cold-hearted
ounni.nﬁ, not of courage nor determina-
tion. But he was desperate now, as his
wretched scheming fell like & house of
cards round him, and he saw in prospect
the prison gates opening. All eyes—but
ona pair—were fixed on the golden, ruby-
ltudﬁad goblet in Gaddy's hand, and
Pawson, with a sudden movement, made
s bound for the nl?an doorway. Hatless,
haif-dressed, as he was, flight was his
onl; !remurce—und it could not-be too
awift

And that desperate leap would have
carried him through the doorway, and

iven him at least s chance of escape,

ut for the watchful Bounder. But the
Bounder was eloss at hand, watching
him in readiness for that very act.

As Pawson leaped, the Bounder
leaped.  His fist, clenched like irom,
caught Pawson under the ear.

impetus of his leap carried the
butler through ths doorway—but he
went headlong, under the Bounder's
blow, and rolled helplessly on the stone
ntepn without.

“Look out 1" !yelled Bob Cherry.

“Collar him1*

Pawson had no time to get on his feet.
The hikers rushed at him and grasped
him, two or three servants adding their
grasp, and some of the Highcliffians. In
many hands, Pawson was drag, b
into the lighted hall.

If a doubt had lingered in Gadshy’s
mind it could hardly linger now. B8till
with the golden goblet in his hand, he
glared at the panting butler.

“You villain!" he said, *“ You rotter !
You—->"

“dtick him in a room, lock him up,
and telephone for the police,” said
Monson.

“Yea, rather! Gad, and that’s the
man my father truated!” muttered
Gadsby.

Pawson panted,

“ Maater ReEinaId—"

:Dun't speak to me, you cur[”

Let me go—"

ack had been “playin

“Stick him in the wine-cellar, and turn
the key,” said Gadsby, “and the other
brute along with him! By gad, he
makes me sick !”

*And who are you?” snarled FPawson.
“A gambling young ecoundrel. like all
your friends here. A set of disgraceful
young blackguards—"

“Shut him up!” said Ponsonby,

And the Highcliffie fellowas bundled
Pawson down to the cellar, and Bates
after him, to bs locked in there till the
police came for them,

The hikers were going, when Gadsby
called to them.

“Hold on, you Gregfria.:s men."
Gaddy coloured awkwardly. “I say,
you'll be wanted to give evidence about
this—you'd_ better not clear in the
morning. I'm no end obliged to you
for getting my father’s property back—
and you're more than welcome to camp
here as long aa you like.”

“Right-ho I’ said Harry Wharton.

“Room for one morse in your tenk?”
nsked the Bounder.

“Eh?! What?” Wharton looked at
him. “Do you mean—"

“My friands here are tired of me,"
eaid the Bounder gravely. “Not so
tired as I am of them. I've never been
so fed-up in my life! If you can make
room for a fellow——"

“You can stay if you like, Smithy,"”
said Gadsby sullnli.

“I don't like!” answered the
Bounder. “If you fellows don’t want
me, I'll call my chauffeur, and go in the
car. But if you're keen on improvin'
society, I'll hike with you to the end of
the hols.”

“More than welcome,” eaid Harry.
“You've done us a jolly good turn to-
night, Smithy—and, anyway, we'd be
glad to have you.”

“Hear, hear "

“The gladfulneas will be terrific!”

“Done, then!” said Vernon-Smith,
and he left the house with the hikers,
and packed into the tent with them for
the remainder of the night. And, Bill
Bunter, snoring k on undisturbed ti
morning, fairly jumped when, at last,
h}?.e awakened, and found the Bounder
there.

Harry Wharton & Co. did not march
so soon as they had intended. They
were wanted in connection with the rob-
bery at Cadsby Croft, as the fellows
who had caught the thief with the
“goods” on him. But they found it
quite agrceable at the camp in the
paddock. .

Gaddy made it & point to be very
civil, and Pon Co. carefully kept
their dista CGaddy telling them very
plainly that there was to ge no more
trouble while the hikers remained.

When the hike was resumed at last,
the Bounder went with the hikers—and
enyone who had seen Smithy marchin
with the chums of the Remove, burn
brown by the sun, a cheer{l schoolboy
enjogmg life, would hardly have recog-
nised him as the young scapegrace who
the goat ” with Pon
& Co. at Gadsby Croft. The only thing
Smithy regretted was that the holidays
were so near the end, and that
hadn't hiked sooner.

But everything comes to an end—
holidays and hikes—and, after all, as

Bob Cherry pointed out, there was the
football, when they got back to
Greyfriars,

THE END.

(Billy Buntér and the chumas of Grey-
friars meet with heaps mare exciling
advenluréa mext week in “THE
SECRET OF THE HOLIDAY
ANNUAL" Be sure and read this
topping yarn, chums; you'll enjoy
every line of it.)



AN AMAZING YARN OF THRILLING ADVENTURE IN THE AFRICAN JUNGLE !

UMZUGAAN THE MIGHTY'!

By
ROLAND HUNTER.

Umzugasn, a mighty man of valour, has
sworn that within six moons he will avenge
the death of his tather, Umzugaan the Elder,
whose death has been brought about by the
ovil powers of Masash, the witch-doctor.
BUT THE FIRST MOON HAS PASSED
WITHOUT SUCCESS |

The White Prospector |

HE day wes drawing towards
l evening, and here and there the
thickets of the African forest

were beginning to reveal signs
of the teeming life they concealed,
although, for the most part, the deathly
stillness of the tropical noon still hung
over the steaming swamps,

Umzugaan, the young Zulu, trudged
steadily along the half-overgrown trail,
following tho faint tracks of Masasi, the
devil-man, and the huge black lion that
walked by his side. The stirring of life
in the thickets did not disturb him, but
suddenly he heard other sounds.

There was a savage snarling and the
cracking of boughs and twigs as some
wild cat ‘pounoed on its prey. Umzugaan

waited for the shrill scream of a bush
deer, or the screech of a terrified
monkey. It never came. Instead, a

human voice aroused the echoes with a
cry of mingled rage and pain.

“Help! You—brute I

There was the sound of a shot, but the
bullet tore its way through the treetops
overhead. Then came the pandemonium
of battle as man and beast foundered
wildly on the ground.

Umzugaan grasped his spears and ran
forward, forcing his way through the
entangling creepers until he came out
into a small clearing, where he halted,
nostrils quivering, brows drawn down
over his flashing eyes.

He saw before him a white man lying
crushed and mauled under the paws of
a huge lion. The brute rajsed its
uhagg{‘ head, glared at the intruder, and
drew back its slavering jaws in a snarl
of anger.

Umzugaan knew the animal was too
clage for him to use his throwing spear.
He dropgad that weapon and gripped a
short stabbing spear. There was appre-
hension in his heart, for this was no
ordinary lion. It was the black lion—
the grim pet and companion of Afarasi,
the witch-doctor.

This same black lion had killed
Umzugaan’s father, and for that reason
young Umzugaan had sworn to kill the
brute and its master, Masasi, together
with all who plotted the death of
Umzufns,n the Elder, the headman of
the Kliedoip Kraal.

As young Umzugaan wes not yet of
the warrior class, and not yet entitled
to wear the rilg of rhinoceros hair on
his head, he eould not come and go as
he pleased. But becaucze of his vow of
vengeance he had been granted leave
of absence from the huts for six moons.
One moon had already passed, and
Masasi and the black lion were still alive.

It was a desperate venture for xm.mg
Umszugaan, and it was mors than likely
that the wili witch-doctor would kill
him, or have him killed, before he could
accomplish his ohjeet. But here waa the
black lion before him, and no sign of
Masasi.

Both the lion and the stricken white
man wefte watching him. Umzugaan
stood like a black statue, the stabbing
sfrear held ready for the stroke. Then
slowly he advanced, his eyes focused on
the eyes of the lion.

In & flash the black lion leapt from
its viotim. It was what Umzugaan
wanted—to get the brute off the white
man. And in that moment Umzugaan
charged forward. The lion was taken
ungwares, and it rose up on its
haunches, striking out savagely with its
huge fore paws.

Umzugaan’s spear pierced the breast
of the huge animal, but not deeply. One
paw came down with terrific force, and
the haft of the weapon was snapped in
twain like o rotten carrot. The force
bowled Umzugaan over on his side, and
as he rolled there on the ground the
lion pounced on him.

By that time the Zulu had whipped
ont his knife from the belt of his kaross.
But it was & puny weapon to use against
#n enormous wild beast. One huge paw
was already planted on Umzugaan’s
shoulder, and the hot, elavering muzzle
of the lion was close to tha Zulu's face.

Umzugaan struck frantically, and the
knife was buried to the hilt in the lion's
breast. But again he missed the vital
spot, being handicapped by the way he
was pinned to the ground.

The lion set back its head and roared
wildly,. Umzugaan knew what that
meant, It was the challenge of the
hunter who has mada the kill. Tha
next stroke of those fore paws would
mean death for Umszugaan, and he
knew it.

But the white man, half dead thengh
he was, had not been idle. He had
rolled over and over until he reached
his scanty belongings, and with one
feeble hand he reached out towards a
strange box, adorned with strange
switchea and knobs, He touched one.

There was a click, a roaring, and then
a voice sounded in the cléaring,

“ Hello,
calling |”

The lion leapt round with a snarl, ita
tail swaying to and fro. Umzugaan saw
the white man lying there, having col-
lapsed from loss of bload. Yet the voice
still went on and om, stopped for a
moment, to be followed a second later
by the crash of a brass band.

The lion’s tail suddenly drooped. Then
from far away sounded s whistle that
brought Umzugasn to his feet., He
dived for hia throwing spear. PBefora
his hand reached the weapon, however,
the lion had bounded away into the
thickets and was lost to view.

The young Zulu turned to follow, but
sank to his knees. He was weak and
dizzy. By the time he recovered, the
lion was far away, and it was hopelesa
to follow. Either the strange voice in
the box, or the crashing musie, had
scared him. And the whistle with which
Mausasi always recalled his grim pet to
his side had sounded in time to eave
Umzugaan. .

The Zulu went over to the white man
and raised his head. Then he heard the
faint whisper:

*“Water I

Umzugaan gazed about him. There
was no water for miles, as far s he
knew. The white man’s fask was
already empty, and the black on his
lips and the yellow of his eyes told that
he had heen in the grip of black water
fover before the black lion had come
upon him. His days—his moments—
were already numbered.

Umzugaan, however, knew more of
the wild than the white man. He went
to the trees and cut a length from the
stem of a thick creeper as thick round
a3 his arm. It was notched like bamboo,
and he cut it in two places, each below a
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'oint¢ so that it formed a long gourd,

e interior of the stem was hollow and
filled with eweet, luscious sap. Ha tonk
it, held it to the white man's lips, so
that he drank. .

It was the wisdom of the wild. To
drink from the pools in the forest meant
fever and death. The sap of the creeper
was pure. B

The white man opened his eyes and
gazed up at Umzugasan.

“A Zulul” he murmured weakly.
“Nearly two hundred miles from your
own country. But—hold me up—I'm
dying. You risked your life for me—
only—too late! I—I'm dying "

“Thy wvoies, which is in the box,
gaved me from the black lion of
Masasi, Baas,” eaid Umzugean. “The
lion was too close to me. Could I
have used the throwing-spear first, then
charged, he would not have struck me
down. But for thy wvoice, I, even
Umzugaan the Mighty, would be dead !*

There was a faint gmile on the face
of the dying man. He managed to
reach out one feeble, shaking hand, and
switched off the wireless set.

“Not—not my voice,” he said, almost
in a whisper, “Not—not that you'd
understand. I came—out here—explor-
ing—prospecting, I shall leave my
bones here. Bury me—that's all I ask.
And when I'm gone, all—all my things,
here—you take them, They're yours—
because—because—— Hold me! I—"

With one last effort the dying man
half-rose to a sitting position, then his
hiead slumped forward on his chest. He
was dead.

“8o be it!” said Umzugaan gravely,
gently lowering the dead man's head
to the grass. *“When the spirits call
we must go!"

He dug & deep hole with his spear
and reverently buried the white man,
who would never return home.

After attending to his own hurts,
Umzngaan examined the white man's

goods. He found guns, revolver,
ammunition, But he had no need for
these. He preferred his spears, one

of which was-now useless, for the lion

The Zulu also found
tinned foods. At least, he found the
tins, and cast them away. There was
food enough for him in the forest. All
be took was a clasp-knife, a hatchet, and
a blanket, to ko? the dews of night
from his naked body when he slept. He
was about to follow the trail of the
black lion again when he remembered
the strange box.

Knecling before it, he fingered the
knob he had seen the white man touch.
It turned, and at once came the roar of
the musie, to be followed by 8 moment's
gilence, followed yet ogain by a man's
voice, He spoke English, which
Umzu%'ann only understood when spoken
very slowly and carefully.

The Zulu’s eyes rolledl:. and he bowed
his head.

“It is magic!” he said. “The magic
that turned the lion away from me
when I was helpless. Behold, I will
take the box which speaks and sings!

had broken it.

Masasi, the witch-doctor, fights with
magio. 80 shall Umzugaan the
Mighty !’

Binding the box with tough creepers
to his broad back, Umzugaan left the
clearing on the trail of Musasi and the
black lion.

The Magic Fluld!

HE sun was sinking in the west,
and it would soon be dusk, when
the forest became alive with
hungry beasts, hunting for foed.

But that fact would not have stayed
Umzugaan on his trail of vengeance.
He halted ip the next clearing and
itched his Tough eamp, rather faint
rom loss of blood, and the.wounds
left by the lion’s claws were paining

im.

It would not be wise to face Masasi
gnd the black lion in that enfeebled
condition.

The sun sank lower and lower. It
would not be long before it plunged
below the skyline and left the forest
in utter darkness. Umzugaan was
uneasy, and kept snifing the air. He
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could smell lion—for his sense of smell
was a3 keen as that of a dog. He
could also eme]l man; end what man
would be mingling his scent with that
of & lion, save Masasi, the devil mant

_Suddenly he heard a scuffle in the
thickets opposite him, and he sat there,
waiting, quivering with suspense, one
hand resting on the haft of his throw-
ing-spear, the other on the white man’s
clasp-knife.

Then the bushes parted, and the
shaggy head of the black lion appeared;
its fangs bared as it growled menac-
ingly, The next moment Masaszi, the
witch-doctor, stepped out of the shadow,
naked, except for a loin cloth and a
girdle of monkeys’ tails, his body
smeared with scot and ochre, with two
white rings around his beaclr eyes, to
show all men that he could kill or
bewitch with a glance.

Umzugsan said not a word, but
remained where he was, half-sitting,
half-crouching, waiting for what was to
happen.

Masasi epoke, in the Zulu tongue,
with a strange, shrill voice.

“Art thou in love with death,
(0] Umzugean, the son of Umzugaan,”
hs said, “that thou wallkest on the trail
of a witch-doctor ?*

Umzugaan did not move, nor was
there any fear in his steady eyes.

“I am ready,’”’ he said. *Raise thy
hand, O Masasi! Where is thy magic,
that thou must fight with lions to aid
thee? I spit at thee, devil man! For
I have magic greater than thine. Raiso
thy hand, E Masasi, and harken to the
magic that fights for me!”

Masasi scowled darkly, If he lost
his reputation as a worker of magic
a thousand natives would be ready to
kill him, for he ruled and lived by
fear, end no man loved him,

“S0 be it!” he said hoarsely. “Thou
must die! I raise my hand!

He lifted his skinny hand from the
lion's mane, and in that gecond the
black brute leapt forward a couple of
yards and unced for the spring.
Umzugaan's. hand moved to the stranga
box and turned the knob. The Zulu
expected to hear a voice and the crash-
ing of music; but instead, he heard &
new sound—a woman singing.

The music fAoated through the dim
aisles of the forest, rising and falling.
Masasi quivered and trembled, He had
never heard anything like it before.
The lion was mnervous end undecided,
and its tail drooped to the ground and
its head turned this way and that, as if
seeking the cause of the strange noises.

The singing ended at last, however,
and there wes & sudden silence.
Masasi uncoverad his ears and rose to
his feet. The lion looked around the
clearing with renewed coursge, end
Umzugaan was apprehensive.

“Thy magic has ceased!Z sneered
Masasi. “Now shalt thou taste the
magio of the black lion!”

As he spoke he struck the lion sharply
on the flanks, and the brute crouched
again for the spring. .

Umzugaan touchag a knob, thinking
he had to do that io ask aid of the
saving voice in the strange box. But
he touched the wrong knob, and only
increased the volume, until the set
oscillated violently.

There was & grating mosn and s
piercing shriek, so utterly unexpected
that even Umzugaan started to his feet,
spear in hand. Bcared by the shriek,
however, the lion turned end charged
madly ti!rough the thickets.
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For a moment Masasi stood irresolute,
aghast at the flight of his grim pet,

Accordingly Umszugean sprang for-
ward, knife in hand,

“Umzugaan, the son of Umszugaan !
be cried, yelling his battle challenge.

But Masasi snatched a small gourd
from his belt and waved it before him.
A fine powder struck Umzugaan's face
and -entered his eyes, smarting and
bringing toars, so thick and fast t he
could scarcely see. He managed, how-
ever, to grab the kilt of monkeys' tails
as Masasi turned to rum, and gung on
like grim death, hoping the pain in his
eyes would cease.

Masasi was po fighter. He left that
to his black lion. He cut the thong of
the kilt, and it came away ulwrpl¥ in
Umzugaan’s hand—so sharply, in fact,
that the young Zulu recoiled backwards,
tripped over a tree-root, and fell heavily
on his back.

Water weas still streaming from his
eyes, which pained him terribly. But
he saw that Masasi had halted, and had
another gourd.in his hand. He was
spilling something on the grass, and

ere was a pungent smell in the air,

" Umzugasn arose and charged forward,
desfuta the fact that the powder had
half-blinded him.  Masasi turned and
ran for his life. The young Zulu made
to follow,' then halted. The grass was
stinging his bare feet, and he eould not
understand it. This was the magioc that
had made the reputation of Masasi.

That moment’s hesitation wae his un-
doing, for Masasi noticed it. Pausing
lonig enough to pick up a stone, the
witch-dootor hurled it with all his

m?ht.
he stone crashed on TUmzugaan's
temple, and the young Zulu sank
slowly, his knees mumplmf under him
as his senses momentarily left him.

Masesi could have returned and
driven a knife into the Zulu's heart, but
he didn't. He ran' from the spot,
madly, frantically, whistling for his
black lion to join him.

hen, three minutes Iater, Umzugaan

oame to himself, neither Masasi, nor his
black lion were in sight or hearing.

But far away was heard the baying of

, and the air of the clearing was
heavy with a cloying scent entirely new
to Umzugaan.

Umzugaan examined his feet. He
had half-expected them to be so badly
burnt as to make walking impossible.
But they weren't injured. They were
simply saturated with the ecloying
liquid, and reeking with a sickly stench,

ut the baying of the hyenas was
coming nearer and nearer, and dimly
Umzugaan began to understand. The
scent of the magic fluid Masasi had
flung down was attracting s pack of
ravenous hyenas. . _

That was why Masasi had fled instead
of remaining to slay. This oloying
scent would be picked up by all the
hyenas for miles around, and they
would follow it to the ends of the earth,
unless it could be crossed by water.

The only thing to do was to rid him-
pelf from the magic, evil-smelling fAuid
which Masasi had scattered, before the
hyenas came.

A Narrow Escape !

MZUGAAN -was still a trifle
weak from his hurts, but he
struck camp there and then,
lashing the magio box to his

back after he had silenced it, without
quite knowing how he did it.

Then he set out for the river.

He leapt the grass where the magic
fluid still lay, knowing that every foot-

step left a trail of scent for the howl-

mi lpaul: of hyenas to follow.

-Already they wers crashing through
the thickets. He could hear ibem, and
at times, on either side of the trail,
be caught glimpses of their ugly, skulk-
ing forms, flitting from bush to bush,
too cowardly to attack singly, waitin
for the whole pack to come up with
the quarry.

mzugaan increased his pace, weak
though he was from loss of blood. His
kmife and spear were always ready, but
he knew he could mever hope to fight
the whole pack.

He reached the verge of the forest,
and came out on sloping ground
covered with prickly scrub in dense
clumps. But the sun plunged below the
trees, and there came darkness. He had
to trust te escent slone then to guide
him to the river.

Btill suffering from the effects of the
gowder Masasi had flung in his face, he

lundered badly several times in the
thorn thickets, until he almost stumbled
on & egkulking hyena.

The hum?-shouldared brute sprang,
with & snarl; but Umzugaan drove his
spear home to the animal’s heart, and

withdrew it again. The scent of blood f

went up, and a doren of the pack came
out of the darkness as the moon slowly
rose in the enst.

Umzugaan et his back against a tree
and fought wildly, too busy to touch
the knob of the magic box on his back.

With knife and spear he fought until
half a dozen hyenas fell dead around
him, and their companions fell on the

b g

helpless carcases, tearing them to bits.
Taking advantage of the fact,
Umzugaan left them to their ghastly
meal, knowing they would not follow
until it had ended, and ran frantically
down the slope, The moon elid oul
fromy behind a low bank of clouds and
glittered on the river.

He reached the brink, with a big
hyena snapping at his heels. He swung
around, and with one blow of his spear
tranzfixed the h -shouldered hyena,
then plunged into Tiver.

There was no need to swim, as the
stream was comparatively shallow. The
mnim box waa still on Umzugaan’s
back, and, although he did not know it,
water would have destroyed the magic.
But the water only rose to his waist as
he waded across. The hyenas might
gn._vek followed, but they paused on the

rink.

As Umzugaan erawled up the shelving
bank on the opposite side of the river, a
dozen men came from the shadows—tall,
sturdy, naked savages. A club crashed
on his head, and he slumped down
unconscious, while Masasi, the devil
man, thrust his way ti:lro_ugh the
warriors and gloated over his fallen
oe,

“ What thy magic

of 0
Umzugaan?” he cried shrilly.

The box was taken from Umzugaan’s
back, and a warrior staggered up to the
village with it, while half a dozen others
carried the unconscious form
Zuln, now tied hand and foot. ;

Masasi had fled to this village with,

(Continued on neéxt page.)
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“COME INTO THE
OFFICE, BOYS!”

Always glad fo hear from you, chums,
50 drop me o line to the

'WE told you a few " things you'd

l hardly believe " in thess chats of

mine, but here is something that

. wants a bit of swallowing—literally !

Oﬁ.ofmylaiaost-er readers hag heard
at

PEOPLE WHO EAT SNAKES

—and rattleenakes at that | He wants to
know if it is true. Certainly it is, and
some xuple look n rattlesnakes as &
great delicacy. In fact, in Americs, it is

ible to purchase * Tinned Rattle-
make.’! A fﬁm i.nBF]oﬁda mnkelh quite a

islity of it. But anyone who buys
md enake, expecting it to look some-
thing like an elongated sausage or an eel,
will be disappointed, and will actually find
a rich pinky-yellow substance which gives
no indication of the reptile as it was bef:
‘being canned.

Space being limited this week I've only
room now for a fow

RAPID-FIRE REPLIES.

Is Disk Russell or Harry Wharton the
Becond-best Boxer In the Remove ¥ (John
Daykin. No address given). There’s not
much to choose batwa&n theu::b:'ctn:
can't ohau.t;y‘ & boxer, and expect hi
* ptay put.”” Dick might win one match,
and thenTh!;e outfi Ilte in another by

s ' same & 8 to your 4
sbout the best m_pp er nmfo b&tm_qmm
There wouldn't be much sport in a school

if everyone knew who was going to be:the

. Haynes,

winner before any partionlar ocontesi
started.
What bs Grulk Fire 7 (F. Q., of Eo:nu-

low). A pound, to
have consisted of naphths, sulphur and
nitre. It was often used in medimval

warfare, and was squirted through long
wppertube'.inth:qmmnnmnthn

‘* Bea-Neodls ** ?  (Jack

of Brighton). A long, slender
fish of about two to three feet in lemgth,
which iz found round our coasta in

summer. It has a v sharp snout,
)n?nge is also known ffh. or Bea-
iKe,

How far ean a Flying-Fish ?(H.K,;
of Srndelniy | Rets e AL
glides, it does not fly. It ita initial
velocity I;Zr: ruch water, and
cAD pasa ugh the air for a considerable

distance—sometimes as much as 200 yarda.
Bo far, so good! Now I must tell you
what is in store for you next week.

“THE SECRET OF THE HWOLIDAY
ANRUAL 1*

By Frank Richards,
foavuring the abvimas oF Oreptiiars s haws
en ums of | ave
ever, had the opportunity of y;:ding.
Don't ask me—as mh“g' do—how
it is that Frank Rie manages to turn
out such tip-top week after week.
He just does, and that’s that !

Yog'llnl:le ﬂmlledt‘ » m.':f next Mﬂ::
amaz; venture yarmn mrugaan
Mighty. Then thore'll be another » Grey.
friars ﬁenld," and also answers to several
readers’ queries which I bave had to hold
over this week.

By the way, you haven't forgotten that
the " Greyfriars Holiday Annual " and the
“* Popular Book of Boys' Stories "' are now
on ulh:. have you? I thought no: t If
you haven't reserved your copy at your
n et—well, jump to it | They're
going m hyo: cakes li
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his lion, Laving crossed the river to
cacapo the hyenas which he knew would
follow the scent of his magic fluid, He
had heard the buﬂmg pncl{ and had
waited to soe would lmppan,
skulking by the river bank with the
Kikuyu warriors, who were too afraid
of hisx magic powers not to do his bid-
ding. Ile had seen that Umzugaan had
escapod the hyonas, and had made sure
that hie would not escape the Kikuyus.
And, what was more, ho meant to make
sure that this time Umzugaan should
dio, for Masasi realised that he was not
safo while Umzugaan lived.

But to kill a man while he lay sense-
0ss was not Masasi's way. He wantod
Umzugaan to know that o had failed.
Ile wantod to tormeht and jeer at his
beaten  onemy, so he waited for
Umzugaan to, recover his senses,

Half an hour later Umzugaan came to
]umuolf to firid that Lhe was lashed to a
post in the contre of a village. The
warriors wero dancing about him, the
drims wero throbbing, and Masasi was
squatting on his haunches with the
magic box beside him, an evil, leering
grin on his face.

At ]ongit.h ho rose to his feet wlusped
n knife from his belt, and walke
to where Umzugnan was lashed to tha
nos]r Ho Aourished tho knife threaten-
ingly

H It will be so easy, O Umzugaan,” he
snid. “It will be done soon, 'Lhon "thou
wilt not trouble mo aguin, Thy magic
cannot help thee now |

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

Umzugann looked Masasi full in the
eyes without flinching.

y magio is greater than thine, O
Masasi | he retorted, “Turn the knob,
O Man of Evil, and the spirits within
the box will curse thee. But thy courago
faileth thee, For all thy magical

owers, thou dare not touch the magic

OX.

Every one of the Kikuyu warriors
leard what Umszugasn said, and they
waited with bated breath to seu what
would happen, whilo Masasi danced and
sorceched with ru.cFo He was afraid of
tho magic he could not understand, But
ho dared not refuse the challenge to
touch it, If he did, he would lose his
power and mﬂuonce over the Kikuyus.

“How can a gpirit in s box curse
mo?!" he cried, furious with rage. "1
will let it out and sco what sort of
apirit it is.”

Ho grasped a spear, raised it aloft,
and then brou l:t it down with terrific
forco on tho box. The set orumpled,
wires and valves fell out on the ground,
nncl thore was silonce,

ham slain  the  spirit of
Umazugaan 1"’ cried Masasi, in triumph,

“And I will slay thee in return!"
roared Umrugapn; and, with a torrifio
wrench, he snapped the cords that hold
him to tho post, and dashed forward.

Masnsi retreated hastily, calling on
tho Kikuyus to protect him. Immedi-
ately Umzugaan picked up a valve that
liy on the ground, He didn't know
what it was, and he didn’t care,

“Here is my mogie—the magio of
strength and courage ' he shouted,
burling tho valve at Mnsasi.

The missile hit the hard ground at
Maasasi’s feat It o dploded with a loud
report and seemed to vanish from
sight, whilo the eplintered glass stung
the witch-doctor’s bare legs and sent
him ‘howling in retreat, while the
Kikuyus covered ‘their eyes with their
hands and set up a whining chant to
protect their village from evil,

Umazugaan knew he could not slay
Masasi in the village of the Iuku:, us and
esoape with his own lfe, but if he got
swey now he might catoh Masasi alone
later on, He took one look round,
snatohed spears from tho nearest tromb:
ling warrior, and then ran through the
open satawny of the stockade nnd away
townrds the dense forest to the north,
whero he found refuge for the night,

The following day, Umzugaan picked
up the trail o Mansasi n';fmn. whore ho
had left the Kikuyn village with hia
lon, Two moons had come and gone,
and now Umzugaan had but four moons
in which to accomplish his ohjuct. nul
he set out with renewed vigour, moro
convinced than over that his strength
and courage could defeat the magic of
Mosasi.

THE END,

{(Don't miss next week's yarn telling
of the further thrilling and amazing
adrentures o! l"m igaun the Mighty.
You'll find i wnext Swlurduy's
MAGNET.)
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goain,
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laygoing equipment.
ssos for hire at cut rates.
of ri
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rices '—UNCLE SKIN
move.

tomatoes, o

PLAYGOERS' SUPPLIES

Now that the theatrical season is here
mmnwmﬁuu are requested to note that
kinner has Eﬂmﬂam his supplies of
mart

8 (guarantes

anana skins a ﬂmﬂ.m available. Lowest

R, Study No. 11,

evoning
Ample stocks
ancient)

No. 54 (New Series).

EDITED BY HARRY WHARTON.

October 14th, 1933.

Handsome men

pplit ears. These
i
next term.

LOOK SAVAGE!

look savage and earn the admiration of the
fair sex aa well ns the respect of your own,
you can’t do better than cultivate a

ge when the Fifth start singing practice
Every
guaranteed to bo an * ear-splitting " shriek !

look slightly savage. To
ir of
can be obtained fres of
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Smith minor has always been
one of those fellowa who are born
to blush unseen and waste their
fragrance on the desert air.
Emith minor has always shunned

the glare of publicity. Smith
minor has never had & taste for
the bizarre, the eccentrie or the
Eﬂ-ﬂ.ﬂ—uﬁunuﬂa

But lest term 8mith minor
unexpectedly scared with mete-
orio speed into the ranks of the
people who are talked about |

What he did to reach his dizzy
eminence may mnot sound very
mHnmE,:m. to the uninitiated, But
we of Ureviriara feel that it was
an act of heroism which demands
that we inscribe his name on the
scroll of fame in letters of burning
gold—or words to that effect |

On the Thursday afterncon
bofore® the hols, the Remove in-
dulged in one of those orgies of
ostentation known mas a Form
Walk. Now a Form walk, as
everybody ought to know, de-
mands the {ull ceremonial kit of
starched linen collar, well-brushed
topper and spotless fingers,
; TH INOR TURNED
UP WEARING NO HAT, AN
OPEN-NECEED SHIRT, AND
HIKING BOOTS 1

Strong men blanched and
fellows who kmew not the mean-
ing of fear knocked at the knees
ot that amazing sight.

When Mr, Quelch came on the
scens, his face twisted up in &
kind of spasm and his eyea closed

a Deess PeropMep
SHocks Sctioor!

Smith Minor
in Limelight

“Boy !" he croaked, when he |

had recovered a little, ** Wretched
youth ! Depraved juvenile! In-
iquitons adolescent | ™

Bmith minor woke up to the
fact that somebody was address-
ing him.

“Ia there something wrong,
gir ! ”* he inquired, innocently.

We can best describe the en-
suing situntion by saying THAT
CAUSED IT! Rarsly has the
Remove beak, a master of in-
veative at any time, let himself
go so freely, Gosling, who hap-
pened to be ﬂmEﬂEﬂ was Eo
na_u_m_”%. affected that he turned
round three times and plunged his
head into a bucket of water. Mrs.
Kebble's eat, which was just
within earshot, didn't stop run-
ning till it reached the coal cellars
underneath Lhe sehool kitchen.,
Even the elm trees on the other
pide of the quad geemed to
shudder,

Smith minor was apparently
the lesst affected of all. When
Mr. Quelch had finished, he said
meakly : " 1I'm sorry, sir. I've
just been reading & newspaper
article by a dootor on rational
dress for walking. As a doctor
recommended it, I didn’t think
you'd object ; but as you do, I
suppose I'd better go up and
change ! "

And he went. And the amaz-
ing thing about it is that nothing
else happened ; he didn’t even
pet fifty lines |

After that, thers's no question
about Bmith minor deserving his
plece on the scroll of fame—even
though he has attained it un-

“Manﬂﬁﬂ_”. ous fhe Domilying intentionally 1
DICKY NUGENT'S WEEKLY

WISDOM
Last week, the roof of the porter's lodge
aprange & leek, and farely soaked old Gosling |

Yet nobody ever beleeved me when I said

bhe had a tile looss somewlhere |

The Reason Why

By way of a change, Lord Mauleverer haa

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

BLINDFOLD
FOOTER MATCH

Sensational New Star Arrives

In ordor to raise & eollection for the
Courtfield Cottage Hospital, the Fifth
played the Bhell last season in a match
which ia without parallel in Greyiriars

records. Both gides were blindfold
throughout the mateh | i
As n display of fooler prowess, this

unusual mateh had not been expected
to produce enything in the way of new
talent. But it's the unexpected that
always hoppens. Right from the Lick-
off, ng a matter of fact, it was obvious
that & new star had appearsd in the
footer firmament. And the name ol the
new stor was Horsee Colier |

Ap i8 well-known, the only success
that has so far attended Coker on Big
Side is & reputation as o mirth-maker.
Spectators have been known to collapse
in the worst gtages of hysterics aiter
watching Coker play footer for five
minutes, and it waa probably for thia
reason that Blundell ineluded him in his
team for the blindfold match.

But tho amazing sequel was that
Coker played brilliantly throughout the
match, Coker has always complained
that ordinary methods of play are nat
guited to his particular style and now we
appreciate  what he means—his style
needs handkerchiefs round the eyes of
all the wamum_

Coker has never previously been known
to possess a sense of direction, His
speciality, in fact, has usually been
kicking the ball into his own goal.
Deprived of the use of his organs of
vision, however, Coker showed that his
sense of direction was marvellous |
In the first half he kicked three goala
for the Fifth, and in the second »
four | Can you beat it 1

The Fiith won by 8—3, so it's pretty
obvious that Coker’s efforts did the trick.

He's since demanded & permanent
mum&m in the regular Fifth Eleven and

lundell feels inolined to try him out
against the Higholiffe Becond Eleven,

We're willing to wager ten to one in
doughnuta that any goal he scores in
the Higheliffe match will be against his

own side !

“'The Transformation

Was Amazing!”
SEZ FISHY

Autumn days are
slack days, my mas-
ters. geological

mussum is a gddy,

hive of indostry com-
pared with the Re.
move Ppassage on an
“off * day. Can it
be that something is
migsing from the lives
of these [ellowsa ﬂwn
ought to display the
hﬂﬁﬁ_mﬂﬂ&%mmm_w.h#lu
eels and only succeed
in displaying the ani-
mation of a webt rag

or & -damp equib?
Wall, it's possible,
isn’t it 1 Let’s tell

you a little story.
After morning
echool on the first
Tuesday of term last
autumn the Hemove
memmmm Was 8 Imiuso-
um, Wharton and
Nugent lolled outside
Study No. 1, looking
like & ocouple of
moulting owls
Vernon-Smith hardly
raised his jaundiced
face from the ground,
as he ploughed his
weary way to his
study., Bolsover and
Dupont were the
epitome of [liatless
ness, as they leaned

over tha banisters.
nﬂun__”mm. Hnnwﬂm like
a dying frog. Hurrese
Bingh looked like =
blot on the land.
Boape. Hazeldene
Squiff and Bul-
atrode looked like &
muumuﬁ of nﬁwﬁiﬁﬁu
statuary as thay
whispered huslilyand
ho
ot

essly to each
r in B cCorner.

i

i e By

— T

Horace Ooker started smoking s Showing the nﬂEE Fime

oo

Bl

iy

ten minutes

later<-boy, what =

di

Wharton

i
\ and

Nugnt wore chotter-

ing 1
B

packling like
la of wild mon-

keys, Vernon-Smith,
brighh of eye and

n._yg._.,

of

counten-

snce,| was marching

along.
youtdful
hesd ield high.

firm,

and

Bol-

with
B

sover and Dupont
wengliding down the
bansters with the

joyEl

ch

i abandon of
I W
Baater looked like

o [ris oung ele-
wErW..__.H.Mww _m..cwﬁm
ik4 @ professional

gtopl ANCET,

having

a lminan's holiday.
Hum|iene and Bquiff

an

d Bulstrode looked

liketl ree follows who
joistr owned a win-

Tri

ticket in Lke

Bweep.

Is this all true I

you (k.

Wel, Fisher T,

Fidi geemed tc be-
liswit was. He had

bought a
nd artificial

__E?Eum mu%wi.
tus,ypu seo, and this
Eﬁhﬂc first time he
st hiring it out.
And il Fish um.u word
can by relied on, the
ahove i & fair and
ressmable  descrip-
tion ¢f the amazing

effoctyd,
Porfan Fishy's
tig.t~~perbaps oot |
¥

decided (0 take & vigorous intorest in things I, oot uad viaims be gots piveaol becsose be Mied Wy lo il 2 Pesy’ Bar, V.
"W, supposs hie feels ashamed of himselt Bivile N mych ARSI 10 ot ibiact b hareret TS wamt W _Eaﬁﬁ
when be looks back on his bygone * dazs ' | % Eu.ﬂ.ﬁ!a-u_ » i i s -ulnnuﬂ-n— e

|
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AS OTHERS SEE THEM
What I Think of William Stott

What do I think of him,
indeed | Well, he is not the
kind of fellow that esrns the
admiration of a genuine
Welshman, look you | Stott
might possibly be all right if

By David Morgan

it were not for his leader,
Skinner. Stott might possibly
be all right if it were not for
hia other pal, Bnoop. But
more probably Btott would
still ba all wrong, anyway |

| 'LONZY'S
LATEST

Fellows who happened to
ba on the road between Grey-
friars and Peggz n few weeks
back were considerably sur-
m_..mmmn to observe Alonzo Todd

oing & sort of classical toe
dance as he progressed to-
words Lhe little seasids village.

As 'Lonzy usually has an

entirely uninspired manner of
perambulstion, there was &
certain amount of speculation
as to the reamson for the
strange phenomencon, Curious
sightseers followed 'Lonzy
down the road to see how
long he would keep it wup.
They had guite a long walk
for their trouble, for ny
kept up the Terpsichorean per-
formance all the way to Iegg |

“What's the big idea ?"

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT |

was the general question, as
'Lonzy helted at last by the
sad msea waves.

“ I feil to comprehend, my
good fellows,” said 'Lonzy,

“ Why the Madame Paviovn
atuff, old bean ! asked
Skinner, * Bit early to start
traiming as e fairy in Wibley's
ﬂﬁﬁﬂmm pantomime, isn't
i

“Ah!"™ beamed ‘Lonzy.
** Now I understand, You are
wondering why I waa effectu.
ating rhythmio movements in

the course of my pedestrinn
activities, Well, my dear
friends, that is eaasly ex-

lained, I am aecting under
octor’'s orders | "
“You're whatter t !

“1 am doing it on the in-
structionsa of a medical con-
sultant.”

“Mean to say any doctor
has been idiot enough to
order you to do a dancing
turn all the way to Pegg 1"
howled Ogilvy. “ What's it
supposed to cure, fathead 1™

“The after-effects of my
recent bad cold, my dear
Ogilvy | ** was "Lonzy’s bland
retort. ‘' Dr. Pillbury told
me that it would be in my
best intereste to have a trip
to Tegg every half-holiday.
So I heve taken him at his
word and tripped all the way!"

Gentlemen, chaps and
fellows, there’s no getting
away from tha fact that
Alenzo Todd is absolutely

| unique |

My goodness, but Stott
must indeed be a rascal | Just
before the hols started, when
I was running down the stairs,
singing ** Land of My Fathers"
out of sheer joy of spirits, he
had the impudence to ask me
if I could imitate dogs pg well
as I could imitate cais! For
a man to reveal such a de-
praved |ack of ihe musical
gense i indeed n shock to
any right-minded Welshman !

I admit that at times, when
L bhave not approved of
Wharton and other leading
lighta of the Form, I have
thrown in my lot with SBkinner
nnd associated with Btott.
But I have never pot on well
with Stott for all that, look
vou, With all his faults,
Skinner 18 a live wire and the
possessor of originelity and
wit., BStott has mneither of
thess attribufes. He i3 just
& bad egg.

Of course, when I say
“ noticeable,” it means that
I haven't noticed them mysel.
It's quite possible he's got
W_E.EH of rederming features ;

ut, indeed to gocdness, if he
has, he keeps them hidden |

And that, my iriends, is all

ARE YOU
A HE-MAN?

We believe in classifying
mﬁn..w.__“rq.un. and in our opinion
it's high timo somebody
out & He-Man Quotient for
everybody in the Hemove.
Then we'd know where we all
stoad !

What is a He-Man ! Briefly,
one who ¢an do the following :

1. Get Gosling to ocarry
several beavy trunks up to
the box-room and reward him
with a bright ** Thank you | **

2. Laugh aloud on sesing
Quelchy trip over the Form-
room mat,

3. Ask Wingate for a place
in the First Eleven,

4. Eat the college pudding
they give us for dinner every

Thursday.

5. Borrow five bob from
Fish — FREE OF
INTERERST.

g, Tell Wibley he can’t act
for toffee.

I can Bay concerning Stott,

(StotE EuH.Mm?m__ at all happy
about that packet, we're afraid /
Dut he'll get his chanca fo hit
back next week. Don't miss
Willtam  Stolt on  David
Morgan /—ED.)

DOWN WITH
CANNIBALS!

Meeting in the Rag at 8 p.m,
Mondaynext to protest i
ocennibalism. Stirrin dress
by a Removite w
“chowed up" last term _"_._H_
his Form master |

T Q.E._m. on an intelligent
and intslligible conversation
i__._.ﬁ_mu. HU._.._.H._“.UH_...

8. Get Mauleverer to have
a run round ihe quad beiore
brekker,

We challenge any Romaovite
to prove that hia He-Man
Quotient is more than b0 per
cent. judged on the besis of
these teats.

Imposgible, of course! The
fact is, we're living in degencr-

ate times. No wonder retired
o was colonela go purple in the face

and write to the

ahout us}

papers

'LONZY'S

LITTLE LETTERS

Dear Editor,—As one who has ever favoured grammatical
translucency and uw.,mbﬂm __.Hﬁ:__ illogicality and incom-
prehensibility, I feel it incumbent on me to exercise my

chivographical capacity in the
e of EHHEHE&

ﬂ_.nﬁmunmﬂa.

nama of

exclusively of

for m._
i -IE' L] L] |.d r +
stantive, in my estimation, ia indicative

compoaition of an sffirmation
nee the terminological

usages of those who exhibit the infelicitous

their masters the
ia monosyllabie sub-

cornaons tuberance of

birds and cannot consequently be intelligibly
applied to the megisterial pedagogues apper=
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Yours truly,
ALONZO TODD.

(Which, being inferpreted, means that
'Lonzy objeots to calling masters '* beaks.':

lor nniors bition to dri soing . "
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find,” and Bob Cherry carrled off the has the merve to give anybody a YOUT S lotler won't stop th
ready b0 “ swap ¥ bobours, :ﬂ- Tom Merry in good race | ﬂgzaj,vﬂ‘“ﬂ:in musb admit that it's
anybody. the final. Well done, Bob | noi very ! 2-coming }—EDp.)



