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BILLY BUNTER’S SENSATIONAL RETURN TO GREYFRIARS !
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A STIRRING STORY OF THE NORTH-WEST MOUNTED POLICE.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
On Kelly's Trail !

{4 HAT'S up?" inquired Joe Clarke
mildly, as Mel Ruthven - flung

W himself down an his cot with a

crash that nedrly broke it.

“That misery, Mike Kelly—that's whatl's
up!™ growled Ruthven.

*The moonshining gentleman?”

“The same; and I've got to eatch him.”

“Wish you joy,” answered Clarke, with a
grin. _

“Just whien I'd put in for a week’s leave,
too!"” groaned Huthven, with n comical ex-
pression of unuoyance on his good-looking
face.

“Who are you taking?” inquired Joe.

He and Mel usually hunted in couple.

*That's the worst of it. That irrespon-
sibhle young azs, Bill Adams!™

Clarke ehuckled.

“You've ot a picnic before vou.”

Ruthven Eunew it.  Bill Adams, though o
fine, strapping reeruit, wag a scatter-brained
youlh, and so far all attempts to drill him
inte the responsibilities of his work as a
Canadian Mounted Policeman  had  proved
unavailing. Now the officer in command at
Fort Alexandra had handed him over to
Corporal Ruthven to lick into shape, and
ardered bhim. to take him to help arrest
Mike Relly, )

Kelly was a long-limbed, cheerful Trizh-
man, with an hereditary delight in setting
the liquor laws at delinnee.  Hiz potheen
was famous the country over, amd never i
drop of it had paid duty. The eyes of the
Revenue aunthorities had long been on him,
and news had been received that he was
renning a still in the ElK Hills.

Ruthven's job was to find and destroy the
still, aml capture the owner thereof.

Bright aud early next morning the corporal
and yvoung Adams rode out of the fort,

All day long, execept for a short halt at

mid-day, the {two travelled over flower-
decked, andulating prairie, and abont live
sighted o clump of curtous, counical hills,

the lower slopes of which were covered with
a thick growth of pines,

“There are the Elk Hills,™ said Ruthven.

It took all Ruthven's knowledge of woml-
croft to hit Kelly's trail. Dot at last he
got it aft the bottom of the nearest hill.

“Now tie up your horse,” he ordered
Adams, “and follow me! Don't speak, and
be careinl where you walk., Kkelly has ears
like a Iynx."”

The tracks became clearer. Iuthven laud
suddenly come upon the pack-trail, along
which  the moonshiner despatched pookes
laden with spirit-barrels,

Now, if they could ouly ercep upon the
still unawares, the chaneez were they would
eateh the man red-hauded,

The two had walked, perhaps, half a mile
up a steepizh Lrail, which twisted in and out
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smong the trees, when Euthven stopped and
pointed. A thin feather of grey wood amoke
wasg rising from a  thicket a couple of
hundred vards away.

“There's the =till,™ he whispered.

At that very moment there eame a loud
whining, and the sound of a horse's feet up
the path behiml.

Az Ruthven turned in amazement, he saw
Adams' horse come trotting sharply towards
them, the halter-rope dangling loosely,

“Ldet!” exclaimed the corporal, bitterly
annoyed. “Can't you even tie a horse up
cafe? Cateh him, awd follow me!™

As he spoke he broke into a rapid run
towards the thicket.

But the mischiel had bDeen done. The
still was there, sure enough, artfully hidden
in a hollow in the centre of the thicket,
with the fire still burning nnder it, and the
clear, but potent, liquor dripping into the
receiver. But the artful Kelly bad made
good his ¢szecape.

Kuthven wasted no time in vain regrets,
but: turped out again on the Irishman’s trail.
A path led him to a dog-out in the hillside.
This one-roomed, turl-roofed hut was evi-
dently Kelly's home; but he bad left it
As it was now growing dusk, Ruthven EKnew
it would be useless to continue the search
for the present. So, groflly ondering Adams
to prepare supper, he went back himsell to
feteh up the horses.

Imagine the state of his feelings when he
foiind them hath gone! On the tree to which
he had left hiz own tied was pinped & serap
of paper, with this inzulting message:

“For sail.—-Two dacent horses. Price. mi
<till amd mi libkerty.—Appli MIKE KELLY."

EL RUTHVEN was a good-tempered
of the whole countryside, to say nothing of
too dark Lo see the tracks, and heavy clondz
dug-out in o towering rage.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Drugged Spirit!
man, and had & keen szeuse of
humour. DBut this was too much,
He wounld be the laughing-stock
the fort, when they heard how neatly this
seamp had tricked him.

Warse than all, it was hy this time far
blowing over from the south-enst promised
vain, which would elfectually destroy the
trail by morning. He stalked back to the

Kicking the door open, he found, to his
amazement, that all was dark., There was
o live lighted, no supper in sight,

Wiz this another of the pgood RKeliy's
tricks? But no. There was a zound of
heavy  breathing somewliere,

Mel stvuck a malceh, and conld hardly

believe his eves at sight of Bill Adams fat
an his back on Kelly™s bunk, =noring peaec-
fully.

“You fagy voung sweep, wale up!™ roared

—
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Mel, and, eatehing tlhe other by the collar,
he swung him off the bed,

Adams toppled on to the floor like a sack
of potatoes, and lay there, still snoring,

A light broke on Mel.

“The young =coundrel’'s drunk!” he mut-
tered, and now he was really angry.

A bottle of strong spirit open on the table,
and an empty glass beside it, seemed full
explanation, Huthven went out, found a
bucket of water, and dashed a quantity in
Adams® face,

The young fellow never budged, or showed
a zign of hife.

“Strange!” muttered Mel. “Why, there's
anly one glass of the stuff gone! He can’t
have got s0 bad as thizs on one glass!™

He tasted the hguor. ‘Though he ounly
tovk a mouthful, vet almost at once Xis
head began to spin. A€ last he understood.

“Drugged, by the Lord Harry!" he nut-

tered, and blindly staggered againzt the
wall.
When he woke again it was still quite

dark., and the rain was drumming =oftly on
the thick roef. Hiz head ached horribly, but
he waszs glad to find that he was able  to
stand. As for Adamg, he was still under
the iufluence of the drug, and quite helnless,

Mel's first idea was to light the fire and
make the cup of. coffee which his parched
throat amd burning head longed for. But,
anl second thoughts, he decided against dolog
0. Mike Kelly, yery possibly, was not far
awiay. He might have counted on the
efficacy of his sleep medicine, and, secing
no light, wonld doubtless have taken advan-
tage of the dark hours te remove his still.
A still is a costly thing, and Mel knew that
Mike would not sacrifice it willingly.

Groping round in the darkness, Mel Ruth-

ven found the bhucket of water, drank about
a quart, aml then ducked his head., After
that he sat down to wait, with what

patienee he might, for daylight,

Rarely had he felt so sore and angry, and
apnili and again he vowed that he would
make Master Kelly amart for his tricks,

After a long time the rain ceased, amd
to Mel's intenze relief, he
saw a greyuess in the east. Eating a couple
of «dry biscuits by way of breakfast, he
tightenad hiz belt, slipped hiz  revolver,
which he had left on the table, into its
holster, and, pushing the door open very
pently, erept out into the dim dawn,

Crawling stealthily through the soaking
herbage, amd taking shelter as he went he-
hind every tree, he made his way to the
hicdden ' atii)l,  His lips closed a little more
tightly as he saw that his suzpicious hald
been correct.

The moomshiner had snceeeded in earrving
off  the =till, The remainder «of  the
apparitus was where he had left it

“He's honwd o have left o i), anyhiow,”
thoungint the trooper; amd, on emerging Trom

(ol ihived on poage 200
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Bunler's wealkness for gorging has landed him info frouble on more occasions than it 15 possible fto enumerale,
the Onel’'s digestive organism has always stood the fterrific strain imposed upon it.

wohen the lasi jom tarl—the proverbial straw on the camel's back —puts that digeslive orviganism oul of gear,
once Bunfer is unable to cat ke begins to irmagine that kis number is up.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Wheeze That Worked !
{ OW, boys.” said Mr. Quelch,
N “1 want vou to pay close at-

tention while I demonstrate
to——""
Crash!

The Remove master stopped short with |

a startled expression on his face, The
class Inoked startled, too. For the sound
was that of a human body falling to the
floor.

“ Bless my soul !” gasped Mr. Quelch,

His eyes roved round the Form-room
and rested on the place where Billy
Bunter sat—or rather, where Billy
Bunier had been sitting prior to that
crash,

There: was no sign of the fat junior
now. One moment he had been seated
aft the desk, as uwsual, the next he had
dizappeared from mortal ken, so to
speak,

As a matter of fact, Bunter had sud-

denly slipped off the seat, and his ample |

form had hit the floor-boards with a
sounding concussiorn.

* Yaroooooop !

That wyell of anguish clearly proved
that Bunter was present, though .in-
visible. It was a dreadful yell that rang
through the Form-room—a vell like that
of a soul in torment.

“Bless my soul!” Mr.
(ielch.  Bunter !”

0w !

“ What are vou doing on the floor "

[ 5 “I‘n_‘.v EFI

“How ecame vou to be unseated in that
wanney *

“Yarooooh ! roared Bunter, as
Skinner, who had been sitting next to
bura, playfully prodded him in the ribs
with hiz boot,

Mye. Quelch frowned. There
srarm-signals on Ius brow. But Billy
Bunter, unseeing and unseen, failed to
notice them. )

“Danter ' thundered
master.  © Resume  vour
diately 1™

“Ow! I'd like to oblige wou, sir,"”
came a mulled voice. © But I—I ecan’t [

“What ! You ecannot resnme your
sraf i masped My, Quelch,

repeated

the
scat

Bemove
1mme-

were

TWOPENCE.
Dut
There comes a fime, however,
And

TicHARDS .

FRANK

A Magnificent Long Complete Story
of Harry Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars.

The fact 15, I can't move
I'imn absolutely helpless,

sir.

hand or . foot.

si.  And the pain is simply awful !
“Pain ?” echoed Mr. Quelch,

“No

¥

“ Yessir!” groaned Bunrter, “T've
broken my back, I believe. I've frac-
tured my collar-bone at least. DBut I

had pains before I fell off the form,
TH3

“What sort of pains?” demanded Mr.
uelch.

“Violent eternal painz, =ir”

There was a subdued fitter from the
class, Mr. Quelch’s frown deepened.

“1 do not understand you, Bunter,’
he said. “ What, pray, do you mean by
‘eternal ' pains ?V

“Yow! Pains in my inside, sir=—in-
fernal pains !

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Silence ! roared Mr. Quelch, rap-
ping sharply on the desk with his
pointer.  “ Presumably you mean in.
ternal pains, Bunter®"

“That's it, sir! They are tying me
up in knots, and .causing me terrible
agony, sir. I'm not the sort of fellow
to make a fuss over a twinge or two,
but this pain 15 too awful for words.
It's more than I can bear. Ow-ow-ow !"

Mr. Quelch beckoned to Skinner and
Bolsover,

“ Pray assist Bunter to his feet,” he
said.

“Lertawnly, siv!”

Skinner and Bolsover promptly dived
inder the desk and hauled Billy Bunter
to his’ fect.
Skinner murmured to Folsover that a
steam crene was necessary. Iowever,
the herenlean task was accomplished
with much gasping and grunting, and
Billy Bunter came into public view once
more, supported in an upright position
by Skinner and. Bolsover,

My, Guelch looked searclungly at the
fat junior. Bunter certainly looked ill,
His face was as white as chalk—he had
possibly chalked 16 beforchand—and his
features were distorted as 1f with acute
anguish, He locked the picture of abject
misery as he stood there, leaning heavily
on his. two schoolfellows,

“You are still in pain, Bunter?
tioned Mr. Queleh,

¥

T oguoes-

It was no easy task, and-

“Terrible pain, sir—zhooting, stab-

bing opain, like knives going through
me,”’
_And Billy Bunter gave a number of
heartrending * groans.  They fell upon
unsyvmpathetic cars, so far as the class
was concerned. The Removites beljeved
that their plump schoolfellow was malin-
gering 1n order to be excused lessons,
And thevy had every reaszon to believe
=0, for this was quite an old dodge of
Bunter’s.

But Mr., Queleh,. zcannmng  Bunler's

white face, and listening to those apypal-

ling groans, came to the conclusion thac
the fat junior was really il

“What did you have for breaklast,
Bunter " he inguired.

“ Nothing much, sir: only =ix rashers
of bacon, and a few fried eggs, and
some toast, and marmalade——""

“(Good gracious ! gasped Mr. Quelch.
“No wonder yvou are suffering internal
pams! You have been over-eating, vou
gluttenous boy ! I regret that I was un-
avoidably absent from the breakfasi-
table. Had I been there, I would not
have permitted such a disgusting orgy.”

“(h, really, sir-—" moaned Bunter
feebly.

“You have partaken of too much food,
with this painful resualt,” Mr. Quelch
went on. I will excuse you from taking
any further part in the lessons.”

Billy Bunter's face brightened up, but
only for a feeting second. Then he
started groaning agmn,

“You will proceed to the zanalorium,
Bunter, and place vourself in the carve
of the matron,” said Mr. Quelch.
* Rkinner and Bolsover will assist yvou.”

“ Ahem ! I—=1 think I can just manage
to stagger round to the sanny without
help, sir,” =aid Bunter.

“Very well, Bunter., You may go.”

With his hands clasped in the region
of his lowest waisteoat-bution, Billy
Bunter rolled to the door, moaning
piteons]y. He appeared to be bent
almost douhle with anguish., anrd DMr,
(uelch glanced at him with genume
pity. But nobody else did.

“ Exit the merry wangler [
Bob Cherry.

Tae Maoxer Lisgarv.—No. 938,
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“Tt is a stuntful wheeze of Bunter’s
for dodgefully aveoiding lessons,”  whis-
pered Hurrce Singh, * He has succeceded
in deceiving the Queleh sahihk.”

“Silence ! thunderedt Mr.  Quelch,
“The lesson will now proceed.”™

The door of ithe Remove IForm-room
¢losed behind Billy Bunter.

Once out in the passage his manner
changed as if by magic. He ceased to
groan, and he held himself erect. A
broad grin overspread his countenance.

“He, he, he!” ke chuockled softly.
“It worked like a charm! Old Quelchy
reckons he's a downy bird, but T spoofed
him all right that time, And now I'll
get to business,™

So saying, Billy Bunter rolled away
—mnot in the direction of the sanny, but
towards the Remove passage. And he
continued to chuckle as he rolled joy-
ously on his way.

s —

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Glorious Grub !

ILLY BUNTER was hungry, He

B wag, in fact, ravenous. It was

true that he had ecaten an enor-

mous breakfast, which would

have sustained most people for a whole

day.  But that breakfast was ancient

history now, so far as Bunter was con-

cerned, and he was hungering for
another meal,

He knew where he could find one. He
had seen a tuck-hamper arrive that
morning for his study-mate, Peter Todd.

The hamper had not been delivered
until the bell was, ringing for morning
lessons, and Peter Todd had not had
timé to unpack it, much less start on its
contents.  He had hurried along to
Study No. 7 with the hamper and
dlumped it on the table, and even that
hasty manceuvre had made him a minute
late for lessons,

Peter Todd was cagerly awaiting the
line of dismissal, so that he could per
form the enjoyable task of unpacking
the hamper. DBuat Billy Bunter, ever an
obliging fellow, had decided to save
Peter the trouble, He would open the
hamper himself, and make a rapid in-
road into its contents,
~ Bunter had no- qualms of conscience
in the matter. After all, he argued, he
was ane of Peter Todd's oldest pals, and
a lellow never minds going halves. with
an old pal when a tuck-hamper comes
along.

“ I just take half, and leave Toddy
the rest,” pmurmured Bupter. * Share
and share alike’s a jolly good motto.
I've always thought ihat.”

“The fat junior stepped into Study
No. T, and he took the vrecaution of
vlosing andi locking the door.

- The tuck-hamper stogd on ihe table,
Just as Peter Todd had léft it. Tt was
® big, bulging, Billy Bunter of a hamper

-2 glorious sight for a glution to feast
liis eyes on. Bunter took ecareful stock
oi 1k, smacking his lips the while.

“Jolly fine hamper, and no mistake !
Le murmared.  “ Toddy's a lucky beggar.
But then, so am I. I've got the pleasure
of having first whack.”

MNow came the task of unpacking the
hazmper, That was soon accomplished.
I3illy Bunter wrenched and tugged at the
lid, until it suddenly parted company
with the rest of the hamper, and came
away in his hands,

Possing the lid into a corner, Billy
Bunter blinked through his spectacles at
tne intericr of the hamper,

Lood things galore greeted his gaze.
And Bunter lifted them out one by onc
and set them on the table. )

IToE Macxer LiBrary.—No. 838.

mmured,

There was a large cake, with marzipan
and icing on the top. There was a big
pie, cold, but already baked. YWhether L

it was an wpple-pie or a meat-pie Bunter
couldn’t tell at a glance, but he would
speedily discover! 'There was another
cake—a cherry-cake this time—there were
tins of peaches and apricots and pears;
there were a couple of honeycombs, care-
fully packed to prevent the honey leak-
ing through on to the rest of the things;
and there were other dainties too
numerous to mention.

Billy Bunter applied himself with great
ousto to the task of unpacking. It was
a glorious task—much better than
“mugging 7 Latin verbs in the Remove
Form room.

The table in Study No. 7 soon pre-
sented a very crowded appearance,
Seldom had Bunter seen such a temyptin
array of tuck. After he had fimshe
unpacking he stood spellbound for a
moment, like an Alpine climber pausing
to drink in a magnificent view,

“The puzzle is, where to sturt,” he |

murmured., I think I'll take a peep at
the pie first.”

He prized up the erust with a fork, and
then gave a whoop of delight.

“Rabbit, by Jove! What’s nicer than
a rabbit-pie, 1 should like to know? 1'll
tackle it right away!”

Billy Bunter sested himself at the
table, and plied a knife and fork very
industriously. Bob Cherry had often de-
clared that the only time Biinter worked
veally hard was when he was feeding;
and his jaws certainly worked overtime
on this occasion.

The pie was good—excellent, in fact.
It seemed to melt in the mouth. Billy
Bunter consumed sbout half of it, and
generously left the other half for Peter

Todd. Then, like Alexander of old, he

sought fresh worlds to conquer,

“I'll start on the cake now '’ he mur-
And he cut a helty slice which
would have been a meal in 1ts#lf for some
people,

Had anyone peeped through the study
window at that moment and seen the
trencherman of the Remove at work,
they would have imagined that Bunter
had not had a square meal for a week.
He ate almest ravenously, without
regard for the possible consequences,

Billy Bunter had often pictured him-
zelf, 1n his dreams, locked in a room
with a tuck-hamper all to himself. And
now his dreams had comne true.

Never had he enjoyed a feed so much.
There was variety, and there was abun-
dance. And what more could the soul
of a Bunter desire?

But as time wore on and the supply
of tuck grew small by degrees and
beautifully less, Billy Bunter beeame con-
scious of a pain in his interior. It was a
sudden sharp twinge, which scemed to be
a warning to him to stop stuffing,

But Bunter disregarded the warning,
and” went on eating—with dizastrous
results.

Another sharp twinge came, and then
another, to be followed by a third, which
magle the fat junior give a yelp.

“Yow! That was a nasty one. Seemed
to go right through me! I think I'd
better give over.”

He rose to his feel—not withoul
difficulty—and staggered towards the
armchair. As he did so he canght sight
of his reflection in the mirvor over the
mantelptece, and he was startled to,
observe that his complexion was a sickly
vellow,

“Oh erumbs [ he muttered in dismay.
“T—I must have gone too far!”

Bunter certainly  had. That tre-
mendous orgy, following so quickly upon
an vnusually big breakfast, had cauvsed

Fchair, whi

Bunter's digestive organs to vise in
revoll, They would not stand such
treatment, and they told Bunter =0

plainly by giving him a series of shaup,
stabbing paims,

The fat jluninr collapsed in the arm-

ch groaned beneath his huge
bullk.

“Oh dear! 1—T1 think I'm going to
be ill!" he groaned.

The pains grew rapidly worse, amd
more frequent. There‘was no longer any
need for Bunter to simulate internal
pains, as he had dorie in the Remove
Form room. He actually had them ; and
mmstead of bearing them with stoical
fortitude, he gave vent to loud yelps of
anguish.

‘There he lay, huddled in the armchair,
regarding the food on the table with a
jaundiced eye. The sight of it had been
most appetising at first. Now it was
most loathsome, DBilly Bunter felt that
he never wanted to touch a niorsel of
food again.

_ Presently there was a seurrying of feei
in the passage, and a chorus of yells and
cat-calls such as only schoolboys can give.

Morning lessons were over, and the
Removites  were  revelling  in their
freedom.

Footsteps halted outside the door of
Study No. 7. Familiar voices came to

the ears of the suffering Bunter,

* Buck up, Toddy!"

“Open the door !”

“We're dying to
hamper!”

The doorhandle rattled and shook, and
there was a snort from Peter Taodd.

see the gmiddy

) “_Thl':s blessed door's locked on the
insiche !

bk Eh??j

“Somebody’s in my study!"” Looled
Peler,

There was a moment’s pause—a_pause
of blank consternation. And then
Johnny Bull's voice became audible.

“Lasten, you fellows! 1 thought I
heard somebody groan,”

Another pause. Then deep groans of
dire anguish came to the ears of the
juniors outside the door,

Help!

“Ow-ow-ow! Oh dear! I'm

-dying ! Send for the doctor, somebody !

The juniors started violently.

“Why, that's Bunter!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton.

Instantly the truth flashed into Peier
Todd’s mind.

“The fat pirate has raided my tuck-
hamper ! he roared. “My hat! Now I
can see what his little pame was in pre-
tending to be ill, Instead of going fo
the sanny, he came here and scoffed
my tuck !

A mighty shout of indignation arose—a
shout which ought to have made Billy
Bunter tremble and quake. But he was
too much concerned with his present
sufferings to worry about the vengeance
of Peter Todd. By this time he was
really ill.

“Bunter, you fat villain,’
Cherry, “ unlock this door "

“Wow! I can't!” came a pitiful wail
from within. “llow can you expect a
fellow to drag himself to the door when
he's dying #”

*You're shamming !” shouted

' roared Bah

Poter

Todd.

“Oh, really, Toddy, T assure you I'm
frightfully ill! I've got those eternal
pains again, Yaroocoooh !"

Pater Todd clenched his hands
wrath.

' If you don't unlock this door in twao
minutes we’ll bash it in!"” he exelainied.

“And then the hashfulness of the un-
worthy Bunter will take place !” ehimed
in Ilurree Singh,

Billy Dunter made no move to unlock

i1
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number’s up, doctor, I think.
Dr. Short.

** Where do you feel the pain ? »’

“ Well, my boy, what’s the matter with you ? ** asked Dr, Short. A sepulchral groan escaped Billy Bunierg “*Ow! My
You might be able to prolong my life a little longer, but that's all !
““ Everywhere ! ** groaned Bunter, squirming on the bed. (See Chapter 3.)

“* Nonsense !’ rapped

the door. The juniors waited, stamping
their feet with growing impatience, And-
the groans of their fat schoolfellow on
the otherside of the door grew more and
more heartrending. _

“Time's up!” #aid Peter Todd grimly,
as soon as the two minutes had expired.
“1 don't like the idea of committing
assault and battery on my own study
door, but—"

“What about the window ?” suggested
Bob Cherry, with a flash of inspiration.

“0Oh, good! T'd forgotten that!”

Peter Todd hurried down into the
Close, while the rest of the juniors re-
mained outside the study door awaiting
events,

The window of Study No. 7 was at no
great distance from the ground, and
Peter Todd, with the agility of a
panther, made a flying leap, and drew
himself up on to the sill. I'he window
was open, and Peter clambered throuzh
into the study, He gazed at the rem-
nants of his tuck, and rave a roar like
that of the Dull of Basian,

* Nearly half my grub gone! T’ll have
your scalp for this, you fat cad!”

Groan!

*Get up out of that chair!™

Another groan—deeper and more pro-
longed.

Peter Todd took a quick stride towards
the armchair with a view to hauling
Bunter out of it. Then he halted
suddenly, and stared at his plump study-
mate in alarm. He saw at once that
this was no play-acting on Bunter's part.
The fat junior was really ill—so much
50, that he was powerless to move from
the armchair, He did make-an effort tos
rise, only to sink back with a groean.

“Unlock the door, Toddy!” called
Harry Wharton, from the passage.

Peter obeyed, and the Famous Five
swarmed into the study,

“Go casy with Bunter, you fellows,”
said Peter Todd. “IIe’s genuinely 1l
this time—no hanky-panky about it. Just
look at his complexion! It's an art
shade n yellow. And he’s suffering
pretty badly by the look of him.”

Billy Bunter's legs were thrashing the
air, and his hands were clasped across his
middle. There could be no question
that he was in pain. Even the most
sceptical of the juniors had to admit
that, when they looked at him.

“Great Scott! You've fairly done it
this time, Bunter!” said Frank Nugent.

“Groo!”

“Can’t you get up 7" asked Wharton.

“OFf course not—yow! People can’t
get up and prance round the study when
they're dying !”

“Aszs! You're a long way from dying.
You've given yourself a bad bout of in-
digestion, that’s all. But it's bad enough
to be jolly painful. We shall have to
take you along to the sanny.”

“Buck up, then!” moaned
“]—I feel 1 haven't got
minutes to live.”

The task of carrying Billy DBunter
round to the sanny was not an enjoy-
able one. And Bunter enjoyed it least
of all. Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry
supported one end of him, and Johnny
Bull and Hurree Singh saw to the other;
while Frank Nugent stepped out into
the passage to clear a way for the pro-
cession.

Breathlessly the juniors bore their
human burden round the winding corri-
dors, and up a flizht of stairs; and
finally, purple in the face with their
exertions, they dumped Billy Bunter on
lo & bed in the sick-bay. Then they
summonegd the matron, to whose tender
mercies the fat junior was abandoned.

Bunter.
many Imore

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Bombshell for Bunter !

b VER-EATING again!” said the
matron sternly,
Billy BDunter groaned,
“Where do you feel the
pain?”’ demanded the dame.
“Everywhere !” was the comprenenzive
reply”  ““In every linb and every joint.
It's awful, ma’am! 1 wish it would give

over, so that I could have a peaceful
end."’
“What
matron,
over-oeatin

nonzense!”  snapped  the
“1 am convinced vou have been
again, and that you are
suffering from a severe attack of indi-
gestion. Let me take your temperature.”

Tho thermometer was inserted beneath
Bunter's tongue, and while it remained
there the matron felt his pulse.

Billy Bunter lay on the bed, fully-
dressed, his legs working convulsively.
The matron was really sorry for him,
but she dared not say so. It was always
a bad policy to express sympathy with
Bunter's ailments. He only took advan-
tage of it, and made out he was ten times
worse than he really was.

The matron removed the thermometoer
from Bunter's mouth and shook it and
examined it, Then she gave quite a
start.

“Dear me! Tt iz not usual for a high
temperature to accompany an attack of
indigestion, I must send for the
doctor,”

“He'll never get here in time, ma’am,"™
groaned Dunter. “I'm sinking fast.
Tell the Head it’s no use wiring for my
people. 1 should expire long before my
titled relations got here,”

The matron frowned.

“You are talking a lot of wild non-
sense ! she said. “ You are ecertainly ill,
and vou have a high temperature; but it
is ridiculous to talk as if you were at
death’'s door. T will telephone for Dr.
Short, and he will tell ma what is wirong
with you, and what treatment 1 should
administer.”

The matron hurried away, leaving
Billy Bunter alone with his anguish,

A cheevful fire burned in the grate,
ancd the room was cosy and comfortable,
But Bunter was not in a condition to
appreciate thesze things. Ile lay turning
and tossing on the bed, dhd the merry
shouts of his schoolfellows, who wero
punting a football about in the Close,
were walted to his ears,

An hour passed before Dr. Short, the
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modical  practitioner  from  Fravdale,
arvived on the séene. He came into the
sick-bay, carrving a littlo black bag, and
followed by the matron,

ITaving removed his overcoat and
gloves, the doctor frowned at the squirni-
iy ligure on the bed. ,

“Well, my boy, what's the matter with

yci'f” he asked.
sepulchral

groan escaped  Billy
Bunter, _ .
0w ! My number's up, doctor, 1

ilink. You might be able to prolong
my life a hitle longer, but that’s all.”

“Nonsense I'" said Dr. Short. **Where
do vou feel the pain?”

“* Everywhere !”

“Where do vou feel it most?” :

“ Here,” moaned Bunter, drawing his
hands across the middle portion of his
anatomy. o

“Very well,” said the doctor, *1 will
make an examination.”

He did so; and Billy Bunter yelled as

the medico’s lingers prodded and pressed
him,

“Did that hurt yon very much?”
askedd Dr, Short, after giving a partieu-
larly sharp prod.

“Yarooooo!" roared Bunter—which
was another way of saying, “Yes! It
hurt like the very dickens!”

Ir. Short looked grave.

“II'm! It is on the extreme right,”
he murmured, “There can be little
question as to the nature of the com-
plaint,  Severe internal pains on the
right-hand sive, coupled with a high
femperature, strongly suggest appendi-
Cig,

““What !"

Billy Buanter [airly shouled the word.
And he nearly rolied off the bed 1 his
agitation,

“ Appendicitis?
yossible !

The doctor smiled slighily.

he pasped. “Tm-

“And why should it be nmpossible,
pravi” he said. “Thousands of people
get-appendicitis in the course of a vear,
Operations are performed daily——"

“Operations?” echoed DBilly Dunter,
with & shudder. The mention of that
sinister word struck auite a chill into his
heart.

Bunter had never yvet undergone an
operation; and he had no cager longings
for such an experience. The mere
thought was ternifying. To be stretched
cut on an. operating-table, at the mercy
of the surgeon’s knife—what a ghastly
afid gruesome business !

Billy Bunter got inte quite a panic.

“I won't have an operation!” he cried
wildly, “My frail and delieate constitu-
tion would never stand it !”

“Come, come, my boy!” said Dr,
Short more kindly. “An operation is
the only sensible course. Madern sur-
gery is so skilful that you will suffer the
minimum of discomfort. The removal of
an appendix 1s a simple maiter nowa-
days—always provided the operation is
performed without delay. In cases of
this kind, delays are indeed dangerous.
Appendicitis, if neglected, becomes peri-
fonitis: and when matters reach that
siage, it is long odds against an operation
proving successful.  DBut you need not be
alurmed, my boy. Provided you have
il operation at once, all will be well.”

* At—at once? faltered Bunter,

“Yes—this afternoon. I will arrange
for you io be taken to the Courtfield
Nursing Home in an ambulance, T will
also get in touch with Dr., Wright, the
surgeon, He will, I feel sure, be pleased
to perform the operation.”

No doubt Dr. Wright would bLe
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t —1 can't bear it!

‘prove suceessful.

B Tt e ——

pleased. But Billy Bunter wasn’t. The
prospect of an mmmediale operation was
gall and wormwood 1o him, It had
burst upon lim like a hombshell. A few
hours before he had been well and happy,
without a care in the world, And now
he had come bang up against the higgest
crisis ef his lifo,

“Of course,” said the doctor, “your
father will be telegraphed to, and his
consent oblained for the operation to be
performed, 1 have no doubt he will
readily give it. Being a man of experi-
ence, iﬂn will vealise the danger of delay.
I will now go and see tho headmaster,
and lay all the facts before him.”

S0 saying, Dr. Short hurried away.

When he had gone the matron did her
best to cheer Bunter tip, and to put lum
into a move tractable frame of mind.

“Operations are not nearly such tor- |

rible things as you imagine,” she said.

“The worst pmt is the apprehension.

The actual operation 15 nothing, since

i,;gu know nothing about it. You will
put to sleep——"’

“Don’t, ma’'am " pleaded Bunier, 1
The thought of an
operation gives me the shudders!
pose—suppcse 1 were to go under!
Wouldn't it be awful! I'm not fhinking
of myself—I never was a selfish’ sort of
chap, as you know. I'm thinking of the
school. ITow would Greyfriars get on
without me?”

In =pite of her concern for Bunter, the
ma‘llrmt found it difficult to repress a
smile,

“You are taking far lco gloomy a
view of the matter, my dear boy,” she
said, *““You have youth in your favour,
atid the operation is almest certain to
And the internal paing
which vou are npw suffering will aunto-
matically vanish.”

“They—they've beginning to
already, ma’'am!” aid Bunier,

““What "

“They started to go away when the
doctor was here—as socn as he mentioned
an operation, in fact.”

But the mairon was not to be de-
ceived. She saw for hérself that Bunter
was still in pain, and that ke only pre-
tended otherwise in thz hope of escaping
the coming ordeal,

“Whilst we are waiting for your
father’s consent to the operation,” she

vanish

said, “perhaps you would like to see some

of your friends®"’

Bunter nodded.

“I suppose I'd beiter say goad-bye to
Wharton and the others—and {o my
minor Sammy,” he =aid.

“There is no question of your saving
good-bve, vou silly boy!  You really
must try and rid yoursell of the impres-
sion that you are not going to recover.
I gnerely snggested . that your friends
should come up and see you, so that it
might relieve the tedium of waiting, 1t
will be betiér for you to have company
than to be left alone with your thoughts.
Tell me whom you would like to see,
and 1 will summon them here at once.”

“Very well, ma'am,”. said DBunter.
“T'll see youne Sammy and Wharton and
Nugent and Bob Cherry and Johnny
Bull and Hurree Singh. And T'll see
Peter Todd, too, and ask him not to be
ratty with me for pitching into his tuck-

hamper.”
Aveordingly  the matron - sent a mes-
senger  to request the fellows whom

Runter had mentioned to step along lo
the sanny .and see him. And the fat
junior, feeling a trifle more resigned to
his_falia, lay on his bed and awaited their
arrival,

Sup-.

1 ton kindly.

s —,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunteir’s Beguests !

REYFRIARS was in a buzz.
‘The rews that Billy Buunier
was to be operited upon for

_appendicitis  caused  quite o
sensalon.

Everybody felt extremely sarry for
Bunter—even those who had disliked and
detested him in the ordinary course of
events. Iven the stony-hearted Skinner
murmured vwords of sympathy, and said
It was terribly rough luck on poor old
Dunter,

“Of course,” said Bob Cherry, as ho
wended his way 1o the sanatorinm with
his chums, “Bunter was simply asking
for trouble. ITe ate a brekker that would
have satisfied three ordinary fellows, and
inenn he went and scoffed pretty nearly
half of Toddy's tuck., 1 wonder he didn’t
burst! Anywav, he's got himself into a
fine old mess. Buot 1 can’g help feeling
sorry for him, 1i's no joke having to go
under an operation.”

“No jolly fear!™ said XNugent, *]J
wouldn't be in Dunter’s shoes for a
pension.™

“We must do our best to cheer him
up,” seid Wharten, “1 dare say he's
fecling pretly down at the mowent.”

When the juniors entered the sick-
bay, they found Billy Dunter lving eon
the bed, with his minor Sammyv seatad
at the bedside. Sammy was whimper-
ing.

“This is awful, Billy !"” he was say-
ing. “Den’'t you honestly think yveu’ll
get through the operation ¥

“Eh? Of course he'll get thiough!™
chimed in Bob Cherry, advancing into

the room. *“Hallo, Bunty! ITow &roe
you feeling 7"

“Rotten !" groaned Dunter.

“Nover mind,” said Beb. “It will

soon be all over.”

“T know that, Cherry. You nesdn't
rub it in. I realise perfeetly well that
I've only a few hours to live.”

“What vot!” said Harry Wharton.
“When Bob said it would socon Le zll
over he didn’t mean thai you were
going {o shuffle off this mortal coil.”

“Of course I didn’t!” said Bob
Cherry. “I meant that the operation
would soon be over, and® that you'd
come safely through, Bunty.”

Billy Bunter blinked pathetically at
his echoolfellows. who stood. locking
down at him. Like Rachel of old, ho
mournad, and would not be comfortegl.

“It's no use you fellows trying to
cheer me up,” he said. “I'm certamn
I shall never survive. Why, T'm at
death’s deor already! The matron
says I've got a very high temperament- -
a hundred and four, I think it is. How
can a fellow recover, with a tempera-
ment like that? Dut I'm not going to
whine. I hope T cgn face my fate with
the fearless spirit of the Bunters of
old.™

There was a sob from Sammy. The
fag was really Irightened.  Selfish
young rascal though he was, he_ had
a genuine affection for his brother Billy.
And the thought of Billy being taken
from him wasz quiie ternlying.

“Don't ery, kid,” said Harry Whar-
“Rilly’s leoking on the
blackest side of things. T won't pre-
tend that an operation isn't a scrious
maiter; but, believe e, Billy will get
throngh."

“Yes, rather ' )

But Billy Bunter shook his head with
obstinate resignation.

“I’'m going under,.you fellows,” he
said.

“You're going under chlovoforin, cer-
tainly,” agreed Johnny Dull. " Anid
when you wake up, you'll find yourself
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in a nice, cosy room, with a nurse hold-
ing your hand, and telling you it's all
serene, Your appendix will have gone,
and sb will your pain."”

But . the heartening words of his
schoolfellows had no more effect upon
Billy Bunter than the words of Job's
comforters had wvwpon Job. And it was
not really surprising, Nobody ever
feels wildly optimistic before an opera-
tion.

“1 sent for you fellows."” said Billy
Bunter, in feeble tones, “fto sav good-
bye. I'm not expecting to see any of
you azain.’’

“Why, you're falking out of wyour
hat, Bunty !” said Peter Todd. * We
shall refuse to say good-bye. We'll say
an revolr, if you like. And we'll come
and =ea you at the nursing home in -a
day or two, when you're getting over
the operation.”

“T gha'n't be there to =ce,” said
Bunter gloonuly. “Give me your hand,
Toddy, and tell me you forgive me for
scoffing your fuck.”

Peter's hand promptly clasped that of
the fab junior,

“That's all right, old son!” he =aid.
“There’s nothing to forgive. Matter of
fact, T feel that I'm to blame for all
this. If I hadn’t left the hamper where
vou could easzily get at if, you wouldn't
be 1l now,"

“Well, good-bye, Toddy! And mind
vou keep my memory green in Study
No. 7. Good-bye, Wharton, old fellow!
You've been rvather a beast fo me in
the past—leaving me oul of the footer
eleven, and all that—but I forgive
you!”

“Thank you!™ said the captain of the
Remove gravely.

In any other circumstances he would
have roared with laughter.

3illy Buntfer continued his farewells.

“Lrood-bye, DBob Cherry! You've
made my life .a misery, by sgueezing a
cold aponge over me every morning, and
pinching my ear, and sneering at my
titled relations, and kicking me out of
your sludy whenever T invited myself
to tea; but I don't bear any malice.
I can find it in my heart to forgive vou.
Liood-bye !

*“Au revowr, Bunty !” said Dob.

“Good-bye, Nugent! I've never
been overfend of you—you're too much
of a milksop-~but you lent me a couple
of bob on the first day of ferm, and T
tiever forget a kindness. Now T come
to think of it I've never paid vou back.
I've boen walling for my postal-order to

H

turn up——m

“Don’t you bother about that, Billy,™
said Nuogent. “We'll wipe it off the

slale, Wo'll treat the debt us if it
doesn’c exist.”

“That's awfully decent of vou.
Nugent. Good-bye, Jelmny Bull! 1
haven't got much to thank you for.

You've been a beastly bully—nearly as
badd  az  Dolsover major—and  you've
given me many a bifling for borrowing
vour bike, Dut I'm quite prepared to
et byzones be bygones, Give me your
fist. (ood-hye!”

“Bo-long ' said Johnny Bull,

“(rood-bye, Inky! It's rather he-
neath my dignity to shake hands with a
nigger—especially a fellow who's been
unkind to me, like vou have. DBut I'm
poing to return good for evil, 1 freely
torgive you for all the wrong you'~:
done me. Farewell "

“(rood-bye for the present,” =aid
IMurree Singh. “You appear to think
you are going to thfow up the sponge
couckfully, but when your estecmed
appendix has been removefully taken
away, the alive-and-kickfulness will bhe

as terrific as ever!”

“Hear, hear!" said Bob Cherry.

Having made his farewells to the
Famous Five and Peter Todd, Billy
Bunter turned to bhis whimpering
minor; and there was quite n touching
scene between the two brothers. This
crigis revealed the astonishing faet that
Billy really did eare for Sammy, and
that Sammy was genuinely fond of Billy.
In the normal course of events they had

been at daggers drawn., They had
slanged  each other, and quarrelled
bhitterly over such matfers as sharing

tuck ; but such quarrels had been mere
ripples on the deean. The ties of
brotherhood were too strong to be easily
severed,

"Harry Wharton & Co. looked on in
silence.  They felt decidedly uncom-
fortable.

If only Billy Bunter would face the
coming ordeal in a cheerful spirit all
would be well. But he seemed to have
aquite made up his mind that there was
no chance of vecovery; and that was
always a dangerous attitude to take up
when about to undergo an operation.
The person who assured himself that
he would come through all right usually
did; whereas the individual who {told
himself he was going under, was deliber-
ately retarding his chances of recovery,

The juniors did everything possible to
cheer up their plump schoolfellow., But
Bunter refused to be cheered up. He
was no longer in a state of panie; he

had simply resigned himself to his fate.

*I say, you fellogs, I want to borrow
a Iwrltmgr-pad and a fountain-pen,” he
said. ““I've got someo farewell letters to
write to my fitled relations. And I sup-
pose I'd better draw up my will.”

“Your—your will?" stuttered Harry
Wharton.,

I

“Yeg;
bequests. ™

“Great Scott !

It occurred to the juniors that Billy
Bunter had nothing to bequeath. But
{F;uy felt that they ought to humour
1im,

Peter Todd produced a pocket writing-
pad, and Frank Nugent provided a
fountain-pen. And DBilly Bunter, break-
ing off every now and again, as a spasm
of pain attacked him, scribbled away
industriously.

He first of all wrote a number of
letters to his relations, forgiving them
for not having kept him well supplied
with  remittances and  tuck-hampers.
And then he drew up his last will and
testament.

This latter was a laborions business,
It took Bunier guite a long time; which
was surprising, having regard to the
fact that he was not a person of great
pozsessions, But the document was
finished at last, and Harry Wharton and
Bob Cherry were requested to sign
their names a3 witnesses,

With solemn faces, the juniors perused
the will., Hilarity, at seeh a moment,

want to make my last

close your eyes.”’
had been negotiated.

on every face,
nasty things,

“* You're all right, fatty,” pﬁnt&ﬂ one of the stretcher-bearers. °° Lie still, and

Billy Bunter obeyed. He gave a sigh of relief when the stairs
The Close was thronged with fellows when the fat junior
was carried to the waiting ambulance,

““ Poor old Bunter,”” murmured Bob Cherry.
Let’s hope he gets over it.”
fervently. (See Chapter 5.)

Genuine sympathy was writien large
‘* Operations are
“* Hear, hear ! * said the ** Co.”
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would havé seemed heartless; :Eat
Harry Wharton & Co. found it terribly
difficult to keep their faces straight.
For Billy Bunter's will was a highly-
diverting document, It was worded as
follows:

“THE LAST WILL AND
TEISTAMENT
of

ME, WILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER.

——

WHEREAS T am about to shuffle off
this mortle coil, and have only a few
hours to live, I hearby make my last
gollum bekwests,

(1) To Iy miner SAMUEL
BUNTER, 1 give and bekweethe all
my soots of clothes, so that he may
wear them as zdon as he reeches my
statcher,

(2) To my study-mate, PETER

TODD, T give and bekweethe the wrist-
wateh I borrowed off him some time ago
without his nollidge.

(3) To HARRY WHARTON I hand
over the edditorship of my wunderful
schoolboy  jermal, * Billy  Bunter’s
Weekly,” in the hope that he won't
make a horrible hash of it.

(4) To BOB CHERRY T leave all my
study furniture and effects which don’t
happen to belong to my studymates.
These konsist of a cupple of pictures
and a toasting-fork.

(5) To FRANK NUGENT I leave the
impott of a hundred lines which My,
Queleh gave me yesterday.

(6) To JOHNNY BULL I leave my
bicycle, which really belonged to liin n
the first plaice,

(7} To HURREE SINGH I give and
hestow my tame hedgehogg, in the hope
that it will frighten him, and cause his
complexion to change colour,

e}kﬂj To VERNON-SMITH I give and
bekweethe “all my debts, amounting to
eleven pounds eleven-and-clevenpence,
in the hope that he will square them up
for me out of his vast resorces.

. Finally, to ALL THE FELLOWS IN
THE REMOVE I give and bekweethe
MY AFFECKSBHUNATE REGARDS.

(xiven under my hand and seel, this
sixth day of March, in -the Year of

Girace One Thowsand Nine Hundred and |

Twenty-four,
“WILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER.”

It said much for the juniors’ self-con-
trot that they could-peruse that weird
and wonderful deocumient without going
inte hysteries, Bob Cherry managed to
convert-a chuckle ‘into a cough 1n the
aick of time, and Peter Todd had to pop
wehind the sereen in order to hide his
@witching lips from Billy Bunter,

Harry Wharton and Beb Cherry
affixed their signatures to the will, and
%o sooner had they done sp than the
gnatron came in, She was gg:rllu:w.-wﬁ-tl by
no less a perzonage than the head-
master of Greyfriars.

The juniors promptly quitted the room,
bestowing sympathetic glances upon
Bi‘l‘]{[ Bunter as-theky went, 5

eep your er up, Bunty!” was
Bob Cherry's _pﬂﬁfﬁug ﬂﬂlﬂ!ﬂlﬂﬂti}

‘But Billy Bunter's reply was a deep

groan of despair.
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Saved at the Scaffold !

HIE Head advanced gravely to the
bedside.

“I am indeed sorry, Bunter,”

he zaid, *that things have come

ta this pass. I have often counselled

you as to the unwisdom of over-eating,

and I have no doubt that ovei-eating 18

responsible for your present plight.

However, I have not come here to

reprogch you, my boy., No tiime must

be lost in getting you At .and well again.

The ambulance is waiting in the Close

| to convey you to the nursing-home,

”GH‘- ]:IIJ

“Your father has telegraphed his eon-
sent for the operation to be pérformed,”
the Head went on; *amd Dr. Wright,
who is a highly skilled surgeon, has been
engaged for the occasion,™

“Groo!” _

“I wish vou a speedy recovery, my
bav., You will find the conditions at the
nursing-home very cosy and con:fortable,
Many nursing-homes, I regret to =ay,
are appalling places, but the Cowmrtfield
nursing-home 1s a most excellent institu-
tion in every way. You will ke quite
happy there”

Bunter groaned, How on earth, he
reflected, eould he find happiness in a

nursing-home—a place where they fed

you on thin gruel, and washed you twice
a day, and dosed you with nasty iedi-
cine ?

“*Are vou able to walk downstaiis,
Bunter,” asked the Fead, ““or would
vou like the ambulance-men to carry you
down on a stretcher?”

“I—I think I'd rather be carried, =ir,”
sald Bunter. * But tell them to be care-
ful. I don't want to he dropped down a
flight of stairs!”

The stretcher-bearers were promptly
summoned, They were big, burly men,
and they needed to be, for they had a
burden of fourteen stone to negotiate.

The streteher was laid on the bed, and
Billy Bunter rolled over on to it, He
saidl good-bye to the Head and teo the
matron, and the next moment he was
borne away to meet his Jdoom, as he
thought,

It was a dizzy and terrifying exper:-
ence, being carried down the stairs,
Bunter’s head seemed to :wim, and he
sereanred with terror,

“You're all right, fatty,” panfed one
of the men. *““Lie still, and close your
eves,

Billy Bumtter obeyed, and he gave a

gasp of reliefl when the stairs had becn
successfully negotiated.

The Close was thronged with fellows
when Billy Bunter was carried to the
waiting ambulance. Genuine sympathy
was written large on every face. Not a
fellow there would have cared to be in
Bunfer’s predicament.

“I'm sorry for the kid,” remarked

Wingate of the Sixth to his chum
Gwynne, “He must be suffering
a

nies of apprahension, fo say nothing
of his pllysimeain.”

Gwynne nodded,

“Faith, an' I shouldn't feel wery
chirpy if T was in Bunter's shoes,” he
said, “Operations are nasty things, be
jabbers !

“Let's hope Bunter comes through all
right,” said the captain of Greyfriais.
“T1 think he will,
pendicitis aren't nearly so terrible as
they wused fo be. Surgery has made
last twenty
vears, At one time it wzed to be a case
of touch-and-go. with the patient, but
nowadays 1t's generally all serene, unless
anv complications arise.”

Gwynne locked grave,

Operations far ap- |

“Bunter's so fat and unhealthy that
I'm rather afraid for him,” he said.
""Btill, he's got the whole school with
him, wishing -him a quick recovery,™

Billi{_ Bunter was heaved into the
ambulance; and his trunk, inte which
all his belongings had been packed, was
heaved in after him. "Then the vehiele
rumbled away through the school pate-
WAaY.

Bunter was gone! For at least three
weeks ‘his famibar fat fipure would not
be seen at Greyfriars. And perhaps—
there was always that dread alternative
—he had gone for ever!

Lots of fellows had said, many a time
and oft, that they would be glad to sece
the back of Bunter, He was not a
popular character by any means. But
now that they had actually seen the back
of him the fellows were intensely sorry.
Ceyfriars would not be the same with-
out Billy Bunter. He had come to be
quite a landmark, as it were, at the old
school, and his quaint and amusing
antics would be missed. The fellows
didn't mind missing them for three
weeks, but they didn't want Bunter to
share the fate of the lady in the song,
and be “lost and gone for ever.”

Everybody, fram.the captain of the
school down to the youngest fag, wished

‘Billy Bunter a sure and speedy recovery.

“We shall know to-night whether the
operation’s been a success,” said Bob
Cherry, “The Head has made arrange-
mentz with the matron at the ‘nursing-
home that she’s to telephone if any-
thing should go wrong. And if no tele-
phone message comes through we may
take it for pranted that the operation’s
been a suceess, and that Bunter's going
on all right. ™

“Then I sincerely hope there’s no tele-
phone message, that's all,” said Harry
Wharton.  “Poor old Bunter! He's
badly nup against it; but an operafion’s
the only remedy.”

“Oh, he'll pull through all right!”
said  Johnny  Bull  confidemtly,  “A
modern  surgeon removes a fellow’s
appendix as eastly as he'd rémove an
appendix from a book |
“That is =o0," agreed Hurree Singh,
“Things look rather black for Bunter
at the moment ; but it's a long lane that
has no silver lining, as your English
proverb has it.™

The juniors strolled back into the
building, their thoughts centred upon
Billy Bunter and his coming ordeal,

Meanwhile, the fat junior was being
whirled away to the nursing-home.,

Bunter's panie returned to him in full
flond when he got there.  As he was
carried up the stairs on the strotcher
an ullpfm.aant adour of chloraform came
to his nestrils. It was the sickly adour
that pervades all such places; and Billy
Bunter, who had been resigned to the
operation, now felt that he =imply
couldn’t face it.,

He was carvied into a large, airy
room at the top of the building., A
kind-faced nurse was there, and she in-
d#ructed him to take off Lis clothes and
ret into hed,

Billy Bunter was zoon tucked between
the sheets, with a hot-water bottle at his
feet.  Hiz internal pains had quieted
down considerably, and he would have
been quite comfortable, but for the
haunting fears which assailed him.

Never in his life had he been so des-
perately miserable, It was bad enough
fo sit in a dentist’s waiting-room, await-
e one’s call te the “torture-chamber.”
But to lie in bed awaiting a summons
to an operating-theatre was infinitely
worze. It was an ordeal that would
have sapped the courage of braver
fellews than Bunter,
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Slowly the long hours passed, each hour
seoming a keparate eternity, :

The winter afternoon merged nto
duzk ;’but a fire burned brightiy in Billy
Bunter's room, and the nurse came 1n o
light the gas. :

“Not much longer to wait," she said.
“Don't look so dreadfully scared. I can
guess how yvou feel about it; but you
will laugh at your foolish fears and
fancies when it is all over. You will be
sent to sleep, and vou will feel no pain.
Some people, in fact, have the most
delightful dreams when they are under
tha anfesthetic. A young .fellow next
door dreamed that he was taking part
in a plorious football match. He shouted
about it in his sleep, and when he came
round I asked him how many gacls he
had scored.” :

"The nurse smiled at the recolleckion;
but Rilly Bunter didn't smile.
that, like the monarch in the pdem, he
would never smile again. ‘

“I--I say, nurse,” he faltered, “do
vou think they could pui the operation
off for a few days?”

The nurse shook her head.

“Detavs are dangerous.” she said.
“Besides, you don’t want to lie here for
davs, brooding over the possibilities.
Why, it would wreck your nerves!”

Billy Bunter moved restlessly in his

bed.

“T believe Dr. Short’s all wrong.” he]

snid.  *“These country doctors are no
gaod. They tell you you've ‘got ap-
pendicitis, and it turns out to be a cold
in the chest, or something like that,
I've no faith in old Short’s judgment.”

“Indeed !” came a voice from the door-
way. )

And Billy Bunter gave a violent start
az “old Short® himself came into the
rooin,

“0Oh crumbs!” gasped Bunter. “I—I
didn’t sece yvou standing there, deotor!”

“ Apparently not,” said Dr. Short
dryvly: “So you think I have made a
mistake in my diagnosis?"”

“Ves, T do!™ said Bunter with a bursf

“TI don't believe I've gob
aternal
They'll

of deliance.
appendicitis at all, so there! The
pains aren't nearly so bad now,
sgon be gone altogether.”

The doctor frowned.

“When T examined you at the school
vou showed all the symptoms of appen-
dieitis,” he said. “However, if it will
give vou any satisfaction, T will call in
another doctor to confirm my diagnosis.”

“T1 don't want another doctor,” said.

Bunter. “What I want is an X-ray
examination, Then we shall soon see
whether I'm suffering from information
of the appendix or not.”

“You mean inflammation, surely?”
said Dr. Short, “ Well, there is no objec-
tion to vour having an X-ray examina-
tion, but it will be a costly proceeding.”

“That's all right,” said Bunter. “ The
pater can pay. A few quids, out of all
his millions, will be a mere drop in the
ocean.’”’

1t was therefore arranged that Bilig
Bunter should be subjected to an X-ray
examination. There was a special appar-
atus at the nursing home, and Dy,
Wright, the surgeon, was asked to make
the examination.

It was a thrilling moment for Dilly
Bunter, IHis fate hung in the balance.

Would the X-ray examination prove
Dr. Short to be wrong in his diagnosis ?
If =0, all would be well, and the opera-
ticn would not take place,

1f, on the other hand, Dr. Short was
proved to be right, then Punter would
have to go through the mill

The fat junior was on tenterhooks
whilst the examination was being con-
ducted, It seemed to him that the issne
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At sach side of the gate at the entrance to the football ground sat a junior. They
‘“ hand over fist,”” as a constant stream of humanity poured
“ Looks as if Bunter’s in for a big beneflt,”” said Bob Cherry.
“Yes, I fancy we shall collect fifty quid,”” remarked Wharton,

fellows swarming in ! '

““ Look at the

(See Chapter B.)

was one of life or death. He felt like
the prisoner in the dock who feverishly
awaits the verdict of the jury—a verdict
which will either set him free or send
him to the scaffold,

It seemed an age before the surgeon
made his report. But at last he pro-
nounced judgment. “1 am happy to
inform wyou, my boy,” he said, “that
Dr. Short has been mistaken in s
diagnosis. You are not suflering from
appendicitis

Never had Billy Bunter listened to
stieh cheering words as  these.  The
enlour  flooded  back inte his  plump
checks, and he emitted a whoop of
delight.

“Hooray! Then I sha'n't have the
operation after all ¥V

“ No,” said the surgeon with a smilc,
“1 am sorry that you have suffered so
much apprehension. DBut you must not
blame Dr. Short for his error, Doctors
are not infallible, and all the symptoms
seemed to pomnt to appendieitis, Kven
if the errvor had nol been discovered, and
vou had had the operation, there would
have “been no harm done. A person is
always better without his appendix than
with it.”

“T1 dare say,” said Dunter, “but I'mn
sticking to mine.”

Dy, Wnight laughed.

“ What you are rveally suffering from
is an abiack of acute indigestion,” he
said. ©“ You have overloaded your system
with food, and vour «digestive organs are
protesting againust the great strain yon
have placed upon them. I think it would
be wise for yon to remain in the nursing
home for a week, on & special diet,”

Billy Bunter made a wry face at this.
He didn't relish the idea of being fed
on chicken broth for a week., Already
he was feeling considerably better—the
surgpeon’s cheering mews was probably
resporizibie for this—and he anticipated

that his usual healthy appetite would
return in a day or two. It would bae
dreadful to have to exist on chicken
broth when he felt famished,

On the other hand, there was some-
thing to be said in favour of a week in
the nursing home., It meant immunity
from lessens and a welcome change of
routine, He could pose as an unhappy
invalid, and get people to bring him
books, and possibly grub,

“I will write a note to your head.
master,” sald Dr. Wright, “telling him
that an operation is not necessary, and
that I propose to keep vou here for a
vweelk, i order to cure your digestive
trouble,”

The surgeon sat down and scribbled
the letter. Having sealed the envelope,
he left it on the table.

“When the nurse comes in,” he said,
“wou might ask her to see that this letter
is sent up to Dr. Locke.”

“0Oh, certainly!” said Billy Bunter.

Dy, Wright took his departure, and
Billy Bunter was alone in the roomn.
His brain was working swiltly,

Supposing he destroved the surgeon’s
letter, and it was never delivered to Dr,
Locke? Then everybody at Greyfriars
would think that he had had his opera-
tion, and he would be an object of pity
and sympathy.

Billy Bunter did not stop to reflect
upon the caddishness of such an action,
aor to weigh the possible consequences,
As a matter of fact, he was given no time
for reflection, for he heard the nurse’s
footsteps coming along the corridor,

Instantly he leapt out of bed and
pounced upon the letter. He screwed
it into a little round ball, which he tossed
into the blazing fire. Then he scrambled
back into bed, and there was a look of
blissiul innocence on his face as the door
opened and the nurse rustled in.
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Visitors for Bunter !

b GEGJ,{_&TUL;\TE mie, "L-”-SE]’J
( : said  Billy DBunter rather

breathlessly, “I'm not having
the operation after alll” .

“1 am very pleased to hear it,” soid
the nurse with a smile. “I understand,
though, that you will remam here for
a week on special diet?”

“ That’s so,” said Bunter.

“How are you [eeling now "

“ Crowds better ! was the cheerful
reply. “Isn't it ripping to know that
T'm not going under the beastly knife?
1 should have been awfully cut up.”

“In more senses than one,” laughed
the nurse. ‘ _

Billy Bunter was sitting up m bed,
his face beaming like a full moon. Gone
weire all his fears and nervous tremors.
The dark clouds had rolled by, and all
was merry and bright. The fat junior’s
relief at escaping the fate which had
threatened him was deep and fervent.

At Greviriars everybody was 1n 1Zno-
rance of the turn events had taken,
Where had been no telephone message
from the nursing home, and it was there-
fore assumed that Bunier had had the
operation, and that it had been suc-
cessiul,

The Head, and the masters, and the
fellows, all belicved that Bunter was
progressing satisfactorily, as indeed he
was. And it was not deemed necessary
to sgnd anybody to the nursing home to
make inquiries. If anything was wrong
the matron would have telephoned. She
had not done so, therefore it was univer-
sally concluded that all was well with the
Owl of the Remove.

The nurse wade Billy Bunter comfort-
able for the night and left him. He was
soon fast asleep. His sufferings—for
Bunter had really been through the mill
that day—had exhausted him. The
pain was practically gone now, and Bun-
ter had no dificulty in getting to sleep,
His last waking thoughts were very
blissful ones, There would be no rising-
bell in the morming to rous¢ him from
his slumbers., There would be no wet
eponge squeezed over his flabby features,
He was In a place wheve the japers
ceased from japing and the weary were
at rest.

Bunter was aroused at seven o'clock
next morning by the entry of his nurse.
She carried a tray on which was a basin
of thin gruel.

“Good-morning " she said genially.
“And how does my patient feel this
morning 1"

Bunter rubbed his eyes and blinked
drowsily at the nurse,

“Well, between you and me and the
gate-post, nurse, I feel as it as a fiddle [
he said, “But I shouldw't like every-
body to know that, for private reascns.
So T hope you won't gessip.

The nurse frowned, Her manncr be-
came frigid,

*1 am not in the habit of gossiping,”
ghe said.
you 1 shall give them no information
whatever as to your condition, 1 shall
gimply show them up to your room.”

“0Oh, good!” murmured Bunter,

This was exactly what he wanted. His
nurse would keep her own counsel, for
she evidently did not believe 1 disouss-
ing her patients with visitors. Conse-
quently, no one wonld learn {rom her
lips that the operation had not taken
plare.

“I'm expecting some pals of mine to
call,” =aid Bunter. “ P'r'aps te-day,
p'r'aps .to-morvow. If they should ask
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“Why, I shall get really ill!

“Should anybody call to see |

you any questions you'll keep as nmiun .as
a mouse, won't you?”

“1 shall keep my own eounsel, if that
15 what you mean?” said the nurse
stifily.

She set the tray on the =mall table
which stood beside the bed.

“Here, what's this?” asked the
patient, eyeing the steaming basin with
siEpicion.

“¥Your breakfast,” said the nurze,

“HEh1"

“It i1s delictous gruel, specially pre-
pared for gﬂn_”
~"Grogo! T hate gruel!” groaned
Bunter. “1 prefer tea or colfea for the
liquid part of my brekker., But where's
the solid part?”

“You are not to have solid foed,”
said the nurse. “This is your complete
breakfast,™

“(h, my hat!"

Billy Bunter stared at the gvuel in
deep disgust. His pains had gone now,
and with their departure his appetite
had returned. He longed for a repeti-

iton of the breakfast he had eonsumed-

twenty-four hours before—szix rashers of
bacon, and some fried eggs, and plenty
of toast and marmalade,

“How can a fellow keep going on a
basin of thin gruel?’ he graombled.
And a
fellow doesn’'t come to a nursing home
to get 1ll. His object iz to get better,
You wouldn’t like me to waste away to
a shadow, would you?"”

The nurse recovered her good humour,

“There 1s no danger of that!” she
said with a glance at DBilly Buonler's
ample form.

“0Oh, really, nurse—""

“ Now, drink up your gruel like a good
boy. I must be off now. I have other
patients o attend to.”

The nurse bustled out of the vroom,
and Billy Bunter, rather than go empty
away, started on the gruel, spooning it
up savagely, as if he owed it a grudge.

If gruel was to be his staple dict during
the coming week, he reflected, life in
the nursing home would be anything
but “ one grand, sweet song.”

The morning passed drearily for Billy
Bunter. The nurse brought him a bagin
of hot water, so that he could perform
hiz ablutions; and she popped in once
or twice during the morning to see if he
wanted anything, Bunter did want
something, He wanted a substantial
feed. But this Iuxury was denied him.

Bunter’'s dinner consisted of a portion
of milk pudding. The nurse described
thie meal as nourishing and satisfving.
It might have nourished Bunter, but 1t
didn’t satisfy him., Instead of pains in
his interior, he now felt an aching void.

The fat junior was lying in bed,
mumbling and grumbling te himself,
when the nurse opened the door and
announced visitors.

“Bome of your friends from the =chool
have called to see you,” she said.

Instantly Billy Bunter put his finger
to his lips, as a signal to the nurse to
preserve silence.

The signal was not necessary, for ihe
nurse had not told the callers anything
about Bunter's condition.

Six Greviriars juniors trooped into the
sick-room. The nurse ushered them in,
and then ushered herself out. :

The Famous Five and Peter Todd were
the visitors, And they were looking
somewhat grave and anxious. They had
heard no news of Billy Bunter since he
had been taken from Greyfriars on the
ambulance ; and, although they knew he
was still in the land of the living, they

guessed he must be feeling preity
“groggy " after his operation,
Bunter certainly looked ill, Te lay

back on the pillows, his eyes half-closed,
and his teeth clenched as if he was trying
not to cry out.

“Bunty, old fellow,” murmured Bob
Cherry, advancing to the bedside,

Grroan |

“Ilow are you feeling?” asked Bobh.

“Awlul! I—I was just sinking inin
unconsciousness again when yon fellows
caane in, It's a wonder they let you sec
me. I'm not yet out of danger -"

“We won't stay long,” said Iarry
Wharien. “j‘swfuﬂy gorry to hnd vou
like thiz, old chap! Wo were hoping
you'dl be petting over the operation
nicely by now,”

“Yes, rather!” said Nugent,

“Anywav, you've got through the
operation, and that's something to bLe
thankful for,” =said Johnny Bull,

Bunter groaned.

“¥Yes, but confiscations have set i,
he said.

“Ehi*

“Tlorrible conliscations!™

For a moment the juniors starcd
Lblankly at Bunter. Then they tumbled
io what he meant. Complications had
sef in.

“T'm siill running a high tempera-
ment,” DBunler went on. *It was a
hundred and four last night, and 1t's
about a hundred and twelve now.”

The juniors accepted that statement
with a grain of sall. They knew per-
fectly well that if Bunter’s, *‘ temipera-
ment * had sosred to a hundred and
twelve he wouldn't be talking to them
now.

“What did it feel like, going under
the operation ¥’ asked Nugent, ;

“Oh, it was awlual!” said Bunter, with
a shudder, *Of course, I faced 1t with-
out flinching. I walked into the operat-
ing-theatre without assistance and said
pood-morning to the surgeon,”

17

=¥

“But it was in the afternoon when
you had your operation!” said DBob
Cherry.

“QOh, yes, so it was! I'd forgoiten,

Well, I said good-evening to the surgeon
—I mean good-afterncon—and told him
to get the job over quick. Then 1 lay
on the operating-table, and old Short
starfed to administer the Annie what's-
her-name,”

“ Ansesthetic?” sugpgested Wharton.

“That’s 1t! They gave me chloroform,
and then ether, and then some other
concoction. But it dide’t send me to
sleep. It just gave me an awful choking
feeling. DBut the surgeon thought 1 was
well under, and he started hacking me
about while I was still conscious. Oh,
it was terrible! Brave fellow though 1
am, 1 jolly nearly yelled, I can tell you!”

The juniors stared at Bunter 1n
amazenent. _

“You—vou mean to say you had the
operation while you were still con-
scious !’ pasped Peter Todd,

Bunter nodded,

“I1t wasn't until they finished stitch-
ing me up that I lost consciousness,” he
said.,  ““Ia fact, to show you how wide-
awake T was, I gave the surgeon a hand
with the stitches.”

L Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged smil-

ing glances. They were not prepared to
swallow such a tall story as that. They
recollected that Billy Bunter as a fabrica-
tor put Ananias and Baron Munchauszen
completely in the shade,

But, although they did not credit the
story of Billy Bunter's harrowing ox-

eriences, the juniors quite thoughi he
Ead had the operation, and was feeling
very weak 1n consequence. DBunter
played the part of a chronic invalid to
perfection. He would have deceived the
shrewdest onlooker at that moment.

*1 say, you fellows,” he said, “'1 hopa
you've hrounght me something.  They
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never give a fellow anything to eat in
this place.”

“Shouldn't have thought you wanled
io eat with the taste of chloroform in
yvour mbuth,” said Bob Cherry. * But
we've bronght vou a few grapes.”

So saying, Bob handed over to the
patient a brown-paper bag containing a
bunch of big black grapes.

Billy Bunter pitched into those grapes
with great gusto. He popped them into
his mouth with amazing rapidity, and
sald no word until the bag was emptly.

Whatever Bunter's sufferings might
have been, they had not robbed him of
his appetite, He gazed wistiully at the
cinply hng.

“ Brought anything else?’ ho asked.

““No,” said Harry Wharton. “We
cidn't think you'd feel up to eating any-
thing.”

“Well, a jolly good feed's the only
thing that can save me,” said Bunter.
“TI'm simply wasting away owing to lack
of nourishment. After an operation for
appendicitis a fellow ought to stuff as
miuch as he can so as to build up. his
svstem again, I wish you fellows could
smuggle a hamper of tuck up to me.”

“* Are you sure it would be wise?" asked
Wharton.

“En? Of course! A first-class feed
would be my salvation. Don’t leave me
here 4o starve, you fellows!”

Billy Bunter spoke in tones of earnest ]

pleading, and he forced crocodile's tears
to his eyes.

How could the juniors resist that
pachetic appeal? IHere was Billy Bunter
linguishing on a sick-bed, ecraving for
the delights of *grub, glorious grub.”
To have ignored that appeal the juniors
would have needed hearts of stone,

“Well, we'll try and work the oracle,
Bunty,” said Peter Todd. *“But I don't
(juite see how we can smuggle the grub
i without the nurses seeing it."”

*Bend it in a hatbox!” said Bunter,
vwith a flash of inspiration. *“If a big hat-
box arrives for me, marked * Silk toppers
—with care,” nobody will dream that it

containg grub. I'll keep it under the
bed, and help myself when 1 feel
disposed."”

“All  serene!”  =aid Bob Cherry.

“We'll see what we can do for you,
Bunty.”

_“But we won’t buy anything that is
hkely to upsetfully injure your digestive
cigans,” said Hurrce Singh,

“Geod, nourishing food is what I
want,” said Bunter. “Pies and pastries,
and all that sort of thing. And plenty
of doughnuts and jam-tarts.”

The juniors grinned. Billy: Bunter's
idea of good, nourishing food was rather
comical. But they decided to do their
best for him, and they told him to
expect the smuggled supplics in about
an hour,

“We'll be going now,” said Wharton.
“Buck up and get fit, Bunter. All the

fellows up at the school send wyou their |

best wishes for a quick recovery.”

Billy Bunter closed his eyes.

“Yes, you'd better be going now,” he
nurmured faintly. * “I'm beginning to
sink into unconsciousness again.”

“Shall we call the nurse?”
Nugent, looking a little startled.

“Nunno! I shall soon come round
again, I expeet. Good-bye, you fellows!

asked

And whatever you do, don’t forget the |

tuck 1™

Billy Bunter breathed heavily and lay
siill, with his eyes tightly closed. And
his- visitors, like the Arabs in the poein,
silently stole away, '

—_— ——— -

"s0 heavy,
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,

The Good Samaritans !

ARRY WHARTON & CO, were
H true to their word.
About an hour after their
departure, a large hat-box,
tightly corded, arrived at the nursing-
home for Billy Bunter. Tt was ad-
dressed to the fat junior, and it bore the
inscription
“GENTLEMAN'S SILK
WITH CARE!™

The nurse bore the hat-box ipto Billy
Bunter's room, Her face was flushed,

HATS—

and she was panting as she sct down her

burden,

“Goodness! What a weight! TI've
never handled such a  heavy hat-box
before 1"

“It must be the packing that makes it
nurse,” said Bunter. *Push
the box under the bed, if you don't mind,
I've asked the hatters to send up a dozen

toppers for me to select one from. And

I don't wapt to try them on just vet.”
The nurse pushed the box under the
bed, and rose, gasping, from her exer-
trons.
“If you hadn’t said they were top-hats
in that box I should have imagined they

werg—"

“What %" asked Bunter in alarm,

“ Steel helmets !

i;Uh!Pl I

Billy Bunter was mightily relieved.
He thought the nurse had been about
to say “rabbit-pies.” DBut apparently
she had not the slightest suspicion that
the box contained anything but hats,

“I'm going to sldep now, nurie,” smd
Bunter. “I don’t want to be disturhoed.
Tell the night-nwrse there will be no
need for her to look in during her
rounds.”

“Very well,” said the nurse.

And, after nmaking up the fire, zhe
withdrew,

Billy Bunter waited five minutes. He
was so bungry that he couldn't have
held out longer than that. Then hs
slipped out of bed, and dragged forih
the box. Clumsily but eagerly he un-
corded it, and an array of good things
greeted his gaze.

Harry Wharton & Co. had shown
good judgment. They had not included
anything that was hkely to upset
Bunter, and cause a rvepetition of the
“eternal ¥ pains,

The fat junior spent a blissful night,
dozing and gorging alternately. IJo
would slumber for an hour or so. and
then treat himself to a little snack.

Then he would sink back azain on to
the pillows.
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Bob Cherry took a powerful shot from a long way out. Fatty Wynn's vision

of the ball was interrupted by a group of players in front of him. He misjudged |

the flight of the sphere, which passed over his shoulder and erashed into the net,
““Goald’ ““Hurrah !’ The 'Friars were on top now. (See Chapter 8.)
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By the morning the hat-box was
empty. And the nurse, when she
brought in Bunter's breakfast—the
usual basin of thin grucl—found her
patient in a very cheerful humour. For
once in a way, he quile forgolt to
grumble at his meagre fare.

There were more visitors for Bunier
that day. ‘They came after dinner,
having been excused lessons. Sammy
Bunter was one of the party; the others
were Vernon-Smith and Tom Brown and
Mark Linley, of the Remove. When
they were shown into Bunter's room
they found him lying limply in bed,
looking like the Dying Gladiator.

Sammy Bunter rolled to the bedside,
and gave his major an affcctionate
“peck ” on the forchead.

“Hallo, Billy, old chap ! said the fat
fag. “You're still alive, then?”

“Only just!” groaned Billy.

“Have they been doing lots of dread-
ful things to you?®”

“Yes, rather! They took me to
pieces, and then put me together again.
And it was jolly painful, I can tell you!
Marvellous J]mw I managed to pull
through, with such a frail and delicate
constitution as I've got. Sit down,
Smithy. Sorry there's only one chair.
The rest of you will have to perch your-
sclves on the bed. But mind you don't
sit on my tummy. ‘That would just
about cause it}” ;

“Feeling much pain?” asked Mark
Linley svmpathetically.

“Pain?” echoed DBunter. “Pain
would be sheer rapture compared with
the awful agonies I'm suffering! DBut
Fin not the chap to make a fuss. 1
sulfer in silence. Another chap—a softer
sort of fellow, like you or Smithy—
would be yelling the roof off 1"

In the ordinary way Mark Linley and
Vernon-Smith would have resented that
insult. But they felt so sorry for Billy
Bunter that they were prepared to be
IAENanimous,

“I hope you fellows have brought me
something,” said Bunter, blinking at his
visitors, “You don't secem to be
loaded up with parcels.™

“We didn't bring anything along,”
gaid Tom DBrown, *“because we under-
stood froma Wharton that he and his pals
brought you a hamper yesterday.”

“Oh, that's ancient history!”
DBunter impatiently.

*You mean to say you've finished the
hamper already ¥’ gasped Vernon-Smith,

“Of course! I've got lo keep up my
urength somehow. 'T'hey never give meo
a scrap of food in this place, and I
should have starved by now if that
liamper badn’t turned up. I'm begin-
ning to starve again now, so for good-
ficss” sake get me some grub, you
fellows !

Bunter's visitors. exchanged glances
and smiles.  There was nothing very
srong with the fat junior, they reflected.
XM:s appetite was normal; and Bunter's
normal appetite equalled the appetites of
three or four fellows combined.

“You shall have a hamper, old chap,”

satd Vernon-Smith. *“It's against the
ritles of the nursing-homo to smuggle
grub into the merry establishment. DBut
we'll manage it somchow.”
- "Good!” said Billy .Bunter, brighten-
ing up. “*There’s an empty hat-box under
the bed. You can fetch the ituck in
rhat, if you don't mind. Pobp off and get
it niow, there’s good chaps!”

“Dut we haven't had five minutes'
chat with you yot!” protested Tom
Brown.

Bunter gave a snort of impatience.

“Eh? What does that matter? The
best way you can entertain me is to
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bring me plenty of good, nourishing
grub.  That's what I thrive on—not
ossip. You can stay, if you like,

'Immlg, while the others fetch the tuck.”
So Sammy stayed., And the others,
who were anxious to do their bit for the
invalid, in spite of his rudeness, set off
on their mussion, Vernon-Smith carry-
ing the hat-box.

Within half an hour they were back
agam, and the hat-box was filled once
more—-not with gentlemen’s silk hats,
but with a choice assortment of tuck.

Billy Bunter accented it without pour-
ing forth a tofrent of effusive thanks,
In fact, he grumbled because the hat-
box Wwasn't several sizes bigger!

“Now you'll be happy, Bunter,” said
Mark Linley. *You ought to be, at any
rate. Going to make a start now?”

"“Y¥Yes, rvather. But if you happen to
hear the nurse coming give me t]ille tip.”

Billy DBunter started on the good
things, and his visitors watched him in
amazed silence.

It seemed extraordinary to them that
a fellow who had recently undergone an
operation for appendicitis should be able
to cat so heartily, and with such obvious
enjoyment.

After he had partaken of what he
called a “modest snack,” Billy Bunter
gave nstructions for the hat-box to be
pushed under the bed, so that he could
return to it during the night-watches,

“Well, you're simply wonderful 1" said
“Tom DBrown, with a stare. * Fancy
being able fo stuff like that, so soon
after a giddy operation! Didn't the
grub seem to taste of chlorolorm 7

“Yes, it did a bit,” assented Bunler,
“DBul I feel heaps-better for having had
it—the grub, I mean, not the operation,
If a fresh lot of visitors intend to come
and see me to-morrow, vou might
ask them to bring me some tuck. I can't
go on from day to day unless I'm well
fortified.”

The juniors undertook to seco that
Bunter was kent well suppliecd with his
heart’s desire, and then they left him.

Vernon-Smith looked very thoughtful
as he tramped back to Greyfriars with
his eompanions.

“This operation is going {o be a jolly
bigr expense for Bunter,” he said pre-
sently.
~ “For DBunter’s pater, you mecan,” in-
terposed Tom Brown.,

“Exactly. And Bunter's pater—in
spite of all the yarns we've heard ‘to the
contrary—isn't a millionaire, by any
means. This will hit him pretty hard,
The surgeon’s fee, according to Bunter,
is fifty guineas. And on-top of that
there will be the nursing-home expenses,
the doctor's bill, and goodness knows
what!  I'm  seriously thinking, vou
fellows, that we ought to—-"

“Raise some money to pay the sur-
geon's fee?” suggested Tom Brown.

“Right first time!” said Vernon-
Smith, “Fifty guinecas will take some
raising, but I faney the fellows will raHy
vound quickly” enough.  They're really
sorry for poor old Bunler,”

Mark Linley nodded.

“The auestion is, how are we going
to work this stunt?” he said. “Simply
go round with a subseription-list

“No: that’s rather a tame way of
raising funds,” said Vernon-Smith. * Look
here, we're playing St. Jim's to-morrow
afternoon at footer. What about having
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a “gate’? No fixed charge for adniis-
sion, but let every [ellow pay what he
likes, according to his means—or his
meanness. I we don’t succeed in rais-
ing fifty guineas that way, I'll cat my
Sunday topper!”

Tom DBrown ciapped the speaker on
the back.

“Quite a ripping wheeze, Smithy,” lie
said, with enthusiasm. “We'll turn it
into a sort of charity match, for Bunter's
benehit,”

“That's the itdea!”

On reaching Grevfriavs, the juniors
confided their scheme to Harry: Wharton
& Co., who not only lent -a willing ear,
but gave the proposal their warm sup-
norl.

There was great enthusiasm at Grey-
friars when the scheme was made publiv.

Everybody—including the Head and
the masters—decided to patronise the
match on -the morrow. And all the
pounds, -shillings, and pence that were
collected in gate-money would go to-
wards paying for Billy Bunter's
operalion.
~ But what Greyfriars would have said
had they known that Bunter had never
come 1nto contact with surgeon’s kuife
is best left to the imagination !

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Bunter’s Benefit !
i IHE turnstiles are  ¢licking
merrily ! said Bob Cherry.
That was merely a figure of
speech.  There were no turn-
stiles at the entrance to Little Side.
There was simply a gate, antd at each
side of this gate sat a junior at the ye-
ceipt of custom. They were taking
money “hand over fist,” as a constant
stream of humanity poured through into
the ground,

Dick HRake and William Wibley were
the collectors. Each had & Jittle table
in front of him, and piles of money
appeared on those tables as if by magie.

There was a big placard exhibited,
bearing the announcement :

“GREYFRIARS v, ST.-JIM'S!
A GRAND FOOTBALL MATCIH!
Kick-off 2.30 p.m.
FOR BILLY BUNTER'S BENEFIT!
All must pay for admission, but the
amount 1s optional, Whether it's a
penny or a pound, it will go towards this
}1‘01‘1.!1;-; object.

Roll up, kids, with dollars and quids!
Fork out your * Fishers,” Bunter's well-
wishers 1™

Not many people went so far as {o
“fork out ™ Fishers. But there were
some who did,

The Head, doubtless in order fo set a
shining example, actually paid the sum
of five pounds for admission to the
ground,

Several of the masters paid a pound;
but for the most part it was a silver
collection, Hali-erownsg and floring and
shillings and sixpenny-picces .and three-
penny-pieces rained upon the little tables
m a silver shower, And Rake and
Wibley had hard work to keep pace
with the influx,

“Looks as if Bunter's in for a hix
benefit,” said Bob Cherry. “Think we
shall raise [ifty guineas, Harry 7"

“Well, it's a tall order,” said Wharton,
“but I faney we shall do it. Just leolk
at the fellows swarming in! Talk about
flies round a honeypou.”

(Continued on page 10.)



OUR SPECIAL

| it
Supplement No. 164. !]rw!;' |

_';'.' i .-" -
il

BOE CHERRY :

I vote®with both hands—and both feet
—for Mr, Larry Lascelles as the ideal
headmaster. I've nothing but respect for
the present Head, but he is beginning to
feel the strain of ““ Anno Domini,” and
he hasn't the wvigour and freshness of
rood old * Larry.” The latter is such a
keen sportsman that, if he became head-
rmaster, life would consist of punting foot-
balls and wielding the willow. Only
about an hour a day would be devoted to
les=ons. And that would suit everybody
down to the ground, barring the
“swots "]

ALONZO TODD:

VWere I in the happy position of being
able to appoint a rew headmaster, I
should have great pleasure in asking my
Uncle Benjamin to fill the post. Uncle
Benjamin is the wisest man the world
has ever known since Solomohn, and the
management of Greyfriars Scheool would
be mere child’s play to him. He would
be kindness itself, and he would at onee
abiolish the brutal birch and the cruel
cane, and govern-solely by kindness. His
favourite =aying would be: “My poor
wayward youth, T ber and beseech of
vou not to do it again!” How nice it
would be if the severest punishment one
could possibly receive was a gentle
rebuke from Uncle Benjamin !

MICKY DESMOND:

I think it's about time we had a come-
dian as headmaster, The present Head
12 too stern and solemn for words I
venture to propose Gosling, the porter,
as his successor. (Gossy would look a
perfect scream in a gown and mortar-
board ; and can't you imagine him deal-
ing with an offender in this fashion ?

““Wot I says is this "ere, I ain’t a-goin’
to 'ave it, so there! ’Ow many times
have I warned you not to rig up a
booby-trap on my study door? Bring
nire that there bivch-rod, and I'll tan yer
fide for yer, ns ever was!”

i.]
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\ve have asked a number
of people fo choose their

ldeal Aczadmaster. Some
amnj?ns choices ore made
— belour, —

HORACE COKER :

There's only one person at Creviriars
who would make a really capable and
effishent headmaster, and that's me, the
mity man of the Fifth. I should come
down pretty heavily on the fags: but
then the cheeky young cubs thoroughly
desserve it, There would be about a
duzzen publick floggings per day, if I
held the high offis of headmaster.

(Did you say wvou would make an
efficient headmaster, Coker, or a “def-
cient "' one Y—Ed.,)

DICKY NUGENT:

i think the best plan would be to have
no headmaster at all, & then we could
all do as we jolly well liked. 'm fed-up
with soopervision & dissinlin & all the
rest of-it; & i think we ought to rise in
arms against the head, and make him
clear out as fast as his legs would ecarry
him, He'd never come back to shoulder
his responsibilities, & it would be a great

feet! 1 wonder how the head would
faiu:u: it.  Goodness nose! Well, chin-
chin!

Being Hilled by Hindness!

“Yow-how!"” roared little Johnny.
“Yow-how! I'm a-goin’ to step bein’
kind an' helpful to people.”

“Why, Johnny, that's a very unmanly

resolve !”  remonstrated his moiher.
“I'm sure you don’t mean it., WYhat's
the matter?”

“Yes;, I do mean 1t!" screamed
Johnny, “To-day at school 4 saw
Tommy Jones putting a pin on the

headmaster's chair, so just as the Head
sat down I pulled away the chair, The
Head szat down on the floor, and when
he got up he licked me for pullin’® away
the chair, and then Teminy Jones licked
me for mterferin'! 8o now—yow-how !—
I'm never going to help anvybody no
moie !

EDITORIAL'!

By
HARRY
WHARTON.

EADMASTERS, from the poinf

H of view of the schoolboy, are

necessary  evils, We can't do

without them, unfortunately,

some may feel inclined to add. A school

without a headmaster would be like a
ship without a steersman.

Greyfriars has no cause to grumble,
The Rev. Herberl Henry Locke, D1,
who presides over the destinies of our
famous school, is not mevely “one of the
best,” but THE best! I suppose no man
is perfect, but our Head comes as near
to perfection as mortal conditions will
allow. He. is just, which iz one of the
chief essentials of a headmaster; he has
the welfare of the school at heart, he
tempers justice with merey, and he is
not a tyrant.

Of course, we feel a little bit “ shivery-
shaky ¥ when we are summoned io
appear before the Head; for althougl
he is kind and human, vet there is some-
thing awe-inspiring and majiestic about
him from a junior's point of view. Ile
carries with him the dignity of his high
office, which is perhaps as well, for can
vou imagine an undignified headmaster,
of the kind portrayed in Dicky Nugent's
welrd and wonderful stories of =school

life? Can vou picture a Head saying
“Rats!” or “Go and cat coke!” lo a
refractory 2junior, as Dicky Nugenk

makes him do?

As I say, our own Head is the best you
could find in a day's march. But thera
is another type of headmaster—the
tyrannical type—who rules with a rod
of iron, and who wields the birch-vod
on every possible occasion, so that his
muscles shall not get flabby.

Greyfriars has had some of these
tyrants in the past, and "Wingate of the
Sixth describes some of them in an in-
teresting article in this issue,

A special number dealing with head-
masters will not come amiss, [or there
must be hundreds of letters in my file
containing requests for such & supple-
ment, Dr, Locke offered to coutribute
to it, but T am very much afraid that
his article will not be penned in time
for the printers. When it does come to
hand, however, T will poblish it 1a
another supplemoent,

IFARRY WITARTOXN.

Tue Macxer Lisraey,. —No. B33,



6t ASTER BUNTER! Which
M the 'Ead wants to see you
himmediate !
Trotter, the page, poked
hi= head round the door of Study Neo. 7
and made that announcement.

I expected to see Billy Bunter's face
turin the colour of chalk. I expected to
see him tremble at the knees, and shud-
der with apprehension. Tor I knew
why he was wanted—and so did Bunter.
He had raided a pie from Mr. Prout's
siudy, and the master of the Fifth had

found him out and reported him to the_

Ilead.
A severe flogging was in store for
Bunter.. Perhaps a public flogging—per-

haps a wrivate one. But there conld be
no doubt that he would be flogged.

But instead of collapsing on the study
carpet, or gvoaning in apprehension of
the painful ordeal, Billy Bunter gave a
chuckle,

i
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a long succession of headmasters.
Some  have been good spasts,
others very much the reverse,
Gaine have been stern and tyrannical,
others wenk and foolish. Some have
been voung and energetic, others old
and doddering.
‘The tirst headmaster on the School
records is Josiah Oldacre. He ruled the
'T'uE MacNer Liprany.—No. 838.

GRETFRL&HH SCITOOL has had

““All serene, Trotter!” he said cheer-
fully. .“I'm just coming.”

I blinked at Bunter in amazement,

“PDon't you realisc what this means,
porpoise 7 I said, ' You're going to be
flogged !™

“I know that, Toddy.”

“Well, why are vou locking so cheer-
ful about it *”

“He, he, he!” cackled Bunter. “I
can face a flogging without turning a
hair. You see, 1'm prepared for it.
T've rubbed some resin into my bands,
go that the cane won't hurt a scrap.”

“That's all very well,” I said. "“‘Bui
supposing the Head orders you to touch
yvour toes, instead of holding out your
hand ¥

“I'm quite prepared for that emer-
geney, and I've barricaded my bags with
a small enshion,” said Bunter. ' What-
ever happens, 1 shall be safe. Whether
I have to hold out my hands or touch
my toes, I sha’'n't feel any pain.”

roost in the days of * Good Queen Bess.”
Whether his rule was wise or otherwise
history does not tell us. But we may
picture him as an ancient and venerable
patriareh, with a flowing white beard and
a doddering gait, and we can imagine
the young rascals of that period exclaim-
ing, “Mind thine eye! Here coneth
old Greybeard !”

Next on the list 'of headmasters comes
Dr. Grimm. Az you will gather from
his name, he was not a jovial soul. He
ruled with a rod of iron, and it was
during hie term of. officc that the first
great rebellion broke out, But Dr.
Grimm sueceeded in bringing the rebels
to heel, and the ringleaders were flogged
and expelled. A flogging in those days
was a thing to be feared. It struck
terror into the hearts of the boldest.

The Referend Thomas Sawney, who
followed in the footsteps of Dr. Grimm,
belonged to the scholarly and studious
tvpe of headmastéer. He buried himself
in his study, deep in his books all day,
‘and letting the school “go to pot,” to
use a vulgarism.

Those were lean vears for Greyfriars,
and the school dropped sadly behind ils
rivale. But in the year 1624 came a
great revival, for Dr. Garnett was ap-
pointed headmaster. e saw W]!all. an
appalling state the school had sunk into,
and he threw himself heart and soul into
the task of reforming it. He wceeded

out all the undesirable pupils, and

trained the others into a stale of effi-

CICNCY. .
The school prospered .exceedingly

during Dr. Garnett's long reign. Then
came the Civik War, which threw the
country into & state of chaos, and Grey-
friars suffered with the. rest,
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“Unless the Head tumbles to the fuet
that you've taken precautions,” I raid.

But this possibility didn’t seem to
alarm Bunter. He trotted ol quite
cheerfully to meet his fate,

“Come mn!"”

The stern tones of the Hoad answered
DBunter’s tap on the door. The fat junior
rolled into the sacred apartment without
the slhightest trepidation.

“Bunter,” said the Head grimly, “MMr.
Prout has reported to me the fact that
you purloined a pie belonging to him,
Although not a thief in the worst sense
of the term, you seem to labour under
the delusion that it is quite legitimate io
appropriate foodsfuffs. I will endeavour
to remove that delusion !”

So saying, the Head picked up a for-

- midable-looking birch.

Billy Bunter did not falter, He calily
held out his hand.

““No, no!” said the Head.
Bunter withdrew hig hand.

“Would you prefer me to touch my
toes, sir 7" he asked.

“*Not at all! You will remove yeour
jacket, Bunter, that 1 may apply the
birch-rod to your back !"

fl'{:”_] !l}

Billy Bunter utiered a deep proan of
dismay, He had left this method of
puhishment out of his calculations. Hae
had rubbed resin into his palms, and he
had barricaded his “bags,” but his back
was unprotected. And it was upon his
back that the birch fell, with “strong,
sweeping strokes,

I heard Bunter's yells of anguish, even
m Study No. 7, and I knew at once that
there had been a hitch m Bunter's deep-
laid scheme,

Verily, the best-laid schemes of nive

Ll W St et e St e o e e e  a s e

and men—and porpoises—are apt to
come unstuck!

Stoddart,

Dr. Jameson, Dr.
MacAndrew were all fairly decent
“Ieads.” And then came that un-

speakable  tyrant, Dr. Ezekiel Stubbs.
He avas an inhuman monster, who de-
lighted {0 terrorise small boys, Bireh-
ings in Big Hall were the order of the
day, and in nearly every case the punish-
ment was far in excess of the crime. It
1s actually recorded that ono unfortu-
nate youth reccived a dozen strokes with
the birch for failing to raise his-hat to
the Head in Friardale. The boy stated
in his defence that he failed to recog-
nige Dr. Stubbs, who was muflled up in
an ulster, DBut the explanation was of
no avatl, and the birching was duly
awardod.

On another occasion a junior of the
Remove caught it hot and strong for
smashing the Head's study window, Tt
was purely an accident, but Dr. Ezckic!
Stubbs did not believe in  aceidents,
The nunfortunate junior was flogged un-
mercifully, gated for a month, and give®
an impot of enormous proportions to
fulfil. - Greyfriars fellows ought 1o feel
thankful that they did not live in the
time of Dr. Stubbs.

T could fll eolumns with msiances of
this tyrant's savage treatment of his
pupils, but it would make melanchoiy
reading, So I will conclude my articla
with the remark that our present Hea!l
—Dr. Herbert Henry Locke—is one of
ihe Dlest the old school has ever had.
Under his impartial rule Greyfriais
Aourishes as it never flourished before,
And we hope the day is far distant when
Dr. Locke will be compelled to discard
the robes of office.

{Supplement 4.
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1
I headmasier
Sam’s  uttered that
invitation, as a sharp
sounded on the door of his study.

In came Mr., Lickham, the master of
the Fourth, dragging a jumor by the ear,
The junior in queschun was young
Luker, the son of a millionaire, and he
was squirming and sgqueeling as he was
dragged into the Head’s pressence.

The Head raised his lnghbrows.

“Tdless my sole!” he ejackulated.
“What is the meaning of t{‘jis miroo-
sion, Lickham 1"

“This young rascal, sir,” veplied the
Form master, "has been guilty of
several missdemenners, In the HArsk
plaiee, he broke bounds in the middle of
the night, in order to visit a disrepu-
table establishment known as the Jolly
Bailer.”

“My hat!” gasped the Head.

“In the second plaice, sir,” went on
Mr. Lickham, ‘“he was caught oub of
bounds by a prefect, who tried to reason
with hinmy and bring him back to the
school ; but the young rascal savvidgely
attacked the prefect—with a ferosaity
which mo words ecan describe—and
nocked him into a ditch.”

“Split me!” gasped the Head.

“ Furthermore and moreover,” said
My, Lickham, *“he Es-.:al:ueﬂ from the
punnishment-room—in which I locked
him on his return to the school—and he
broke into my study, and wrecked it
from floor to szealing. The plaice, sir,
is in a perfect pickle! It will take hours
and hours to got it straight again.
Everything is upside-down, inside-out,
and Topsy Turvey, whoever she might
be. 1 am distrackted, sir—I am un-
done !

“VYes, Lickham, I've notissed that,”
said the Head, glancing at the Form
master's wastecoat frorw which a cupple
of buitons were missing.

Mr, Lickham gave a snort.

“T have brought this young rascal to
vou, sir, in order. that you may adminis-
ter condine punnishment,” 11{_-. said. r“ﬂf
corse, you will see that he is publickly
impelled from the school 7

At that moment the Head’s eyes hap-
pened to meet those of the culpritt.
Luker was staring at him coclly. wirh
a sardonnick smile playing about his
lips.

F“'S"ml dare not impel me!™ he saul
defiantly. “You dare not even lick me,
for that matier. Doctor Birchemall,
vou are in my power! I hold you in
the hollo of my hand!”

“Shush !” muttered the Head, turn-
ing pail. “You mustn't say these
things in front of Mr, Lickham.”

S0 saying, the Head made a signal to
the master of the IMourth, who hurridly
took his departure,

“Now, Luker,” said the Head, “"my
duty is clear. You have been brought
before me on several grave charges—
breakine hounds, assaulting a prefect,

Supplement iii.]

further five bob.
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and wreeking a Form master's study.
It would be erinminal of me to over-
look these offences. Luker, you will be
impelled. in disgrace from this school ™

How did Luker reseeve this scntence?
Dil he shiver and shalke and squirm?
Did he tremble at the neeze? Did he
fall upon those neeze -and wine for
mersy? No! He actually larfed!
And his mocking larf ran through  the
Head's study,

“Ha, ha! You dare not impel me,
Doctor Birchemall, and you . know it!
Have you forgotten, sir, that you are in
my father's clutéhes?” _

The Head gave a groan, and berrred
his face in his bhands. His frame shook
with sobs.

What Luker had said was only too
true. The Head was in the clutches of
Luker’s father, who was a millionaire
munnylender,

In % moment of hard-upness, the Head
had so far forgotten his diggnity as to
borrow five bob from Luker senior,
few weeks later he. had borrowed a
Then he had borrowed
another ten, making a gnid in all

AMr. Luker had charged his vietim 200
per sent interrest, which the head was
still paving off.

If these facts became generally known
at St. Sam’s, there would be a seandle,
And if the Governors got to know of the
affair, Dr. Birchemall would be sent
packing.

The Head realizsed this only too well,
But he realised, too, ithat he had a duty
to do. ]

A grate struggle went on in the
Head’s mind. Should he give in to the
blackmailling Luker, or should he do Ins
duty, and 1mpel the young rascal from
St Sam'e?

It was a dreadful dilemmer. Put
vourself in the Head's plaice, dear
reader, and you will see what a fright-
ful ix he was in. His curridge began
to fail, and no wonder,

Luker gazed skornfully at the cower-
ing figger in cap and gown,

“ If you give nis the sack,” said Luker
skornfully, “I"ll get you the order of the
hoot as well 17

of School Life,
Dramatic Touch,

By Dicky Nugent:

“ Better make up your mind quickly,”.
ho said. “If you give me the sack, T'll
get you the order of the boot as well !

‘“No, no!"” pleeded the-Head. ‘““Have
pity ! *I dave rot have it made known
that T have borrowed munny from your
father. If so much as a wisper reaches
the cars of the Governors—"

“Agree te my terms, then,”
Latker. “Prommis not {o
rire !

The Head groaned. And he wad on
the very verge of yeelding, when the
door of his study burst open, and Mr.
Lickham rushed in, brandishing a copy
of the morning paper.

“Heard the latest 7 he cried. “Old
Luker—the father of this wretched boy
—has been sentenced to seven years
disprisonment for frawd !”

The Head jumped to his feet, and
danced around in high glee. He was
free from the clutches of the munny-
lender !

As for young Luker, his face turned
as white as invisible ink, and his neeze
began to nock together.

“1t isn't true!” he ecried horsely.

_ said
nnpel

“Rats! It’s true enuff!” said Mr.
Lickham. “Here it is, in black-and-
white !

Luker could not doubt the cvidense
of his own eyes. There was a picture
of his father standing in the dock, and
underneeth was written.

“SEVEN YEARS FOR A FRAWDU-
LENT MUNNYLENDER!”

The room seemed to reel round the
unhappy Luker. And the next thing he
realised was that he was being drummed
out.of St. Sam’s by a hoard of angry
schoolfellows. They pelted him through
the quad and out of Eytﬂﬂ, and he was
kompelled to take to his heals, and run
like Billy-o to the railway station. :

The wretched Luker ﬁﬂ:ﬂ looked Lis
last upon 8t. Sam’s!

THE END.

IF!
Ey DICK PENFOLD,

I'd mever rize till ten o'clock,
I'd simply lay amd snore in bed
(With all respect to Doctor Locke)
If I were Head!

I'd be an easy-going sort,
I'd never rule by fear and dread;
They'd all say: “ What a decent sport:
If I werc Head!

At Bunter T would never growl,
Because the porpoise over-fed;

Nor should T make him squirm and howl,
1f I were Head!

The termy would be all holidays,
Leazsons, I fear, would soon be dead;
There'd be no melancholy days,
If I were lcad!

I'd let the fellows call me *Dick,"”
Or anything they liked, instead;
I'd never wield the birch or stick
If T were Head! . )
THE MagyeE? LIBRARY.—Neo, 636,
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'THE YOUNG PRETENDER 1{

i (Continucd from. page 12.)

e

“ Birrest crowd we've ever had for a
junior wmatch,” said Frank Nugent,
watching the hustle and bustle at the
“ Hope we whack:, 5t. Jim’s, that's

“We shall whackfully, whoplully, lick-
fully * puiverise fthém!™ was Ilurree
singh's cheerful comment,

“Hallp, hallo, halle!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry. *“They're here!”

The 8t. Jim's footballers came strolling
on the scene armed with their bags.
‘Tliey halted outside the gate and stared
in some surprise at the big placard.

“Bai  Jove!” exclaimed Arthur
Angustus D’Arcy, the elegant swell of
tha St Jim's Fourth. ““What does this
mean, deah boys? Why is that fat
boundah Buntah havin® a benefit "

** He's just ‘had an operation,” ex-
plained WWibley,

“My hat!” said Monty Lowther.
“What's the trouble? Have they taken
out his digestive organs and fitted him
with a new set?"

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“The poor old Owl got appendicitis,’
said Dick Rake. *“Had to Ec shunted
off to a nursing-home to have his appen-
aix removed, He's going on well, I'm
elad to say. But, of course, the surgeon’s
bill will be a hefty item, so we thought
we'd arrange a ° %ate * for this match to
Le!yy Bunter. out!

“ What a perfectly wippin’ ideah !” said
Arthur Augustus. "1 considah, deah
boys, that we ought to wally wound [or
the good of the cause.”

So saying, the noble Gussy produced
his  wallef, and took therefrom a
Treasury note, which he handed to one
of the collectors.

The rest of the St. Jim’s footballers
followed Gussy'e illustrious example.
They did not give to the same extent,
for, 8= Monty Lowther explained, they
weren't all  bloated capitalista like
| EEEL

The visiting team passed through on
to the ground, and made their way to the
cressing-room to change.

~till the money kept pouring in, and
Dilly Bunter’s eyes would have glistened
behind his spectacles had he been pre-
sent to see the takings.

At last the rush was over, and all
Ciieviriars was present on the ground.
There wasn't o single absentee. Even
reople like Gosling the porter, and
Trotter the page, had rallied round for
thie gpood of the cause.

Tlhiere was only one instance of mean-
ness, Skinner of the Remove had tossed
a shilling on to one of the tables and
ipeviedly passed through the gateway.
It was afterwards discovered that the
shilling was a bad one. It didn't ring
true, Wibley made the discovery, and
ite¢ gave a snort of fury.

“I'll settle with Skinner afterwards!”
Le said grimly, “The rotten cad!
Faney paymg for admission with a bad
ahilling 1

“Don't be too hard on him,” said Dick
Balve. “He might have been broke,
and the only way he could get in was
by passing off a dud shilling, I know
lie’s awfully sorry about Bunter, and
i='d help him if he could. The spirit is
witling, but the funds weak. Hallo!
They've lining up for the fivy.”

A mighty roar arose as the rival teams
si-rinted i1nto their positions,

Bdatches between Greyfriars and St.
th:_l‘s were always red-letter affairs.

IuE MacxET LiBRARY.—No. 838,
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(rreat was the rivalry which existed be-

the two sc:imnla, and Harry
Wharton & Co. were desperately anxious
to win this match, for they were playing
before Crowned Heads, so to speak. It
wasn't often that the Head and the

-miasters comglescended to come and watch

a junior fixture,
Wingate of the Sixth was the “ knight
of the whistle,” and he set the game in

‘motion,

“ Play up, the Friars!”

*“On the ball1”

“Pile up the merry goals, for Bunter's
benefit !>
- But there seemed little prospect of a
glut of goals, The St. Jin's defence
was founded as upon a’'rock. Fatty
Wynn, their plunp goalkeeper, was
equal to every ectnergency, and IFiggins
and Kerr, in front of him, were a pair
of powerful backs. They tackled and
volleyed with rare judgment.

For a long time it was a duel between
the Greyfriars attack and the St. Jim's
defence—a duel which looked as if it
would end in stalemate, for, try as they
would,. Harry Wharton & Co. could not
get the ball into the net. On the rare
occasions when they managed to beat
the backs, they found Fatty Wynn cool
and resourceful. He caught a “ pile-
driver ” from Harry Wharton with as
miuch ease and unconcern as a cricketer
takes a “sitter.” And he punched away
a shot from Nugont with a look almost
of contempt on his face, as much as to
say, “Fancy sending in a soft shot like
that!  Wish you'd give me something
with a bit of stinﬁ- in it!" '

Play had actually beern in progress
forty minutes before a goal came. And
then it came at the wrong end—so far
as the Greyfriars folk were concerned.

The 8t. Jim’s forwards, who seemed
to have faded right out of the picture,
now broke away with startling sudden-
ness. Clever passing and tricky foot-
work took them to within shooting dis-
tance, and then Tom Merry fired in a
shot which had Bulstrode beaten all the

way.

Ilﬂﬂuﬁl!!!

Shouts of applause were mingled with
gasps of dismay. Goals scored by
cpponents were always cheered on the
Greyfriars ground, but those who
cheered were Jlooking anything but
happy.

The 'Friars had been pressing all

through the first half. Yet the “ Saints”
had drawn first blood !

_Soon the whistle sounded for half-
time, and the players congregated in the
middle of the field and partook of
lemons. Harry Wharton's wry face was
not altogether due to the lemon he was
sucking. He was reflecting grimly that
there would have to be a big Greyfriars
revival in the second half,

And there was!

Vernon-Smith put the crowd in a
happy humour by racing through and
seoving a grand goal. is shot was of
the unstoppable variety, though Fatty
Wynn made an heroie effort to save his
charge,

That goal seemed to put new life into
the Greyfriars forwards. They played
sparkling football, and quite over-
whelmed their opporfents for a time, But
It was not until tweniy minutes from
the finish that another goal .came.

Bob Cherry was the successful marks-
man this time. Ie took a powerful shot
from a long way out. Fatty Wynn's
vision of the ball was interrupted by
a group of players in front of him, He
misjudged the flight of the sphere, which
passed over his shoulder and crashed into
the net.

“Goal!”

fifty  guineas,

“Hurrah!™

The 'IFriars were on top now. And on
top they remained, despite the plucky
and persistent efforts of Tom Merry
& Co. to save the game.

Bulstrode’s charge was in danger more
than once, and there were some anxious
moments for the onlaokers. But at last
the final whistle rang out, and they gave
vent to their feelings fjn:,r and relief
with a mighty shout, which might haye
been heard in I'riardale.

‘Thne match was over and won, and
the great erowd melted away.

Rake and Wibley had totalled up tho

takings, and found that they amounted to
forty-seven pounds. When Lord Maule-
verer, the richest fellow in the Remove.
heard of this, he insisted on making vp
the amount to fifty guineas.
_ The whole of the money was handed
m to the Head, who undertook to send
Dr. Wright, the surgeon, a cheque for
in  payment for Bills
Bunter's operation.

What would happen when Dr. Wright
receiyed the cheque? 'That remained to
be seen. But whatevor happened, it
would mnot be favourable to William
George Bunter,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Unwelcome Visitors !

ILLY BUNTER was having the
time of his lLife in the nursing
home.

" Every day brought its quota of
visitors, and every visitor brought his
quota of tuck. At any rate, if he omitted
to do so, he was soon persuaded by

Bunter to repair the omission.

There were only one or two unwelcome
visitors, One was Alonzo Todd.

The Duffer of the Remove called af
the nursing home after the match with
St. Jim's, and he was shown up to
Bunter’s room,

“My poor, dear fellow!” murmured
Alonzo, advancing to the bedside, “ It
is dreadful to see you like this, Are you
suffering much 77 2

“ Untold agonies!"” groaned Bunter.

“Dear me, how very distressing !" said

Alonzo, wringing his hands, “I am
most intensely sorry !"
" Your sorrow won't cure my suffer-
ings !” growled Bunter. “ Hallo, what's
this?” he added. For Alonzo had de-
posited a parcel on the bed.

“Open it and see, my dear fellow,”
said Alonzo,

Bunter made short work of undoing
the parcel. The string snapped asunder
as he tugged at it, and the paper and
wrappings were scattered right and left,

If Billy Bunter had expected to find
a plum cake in the parcel he was doomed
to disappointment.

“What on earth he muttered,
blinking at the contents of the parcel.

It really seemed as if Alonzo Todd had
brought a medicine chest with him.
There were various bottles, containing
odious-looking mixtures, spme white,
some green, and others brown. Each
bore a label, instructing Bunter to take
a teaspoonful of the “mixture” after
¢cach meal,

There was also a tin of beef cubes,
which, as Alonzo Todd pointed out, wert
nourishing, sustaining, invigorating, and
refreshing.  But Billy Bunter would
have preferred to take his nourishment
in ar»more palatable form. He would
rather have had a joint of roast beef
than a tin of cubes.

Bunter gave a snort which almost
made the bed shake.

“What's all this muck ?” he demanded.

“Muck 1 echned Alenzo in shocked
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tones. ** You should not apply such an
opprobrious epithet to these health-
piving  mixtures, I have had them
specially made wvwp for you at the
chemist’s,™

i Glluﬂ 1?’

“Burely you appreciate my act of
thoughtfulness, Bunter?  These mix-
tures, if taken regularly in the prescribed
doses, will soon set you on your feet
again.”

“TUgh! Slng them out of the
window, and go and get me something to
et ! prowled Bunter,

Alonzo shook his head sadly.

“1I much regret that I cannot accede
to your wishes,” he said. “1 have
squandered all my substance in getting
you. these medicines.”

“More fool you!" said Bunter. “ Who
ever heard of a fellow getting better by
doping himself with madicines? ‘ Throw
physic to the dogs; I'll none of it!
That's what old Byron said, and he was
quite right.™

“But it was Shakespeare who said
that !**

“Well, whoever it was, I echo his
sentiment,”  said Bunter, * Well, if
you've blued all your cash, Lonzy, 1 can’t
expect you to go and get me some grub.
o rood-bye 1™

Alonzo gave a start.

“1 am not going yet, my dear fellow,”
ho said. “I propose to sit beside the
bed, and read you some of the select
sayings of my Uhcle Benjanun.”

* Bless vour Uncle Ben!”

“Bless him by all means, but—"

“ Do buzz off, Lonzy, there's a good
fellow, 1 don’t want to seem heartless,
but I'm npot in the mood for visitors
just now. I never am unless they come
well armed with tuek.”

Alonzo looked quite grieved.

“Do you really wish me to take my
departure ¥ he ashked.

“Yes: And when you take your de-
parture, you can take these horrible

voncoctions at the same time. Take
thein away and bury them !”
Alonzo collected wup the medicine

hottles and the tin of beef cubes, and
woved to the door,

“ Alas, how black is man's ngrati-
fude ! he murmured, as he passed out
into thoe corridor,

Now it so happened that Alonzo
passed out just as someone else passed
in.

The laws of gravity do not permit of
Llwo persons occupying the same space
at the same time. Therefore, the passer-
in and the passcr-out collided in the
doorway.

Crash !

“Ow "

“"Wow !

The medicine hbottles crashed to the
fleor, and several mimiature rivers of
iquid trickled down the eorridor,

“Todd! Boy.! Why do you not look
where you are going "

Alonzo gave a pasp, For the person

with wh{}!n he had vollided was Mr,
(uelch, his Form master,
“Dear me!”? he murmured. “1 am

extremely sorry, sir, that I made such

a precipitous exit, and—er—obstructed
your ingress.*

“Very well, Todd. But pray be more
careful i future. You had better find
n nurse and call her attention to this
dreadinl mess you have made.” '

S0 saying, Mr. Quelch passed into
Billy Bunter's roomm.  His expression
softened a little as he entered. Although
a stern martinet in the Remove Form-
roony, Mr., Quelch was a very human
person when he was off duty.

*Well, Bunter,” he said quite genially,

“and how progressing, my
boy 777

“Ag well as can be expected, sir,”
murfured Bunter in faint and feeble
tones. ‘““There's just the harest chance
that I may not die after all,” ) _

“What! You surely do not mmagine
that you are in danger of dying ¥

Billy Bunter nodded.

“I've had a temperament of a hundred
and four every day sinée I was admitted,

sir,” he said.

are you

“Do you mean a ' temperature 27
asked Mr. Quelch. 7
“Yessir, That's what I said.”

“And your temperature has remained
rat a hundred and four degrees?”

“Yes. That's putting i1t at the very
lowest, sir. It was a hundred and twelve
one day.”

“Bless my soul I””

Mr. Queleh crossed over to the mantel-
‘piece, on which Billy Bunter’s medical
chart was standing. He glanced at the
temperature column, then he frowned.

“Yaon have told me a falsehood,
Bunter. Your temperature has been
normal since the day you came!”

“Oh cerumhbs! I—I wish they'd sack
that nurse of mine, sir. She's frightfully
discompetent. She doesn’t know her job.

She knows jolly well that I’ve been run-
ning a high temperament, and yet she
goes cand puts me down as normal.
Non’t take any notice of that chart, sir.
It’s all wrong ™

Mr. Queleh turned away from the
chart. It was very fortunate for Bunter
that*he did so, or he might have seen
the following tell-tale sentence 1n the
top left-hand corner:

“ Nature of complaint—
“INDIGESTION.”

The Remove master regarded Billy
Bunter with a thoughtful frown.

“You look none the worse for your
operation, Bunter,” he said at length.
“I mmagined that you would lose flesh,
but you appear to be as plump as ever.”

“Only in the face, sir. ¥You ought to
see my legs. . Why, they're like match-
sticks! As for my body, it's got pain-
fully thin. My ribs are sticking out
through the flesh ™

“ Pray do not exaggerate, Bunter. To
my mind, you have made a wonderfully
rapid recovery from the operation. Of
course, you have not had the stitches
taken out yet "

“MNunno, sir! I believe they're going
to be taken out on Saturday.”

The passer-in and the
(1] wuw I ¥y

asser-out colflided in the doorway. ;
The medicine boitles crashed to the floor, and several miniature
rivers of liquid trickled down the eorridor.
not look where you are going ? ** roared Mr. Quelch. >
Alonzo. “‘Iam exiremely sorry, sir,-that I made such a precipitous exit and—er—

obstrueted your ingress ! *?

Crash! “Ow!?”™

“Todd! Boy! Why do you
““ Dear me,”’ murmured

(See Chapter 9.)
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Mr. Quelch nodded.

“That means you will have to remain
in the nursing home for at lcast another
fortnight,” he said.” * It will not be very
pleasant for you, my boy. But I have
brought vou something to read, to re-
lieve the tedium of your enforced cap-
tivity."

“Thank you, sir!” said Dunter. But
he looked anything but thankful. He
loved devouring tuck; -he loathed ce-
vouring books.

And the books that Mr. Quelch had
lirought were not in the nature of light
fiction, They were ponderous tomes,
dealing with very dry topics, and calcu-
bated to give the reader an altack of
Literary idigestion,

“Have you brought me anything else,
sir?" asked Billy Bunter, scarcely able
io conceal his disappointment,

* ¥Yes, Bunter. - I have brought you
some very cheering news.”

“Oh 1"

“This afternoon a large sum of money
—fifty guineas, "to be precise—was
collected on your behalf. A football
watch was played, and a charge was
ievied for admission to the ground.”

“Oh, good!” said Billy Bunter, his
face beaming, And then he held out
lis “hand.

“I'll have the money now, sir, if yvou
don't mind, Is it in notes?”

Mr. Quelch frowned.

“The money is not actually for you,
Buater, It is to pay the operation fee,
and a cheque is being sent to Dr, Wright,
ine surgeon who, I understand, per-
formed the operation.”

“Oh crumbs !

Billy Bunter's jaw dropped. And he
lonked decidedly uneasy. He could
giess what would happen if the cheque
was sent to Dr. Wrnight, The surgeon
woutld return it to the sender, and point
out that there had been no operation.
f'mdr then the fat would indeed be in the
e !

“Why are you looking so startled,
Bunter?” asked Mr. Quelch.

*W.w-was 1 looking startled, sir?"

“You certainly were!”

“I expect it was a spasm of pain that
1an right through me, sir,” said Bunter.
I get them whenever 1 try to move my
Lt

Mr, Quelch nodded sympathotically.

“The stitches are no doubt troublin
vou,” he said. “When you have ]1;1,5
them taken out you will be able to move
without hurting yourself.”

After further conversation, Mr. Quelch
prepaved to take his leave. He shook
hands with the patient and bade him be
oi good cheer, and he had actually got
to the deor, when Billy Bunter called
him back.

“One minute, sir!"”

“Well, Bunter?”

_ - About that cheque for fifly guineas,
§iv——
ik '&"E‘E*’:H‘

“1f you'd like to leave it with me, I'll
sca that Dr. Wright gets it."”

*I am alfraid I cannot do that, Bunter.

The cheque i1s not in my possession, |

Dr: Locke has it, and he is posting it
to-day to Dr. Wriiht."

Billy Bunter gave a hollow groan.
Mr. Quelch thought it was a groun of
pam; but Bunter knew that 3 was a
geoan of mental unecasiness. He was
vwondering what would happen when Dr,
Wright got that cheque.

**Good-bye, my boy !" said Mr, Quelch,

“ Good-bye, sir!”

My. Quelch passed out, and the door |

closed behind him,
Billy Bunter was left alone with his
Tae Maioyer LiBrary.—No. 838.

thoughts. And those thoughts were far
from pleasant.

There was just one glimmer of hope
on the herizon. If Dr. Wright happened
to be an unscrupulous man he would
pocket the cheque and say nothing about
it, Again, if he happened to be an
absent-minded man be might forget that
the operation had never been performed.

This hope grew and grew in Billy
Bunter’s breast, like the little apple in
the orchard. And Bunter’s alarm and
anxiety diminished.

But i Dr, Wright happened to be
neither an unscrupulous nor an absent-
minded man the outlook would be
stormy indeed for the [ellow who had
spoofed all Greyfriars,

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Back to Greylriars !

4 NY news this morning, nurse?”

It -vas Saturday—the day on

which Billy Bunter's stiiches

were to have been removed.

As a matter of fact, there were no

stitches to remove, but nobody at Grey-
friars knew that.

“Yes," said the nurse, in reply to
Bunter's gquestion. “ You are 1o be dis-
charged to-day.”

“Eh?

“You will dress, and pack your be-
longings, and prepare to leave directly
after dinner. You may have a vehicle
if you wish, but there is nothing to pre-
vent your walking. We will have your
luggage sent up to Greylriarg by carrier.”

Billy Bunter looked quite alarmed, not
to say panic-stricken,

“But I—1 don’t want to leave the
nursing-home !" he protested. *“ You see,
nurse, 1've come to love the place. You
are all so charming and kind to me, It
—it will break my Eeart to go away !

The nurse smiled.

“Then we shall have to transfer you
to another nursing-home that specialises
in mending broken hearts,” she said.
“You will certainly have to leave here,
for this room is engaged, An appendi-
citis case is coming in this evening, and
this is the only room available.”

" But—but f'm not fit ecnough to go!”
wailed Bunter. “TI've got terrible shoot-
ing. stabbing pains i _

‘Nonsense! You are wonderfully fit
—in fact, there was no reason why you

should have stayed in the nursing-home,
in my opinion.

The doctor thought it

Here's a atirring, thriill-
ing boxing yarn no boy
should miza! You ean
begin it TO-DAY in this
week's BOYS" FRIEXD.
 IL tells how & youngater
proved equal to Lthe task
of regaioing for  his
country ita lost hoxing
prestige. AsKTO-DAY for

would give your digestive organs a rest;
but you could have done that at Grey-
friars. However; it is not my place io
criticise the prescription of a doctor, You
will pack your belongings this morning.
You understand ¥

“Oh, all right!” groaned Bunter.

_ He had only been a week in the nurs-
ing-home, and he would gladly have ob-
tained an extension,

What would the Greyirviars fellows
say when they saw him tarn up so soon?
It would give the lic at once-to his stary
of an operation for appendicitis,

It was a well-known fact that an ap-
pendicitis patient needed three weeks to
recuperate—in fact, three weeks was the
mimmum period. What, then, would tha
Greyfriars folk think when Billy Bunter
bobbed up at the school within a week
of his admission to the nursing-home?

The situation was serious for Bunter,
He hardly knew how to act. Bul at
length an inspiration came to him, and he
chuckled softly to himself as he startad
to pack his belongings.

The morning passed swiftly. . Dinner
was served-—a substantial dinner, for the
nursing-home authorities never servey
thin gruei to a patient on the day of his
discharge. Then Billy Bunter was
ﬂhhﬁm! to bid farewell to his nurse, and
to shake the dust of the nursing-home—
if dust was ever allowed to collect in
stich places—from his feet.

Arrangements had been made for
Bunter's luggage to be sent up to the
school by ecarrier. Ilis*own method of
transport was already mapped out in his
mind. He would not go on foot: he

‘would not take a taxi; he would not hire

a coach-and-four. He would continue to
play the chronic invalid, by turning up
at Greyfriars in a bath-chair !

There was a place in Courtfield whero
bath-chairs were let oul on hire. Biily
Bunter made his way thither, ang as he
approached tho place he developed =
sudden limp, and looked as if he could
scarcely drag one foot after the other.

“ Bath-chair, sir?” inquired the pro-
prietor of the establishment,

“Yes, please,” panted Bunter, hobbling
up. “I want to hire a bath-chair for a
woek—p'r'aps more. And I shall want
an attendant to push me about.”

“You'll want a couple, by the look of
you!” said the proprietor, gazing at
Bunter’s vast bulk. *“No offence meant,
sir, but it would take a mighty strong
attendant to push you about single-
handed. I ain't got no Samsons or
"Erculeses in this establishment.”

“Oh, all right!” said Bunter. “T'll
have a couple of attendants.”

Whereupon, the praprietor bellowed
for “’Enery, and 'Erbert,” and a couple
of rather ancient-looking men, of the
tﬁpu of Gosling, the porter, shuffled on
the scene.

“This young gent wants to 'ire a

iR :
chair,” said the proprietor.

“Lummy !"” gasped 'Enery, glancing at
Bunter's ample form. “ Wot 'e wants is
a steam-tractor, not a bath-chair !”

“"Kar, "ear {" said "Erbert,

Billy Bunter shook a fat forefinger at
the two attendants,

“Ilere, don't you be rude!” he said
wrathfully. *“1 want you to help me
into one of these chairs and wrap e up
well with rugs and trundle me up to
Gereyfriars.”

““ Ay, ay, sir!” said "Enery,

Billy Bunter was assisted—with much
gasping and grunting—into one of the
bath-chairs, And then he was practically
obliterated with rugs, only his face being
visible,

“ Ah, that's fine!” he murmured.

" All ready, sir?” inquired Erbert.

“Yes, rather ™

¢ Fave-ho, me 'earties )"
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*“I shall want an attendant-io push me about,’”” said Bunter. * You’ll want a couple by the look of you,”” said the
proprietor, gazing at Bunter’s vast bulk. *‘ 'Ere, 'Enery, and *Erbert—this young gent wants to ’ire a chair !’ *‘ Lummy,”’
““ Wot ’e wants is a steam-tractor, not a bath-echair.”

gasped ’Enery.

«“ *Ear, 'ear,” said 'Erbert.

(See Chapter 10.)

The two beasts of burden started on
their task. ‘Enery pulled in front, and
'Erbert  pushed behind; and in  this
manner Billy Bunter was taken through
the sirects of Courtfield.

It was a novel experience for the fat
junior, and he thoroughly enjoyed it.

The passers-by directed sympathetic
glances at the invalid, and Billy Bunter
put such a woebegone expression on his
face that some of the lady onlookers were
rmoved to tears.

“Poor boy!” murmured one stout
dame. “Fancy being a cripple at his
time of Life!”

“Yes, 1t's awful, isn't it, ma'am?”
groaned Bunter. ‘' One half of the world
never knows what the other half suffers,
I've heen transformed from birth.”

“ Deformed, do you mean?”

“¥Yes.”

“How terrible! IHow shocking! And
you are doomed to spend the rest of
vour days in & bathchair? Dear, dear! I
wish T could do something for you, my
poor lad.”

The bathchair atlendanis had halted
outside a pastrycook’s.

“I'm rather fond of

ma’amn,” hinted Billy Bunter,

The stout lady took the hint. She
hurried into the shop, and <¢ame out
a moment later with a large bag of
doughnuts. These she handed to Billy
Bunter, who tendered his thanks, and
then the procession passed on.

Bunter struggled to get his arms frec,
=0 that he r:{}ulﬁ start on the doughnuts.
Beng i a generous mood, he gave one
apiece to his attendants, ’Enery and
‘Erbert were both toothless, bhut they
mitnched at the doughnuts contentedly.

Progress was far from swift, A tor-
toise could have kept pace with the bath-
chair. But at last the gatea of Grey-
friars came 1n sight. _

Billy Bunter had demalished the dough-
nuts by this time. He screwed up the
empty bag and Aung it away, then he
buried his arms under the rugs once
niare,

doughnuts,

The school gates stood epen, and the
procession passed through.

Gosling, the porter, came shuflling out
of his lodge, and he surveyed the strange
spectacle 1n astonishment,

“My heye!” he murmured. * Master
Bunter back already! An’ ridin’ in a
bathchair, too !

“Well, vou didn’t expect me to come
prancing in like a two-year-old, did you,
Goesy ! growled Bunter, **You forget
that I've been c¢ut open and pulled to
pieces and turned inside-out 1™

Suddenly there was a great shout, fol-
lowed by a stampede on the part of the
juniors in the Close. They came run-
ning up from all sides and fairly swarmed
round the bathchair,

“Why, here’s Bunter!”

““Back already, by Jove!”

““And in a bathchair, tog!”

Billy Bunter blinked at the excited
throng.

“1 say, you fellows, I don't call this
much of a reception!” he grumbled.
“Aren’t wyou glad to see me back
again 7"

“We'd be glad to see you back if you
were sound in wind and limb, and walk-
g about,” said Wharton. *“‘But we
didn’t want vou to come back In a
blessed bath-chair, looking like a life-
long iovalid I

“No, rather not!” said Peter Todd.

T say, you're oult of the nursimg-home

about a fortnight too soon, DBunty!
What on earth were they thinking about,
to let you come out so early ¥”

“Ahew! The fact 15, Toddy, I've
done a very gallant thing—quite a
heroie action, you know.”

“Oh! Tell us all about it.”

“Well, a certain young lady in Court-
field—the mavor's daughter, I believe—
was out shopping, when she was sud-
denly struck down with appendicitis,®

“My hat!”

“She collapsed in the street,” Bunter
went on, “and they took her round to
the nursing-home for an immediate
operation. But when they got her there

they found there was no accomnoda-

tion.  Every room was full up. And
there 1sn’t another Hursfng-ﬁnmﬁ 1N
Courtbeld. It was an appalling situa-
tion. What was to be done? Nurses

were wringing their hands—doctors were
wringing——"="

“Their necks ?” suggested Skinner.

**Ha, ha, ha!”

“Dry up, Skinner! Doctors were
wringing their hands as welll. What
was to be done for the poor girl? If
they shunted her off to hospital, she
might have died on the way. You see,
it was a bad case, and the operation had
to be performed right away. I hap-
pened to look out of my window, and I
saw what was going on, and I gallantly
offered to give up my room to the young
lady.”

“But vou Averen’t fit to leave it,” said
Nugent,

“Thai’s true enough,” =aid DBunter.
“Still, being a chivalrous sort of chap, I
conldi’t have stood by and seen thaf
poor girl turned away. So she came in,
and I went out.”

The juniors
startled.

“Weonder you didn't do yourself an
injury, coming out so soon,” said Hariry
Wharton. *The matron must have been
mad to permit it. Do you know it takes
three weeks to get over an operation for
appendicitis ¥

“Of course T know it! But if I spend
the next fortnight or so in a bath-chair,
without any exertion, there’s just a
chance that I shall pull through.”

Bunter signalled to his attendants.

“Wheel me round the Close,” he com-
manded.

'Enery and ‘Erbert
respective  forelocks,
chaulders to their task.

Billy Bunter rode through the Cloze,
with all the dignity of Boadicea in her
chariot,

Fellows simply swarmed round the
‘bath-chair, eaper to converse with the

Tae Mag¥ET LiBRaRYy.—No. 830

were looking  quite
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invalid: and Billy Bunter deseribed, n
grucsome detail, his harrowing experi-
ences in the nursing-home. He let s
imagination run riot, and he told such
appalling tales of torture and horror that
he made his hearers' flesh creep. .

“They performed the operation while
I was still conscious,” he was saying. *'1
saw the knife flash through the air, and
the next thing I realised was that I was
lying in little pieces on the operating-
table!”

“My hat!”

“PDraw it mild, Bunter!”

“Some of vou don’t seem to believe
me,” said Bunter. “But you wait till
you get appendicitis  yourselves, and
then vou'll go through the mill, just as
I've done. Hallo! T thought I heard
pomebody call my name.”

Bunter turned his head, and saw that
a window had been opened. It was the
window of the Head's study, and the
somewhat startled face of Dr. ILocke
appeared at the aperture.

“DBunter,” he called, “kindly ask your
attendants to bring you over here, 1
wizh to speak with you.”

“0Uh erumbs !

Billy Bunter felt very apprehensive as
Lhe was wheeled towards the ITead.

Had Dr. Locke discovered the truth?
IDid he know that the opeiation had
never taken place?

It was a terrifying thought. Dui

Bunter's apprehensions were soon set at
rest ; for when the Head addressed him
his tone was one of amazement, and not
of anger. JFor which Billy Bunter was
truly thankful.

_— - R
-%.__-':_5—:'_ iy

"—\_._._II._-r

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,.
The Way of the Transgressor.

e AM astonished, Dunter, to see you

i back so soon!”

The Head certainly looked his

astonishment. Hi: eyes scemed

to protrude from their sockets as he sur-

vesed the plump figure in the bath-
chair.

“Yes, it's rather early for me to be
out and about, sir,” said Billy Bunter.
“I ought to have stayed in the nursing-
home another fortnight. But eircum-
stanees prevented 1t.”

“What circumstances?”
Head,

Billy Bunter then recounted the storyof
liis chivalry and great gallaniry. He had
nobly given up his room in the nursing-
home, so that the mayor's daughter
might have it. He knew that in doing
¢0 ho was risking his life, but he had

een quite willing to take the risk. The
Dunters had always been bravs fellows
right through the generations, and he—
Billy Bunter—was merely keeping up
the family traditions.

The Head listened to Bunter's narra-
tive in growing amazement, He knew
Bunter, and he had never suspected the

asked the

fat junior of Leing of the stuff of which

heroes are made.

“Really, Dunter, vyou amaze meo
beyond measurc!” he exclaimed. 1
hesitate to give you pain, when vou have
already suffered so much, ‘but I reéally
must say that I cannot credit your story.”

*“Oh, really, sir o

“If you actually did give up vour room
to a young lady, then it was a very

In a couple of strides Dr. Wright reached the bath-chair. His iron grip fell
upon Billy Bunter’s collar, and the fat junior was bauled out of his comfortable
seal. **I will now prove to you that Bunter is no invalid,”” panted the surgeon.
He raised his foot, as if fo implant a kick upon the rear of

the fat junior sprinted away with a yell of alarm,

Bunter’s person, and
(See Chapter 11.)
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splendid sacrifice,” the Head went on,
“But you are not the gort of boy who
would make sacrifices of that descrip-
tion.”

‘iUh!"!‘

“The thing that baffles me most,"” said
the Head, *is why they allowed yvou to
leave the nursing-home at this juncture.
It was madness to lek vou leave so soon
after the operation! I must telephone
to the matron at once, and ask for an
explanation,”

. “"Nunno, sir!"™ stuttered Bunter, turn-
ing quite pale.

- What ¥~

'I'd rather you didn't telephone to the
matron, sir. She's a hateful old hussy !
She's got a spite against me, and I
expect she'd tell you a pack of lies, sir!”

The Head frowned.

“How dare you speak of the matron in
that manner 7 he thundered. “I know
the good lady very well, and have not
the slightest reason to doubt her in-
tegrity. I will telophone to her at once.”

Billy Bunter turned quite faint. He
knew only too well what would happen
if ' the Head got into touch - with the
matron at the nursing-home. The awful
truth would be revealed—that there had
been no operation, and that Bunter had
merely been kept in the nursing-home
for a week for digestive trouble.

The Head's face was withdrawn from
the window, and Billy Bunter, and the
juniors who were gathered round the
bath-chair, could hear Dr. Locke trying
to get through on the telephane. Dut
there was a hitch of some sort. Fither
the line was engaged, or something lud
gonoe wrong with the wires, At all
events, the Head found it impossible to
get through,

Billy Bunter drew a deep breath of
relief.  He had secured a temporary
respife, at any rate.

But the respite proved to be wvery
temporary—a matter of seconds, in fact.
For just then a two-seater car swung
into the schonl gateway, and was
driven through the Close. It came to a
halt outside the Head's window.

Billy Bunter recognised the driver of
the. car in an instant. It was- Dr.
Wright, the surgeon! .

The fat junior nearly sank through the
bath-chair in his alarm and dismay. He
shouted to his attendants to take him
away at once from that danger-spot; but
before "Enery and 'Erbert could obey,
the Head’s face appeared again at the
open window,

“One moment, Bunter! I have not
yet finmished speaking to vou. (Good-
alternoon, Dr. Wright !

The surgeon returned the salutation,
and stepped out of his car.

“I have called to see vou, zir, on the
matter of a cheque,” he began, **Shall
I step into vour study ?”

“1It 15 not necessary, if von merely
called to acknowledge the roceipt of the
cheque,” said the Head.

“DBut I am not entitled to the chequa,
Dr. Locke.”

“W-w-what #*

“You said, in the accompanving
letter, that it wuas for an operation I
performed on Bunter. Permit me to say
that no such operation was performed !

A silence followed Dr. Wright's words
—a silence of sheer stupefaction. It was
broken only by a deep groan from the
ecccupant of the bath-chair,

The Head looked thunderstruck., Tt
was some moments before he found his
voiee,

"*No-—no operation was performed?”
he stuttered at last,

“Certainly not,” said the surgeon, “As
I explained to vou in my ﬁ.’!ltEI‘, the

(Continued on page 21.)
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The Clue of the Peneil Marks !

HE four Chinamen busied them-
selves around him for a few
moments, and themr departed as
swiftly as they had come.

And the constable, doing his beat half
an hour later, all but stumbled over the
grim figure stretched across the pave-
ment. He blew his whistle, and in
response two other policemen hastened
to the scene.

Their three  lanterns combined
revealed a scene that was as grotesque
as it was horrifying. For, on the. fore-
head of the man in the greatcoat was
the dreaded symbol of the Yellow Claw,
the paint yet damp and sticky; on his
breast was Ppinned a sheet of note-
paper that also bore the sign of the
saciety, and gripped tightly in his hand
was the actual claw that had caused his
death, the light from the lanterns play-
ing upon the fréshly-painted gilt and
giving to the hand a weird effect.

“Good heavens, Bill 1" exclaimed one
of the constables. *“This Yellow Claw
gang gives me the creeps! What's that
note say ?"

The three constables eagerly scanned
the missive pinned to the unfortunate
man's coat. It ran:

“TAKE WARNING.—The Yellow
Claw permits no one to seek shelter be-
hind their symbol unless he 15 an  ac-
credited member of the society.

“He sought to avoid the consequence
of his act by using the sign of the Yellow
Claw. He has died by that sign!

“THE YELLOW CLAW."”

Beneath the strange note was the
usual symbol of the gang.

“Ugh!” grunted the policeman who
had first discovered this latest vietim of
the Yellow Claw., “8’poso we'd better
ghift him to the mortuary. 'Ere, don’t
touch that blooming gold thing in the
chap’s hand, Bill—t says in this note
that he died by the sign. ¥You never
know what this Claw Union crush arve
up to. They're like a wagonload of
monkeys for artfulness.”

“That's so, old man,” replied the
second constable. “Let’s phone up for
the ambulance and get him out of the
wayv. Wonder who he 15%"

“Chap ‘named Costells,” said the
other, reading aloud from an addressed
envelope he had found in the deceased
man’s pocKets, ““'Ere you are—° Angelo
Costello, Thesplan Hall, Shaftesbury
Avenue.’

 peeuliar-looking, object

Why, that’s the chap 'ead- ]

no less redoubtable assistant, Jack Drake.

. c T _ —

Wanted

quarters is ringing up about!
for the murder of Anthony Woodstock.
Well I'm blowed !

'Tha constable was right. The man in
the greateoat was none other than the
aszassin of Anthony Woodstock !

One of the constables hurried away to

summon the local ambulance, leaving
his_two comrades staring down ab that
grim, silent figure in awe and horror.
Both started slightly as the sound of
footsteps echoed along the dirty pave-
ment, and stiffened sharply. It was early

yet to expect the return of their fellow

constable, Two pairs of eyes pierced
the gloom ahead to fix on a tall shape
that moved in their direction.

The figure became more distinet al
each approaching step, and then came
recognition,

“Inspector Pyecroft!” breathed one
of the two constables sharply, drawing
himseif up to attention. “Ilere’s a bit
of luck, Bill.”

The constable was right. The figure
moving towards them was nene other
than Inspector Pyecroft, of Scotland
Yard, He halled in amazement a few
feet in front of the constables, and failed
to take note of their smart salute. His
eyes were fixed on the body of the man
sprawled across the pavement m
fascinated horror. For one glance was
sufficient to tell him that it was Angelo
(festello, the man he had been tracking
from early afternoon.

“Tead as a doornail,’”’ volunteered one
of the policemen. “I found him here
about five minutes ago, sir!”

Inspector Pyecroft scemed to recover
his power of action as the words of his
subordinate reached him. He advanced
a few paces and knelt beside the de-
ceased man.

“ Don't touch his hand, sir!” exclaimed
one of the policemen hastily, as Is
superior officer was about to examine the
clutched tightly

in the victim's hand. “It's dangerous,

gir I”

‘I'he inspector straightened himself and
bezan to interrogate the two constables.
He was shown -the missive that had
been found pinned to the breast of Cos-
tello, and as he perused the contents his
brow darkened. :

“Confound it!” he exclaimed at
length. “This cursed Yellow Claw will

be the death of me.”

He chewed the ends of his moustache |

viciously, to the secret amusement of his
subordinates, and then commenced 10

looking. claw came into view

t = That claw gives me the creeps.

e8dE0CocCcOOSOOOORORROROBRRREY

IN THE LIMELIGHT.

THE YELLOW CLAW, a mysterious
and pawerful organisation that
preys upon wealthy Englishmen,

SIk MALCOLM DUNDERFIELD, a
suecessful City financier whose
family the Yellow Claw has
threatened to wipe ouf.

JOHN HUNTINGDON, his nephew.

FERRERS LOCKE, the famous
datective, ‘of Baker Street, who
has been engaged by Sir Malcolm
to bring the dreaded society to
book. :

JACK DRAKE, the sleuth's e¢lever
hoy assistant.

MARK CHAERTON, a successful
paywright, who has also heen
threatened by the Yellow Claw,

e, too, seeks Verrers Locke's
SCTVICCS.
On the opening night of Mark

Chaerton's new play one of the actors
is shot. Despite the many circum-
stances pointing to the crime being
thie work of the Yellow Claw, Locke
deduces that the man operating the
spot lime in the theatre is responsible.
Whilst the police are huntjog for this
man a certain individual elad in a
great coat is fecing from four China-
men who have pursued him to Lime-
house. The man in the greatcoat
meets with a sudden end; he pitches
to the pavement in a lifeless heap.
(Now read on.)

édcoedsoesoeeOOOSDRROCTROORD

e 8AB30000000050000CS00000000000CRR00RR0000000Q000S
0000000000000 000000000000000000000000000000000000

explore the near vicipity of the tragedy.
But it was obyious by the nettled ex-
pression on his face that he had failed
to discover anything of importance. DBy
the time he had completed his investiga-
tion the local ambulance put in an
appearance.

The body of Angelo Costello was taken
to the mortuary on its being found that
life was extinet, and the C.LD. man
accompanied the uniformed attendant in
the ambulance. Once at the mortuary
Pyecroft lost no time in extracting the
peculiar claw that had caused Costello’s
tragic end, taking care, however, to sco

that his hands did not come in contact

with it. The doctor in attendance volun-
teered the information that the man had
been poisoned, and that his death had
heen almost instantaneous. On examina-
tion of the deceased man’s hand 1t was
discovered that there were several tiny
needle pricks in the palm, around which
a slight inflammation had set n,
" “Yery ingenious,” muttered Pyecroft,
taking up the.claw in a pair of tweezers
and depositing it carefully in a metal-
lined box. “Ferrers Locke will be n-
terested to see this, I'll wager.”
Without undue loss of time Inspector
Pyecroft phoned up the Yard and
notified his chief of the tragedy, and then
took a tixi to Ferrers Locke’s quacters
in Baker Streeot. The world-famons
sleuth was in earnest conversation with
Mark Chaerton when the C.ILD. man
made his arrival, and tg say that he was
astonished to learn of the latest develop-
ment in his campaign against the Yellow
Claw would be to put it mildly. Ihs
spasm  of amazement, however, was
speedily submerged by his curiosity to
examine the inspector's trophy—a
curiosity that was not shared by Mark
Chaerton, for the pla:,rwn%ht uttered
something like a scream as the hideous-

and hid

his face in his hands.

““T think T had better get back to the
theatre, Mr, Locke,” he said h:iﬂlll_lﬁﬁ
Wi
look vou up in the morning. You will

| excuse me !

“ Certainly ! veplied the sleutk, who
was more than pleased to think that he
Tue MAcxeET LisRARY.—No. 835,
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to examine the
“Good-might, Mr.

would be able now
trophy at his leisure.
Chacrton [V

The playwright speedily withdrew,
leaving Ferrers Locke and Inspector
Pyecroft poring over the gleaming

yellow. claw.

“Why,"” said Locke at length,, “there
are dozens of finely pointed needles
cunningly concealed all over this claw,
A prick from any one of them would cause
instant death, for the points have been
steeped in poison. There's one thing,
though,” he¢ added, with a grin, “you
lcnow who's responsible for the erime.”

“But that doesn’t help me any,”
grunted the C.I.D. man peevishly, *It
will give the newspapers something more
to chew the fat over—that's all.”

“Patience, my dear fellow,” remon-
strated locke.
a dav.”

“But this ain’t Rome,” grunted Pve-
croft. *Tt's more like heathen Chinna,
if you ask me,”

“ But have you not discovered anvthing
{0 assigt vou from this claw 7 asked the
private detective.  “Have you not
examined if carefully?”

“*As much as you have, T expect,”
sald Pyecroft. “But it's like a dark-
room to me; I can’t see an inch of my
way !"”

“Come closer, then,” smiled Ferrers
Locke, “‘and take a squint through this
lens."

He handed his powerful pecket lens to
the C.I.D. man and waited expectantly.

“I've got it!” exclaimed Pyecroft at
last, almost dropping the lens in his
excitement, “This claw originally came
from an auetion-room !”

“Bravo!” exclaimed
with equal warmth,
think myself!”

“I'd wager my month’s salary on it !”
continued Pyecroft eagerly, “0 ecan
slainly see with the atd of this magni-
{EQIH lens of yours the inscription * Lot

“It's only a faint pencilled outline,”
remarked Locke, “but I think I can
sccount for its presence there. Is there
anything about this elaw, Pyerroft, that
strikes vou as' being peculiar?”

Ferrers Locke,
“That's what 1

“Rome wasn't built in

“Yes," replied the C.I.D, man: “the
freshness of the gold paint!”

“Exactly,. Now, my theory is that
this claw was put aside in the sale-room
for a coat of gold paint—it would
enhance its value—and that to help the

j-DhﬂTl[V whose job it was to paste on
the labels in  accordance with the
numbers on the eatalogue, the lot

number was first scrawled on in pencil,
Secondly, that the claw was given its
new coat of paint, and that the gilt
failed to conceal entirely the marks of
the pencil, although they are not visible
to the naked eye.”

“Those are the lines I'm theorising
on,” grunted Pyecroft., “It's a lucky
stroke of business for us, Mr. Locke, for
we should have no great difficulty in
tracing the purchaser of this claw on
account of its being so——"

“Uncommon an article to be put up

for sale,” finished Ferrers Locke, “I
think vou're right, Pyecroft.”
The two detectives examined the

curious trophy for another half an hour
or more, but beyond the clue of the
pencil marks mnothing further came to
light.

“We have no idea, Mr, Locke, how
long ago this elaw might have been pur-
chased,” said Inspector DPyecroft at
length, “Or what part of the country
it came from.”

“That 1s true,” agreed Locke quietly:
“but I am prepared to assume that this
claw was bought gquite recently, for it
is the first time in the campaign of the
society that the symbol of the pang has
appeared in any other form but that of
& yelow transter. ‘Lne eariter victims
of the sociely were never put out of the
way by the same means employed against
Costello, and surely they were more iim-
portant and more desepving vietims 1o
die in such a theatrical manner than the
miserable wreteh who was killed for
petty revenge?”

“I follow your line of argument, Mr.
Locke,” said Pyecroft  thoughtfully,

1

“You have an wlea that the master mind
behind this Yellow Claw Boeiety is rather
given to cheap dramatic ¢ffect when (eal-
vietims,
used

that he
splendid

anil
such a

his
have

g  with
wouldn't

** Well, I'm blessed ! ** exclaimed Drake, staring in open-mouthed astonishment
at the masked Ethiopian who barred his passage.
man, you’ll get run in if you walk about like that in London.”
Instead, his massive arms unfolded, and before Drake was aware
of what was happening he was being pushed back into the room. (See page 24.)

made no reply.

**Is this a panto ? Hi, young
The burly sentinel

The Macwer LIBRARY.—No. 338,
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theatrical ‘prop,’ as it were, for such
an Insignificant victim as Angele Cos-
tello had 1t been in his possession when
Alec Muldane was killed, for instance 1"

“ Kxactly. And by this peculiarity and
thirst for dramatic effect the master-
mind behind the organisation will surely
leave himself open some time or another,
It's the old saying, Pyecrofi—give a
man <cnough  rope, and he'll hang
himself.”

“I hope you prove a prophet, Mr,
Locke,” said Pyecroft, rising to his feet.
“I'll get busy up at the Yard ; shall put
half the plain-clothes TForce in London
to sconr every auctioneer’s in town for
news of this yellow elaw. We ought to
find out something before twenty-four
hours elapse.”

“Sure thing " returned Ferrers Locke,
“You had better take the claw with you,
Pyecroft, for formality's sake. It's the
Yard's property, you know, and will be
wanted at the inquest.”

“Which reminds me, Mr. Locke,” re-
marked Pyecroft, with a frown, *‘that
we haven't discovered the motive for the
murder of that poor fellow Anthony
Woodstock.”

“I don’t think we shall have to look
far for that,” returned -the private de-
tective, ““for Brake phoned me up an
hour ago and informed me that there
was g woman in the case. IHe has learnt
that Woodstock was indifferent to the
attentions of a certain Italian lady of
hizh birth who had set her heart upon
making  Woodstock  her  husband.
According to the members of the * Man
and ITis Money ' company Woodstock
had more or less severed his acquaintance
with the lady, and that she left the
theatre at the dress rchearsal in a roval
rage. By looking up my old newspaper
cuttings I discovered that the lady in
question was one of the central figures
in=a case of attempted assassination in
Italy about four vears ago, and that her
servant, one named Angelo Morenn,
who, possip said, was very devoted to
her, received three years’ hard labour as
a consequence of his share in the plot.”

“Then yvou think that Angelo Morenni
and Angelo Costello were one and the
some person,” interrupted Pyecroft -
tuitively, *and that he killed Woodstock
out of revenge for having slighted his
mistress ?

“T am prepared to aceept that theory,”
=nicl Ferrers Locke, “But Morrison will
s abile to sift the matter, for he has set
oul to mmterview the good lady himself,
And his men are tracing the movementa
of Costello, alias Morenni, since he was
rirleased from gaol a year ago.”

“Well, that's a relief, anvway,” said
'veeroft. ““1f we can get to the bottom
af that the newspapers will have some-
thing to pat us on the back for, Cheerio,
Mr. Locke! Will let vou know of any
dovelopmoents that may arise from the
clue of this beastly-looking claw 1”

“Good-bye and good luck!” returncd
Ferrers Locke, with a smile. “T'm going
to turn in. There will be plenty to do
to-morrow, I'll wager.”

' Not much peace for nz these days”
rrinned Pyeeroft, as he reached for his

liat, " SBo-long ™
“W

morning, as his young assist-

~ ant burst info the sitting-

room, ““and u\:lmt have you to report?”

“A clean ull, guv'nor,” returned the

lad, with a smile that was cheerfulness

personified. “I've literally shadowed

Mr. Huntingdon all over the place sincg

Caught Napping !
ELL, Drake, my Iad,”™ said
Ferrers Locke, carly the next

- F ]
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I took up the job, and it's as exciting as,
a game of snakes and ladders—ugh [

He forced a shudder, and then seated
himself "in a chair opposite his beloved
chief,

““ And what's the news this end, sir}”
he inguired.

Ferrers Locke briefly outlined the
events of the last forty-eight hours, fo
which Drake listened in rapt attention.

“Things are moving more with you
than with me,” he grumbled. *1I
ithought I was in for something exciting.
Life bhehind the scenes isn't such a bed
of roses, though, as I've been led to
believe, he added. *"But there's
nothing doing with Mr, Yellow Claw yet
awhile.”

“Which 1s just as well, my lad,"” ad-
monished Ferrers Locke, **When you
remember that perhaps a man’s life is at
stake.”

“You're right there, guv'nor,”
admitted Drake. “I was waxing. selfish.
Expect you are wondering why 1t is I'm
here instead of following Huntingdon
about like a dog—eh "

The sleuth nodded.

“Well, I've just left Mr. Huntingdon
at his heart-specialist’s place in Harley
Strect—told me to come back in an hour's
tirne,” continued Drake.. “Fine chap,
Huntingdon, sir. I told him the circum-
stances of my presence in the company
as per your phoned instructions, and he
took 1t without a murmur. I believe,
though, he was Jaughing up his sleeve
at the thought that I could prevent any
sndden attack on his life, and that he
decided to humour me.”

“ But sumlﬂ his uncle Sir Malcolm
Dunderfield, has acquainted him with
the details of the case?” protested

Ferrers Locke.

“Bure thing,” replied Drake. *And
that rather took the smile off Hunting-
don's face, for he could see that the old
chap was in earnest. But he’s a plucked
'un, though. He doesn’t lose any sleep
over this Yellow Claw business, I can
tell you.™

“No threatening letters—mnothing out
of the beaten track has happened up at
his rooms in Mayfair ?” asked the sleuth.

“Nothing at all!” grinned Jack Drake.
“We're both beginning to get a bit
bored, guv'nor!”

“There's trouble ahead, anyway, my
lad,” said the slenth seriously. *“Once

TN e ] i
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‘“*Hands up!”
out the command as he advanced and
levelled his automatic at the foremost
member of the masked
'em  up!

Jack Drake rapped

trio. ** Put
the little game,
(See this page.)

What's
Eh ? ¥

the company leaves London on its tour
the fur will begin to fly, I'll wager!”

“I'm ready for it!” exclaimed Drake
grimly. “I'll watch Huntingdon like a
cat watches a mouse. DBut vou will be
coming with us, won't you, guv'nor "

“Yes, my lad,” satd the sleuth; “but
not as Ferrers Locke, vou understand.
I shall give it out in London that I have
received an urgent summons to America,
and that T shall be away from town
for about three months. That perhaps
will serve to make this Yellow Claw
society less cautious of their mmovements.”

“Rather tough luck that Mark
Chaerton should he singled out as the
next vietim,” remarked Drake thought-
fully. **He's frightfully rich, though,
T should imagine. Funny fellow, 13n't
he 77

“Very,” agreced Locke, with a smile.
“One of the most eccentric figures in
Lenden. 1 reckon——"

He broke, off abruptly as the telephone-
bell at his elbow shrilled out 1ts note.

“Hallo! VYes, yes; this 15 Ferrers
Loclke. Will come at once, DMr.
Chaerton !”

The great detective replaced the

receiver on the hooks and swung round
on his assistant,

' Another pretty letter from the Yellow
Claw ! he rapped, reaching for his hat.
“Chaerton is in a blue funk. Wants
me to go round to lis place at onece.
Sha'n’t be meore than half an hour, my
lad. Will you be here when I come
back ?"

“Bure thing,” smiled Drake. “I've
got one or two cuttings to paste up that
will keep me busy.”

He watched his chiefl descend the stairs
until he was lost to sight in the street
bevond, and then Drake entered the
library., The sleuth’s assistant took more
than a casnal interest in famous law
cases, and one of his tasks was to paste
up in the “record ” book thé newspaper
cuttings from the various papers, English
and foreign.

For ten minutes or . so he was far too
precceupied with his work to take much
notice of his surroundings; but, chancing
to pause in his labours, he was surprised
to hear the sounds of moving feet in the
sitting-room heyond.

With a muttered ejaculation of
astonishment, Drake stole towards the
door on tiptoe, and listened nrtently. His

fallen ‘into a trap.

startled eyes took in the fact that the
door of the sitting-room, which he had
closed a few moments before, was now
half-open. Feeling in his hip-pocket feor
his automatic, Drake mowved silently for-
ward towards the open door and peered
into the room.

The scene that met his gaze brought
a semi-stifled exclamation to his lips. IPov
three men, each wearing black crepe
masks, were frantically searching the
drawers of the two cabinets, the mante!-
picce, the shelves—everything in  the
nature of a receptacle that the room
boasted, On the carpeted floor, scattered
haphazard, was a pile of papers and
documents, Two boxes, the locks of
which had been forced, and their con-
tents strewed the floor. DBut apparently
the intruders had not found what they
sought, for they continued their search
with redoubled energy.

“Hands up!”

Jack Drake, moving forward swifily,
rapped out the command, and levelled
his automatic at the foremost member
of the masked trio, Three exclamations
of astonishment, sprinkled with a liberal
nvmber of adjectives, greeted his appear-
ance. The masked figures spun rouni
from their tasks as though they lad
already been shot, their hands went aloft,
and Drake could see their glittering cyes
through the slits 1n the masks,

“ A very nice crew I muttered the lad,
keeping his weapon levelled, a bulldeg
expression on his usually cheery features.
“lI"ut 'em up! What's the little game—
E ,I |!.I rr

The trio of intruders were strangely
silent, and, to Drake's uneasiness, he saw
that ove of the party was making frantic
signs with his head in the direction of
the door, which was situated at Drake's
back.

Still keeping the automatic levelled at
one of the party, Jack Drake, feaving
that he had yet another member of the
pang to deal with, swiftly turned his
head jn the direction of the door through
which he had just entered. That one
movementy brief though it was, gave tho
rascally trio the opportunity for whizh
their leader had played.

As Drake's head swung round on Lis
shoulders the trio sprang forward, amd
Locke's young assistant knew that he had
He turned agoi
No. G,
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swiftly, but the masked intruders were
surging round him. Iis revolver spat
fire, but it was knocked upwards at the
¢ritical moment, and the bullet dud
nothing more harmful than to splinter
the ceiling. A doubled fist took lum full
on the chin. The blow was repeated
cven as his senses were failing him, and
the second punch did the trick. IHe sank
to the floor, his last flickering thoughts
‘being devoted to a censure of his blind-
ness for falling intoe such an casy trap.
And then all was a blank.

The Room of a Hundred Lights !

T about the same time-as Ferrers

A Locke was taking' his leave of

Mark Chaerton, who appeared to

be inia state of mortal terror on

account of his having received another

threatening letter from the Yellow Claw
sociely, Jack Drake came to.

His first thoughts turned to the ache
in his jaw that spoke elogquently of the
force his assailants had employed. to
render hiin uncongcious, DBut as his head
cleared and his eyes took in his new sur-
Il‘_ﬁundillgs a gasp of amazement left his
ips.

IIIE was lying on a couch in a large,
sumptuously-furnished apartment: the
weird colourings of the heavy velvet
draperies and the wondrous pieces of old
Chinese cabinet work inlaid with gold
formed part of a picture, the like of which
he had never before seen or even
dreamed of, “I'o his astonshment, he
found that he was not bound ; and, sitting
upright the better to take stock of his
strange surmumlimﬁ,}e Locke's plucky
voung assistant now became aware of the
heavy exotic perfume that pervaded the
room=—a perfume that was as attractive
as it was overpowering, His astonished
eves fastened on a fine old piece of
Chinese ironwork that took the form of

cauldron, and it was from this direction
that the heavy lperfumr.- seemed to
emanate.  Through the bars of the

cauldron Drake could ses the live red
coals, giving a relieving touch of colour
to tho black-and-gold draperies that
formed each wall of the apartment.
Beyond the cauldron were a number of
luxurious divans and heavy cushions. On
the floor itself was a thick pile Turkey
carpet, that must, Drake reckoned, be
worth a small fortune,

“Well, this is a go, and no mistake ™
exclaimed Drake, passing a bewildered
hand over his eyes. “ Have I been trans-
ported to China?"

He slid off the couch as he spoke and
walked unsteadily towards the nearest
wall—or, rather, where he imagined the
wall would be. But as his hands moved
against the heavy draperies they swayed
bhackwards into space, and the lad almost
lost his balance.

“No Dblessed wall!”
“Where the deuce am 17
hind these blessed curtains?
Hallo !

His hand had drawn aside one of the
heavy curtains, and in the aperture thus
created, like some grim sentinel, ap-
pearcd a dark-skinned Ethiopian of mas-
sive [ffoportions, whose face was practi-
cally covered by a black velvet mask.
For some few seconds Drake and the
masked individual eyed each. other face
to face, and then the former allowed his
gaze to fasten on the scantiness of the
man's attire. For he was practically bare
of any covering, save a white silk turban
that bound his head, a richly-woven aud
bejewelled loin-cloth that encircled his
waist and thighs, and a pair of sandals
that .eneased his large feet,

“Well, I'm Dblessed 1" exclaimed Drake.
#Is this a panto? Hi, young man, vou'll
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he grunted.
What's be-
And—

get run in if you walk about like that in
London "

For ono moment the eyves of the burly
individeal glimmered evilly through the
mask, but he spoke no word. Instead,
his massive arms unfolded, and beforo
Drake was fully aware of the fact he
was being pushed back into the room,
whilst the heavy black-and-gold eurtain
swung back into its acceustomed place.

“Jumping snakes!” ejnculated Drake,
rubbing his chin tenderly, * Well, if this
doesn't take the whole giddy biscuit
fuctory I'll cat my hat !

He crossed to the farither side of the
room, and, as he had done before, drew
back one of the draperies. To his aston-
ishmient  and -growing uncasiness, he
feund himsell confronted by another
dusky sentinel, clad in practically the
same garments as had been his pre-
decessor. 'The same ghastly silence fol-
lowed his exclamation, and again an arm
shot out. For the second time in almost
as many minules, Jack Drake was gently
but firmly pushed back into the room,
what fime the curtain swung to, obseur-
ing the dark, masked [uce of the silent
senbinel,

For some minutes Drake paused in the
centre of the room, undecided what to
do. It was obvious that the room was
well guarded and that his chances of
excape were practically nil, for his captors
had not taken the trouble to secure his
arms or legs. To make certain that he
was not taking too much for granted,
Drake tried to find an exit from three
‘other positions, but in each case he was
confronted with the silent, massive figure
of a masked sentinel; and at length he
returned to the couch to await develop-
ments.

“If. someone doesn't come along and
do something or say something,” mut-
tered Drake, who was now beginning to
feel like a caged rat in a trap, “I shall
go potty!”

Even as Lie spoke one of the curtains at
the farther end of the spacious apart-
ment was drawn aside, and a tall figure
came into view., From the description
given him by Ferrers Locke, Jack Drake
knew instinctivaly that the newcomer
was none other than the leader of the
Yellow Claw.

He waited expectantly, every nerve
strung te a high pitch, as he gazed, with
a feeling of awe, on the impressive and
rather grotesque shape that moved fo-
wards him with scarcely a sound. 1le
shuddercd as his eyes encountered the
sheathed finger-nails of the dreaded per-
sonality that was known to the world as
the Yellow Claw, and he fancied he saw
a mocking light in the eves that glittered
strangely through the almond-shapei
shits in the black velvet mask,

“So, whelp—miserable whelp,” com-
menced the Oriental-clad figure in a
sibilant voice that Drake mentally com-
pared with the hising of a snake—*you
have had the audacity, the effrontery to
pick up cudgels against the Yellow Claw
—eh "

“Call it what you like, guv’'nor,” re-
turned Drake, with a smile that he felt
far from assuming.
about it; for I want to get home. Can't
say I'm taken with these futurist
quarters."

“Enough!” rapped the sinister figure
before him. *This is no case for levity,
I assure you. Talk not of home, for you
have seen the last of Baker Street. My
agents did not reckon on finding you at
your accirsed master's rooms when they
ransacked the place for the claw. But
a still tongue makes a wise head, we
are told,” he added significantly,

“Pleagant kind of "Erh, aren't you?”
returned Drake, with a curl of the lip.

“Only be brief

“I'd like to take that mask off your
face and dot you one between the eves !
You talk mighty good English for a
bloomin’ Uhini, anyway "

The tall figure in the flowing, em-
broidered robe straightencd itself,

“Cease, you insolent dog !
. Ho clapped his hands as he spoke, and
m response to his signal two of the
masked Ethiopians pushed aside the
l:em';.*_{-[trtamling. and, bowing low hefore
that sinister hgure, stood at attention.

“Take him away!” hissed the Yellow
Claw. “Take him below to the room

of a hundred lights for a course of treat-
ment! Hurry!™

The (wo sentinels sprang forward,
spurred on by the lash in their master's
cutbting voice. Despite Drake's Frantic
struggles, he was coon held fast belweon
them, for his strength was but puny in

comparison  with the broad-backed
Ethiopians, whose muscles were like
hardencd steel,

“Go!

The sheathed figure of the chief of the
dreaded society spread fanwise, and, re-
sembling the cruel talons of a bird of
prey, mdicated the way. The two muscu-
lar guards dragged the detective's young

L]

assistant as though he were a parcel of

| straw through, one of the slits between

the curtains that lined the room. Before
he was aware of what was passing, Drake
found a black scarf tied round his fore-
head, blotting out his vision. But even
then he endeavoured to remember the
many twists and turns in the short
journey that ensued. He found himself
eventually descending some stone steps,
and he knew that he was below the level
of the street by reason of the dank aimo-
sphere that assailed his nostrils. e
knew, too, that he was somewhere in
the region of a river. a wharf, or a dock-
yard, for he could smell the heavy odour
of tar, of rope, and the hundred and one
unpleasant odours usually to be found
in such places,

He suddenly felt his escort come to a
halt, and found himself following suit.
The scarf was torn from his eves. [Ie

“olinked about him for a few seconds

before his normal sight returned, and
then he gazed about him with interest.

The two sentinels released their® hold
on his arms, and one of them retreated
to the door, .which he held open for the
approach of the chief of the Yellow Claw.
As he heard the pattering footsteps of
the latter echoing along the stone-flagged
passage that evidently lay without,
Drake suddenly became aware of several
coloured dises mounted at frequent in-
tervals high up in the wall of his peculiar
prison. And by the side of each series of
dises he noticed a small box-like arrange-
ment similar to the ordinary limelight
used in theatrical work.

Above the box-like arrangement was
an_aperture about a foot square: and,
looking intently at one of these openings
in .the wall, Drake suddenly became
aware of a masked face that glimmered
down at him. e turned his eves to
study the remaining *limelight ™ con-
trivances, and at_each aperture above
the dises he saw the same sight now—
a masked face peering down at him.,

Whilst he was turning over in his mind
the use of these coloured dizez the sibilant
voice of the Yellow Claw broke in upon
his reflections.

“Now, you insolent young puppy ! he
hissed, “you are to sample the room of
a hundred lights before vou are de-
sﬂutchml, I had intended that your fate
should be merciful—that vou should die
a quick and not unpleazant death, but
vour insolent remarks of a few moments
ago wieeir a lesson—a lesson from which
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I hope voor master will profit. Pre-
pare, then, for an experience that it has
never been your lot to sample before.
1t is pleasant and novel at first, but after
ten minutes of treatment you will give
itlljpfthiﬂ%‘ to be set free—to die quickly,
im fact!”’

“Really " retorted Drake, with heavy
sarcasm, although a shiver ran down his
spine at his captor’s words,. " You've
missed your vecation.” You'd make a
jolly fine villain on the pictures!”

The masked leader of the society raised
his clawlike hand as though to strike the
plucky lad before him ; but he conquered
the impulse, and laughed harshly,

“8till full of spirits!” he hissed. * Ah,
my yvoung friend, we shall see—we shall
see !

“Talking politics now,” grinned Prake,
glancing round him for an avenue of
escape, and playing for time. *“You
don’t know how funny you look!”

‘I:I}ﬂg ‘!ll

The Yellow Claw signalled lo the two
Ethiopians to switch out the light of
that underground room as he backed
towards the door.

And as the heavy metal portal swung
to, leaving Drake a prisoner in  that
blackened room, he guessed the “course
of treatment™ he was doomed to
undergo.,

Suddenly a light glimmered out [rom
one of the limes above his head. illumin-
ing the eerie, masked face of the man
operating the machine, And then lights
sprang up from every part of the walls
of that underground room. The dises of
the limelights began to revolve, throw-
mg off beams of multi-coloured hue that
almost blinded Locke’'s assistant as he
gazed ab them, fascinated. The lights
becamme more intense in their glare, more
dazzling in their colour, as the discs
revolved at a faster nace.

“Ureat heavens, this is awful ! gasped
Drake, covering his face with his hands,
“Encugh to drive anyone insane!”

He took his hands away from his face,
and staggered back as the blindmg
rlares from the limes temporarily robbed
him of his sight. He closed his eyes, but
even then the brillant coloured glare,
twirling at a rapid rate, pierced the
thickness of his eyelids and dazed his
bram.

His sight was so dimmed now that he
began to stagger about like'a man sud-
denly afflicted with blindness. The only
reliefl he obtained was when he covered
his face with his hands.  But there was
something worse in store for him. Sud-
denly he felt a sharp stab of pain, similar
to that experienced from an electrie
shock, shoot through his feet and legs.
With the pain his hands came away in-
volfmtarily from his face, and once again
that blinding glare of coloured lights,
ever inereasing in speed, eaused him to
reel,

“This 15 awful!” The words came
through clenched teeth, “Fiendish |”

Once again Drake sought relief hy
covering his éyes with his hands, and
once again the sharp stab of pain, ap-
parently coming from the floor, caused
hun to lower them again as quickly.

Even in that terrible moment the
plucky lad’s brain sought a reason for
the strange oceurrence. He moved again
to a different part of the room, but he
had secarcely taken three steps forward
when that excruciating pain again shot
throuzh his baody.

*The floor!” multered Drake. * Metal
Aoor—live current running through it
The fendizh hounds!”

He winced as another electrie shock
caused him to lower his bands from his
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The lights became more iniense
in their glare, more dazzling
in their eolour as the discs re-
volved at a faster pace. ““ Great
heavens, this isawiul !’ gasped
Drake. ** Enough to drive any-
one insane.””  (See this page.)

face, Mis eyes were watering now; his
head was singing; his nervous systemn
was becoming exhausted,

For half an hour this cruel treatment
went o, until at Woeth Nature asserted
itself, and Jack Drake, who had stood
his  *“treatment ¥ without showing a
trace of cowardice, sank to the metal floor
in a dead faint. Then, and then only, did
that dazzling glare of multi-coloured
light cease to flick across the room. The
faces in the apertures behind the limes
dizsappeared, the door of the underground
room openced, and the Yellow Claw, a
héndish expression distorting what re-
mained visible of his masked [face,
entered the room, with the two Ethio-
pian sentinels at his heels.

“Pake him up!”

The command was hissed out by the
Yellow Claw, and the twa guards
hastened to do his hidding.

“Keep him under your surveillance

untif he comes to, and then report to
1 b
me.

A PICTURE TOUR OF THE WORLD!

Have yon seen “Comntries of the
World ” yet? This new fortnightly-part
publication, which takes yon on a

wonderful picture Wworld tour for 1d, a
day, is proving a very big success,
Part 1 sold out very rapidly, and there
will be an egually large demand for
Part 2 .on sale to-day, which contains a
host of splendid photographs, including
eight full colour plates of Andalusia, in
Sunny Spain.

The complete work will contzin 5,000
photographs altogether, and nearly 400
of these will be full-page plates in colour,
Every country, city, town, or village of
interest thronghout the world will be
pictured in the pages of “Couniries of
the World,” to which vivid pen deserip-
tions will be contributed by 130 of the
leading travel writers and explorers of
the l.'[{l:.-'_

The fortnightly parts eost 1/3d. each,
and readers anxions to make certam of
each one as it 1= published- should gmive
their nearest newsagent a regnlar order,

An Unexpected Development !

HE} two gxmr::ls huwgd [uxv and re-
tired, carrving their limp burden

I with them. Drake was taken

back to the room in which he
had first found himself, and placed on
the couch.

And like two massive statues sat the
muscular Kthiopiane on each side of hin,
never allowing their gaze to wander
from his slightly flushed face. For aver
an hour Drake remained in a state of
torpor, and then his senses returned,
Involuntarily his hands went up {o his
face to hide those maddening stabs of
light, and then he became conscious of
the fact that he was no longer in the
underground room—that he was now in
the sumptuously appointed apartment,
with its ovnpressive stench of perfume
that still burned slowly in the peculiarly
shaped eauldron.

He opened his eves wider, and sat haii-
upright, to fall back again as his dazed
orbs pictared the two silent guards thas
sat either side of him, And in that re-
cumbent position he stared up at the
ceiling for’an hour or more, trying (o
cast into oblivion his experiences in the
rooin of a hundred lights.

‘He closed his weary eves for five
minutes or so in an endeavour to con-
centrate upon his position, upon the
possibility of his escape. And when he
opened them again fle blinked in amazs-
ment. The two guards had disappearc.|
from his ecouch, and in their place sat a
girl—a beautiful girl, whose age coull
not have been more than twelve vears
at the most. Drake rubbed his eyes a5l
sat bolt upright—rubbed his eyes, and
peered again. DBut this was no halluoina-
tion. The guards had gone, and by liis
couch was a girl. And the girl smiled-—
a smile of kindness and pity strangely
aut of place amidst such eruel surround-
Ings.

(Don’t miss the next instalment of s
amazing serial, boys! Who is the wcuig
girl who has appeaved so suddenly wpo:
the scene? Nort Monday's instelnicid
will tell you.)
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RECRUIT!

Ruthven had no choice but to climb up, and up, until at last he found himself

forty feet above the ground, clinging among branches almost too slight to bear

his weight. Growling significantly, Bruin settled himselfl on a good-sized branch.
“* Faith, ’tis as good as a play,”” jeered Kelly from below.

the thicket in which the still had hbeen
Lidden, he found that he was not mistaken.

The deep footprinta of a heavily-laden man
showed plainly in the clay, and though the
rain had filled, and, in some pliaces, hidden
them, yet Ruthven, one of the best woods-
men in the corps, had little difficulty in
following them., They led almost straight up
the hill for some distance, then turned in a
wide sweep to the left, following a natural
terrace in the hillside.

“Rum thing that o cute chap like Kelly
didn't hide his tracks better!” wns the idea
which had jyust occurred to Ruthven, when
suddenly the now-broadening daylight re-
vealed a dark blot on the hillside, some dis-
tance above him.

“That’s his cache, for a deollar!” muttered
Ruthven, and up Ife went, hand-over-fist,
swinging along by the help of the rocks and
pine-trunks,

It wias a gloomy-looking place, this cave-
mouth. Great beetling erags overhung it,
and the dark pines grew thick around its
mouth. Kuthven, hoping apgainst hope that
tl:e moonshiner might be still in his refupge,
liwrried with all hiz might, and next minute
vas inside the cave.

A slight =ound made him pause.  Ah,
there was light at last! Two small red
points of fire, that glared fixedly like the
head-lamps of a distant engine,

Ruthven paused, and drew his pistol.

But what was that? A deep whafl,
exactly like 'an esecape of exhaust steam.
The two red lamps dropped a little, and
suddenly moved rapidly towards him. There
was a heavy shuffle of feet.

With a horrified gasp the trooper :-:pun-

round, and went out of that cave like light-
ning. After him, at a speed amazing for so
heavy a brute, galloped « monstrous cin-
namon bear!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Fight with the Bear.

HE beast was hardly a length behind
him as Mel emerged into -davlight.
Springing behind the nearest tree-

; trunk, he whipped out his heavy
pistol, and, levelling it straight at the
bear's head, pulled.the trigger.

The hammer eclicked harmlessly on  the
cap. A secomd attempt gave the same
result.

Ruthven had just time to made a Lound
beliind another tree ns 1 o monstrons paw,
armedl with five chisel-like elaws, ripped @
square vard of bark fromn the truok. Drop-
ping lus useless weapon, the trooper spraug
into the next tree, and pulled his legs up
jnst in time to escape a monthful of long
vellow tusks that svapped like a steel trap
henenth.

But Master Ephraim is, as the Americans
say, ho slouch of a climber himsell, and,
rearing his ponderons body against the
trunk, he came siowly bub steadily in pur-
suit., The slim free quivered beneath his
enormons weight, and things looked black
for Mei.

He had no choice but to go up, and up,
until at Iast he found himself! forty fect
above  groumd, elinging  among  branches
almost too slight to bear Lis weight,

s “Faith, "tis as good as a play I wanst saw
in dear, dirty ould Dublin!" came a jeering
voice to Ruthven’s ears, and there, high on
the hillside, stood the lanky ecause of all
hiz trouble, hiz red hair flaming in the morn-
ing sun_and his lean, freckled face seame:d
and wrinkled with mirth,

Ruthven was very angry, but he tried not
to show it.

kelly had ne merey, he went on:

“Young Adams is slaping paceful as a
babby, Misther Ruthven. 'Tiz n zad soight
o see a young man that fond of mountain
dew! An' I'm thinkin® vourself had a tasle,
ool When 1 chaoged thim carthrideges in

Your gun ye niver moved at all!”

Ruthiven said mothine., He felt for lLis
pipe, determined to show that he could stay
where he was until both Kelly and the bear
got tired.

Instead of hiz tobacco-pouch his fingera
closed on a flask, and in an instant n
brilliant idea flashed through his head.

The fiask was full of that strong spirit
which every man carries in the West in case
of snake-bite. DPutting the fNask to his lips
in order to deceive Kelly, Ruthven contrived,
unseen by the Irishman, to pour the whole
contenta on to the back of his furry paoler.
Then, before it conld evaporate, a lighted
mateh had followed the spirit.

There was a flash of flame, a frightful
rour, o crash of branches, and the next
instant o tornado’ of Wblazing hbear had
dropped out of the tree, and charging madly
up the hillside.

Kelly, who was standing out on a bare
ridge of rock, saw the awful apparition, gave
one howl, turned., and ran for dear life.

Ruthven saw his long legs twinkling like
the spokes of a wheel. Another moment
and the trooper had reached the ground,
and, snatehing up his pistol, joined in the
pursuit.

kelly first, bear second, TNuthven third,
the procession passed up the side of Elk Hill
at a pace which muost have amazed the
squirrels and crows. As he ran, Ruthven
contrived to shed the useless eartridges
and reload the revolver.

The chase disappeared from his eves in na
fald of the rocks. Then came a erash, fol-
lowed by a lumentable yell from Kelly!

Up raced Bnthven, and found the hear,
looking like a monstrous, ready-singed pig,
tearing round and round a deep crevice ‘in
thie bottom of & sort of rocky ravine. Evl.
dently Kelly was down below, and fof a
mpment the trooper was strongly inelined
to take cover, and walt, and let the red-
headed =eamp  taste the jovs of being
“treed,” or, rather, “run to eurth.”

But bethinking him that the man might
be hurt from his faill, or that the bear
might plunge down on top of him, Ruthven
quickly drew closer, took cover, and, with
steady hand, sent & bullet erashing in be-
hind Bruin's shoulder., The monster gave
a cougling grunt, turned and stared in the
direction of the shot. Ruthiven fired again,
and the bear, with a bullet in its brain,
rolled over, gquiyered, and was still.

“Having a good time, Kelly?" inquired
]Hull:hw:n dryly, peering over the edge of the
10 e,

“Fuith, it's kilt T am entoirely!” cama
hack the dismal reply ont of the darkness.
“I've sprained me angle and bruk me nose!™

Ruthiven helped him down the hillside to
tlie dug-out, and doctored him up. Then he
ducked Adams in cold water till he woke
him, and, giving him some strong coilee,
sent him out in search of the horses, which
were hidden in a canon at some diztance,

While he was away, Ruthven cooked break-
fast and fed Kelly. The latter was wvery
silent for a long time.

“It's haping coals of fire on me head ye
are, sorr,” he remarked at lazt. “Sure, T'm
sorry I laughed at ye whin ye were up the
tree."

“That's all right, Kelly; I'll forgive you.
But, Inok here, why not chuck this busi
pess and run straight ™

“What else could I
Eelly wonderingly.

“Join the corps,” was the prompt reply.

“‘Dade, an' I'll think of it!™ said Kelly.

He did, and i3 pow one of the most
popular men in I' Troaop.

do, thEn? inguired

THE EXD.
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THE YOUNG

X-ray examination revealed the fact
that Bunter was not suffering from ap-
pendicitis. But I decided to keen him
in the nursing-home for a week, 1n order
to cure his digestive trouble.”

The Head gasped.

#*Pardon me, Dr. Wright, bhut I
received no =uch letter from vou.”

“Tndeed! Then I fancy I know what
happened,” said the surgeon, with a
grim glance in Billy Bunter’s direction.
“I left that letier in Bunter’'s room in
the nursing-home, and asked him to
hand it to the nurse for despatch, The
voung rascal evidently destroved it, You
never got it, and you therefore sippeosed
that he- had his operation, as was
origimally intended.™

“I certainly did. And he never had
the operation ab all! He haz praciised
a most monstrous deception -

“And is practizing it still.” said Dr.
Wright, with another glance at the bath-
chair.
him to be wheeled about in a harh-chair.
He 1s perfectly Ot and well.™

“Good gracions!”

“Have I vour permission to eject him
fram the bath-chate, s ?”

“Certainly !

yeached the bath-chair.
fell upon Billy Bunter's collar, and the

(Continued from Page 20.)
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“There 15 no need whatever for

PRETENDER!

fat junior was hauled out of Ius com-
fortable seat.

“1 will now prave to vou that Buonter
is no invalid, sir,” panted the surgeon.

He raised his foot, as if to implant a
kick upon the rear of Bunter's
person, and the fat junior =printed away
with a yell of alarm,

“There ! said the surgeon, with a grim
smile. * No appendicitis patient would be
able to run like that within a week of
his operation. He would not be able 4o
run at all, or even walk.™

“The wretched bov  has
abominably,” said the Head, “1 hardly
know how to deal with him. He has
obtained sympathy and gifts, and so
forth, by false pretences"”

The Head then turned to "Enery and
‘Erbert

“You may remove
my men,” he said.
wanted again.’

“Werry good, sir.’

The bath-chair attendants  shuffed
awav with the emnty chair. 'They were
probably glad to be relieved of Billy
Bunter's weight.

As for Bunter himself, he would have
had a very rough passdge had not the

hehaved

that
* It

lath-chair,
will not be

!
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And there
who cordially

such a despicable manner.
were plenty of fellows
agreed with Boisover.

Dr. Wright handed back the cheque
for fifty guineas to the Head, and in
due course the money was returncd to
the original donors.

Billy Bunter was marched away to the
puinishment-room to await his fate. And
there was a strong rumounr going the
rounds that evening to the effect that he
wottll be expelled for his amazing 1m-
posture,

But tha Head probably fock into
account the fact that Bunter was more
fool than rogue, and that he diil nof
realiso the enormity of his condnet. Pos-
siblv, also, he took into consideration the
fact that Bunter had already suffered.
[le had been in real pain when he was
admitted to the nuesing-home., He had
also endured the apprehension—thongh
not the reality—of an operation.

All things considered, the ITead decidad
that a public flogging would meet the
caze. 'The tragedy, or the drama, or the
comedy—according to how the various
fellows viewed it—wa3s enacted in Big
Hzll on Monday morning. Bunter had
never liked Monday meornings, and he
liked this one least of all. The Head
didd not spare the rod, and for five pain-
ful minutes there was a steady, swishing
sonnd, and the hall echoed with the
chieill seveams of William George Bunter,
or, as Bob Cherry christened him, the
Young Pretender!

THE ENI.

Head been present to prevent any (Doi’t miss next Monday's magnificent
Tn a couple of strides Dr. Wrlght | rowdyism.  Bolsover major declared | story of Harry W.Tmr_'a‘:_‘rn. d: Cla., entitled,
His iron grip | aloud that Buanter deserved to  he | Duffer and Hero! Jeaturing  Mlunzo

Ivnched for having spoofed Greyfriars in | Todd, af the Romove.)
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“DUFFER AND HERO!”
By Frank Richards,

is the title of the next extra-long Grey-
friars story—a title that at once throws
light upon the identity of the lero.
Most of you have made the acquaint-
ance of the guileless Alonzo Todd, but
there remains a hitherto undiscovered
side to his simple nature for you to
explore. Wo see Alonzo as a strong
character, morally and physically, and
when I say that you can rest assured of
next week's story being well up to the
Macxer's standard.

“THE YELLOW CLAWI"
By Hedley Scoit.

There are some startling developments
in the next long instalment of this
popular stage and detective serial.
Ferrers Locke and Inspector Pyecrofft,
of the C.1.D., are well to the fore, as
also are certain members of the dreaded
sociely. Don’t miss a word of this
coming treat, boys—it's great!

“THE SCOURGE OF QUEENSLAND "

In next Monday’s bumper issue of the
MaaneT there is a special, thrilling com-

o

plete story dealing with the adventurous
life of the Mounted Police in Australia,
Be sure and read it.
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To complete a really good programme,
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