4 GORGEOUS FREE GIFTS-INSIDE!
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NEXTWEEK—

MEAD AND WHYSALL
WOOLLEY AND DIPPER

10s., A WEEK FOR A YEAR.

5s. A WEEK FOR A YEAR.

40 OTHER SPECIAL PRIZES. (See the Grand Competition inside.)



& MORE STUNNING FREE GIFTS NEXT WEEK!

Your Editor ls always
are I:ll trnu'llﬂl ml'.. 1‘ -dvhg..'
spee reply. ara shou
LIBH{R‘I", Fhe

HERE THEY ARE!

HAT do you think of the Free
Gifts gci'ven away with this
issue; boys? Aren’t they tl:t
. . sernmptious?  Aren’t t
amazingly lifelike? Aren't they wort
waiting for? “Rather!” 1 can hear

the groat roar of assent—in imagination,
of course—going up from Magnetites all
over the land,

WITHOUT PARALLEL.

Nothing like this in the way of Free
Gifts for readers has over been done

fore on so gigantio a scale, Four
Beautiful Free Gifés cach week! Gee!
T'll wager your mouths are wetering; I
bet you're anxious for next Monday to
come round. Don’t these cut-out photos
look well on the mantelpieca in your
den? Don't they étand up well? Won't
they make a fine collection? 1 conld go
on talking to you like this for hours,
and ihen I should run out for want of
suitable words to deseribe them.

FOUR MORE AGAIN NEXT WEEK !

That's “'imt.f'ou.-'mustn't lose sight of.
Mead, Whysall, Woolley, and Dipper—
all good men and true—will form the
subject of next Monday's wonderful
cut-out photos. Sece that yon get them,
chums. Drop in at your newsagents'
now and order a copy of next week’s
Migser. If you leave your order later
you may be disappointed, for once the
value of these superb free gifts become
known thoussnds of new readers will
throng to the MaeNer banmer. Take
the tip!

10s. A WEEK POCKET MONEY !

How would you like that sum of
nioney coming in regularly for fiffy-two
weeks? My word, wouldn’t you have a
good time with it! And yet we can do
more than talk about it. Such a
handsome weekly allowance is within
your pgrasp, You must have seen the
simple competition on pages 16, 17, and
18. Well then, why don’t you buckls to
and have & shot at winning it
second prize of

55. A WEEK FOR A YEAR.

prosents just as attractive a vision, and
is reelly worth having, while there are
forty more topping awards that can be
chosen  at will from the following:
Cricket Bats, Cameras, Footballs,
Meccana Sets, Air Guns, Crystal Sets,
Steam Tingines, Electrical Toy Outfits,
Fretwork OQutfits, Tennis Rackets,
Roller Skates, Chemistry Outfits, ete.,
efec.  Wire m with (s competition
now, chuma,
Tite Macxrr Lignany.—Na, 914,

leased to hear fram hia chumse.

The

Write $o him when you
A stamped amd addrossed tmﬂnl?c witl ensure a
Amal munn::-uu: ., T Fhe ey Hallas, FarFiDedon
malga ! aetwy, oues, Farringdon
Sireet, London, £.0.8. e y

A NOTE FROM BOMBAY.

A chum of mine at Bombay has just
joined up with the army of Magnetites.
His name is Rusy J. Bilimoria, and his
address runs, Khalack Dina Terrace,
Gowvelia Tank Road, Bombay. As he
says, the MaeNer is “the ” paper, and
Harry Wharton’s a real chum ! If any
reader can give our Bombay friend any
lipz on riding he will be glad, I have
passed the interesting l%.tter on to
Coker, He can ride the high horse, but
possibly Bunter is the right fellow for
this kind of thing. He can ride the
P.O. stunt to the last gasp.

—

Next Monday’s Programme !
“THE PRISONERS OF BUNTER
COURT ! ™

By Frank Richards.

A scnsational story of Billy Bunter's
amazing imposture af Bunter Court,
otherwize Combermere Lodge, with
Harry Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars
and Arthur Augustus of 8t. Jim’§ play-
ing leading parts.

“THE VELDT TRAIL !*

Another {renchant instalment of this
baffling story, featuring Ferrers Locke,
the world-famous criminal investigator,
and his clever boy assistant, Jock Drake,

“CELEBRATION SUPPLEMENT.”

A special “Greyfriars Herald ” Sup-
plement by Harry Wharton & Co.,
dealing with those important and
joyous occasions—Celebretions,

MEAD, WHYSALL, W;OOLLEY AND

DIPPER !
Interesting  articles on these four
famous cricketers, who, incidentally,

forn: the subject of next week’s topping
free gifts.

Your €ditor.

e —

THIS WEEK'S FREE GIFTS. I

WHAT YOU HAVE TO pO!

First separate the fiwo figures
by cvdting aleng the white lines
dividing the green buses, then
bend the cardbonrd back where
it says * Feld here." It will at
onice be seen tha! a natural sup-
port iz given tq the photo,en-
abling it to stond up angwhere

in an wimazingly lifelike attitude.

FAMOUS CRICKETERS' NAMES !

This llat Includes the name of every
cricheter osed in connettlon with the
imple Competition on pages 186, 17, and

18.—Wire in, chumes !

Abel, Abercorn, Abrabam Adams, Altkin,
Akroyd, Allen, AlMsop, Anderson, Andrews,
Antiilf, Applpton, Arbutbool, Armitage,
Armour; Armstrnn-i.ﬂ Arnold, Ash, Ashley,
is!lxibon, Astill, Atfleld, Attewell, Awdry,

ng.

ilacun Bagshaw, Bailey, Baines, Balrstow,
Baker, hnnu, Bannlster, Barber, Barclay,

Bardsley, Barker, Batlow, Baroes, Barrats,
Bastow, Baies, Bather, Bayes, Bean, Beet,
Bell, Beunett, Bestwick, Bigwood, Biech,
Bird, Bishop, Blackbur Blades, Bland,
Bligh, Bloodworth, Board, Boardman, Bolton,
Boot, Borradaile, Bourne, Bousfleld, Bowden,
Bowley, Box, HBoyes, Braddell, Brand,
Braund, Bray, Bridges, Bright, Bristowe,
Oroadbridge, Brooke, Breughfon, Browniee,
Bryan, Bryent, Buckle, Bull, Buolloek, Burn,
Burrell, Burrows, Bush, Butcher, Baotler,
Butterworth,

Cadman, Cadwalader, Canldwell, Camphell,
Carless, Carpenter, Carr, Carroll, Carter,
Carver, Castle, Catterall, Cave, t‘hnman,
Cherry, Clay, Cole, Coleman, Collier, Collins,
Constable, Conway, Cook, Cooper, Corder,
Coverdale, Cox, Craven, Crawlord, Crossland,
Crow, Curtis.

Dalin, Dhle, Dark, Davies, Dawson, Day,

Decle, Denton, Diamond, Diver, Dixon,
Doiphin, Douglas. Brake, Draper, Duck,
Dunn, Da n

Earle, Edwnrhs, Emery, Evans, Ewhank.

Farmer, Frutkner, Featherstone, Fender,
Fieid, Fielder, Fisher, Fietcher, Flint,
Flowers, ¥Ford, Yoster, Fothergill, Fox,

Freemen, Fry.

Gale,. Qorrett, Gabtebouse, Geary, (ibson,
Gilbert, Gilligan, Goodman, Gore, Grace,
Greenwood, Gregory, Gregson, Grimshaw,
Grundy, Gull, Gunn,

Huke, Hall, Hallows, Hammond, Haocock,

Hand, Hardeastle, Hardman, Hardstaff,
Hardy,. Hare, Hargreaves, Hurper, Hartkopl,
Hartley, Hay, Hayward, Haywood, Head,

Hearne, Hendren, Hendry, Heseltine, Hewitt,
Hil, Hil-Wood, Hirst, Hitch, Hoare, Hobbs,
Hogg, Holland, Hollingaworth, Hoellips,
Holmes, Howell, Hobble, Huddleston, Hom-
phirey, ']Iunter, Hurst.

IMingworth, Inglis, Ingram, Ireland, Ire-
monger,

Jackson, Jardine, Jarvis, Jeazcocke, Jeeves,
Jephson, Jervis, Jeszop, Jewell, Jones, Jupp.

Kaye, Kelly, Keanedy, Kendrick, Kerr,
Kettle, Xilner, King, Knight, Knott, Knox.

Lacey, Xamb, Lane, anch, Leafl, Lee,
Leveson-Gower, Lewis, Lilley, Lll:iwhite.
Lindsay; Lines, Li be, Lock, Lockwoaod,

Lord, Loerrimer, Louden, Lowe, Lugas; Lupton,
Lyon, Lyttelton.

Macaulay, MacHryan, MaeDonald,, Mae-
Laren, Mailey, Makepeace, Mann, Marriott,
Marzden, Marshall, Matthews, MecBeath,
Mead, Middieton, Miles, Miller, Milis,
Mitehell, Moon, Mordauot, Mundy,. Murdoch,
Murrell.

Napler, Nawanagar,
Noble, Narton, Nourse.

Oates, ('Hrien, Oldfield, Oldroyd.

Page, Palniret, Palmer, Parker, Parkin,
Partridge, Patterson, Payne, Paston, Peach,
Peaze, Pecle, Pegler, Pellew, Penn, Penny,
Pickering, Pigg, Pilch, Plaok, Pollitt, Porter,
Patter, Powell, Price, Pritchett,

Guaife,

Hanjitsinhji, Raynor, Reed, Relf, Rhodes,
Richardson, Elchmonsd, Rllag Robson, Rack,
Rogers, Roper, Bose, Rowe, Rowley, Royston,
Rush, Russell, Ryder.

Sachs, Sadler, Sanderson, Saunders, Scobell,

Needliam, Newman,

Beott, Sedgwick, Bewell, Seymour, Sharp,
Shaw, #hepherd, Sherwell, Shine, Slater,
Spalding, Speak, Spofforth, Spooner, Staples,
Btannton, Bteel, Stoddart, Stone, Storer,

Stork, Streatfleld, Street, Strong, Strodwick,
Studd, Sugg, HSusskind, Suteliffe,

Tarrant, Tate, -Taylor, Tenmyson, Thorp,
Thresher, Thwaites, Temkinson, Tower,
Townsend, Trollope, Trotter, Trumble, Tubb,
Tufton, Turnbull, Tyldesiey,

Underwood, Upton.

Vallance, Vane, Velteh, Verulam, Vibart,
Yipe, Vizard.

Waddington, Wadsworth, Walden, Walker,
Walker, 'Wall, Waller, Wallington, Ward,
Warner, Waters, Wataon, Wauchope, Webb,
\\’E]IB,’.Wntherali, Whale, White, Whittaker,
Whysall, Wilson, Winslow, Winter, Wood,
Waoodbridge, ‘Waolley, Woosnam, Wright,

Z“L'.-}niiltey. Yates, Yonge, Young.

ulch,
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THE GREAT W.G.! No, this iz not o reference to the greatest evicketer that ever Hved. I concerns Willimn George
Bunter, who, although he doesn't know the first thing about ericket, fancies that he can put W, 4. Groce, J. B,

I"-
g "Wag.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Thomas Asks for It!

TLLY BUNTER snored.

It was ten o'clock in the morn-
ing—a bright August morning.
Anyone but Billy Bunter might

have been supposed to have finished snor-
ing by that time. )

%ut William George Bunter was still
going strong. .

In the summer vacation the Greyfriars
rising-bell was only a horrid memory.
Billy Bunter was at liberty to spore as
long as he liked. And he snored loud
and long.

At Combermers Lodge — renamed
Bunter Court since it had come into
Bunter's possession—the Owl of Grey-
friars was lord and master, and there was
no one to-say him nay. o

His guests had !onf been shrrmﬁ.

At sehool or on holidey, Harry Whar-
ton & Co. were not likely to waste the

Iden hours of the morning slacking in

ed, Bunter's other guests, D'Arcy of
Bt. Jim's, was not perhaps quite so ener-

otio as the Greyfriars fellows. But he

long been up. Billy Bunter enored

on contentedly, regardless of the flight of

time; and if he moved, it was only to

turn his head on the pillow, He was
good for another hour yet.

Then breakfast in bed would follow,
keaping Bunter bngy for an hour or so,
That would leave him time to turn out
and dress for lunch. Lunch following so
olosely on the heels of breakfast might
have incommoded sn{ other fellow. But
Billy Bunter was always ready to re.
start after ap interval, howsoever short;
in fact, the shorter the interval the
better he liked it.

That was Bunter’s usual programme
during his reign at Bunter's Court. For
the first time in his fat carcer he was
able to do just as he liked. The most
impecumious fellow at Greyiriars, the un-
remitting borrower of half-crowns and
“hobs,” revelled in the midst of plenty,
and repoted in lap of luxury, d
he enjoyed it all tremendously.

But on this especial momin!L Bunter's
um:al programme was not to be carried
oul,

Hobbs, and the rest of them completely in the shade. You'll shriek when

you read how our ** W. @."" akippera—

A Rousing, Long Complete Schosl Story
of Harry Wharton & Co., at Greyfriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

Twice Thomes the footman hed looked
in at the door of Bunter's bed-room and
f:m:lg}iad. His cn:taa‘h passed unheeded,
and Thomas retired,

A third time Thomas looked in, and
this time he coughed more emphatically.
His discreet cough being still unheeded,
Thomas advanced into the room, end
ventured to the bedside of the iord.ly
Bunter.

Bunter still snored,

With his somewhsat extensive mouth
open, and a smear lingering on his fuf
Tace from the jam-tarts which had
wound up his previous night's supper,
Billy Bunter was not a thing of beanty.

_ Thomas gazed abt him, not admir-

I'homas coughed again,
Bnore |

FOUR TOPPING CUT-OUT
STAND-UP PHOTOS

— P —

FAMOUS CRICKETERS
INSIDE ]

“ Qe I

Snore!

*Master Bunter!”

Bnore !

“A man has called, sir—"

Brore |

“Hg insisty upon seeing you, sir—"

Bnore !

“Fxcuse me, sir, but—"

Thomas' persistence had its reward.
Billy Bunter's round eyes opened, and
he blinked at the feotman,

“Eh? What? What's the time}”

“Ten o'clock, sir.”

Bunter glared. :

“What do you mean by calling me
before eleven?’

**Excuse me, sir, I—

“T won't excuse you!” hooted Bunter.
“Can't a gentleman rest in his own

house without being disturbed by silly
servants?"

“But, sir—"

“Get outl”

L Bu____'lJ

“Do you want to be sacked?” Lowled
Buater.

“Oh, air!"”

*! Buzz off, blow youl”

L But.___ll

Dunter sat up in bed. He bestowed n
ferocious blink upon Thomans, the fool-
man, and clutched up his pillow.

It was so obviously his intention to
swipa the importunate Thomas with the
pillow that the footman jumped back in
alarm,

“I—I—T pay—"

"Gt out ("

“A man has called—"

‘“Bother him! Bother youl”

“He insists—"

“Insists!" hooted Bunter. ““Nobody
has & wight to insist in this houss,
Fhomas, excepting its master. Who's
master here?”

“You are, siv,” said Thomas. “But
thiz man Horrocks—"

“Never heard of him, Get out!”

‘*He's the Combermere butcher, sir."

“Blow the Combermere bufcher!”
howled Bunter. “Will you let me go
to sleep, you dunderhead?”

“He has brought his bill, sir—"

“Blow his billl”

““He requests parment—"

“Buzz offt”

*"He insists—"

Whiz!

Bunter, fed up with the footman's im-
portunity, hurled the pillow. It caught
Thomas on his clean-shaven, wells
trained face.

“Oh 1" gasped Thomas,

Bump!

Thnngu, the footman, sat down with
a heavy concussion. Bunter glared at
him from the bed.

“Take that, you footling ass! Go and
tell that low tradesman to olear. Shul
the door,”

“Oh! Oh dear!" gasped Thomas.

“Shut up!l”

Tre Magyer Lisragy,.—No. 914,
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4 LONG COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. EVERY WEEK!

Thomas rose to his feet, He picked up
the pillow. For s moment Thomaz was
powerfully tempted to return that pillow
with n crash. But he remembered in
time the many tips he had received
from Master Bunter, and—still more to
the point—the many more tips he ex-
pected to recefve during DBunter's
tenancy of Combermers Lodge,

Heé suppressed his fealings. :

“Your pillow, sir!” said Thomas, with
realiy & master-stroke of well-trained
footman civility.

And he replaced the pillow gently
under Bunter's I:n'_hluille and retired from
the room, Bunter's head wallowed
luxuriously in the softness of the down

illow. The door had scarcely closed

phind Thomas when he was snoring
again,

I'radesmen who wanted their bills

id might call, and call again, but

unter’'s comfort was not to inter-
fered with, The skies might fall,
indeed, and so long as the fall thereof

did not awaken Bunter, his unmusical
‘rumpet would have drawn more than a
the great spaces of Lord Combermere's
THE SECOND CHAPTER.

cheerily, b Cherry sent

lly Bunter’s guests wers all out of
succeeding in having quite & good time.
dubious—first dubicus sbout coming, and
and dubiety came too late, But on the
Little was seen of William George
ally had a nap, and so the afternoons
ittle neglected, had not Bunter been a
made the holiday quite a success; Harry
Bunter slept in the morning, and the

enore would continue icmg and loud.
Indeed, whep Bunter’s snore was fairly

oing strong it was doubtful if the Last
passing grunt from him, *

Thomeas retired, and the master of
Bunter Court was left to repose. And
state bed-room echoed to the rumble of
his happy snore.

Wharton is Wanted |
i ELL hit, Bob, old man|”
Frank ﬁggnt called out
as
the round red ball whizzing.

“Yaas, watheh!"” chimed in Arthur
A'q:.thuﬂ-ﬂa D'Arey, of 8t. Jim's,

1 N
doors that sunny August mormng.
Billy Bunter, as & host, eft. mueh to be
desired. Nevertheless, his guests were

D' Arcy of 8t. Jim's, the Jatest addition
to Bunter’s lsmrt?, had been rather

11
then dubious about staying. Bunter had
bothered him to come, till the easy-:
going swell of 8t. Jim's hed consented;
whole, Arthur Augustus D’Arecy found
himsalf quite merry and hﬂght at
“Bunter Court.”
Bunter before lunch, sany day; and so
the mornings, &t lesst, were very
pleasant. And after lunch Bunter gener-
were agreeable enough so long as his
nap lasted. Bunter’s guests might,

rhaps, have considered themselves a
fallow whose sbsence was much more
enjoyahle his presence,

As it wasg, bis manners and oustoms
Wharton & Co. were sufficient wunto
themselves: and they got on excellently
with Arthur Augustus, The Ilater
Iuntfer ‘he napped in the afternoon, the
betfer it was for everybody econcerned.

On this especial morning, the chums

of the Remove had turned out on the
Combermere Lodge cricket pitch., But
Harry Wharton was seated under one of
the shady trees thinking—thinking hard.
In the days before Lord Combermere
hed become one of the “new poor”
thera hed been *“‘oricket weeks ™ at the
I.iuﬂske, and great doings in that line.
Cricket weeks were over now so far as
Lord Combermere was congerned.
Wharton was thinking of the queerness
Tar MAGNET LisrARY.—No, 914,

of that vacation at Combermeres Lodpe |
and the strungeness of being there with
Billy Bunter at all.

It had been simply &s & jest that the
Famous Five had accepted Bunter's
invitation for the holidays; they had
been astounded when it turned out thaf
Bunter really had a place to ask them
to. For days after their arrival the
chume of the Remove had had to
believe that Bunter Court really did
exist—for there it waas,

Then they had learned that DBunter
bhad the place furnished from the owner
and hed coolly and cheekily re-name
it Bunter Court, Then they had met
Mr. Pilkins in Combermere, and learned
that Bunter had secured the place while
the agent was ill in a nursing-home.
They had witnessed Mr, Pilkins' rage
and dismay at finding that Bunter
was tenant of the lodge. Yet, so W,
Mr. Pilking seemed to be satisfied now;
at all events, he did not seem to have
disturbed Bunter in his possession. That
looked as if it was all right; and yet—

Wharton was thinking; but, really,
ha did not quite know what to think.
There was something odd, something
hidden, something he could not under-
stand, about this_extraordinary vacation
with Bunter. Certainly the chums of
the Remove were enjoying their holi-
day; Bunter Court offered every kind
of resource, and their own company
sufficed for them. And the coming o
Arthur Augustus D’Arey of 8t. Jim's
was dacidﬂdié? an improvement, too.
Still, Harry did not feel quite at ense
in his mind; and what was the reason of
the sudden and unexplained departure of
Semamy Bunter the day before?

Raally, it was amazing that Blﬂz
Bunter should be in possession of sue
an establishment. Lord Combermere
had once held high siate within those
lofty walls; now he was one of the " new

r,” and could not afford to live in
is own magnificent establishment, He
was in & Swiss hotel while a stock-
broker’a son enjoyed the magnificence of
his home. 8io transit gloria mundi—
thus were the mighty fallen,

From Lord mbermere to Billy
Bunter was undoubtedly a drop from
tho sublime to the ridiculous. “ The
stately homes of England,” celebrated
by the poetaster, were in the melting-

ot. Sooner or later the magnificent
ﬂ.:dg& would have to be sold, probably,
to some bloated profiteer; meanwhile,
it was “Jlet furnished,” and Billy Bunter
was ifa unaxpanted and remarkable
tenant.

With careful management, the house
could. have been run on about eighty
vounds a week. Bunter was running 1
on nothing at all. The bills that were

iling up might have frightened him if

a h Fw&n any thought to them.
Fortunately for his fat comfort, he didn’t.

However, Harry Wharton & Co, knew
Eﬂthinq of all that. They believed that

unter's father had taken the house for
him, for the summer holidays—simply
not hmmu%whni else to think, Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy was still under the
impression that it was the genuine
““Bunter Court ” of which Billy Bunter
often talked. The Greyfriars fellows
knew better; but they had not enlight-
ened the Bt. Jim's junior—they were
rather amused and a little irritated by
Bunter's lofty swank, but they did not
think of {iﬁhg him away. Bunter could
call Combermere Lodgs “ Bunter Court
if he liked, and have the new name
painted up al the gates; it was nobody’s
buginess but his own,

Little dreaming of the sword of
Damocles that waa suspended over
Bunter’s unthinkin% head, the chums of
the Remove were having a good time.
Lord Combermere’s cricket pitch, whece |

|

t | to the

once distinguished county players had
disported tﬁnniuelvau wuﬁ’ Fn Fe:naﬁant
condition; and thiy hright morning the
juniors were fenting a little practice,
Bunter had talked of fixing up a
cricket match with a Combermere teamn,
thus keeping up the sporting traditions
of the place he had bagged, and Harry
Wharton & Co. had been glad to hear
of it. They were quite willing to meet
the Combermere Ramblers, of whom the

local estate-agent’'s young men, Parker,

was skipper. Bob rry was at the
wickets now, and his mighty hits showed
that he had lost none of his skill sinee

Greyfriars had broken up for the
vacation.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the cham-
pion junior bowler of Greyfriars, was
sending down some of his best, and Bob
was dealing with them in great style.
Frank Nugent and Johnny Bull were
leather-hunting.

Harry Wharton and Arthur Augustus

summer

D'Arcy sprawled in the grass under a
wide-spreading beech, looked on at the
cricket practice. 'They would have
walg Bunter cheertly enough, had
be cared to turn out and join the

cricketers; but they were not exactly
sorry that the Owl of the Remove
elected to spend the morning in bed.
Bupter’s absence made the heart grow
fonder, as it wera,

Thomas, the footman, came down from
the direction of the house, with a hesita-
{ing manner,

_Since the sudden departure of Wal-
singham, the butler, Thomas had been
head of the household, and he had
carried on in a wuLl:hat satisfied William
George Bunter. there was no news of
Walsingham’s return, Thomas nourished
hopes of stepping into the butler’s shoes,
and becoming the great chief of the ser-
vants’ hall, He was therefore extremely
anxjous to stand well with Master
Bunter.

But Thomas was perplexed and dis-

uieted now; the vimt of Mr. Horrocks,
the Combermere butcher, had greatly
disturbed him. Mr. Horrocks was an
emphatic gentleman; and his aggressive
manners quite shocked Thomas's ideas
of the fitness of things. In Lord Com-
bermere’s time, o sort of aristocratio
genury had reigned in the great house;

ut eertainly no angry tradesman had
ever called there to insist upon his
account being paid.

It wes an ocourrence that shocked
Thomas; and as Master Bunter flatl
declined to turn out of bed and deal wi
the matter, and the butcher refused to
gn Thomas was in a position of greab

ificulty. Hence his hesitating spproach
bermere ericket ground. Hbe
elt that all he could do was to consult

aster Bunter's friends; mmuﬂ}%. un-
doubtedly, had to be done, and Thomas
did not know what to do.

“Master Wharton I”

Harry looked 1.1]'|E\E

“Hallo! Yes, Thomas)"

“Perhaps you will excuse me spenl-
ing ou, sir,"” said Thomss. *Some-
thing hss ’appened, sir, that is very
awkward.”

“"Yes,"” said Harry. “But hedn't you
better spesk to Bunter?”

Thomas made a grimace.

“I've tried to do so, sir, bul Master
Bunter refuses to wake up, sir. His
instructions is to be called not hefore
eleven.”

“Bai Jovel” murmured Arthur
Augustus,

“Well, what is it?” acked Harry, "If
there's ln;?t.h'mg I can do, I will do It,
of course,” .

“Mr. Horrocks has called, sir, and
rni"}:m to go without his money."”

“The butcher, sir,” said Thomas,
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“0h! The butcher

*Vas, sir; and [ don't know how to
deal with bim. Ho had sctially raised

voice, sir,” said Thomas,

“Dear me!"” zaid Harry.

YIn fack, sir, he is a-carrying om,"
said Thomas, *He seems to think, air,
that his bill will not be paid. Perhaps
if you, sir, was to speak to him, you
could induce him to go_awsy qﬁlietl_?,
gir, and call again after Master Biinter
has rose, sir.”

“QOh!” seid Harry.

The captain of the Remove half-rose
from the grass, and then sat down again,
Mo was extremely disinclined to butt
into' Bunter's personal affairs. Thomas
looked very anxious.

“You see, sir, the bill has really been;
running a very long time,” he said,

“avar since Master Bunter took over the |

‘ouse, in fact. Mr., Walsingham sent
very large orders, sir, to the local]
trallnmun on Master Bunter's instrue-
tions, and the nccounts have mounted
up, sir. I know Mr. Walsingham was
Erbw'f'm%]a little troubled about it, sir,
efore he left. Bul so long a8 he was
here, the tradesmen thouglt it was all
right. Now Master Bunter has sent Mr.
\ﬁnlﬁinghum away, and some of the
tradesmen have asked for their accounts.
Mr. Horrooks has asked three times, sir,
and has refused to send anything more
till he is paid. When I ‘told Master
Bunter so, sir, he instructed me to
chenge my buteher, which I did accord-
ingly ; but that only séems to have made
Mr. Horrocks excited, sir, and now e
haa"como up to the *ouso and refuses to
go.

Thomas
i

rassed.
Wharton looked worried.

“Blessed if I see how I can interfere,”
he said. *'I suppose Bunter’s father will
send the man a cheqgue.”

“Yes, sir, but it hasn't been sent;”
snid Thomas, “and Mr. Horrocks has
even used the word bilk, sir.”

“0h, my hat!”

“He says, sir, as he's dealt with
tengnis in furnished 'ouses before, sir,

he really suspects that Master
Bunter ma it, sir, leaving the hill
unpaid, sir,” said Thomas, looking very
shocked.

“Oh!” murmured Harry.

He did not lock at Avthur Augustus;
but he knew thaet the expression on that
noble youth's countenance was extra-
ordinery.

Arthur Augustus was learning some
unexpected facts with regard to ‘' Bunter
Court."”

Thomas, quite unaware of the extent
to which he war enlighfening the swell
of Bt. Jim's, gazed anxiously at Harry
Wharton.

“In the eircumstances, sir, perhaps
vou will speek to the man and reassure

im,"” said Thomas. “To tell the truth,
sir, he's fairly bawling, and all the ser-
vants, sir, can hear him. Such a thing,
sir, has never occurred at Combermere
Lodge before—not all the time that I've
been a footman in his lordship's service,
sir, I dare not think, sir, what Lord
Combermere would say if he knew these
things were going on, sir; and Master
Bunter refuses to see the man, or eyen
to wake up, sir.”

“Bai Jovel!” Arthur
Augustus faintly.

“84 if you'd see the man, sir, and
assure him that his money is safe——*
said Thomas.

Wharton knitted his brows.

Undoubtedly he had wondered how

paused, looking vwvery dis-

murmured

&
uA

Y

“ Blow the Combermers butcher ! '’ howled Bunter.
* He has brought his bill | " said Thomas.

sleep, you dunderhead ? **
his bill [’
confinued Thomas.

“* He requests payment!*’
Whiz | Bunter hurled the pillow, eatching Thomas on
his clean-shaven cohin,

“Will you let me go to
*“Blow

“Buzz o !” *' He insists—"

(See Chapler 1.)

—

Dunter had besn able to carry on with
so much reckléss extravagance a4 Bunter

Court. He had wondered that Bunter's
father was willing to stand such
enormous expenses—wondered, indeed,

how the stockbroker could afford to do
s0. But eertainly it had not occurred te
him that Bunter was “rumnning the
show * on & system of unlimited * tick.”

“Dash it all, man, the money must
be safo,” said the captain of the Remove.
“Bunter couldn’t be such an ass as to
run up bills without his father's permis-
gion. But, of coursa, I don't know any-
thing about the matter personally. I
don't see how I can interfere. Bunter
must see the man.”

“But, sir—"

“You had better call Bunter again,”
sald Harry., “If he won't get up telt
the man to wait until he does. I'm sure
Bunter would not like me to chip im
He was annoyed when I saw the estate
agent's clerk. who called the other day,
and I‘c.a.n't let the seme thing liappen
agein,”

“Yery well, s said Thomas,

And he took his way back to the house
to make one more effort to rouse Wil
liam George Bunter, and, that failing,
to placate the irate Mr, Horrvocks, and
endeavour to induce him to wait quietly
till it pleased the lordly lord and master
of Bunter Court to turn out of bed. Budt.
the expression on Thomas' clean-shaven
face was not hopefnl,

1

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Wrathy !

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY
removed his celebrated eyeglass
from, his eye rubbed it slowly
and thoughtfully, and replaced ii.

Then he turned upon Harry Wharton's
rather troubled face.

“Bai Jove!"” ha remarked.

Whazton's brows were knitted. The
information he had reecaived from
T'homas had been rather a shovk to him,

“Wharton, deah boy—" murmured
D'Arey.

“¥Yes, old scomt?”

“A fellow does not want to ba
cuwious, of course,” said Arthur
Augustus. “I twust I should nevah be
guilty of the bad form of inguirin’ into
sthah fellows' affaihs. But this is vewy
odd. Is it a fact that Buntah has this
house, farnished, on a lease, and that it
is not his own place?”

“Hem !”

*“Accordin’ to what the footman was
sayin', that is the case, deah boy.”

Wharton smiled faintly.

“Buit accordin’ to what Duntah bas
told me, this place is Buntah Court, the
ancestwal home of his family,” said
Arthur Augustus.

' m Ill

“Tt has stwuck me as wathah wemark-
able, you know,” said the swell of Bt.
THe Magrer Laprany,—No. 914,
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Jim's, thoughtfully. * Buntah has we-

wesented this place as his ancestwal
omo, where genewsations of Buntahs
have fouwished, but he has also said
that his fathah gave Gfty thousand
pounds for it. The statements do not
eeem to agwes, somehow.”

“Bunter's statements don't always
sgree,” said the captain of the Remove,
with a laugh. »

“Wathah not. But weally, if he haa
taken the place furpished for the vaca-
tion, he must be a howlin' ass to stuff a
fellow about it.” .

“Well, he iz a howling ass,” said
Harry. “I hope he hasn't been ass
enough to land himself in trouble that
he can't pull out of. It's a Anlljr queer
bizney from beginning to end, and I'm
blessed if I quite like the look of things.
Lood man, In%;r j* ,

" Bwavo | ell bowled, deah boy!
chirruped Arthur Auvgustus, waving his
eveglass, 1

Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh bhad sent
down a ball that whipped Bob Cherry's
middle stump out of the ground. Harry
Wharton and D’ forgot the exist-
ence of Billy Bunter for the moment.

“How's that, my esteemed Bob?”
grinned Hurree Singh,

** Looks like out 1" chuckled Nugent.

Bob made a grimace, :

“Good old Inky! VYou're = rod in
pickle for the Combermere johnnies
when they come up here for cricket. 1
fancy they haven’t seen bowling like
yours in Combermere, so far, cld man.

*“Wathah not,” eaid Arthur Augustus,
“and your battin’, deah boy; is weally
top-hole. I weally think it's 6s good as
Tom Mewwy's, or Talbot's, and we think
a lot of their battin’ at 8t. Jim's. 1
wathah think I will twy to handle your
bowlin’, Huwwee Singh.” :

“The pleasurefulness will be terrifie,
my esteemed and ludicrous D'Arey,”
answered the Nabob of Bhanipur,

Arthur Augustus grinned He was
not so accustomed to Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh’s wonderful flow of English
as the Greyfriars fellows were. He found
it rather entertaining. Hurree Singh had
first learned Eng from the wisest
moonshee in Bhanipur, and he had never
unlearned it, as it were; but an in-
structor who had instructed him that
“ludierous ¥ was a complimentary ex-
pression in English must have been, as
Bob gaid, “some teacher.” ‘

“Take my bat,” said Nugent, " Bob's
will be rather hefty for you.

"Thank wou, deah boy!”

Arthur Augusius took Nugent's bat
and went to the wickets to see what b‘-a
gould do against the dusky nsbob's
bowling.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!"” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. “Who'a this jolly old mer-
chant "

Wharton glanced round,

A stout, red-faced man, whose look
was excited and angry, was coming down
to the cricket ground in & great hurry.
The captain of the Remove guessed who
it was. Thomas had not succeeded,
obyiously, in pacifying the Combermere
butcher, or in rousing out Bunter to deal
with him. The lord of Bunter Court
wae still sporing, and the Combermere
butcher was bent on making somebod
or other listen to his tale of woe.
here he was |

The ericket practice stopped. Al eyes
were fixed on the stout gentleman as he
hurried excitedly up.

“Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur
Augustus, “The man looks quite ex-
cited, you know, I twust there i3 mot
goin’ to be twouble |*

Tar Macxer Lierary,—No. 914,

“It looks to me as if the trnuhtai‘ul-l “Orders comes to me from Mr.

nesa 18 faing to be terrific,” answered
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

" Looks like it!"” grinned Nugent.

Johnny Bull grunted.

“Why the thump doesn’t Bunter pay
his bills? Pretty thick ¢o land his
dashed tradesmen on his blessed guests.”

Myr. Horrocks arrived. He surveved
the group of cheery cricketers with an
irate eye. They smiled at him politely.
They had no quarrel with Mr. Horrocks,
though he certainly locked as if he had
& quarrel with ¢hem.

“Pretty goings on!" was Mr. Hor
rocks’ first remark.

“ Good-morning 1" said Harry Wharton
politely. -

“Yaas, wathah! Good-mornin’'!” said
D'Arey.

“Soft sawder's no good to me!” =axd
Mr, Horrocks,

" Weally, my deah sir—"

“What I'm after,” said Mr. Harrocks,
“ig gixty-five pounds seven shillings and
ninepence.”

“Bai Jove!”

“ And it seems that Mr. Bunter ain't to

be seen,” continued the Combermers | EamMe

butcher. " Ain't out of bed at 'arf-past
ten in the morning. Well, that ain’t my
business, so long ss my bill's paid. I'm
after my money. I gin't supplying this
here house with mest—best quality
English—for nothing! My shop ain’t a
blinking philanthropic institootion.”

The Greyfriars fellows and the Bt
Jim's junior looked at Mr. Horrocks,
and looked at one another,

Doubtless Mr., Horrocks' complaint
was wall founded, The most generous-
hearted butcher could uot reasonably
be expected to run his business on purely
Ehilnnthrupiﬁ lines. Still, it wes no

1

siness of his present hearers. They
had not run up e bill with him.
“Tve dealt with furnished tenants

afore, I have,” resumed Mr. Horrocks—
“a bilking kn‘“ if you ask me!"

“Bai Jove!

“My belief is that Lord Comhermere
will have to whistle for his rent!"” said
Mr. Horrocks emphaticelly. "1 know
the grocer and the baker and.the green-
grocer in Combermere ain't been paid—
not a brown! Not a blinking brown !
I know 1 sin't been paid! Twenty-five
pun on account was what I asked firet
—and I was told a tale about & cheque
that was coming! It ain't come! Well,
now I want my money! I ask you, as
man to man, ain’t & man entitled to
his money for goods delivered fair and
square 7"

Mr. Horrocks paused, like Brutus, for
a reply.

“Bai Jovel!” remarked Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy, as the Greyfriars
juniors did not speek. "'T should cer-
tuinly considah that you were entitled to
your money. 1 wegard that as vewy
faih.™

“Glad you can see it, s, said Mr.
Horrocks sarcastically. "E"r‘npu you
can get that there Bunter to swe 1it,

n

trll::WE:.I feah that it- would be wathah im-
pertinent of me to interfere in Bintah’s
pwivate business affaihs,” said D'Arcy,
shaking his head,

“Ho!” said Mr, Horrocks.

““You gee, we have nothing tn do with
this, Mr. Horrocks,” said Wharton
mildly. “We are Bunter’s guests here
that 1s all. You onght really not to tell
us anythinz about this, you know.”

S8nort, from Mr. Horrocks.

1 mere.

Walsingham, butler to Lord Comber-

Of -coured, T supplies Eq:oda as
ordered, thinking it's all O.K. rnished
tenant, rolling in money, 1 'ear. Tenant
who ¢an affgrd to pay forty guineas a
week for a furnished house iz for
a butcher's hill, I thinks, naturally.
But it runs on and on; nothing even
paid on account. I asks for my money,
and I'm put off. I comes up to the
house to see Mr. Walsingham, and I'm
told that the butler has gone to London.
I goes down to the estate-office in
Combermere to see Mr. Pilkins, who let
the housa for his lordship. 1 find that
Mr, Pilkins has been away from his
office for & lang time, and hia clerk,
Parker, don’t know what's become of
him, Parker thinke there's foul play
of some kind,”

“Gweat Scott!”

“That's what he thinks, he does,” said
Mr. Horrocks., '"He's jolly well think-
ing of calling in the police to look for
Mr. Pilking, he 181"

“Oh, my hat!”

““Something fishy ahout the ‘ole
1" gaid the Combermers butcher.
“Where's Mr. Pilkins, the estate agent?
Where’s Walsingham, the butler? No-
body to tell a man anything, and bille
running up! I call to see Mr. Bunter,
and he's in bed and can't see s man,
at "arf-past ten! Dodging a man! You
yourlg gents are Mr., Bunter's guests
here, are you? Don't know nothing
about the matter, of course!” Mr.
Horrocks grew heavily sarcastic. ™ Well,
I've ’eard that story before many a
time. I've come across bilkers im my
time ! :

“You cheeky gas!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry imdignantly, The angry butrher
was evidently E]ﬂasiﬂg,' the whole party
together ms * Eilkers.”

Whartor frowned. i

“Look here, Horrocks,” he exclaimed,
“wa've got nothing to do with the
matter—nothing at all. Yeou've no right
to come talking to va sbout Bunter's
affairs 1"

“None at all ! grunted Johnny Bull.
“You shouldn’t supply goods on credit
without making proper inquiries first.”

“Ho !” said Mr. Horrocks. " And "ow
was I to koow that Mr. Walsingham,
his lordship's butler, had been took in by
a billk? I've dealt with Mr. Walsingham
for years on end, and bills alwaya paid
on the nail. His word was as good as
gold to any tradesman in Combermere.
If he wag 'ere to speak to a man, I'd
wait for the money if he told me 1t was
all right. But heé's gone—and Mr,
Pilkirls is gone—and it looks fishy! If
Mr. Bunter's got the money, why don’t
he equare a man's bill? He's & bilk
that's what he is, jest as Parker told
me yesterday at the estate-office.

“My belief is that he hasn't paid a
enny rent on this here house, and I
Ennw he hasn't paid the servants’ wages
because they've told me zo. Runnin
sbout in cars, with a bill for petro
mounting up, and nothing paid on it, as
they told me at the garage in Comber-
mere. Ordering the best of everything,
and not paying a shiling I‘ ou can
say it min't your business, if you like.
But yon're here, and Bunter ain't to be
seen, 50 1 tell you straight I want my
money. 3
Mr? Horrocks paused, gasping for
breath. He was a stout gentleman,
rather short in the wind, and hia
eloquence had exhausted his supply of
hreath.

“T'll tell the 'ole blooming county, ifl “Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus

i d the ijudge in the | D'Arcy.
iSO 2 Ty, N0 . Judgwtﬂrh!d. twessin’, vou know!

county court, tool" e

“Thi al va dis-
I M o T
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feahfully annoyed when he hears of

this "'

“Berve him jolly well right 1" growled
Johnny Bull. ““What does he mean by
landing this kind of thing on his
guests ?”

ST it's all fair and squave, where's
my money?” resumed L. Horrocks,
having partly zecovered lis brt:,a.th.
“TLet me ses Mr, Walsingham. Where
is he? If he's gone away, what's his
address? Answer me that!"

Wharton shook his head. .

«J know nothing about the butler,’
be said. “1 only know ihat he left
suddenly one day last week while we
werd up the river in a boat."”

“Where's Mr, Pilkins, then?"

“Haven't the least idea. 1 under-
stood that he went to London to see
Bunter’s futher about sighing the papers
for latting the house, He doesn't setm
to have come back yel.”

“Well, all that ain't good enough,”
eaid Mr. Horrocks, 'It's too fishy fou
me, and I can't afford to ose sixty-five
pounds seven shillings and ninepence !
Money's money }"

“ You must see Bunter 1V sald Harry;

“Not out of bed—at 'arf-past ten!’
gnorted Mr, Horrocks. “The blinking
footman called him, and he clucked &
piller at the blinking footman!"

“T'Il eall him,” said Harry. “He
must see you. I've no doubt he will set
the matter right—et least, T hope so!
I'll go up to the house with you”

“Then coms on!” sworted Mr
Horrocks,

And Harry Wharton walked away
with the Combermere butcher.

They loft a silent and troubled group
behind thew. Arthur Augustus D'Arcy
turned his eyeglanss upon one thoughi-
ful face after another. Ile was the first
to epeak.

“This is vewy gueeah, you follows!"”

“The queerfulness is terrifie!"

“Too, jolly gueer!"” grunted Johnny
Bull. “The best thing we can de is to
clear off and leave Bunter to handle his
blessed tradesmen on his own, We were
duffers to comse "

“Powwaps that is cowwect, deah boy.
But I don't know about clearin’ off,”
said Arthur Augustus thoughtfully. *TE
Buntah is in & difficulty I wathah think
we are bound to stund by him. Ae:
veptin® his invitation hesh is admiftin’
him to the wank of a fwiend, and &
fellow is bound to stand by his fwiends.”

“Qomathing in that!” ssid Bob
Cherry. o Bunter's [Friendship
would come jolly expensive al sixty-five
pounds seven shillings and ninepence”

“Yaas, wathah! But—"

“And the other tradesmen,” said
Nugent. “It must run into hundreds of
pounds] Phew [”

“But dash it all, the rent of the place
must have been paid {” said Bob Cherry.
* How could Bunter get hold of the place
at all without paying anything 7"

“Goodness knows!”

“Weally, it is & vewy awkward
posish,” said Arthur Augustus, "It is
vewy unpleasant all wound, In the
ciroumastances, it seems to me that the
best thing we can do is—"

“Is what?” asked Bob.

“Get on with the ewicket, deah boy.”

The Remove fellows grinned.

“Well, that's not 8 bad .idea,"” said
Bob Cherry. “Let's!”

And Arthur Augustus D'Aroy went
back to the wickets, and the juniors got
on with it.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Very Rough on Bunter !

ILLY BUNTER was still snoring
when Wharton looked into his
room “with a frowning brow,

It was not yet eleven, and the
lord of Bunter Court had no intention
of turning out before hia usual hour.

But it was Wharton's intention to turn
him out; the captain of the Remove had
had enough of interviewing Bunter's
tradesmen for hinw

Bunter was dreaming, but not a happy
dream, to judge by the expression on
his fot fuce, Generally hia dreams were
of tuck, and of spreads in the study at
Greyfriars; visions that would call up
a beatific expression to his fat slumber-
ing countenance. But perhaps the visit
of the impoértunate Thomas had dis-
turbed him, or perhaps the eiktraordin-
ary situation of affairs at Bunter Tourt,
which he firmly dismisged from his mind
in his waking hours, haunted him in
sleep and would not be denied.

Bunter was dreaming of Mr. Pilkins
and Mr, Walsingham, whom he had shut
up in the deep wine-cellars beneath
Combermere Lodgd.

Ih his waking hours, when he thought
of his masterly strategy, Bunter was
quite satisfied with it.

The troublesomo eﬁtate-sgpnt, who had
been prepared to give his undesired

/i

lenant endless worry and froulle, had
hagml dispoged of safcly—at least tempor-
arily—by locking him in the wine
collars,  Walsingham, the butler, who
had discoversed him thers, had been
locked in nlonfz with him—really a
master-stroke of strategy on Bunter's

part.

Indeed, Bunter considered that thero
ware very few fellows who conld have
handled so difficull s situation in so
masterly o manner.

, He was right; there were very few
indeed! Certainly only Billy Bunter's
amazing obluseness could have made
him satisfied with such m state of affairs,

Both the obnoxious persons who
threatened trouble to the tenant of the
Lodge being safely locked up, and the
key of the cellars safe in Bunter's pos-
session, the Owl of the Remove did nat
see any occagion for worrying.

The enly worry was that Bunfer had
to supply his hapless prisoners, some-
how, with provisions; and as the striet-
est secrecy was cssential, this meant
croeping down to the cellars at dead cf
night, when the lhouse was buried in
sinmbar,

Bunter was dreaming now that he
had unlocked the lower door to the wine-
cellars, unqh that the estate ngent and
the butler had suddenly leaped on him
and seized him,

It was a most unpleasant dream.

Tho ericket practice stopped as Mr. Horrocks arrived.
““The man looks quite excited, you know!"
Mr. Horrooks® Orst remark.
“‘Bolt sawder's no use to me ! " growled Mr,
% What I’'m after [s sixty-five pounds seven shillings and ninepence ! **

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.
* Pretty golngs on ! "™ was
sald Harry Wharton pollialy.
Horrooks.

“ Bal Jove ! ** murmured
“ Good-mornlng [ **

(See Chapter 3.)
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8 SEE THAT YOU COLLECT THE COMPLETE SET OF CRICKETERS, BOYS!

Harry Wharton, quite unaware of the
alarming vision that hTuntad the slum-
bering brain of tha Owl of the Remove,
came across to the bed.

1 Bll‘ﬂhl' i

Snore ! .

‘‘ Bunter, you ass|”

Snore !

Wharton grasped the fat junior by the
shoulder and shook him fercibly to
awaken him,

There was & gasping how! from Bunter
as he came out of the land of dreams,
For the.moment he still supposed that
he was in the grasp of the estate agent
and the butler. -

“Owl Leggo! Pilkins, you willain,
leggol  Walsingham, you scoundrel,
hands off! Ow! Leggo!"

' Bunter——"

“] won't bring yow any mare ‘Fruh 1"
howled Bunter. “Do you hear? TUn-
grateful brutes! I—— Why, what—
who—— Oh, I've been dreaming |”

Billy Bunter gasped and blinked up st
the captain of the Remove,

*1s that you, Wharton?"

“Yes, you ass]”

“Ow] 1 thought it was that beast
Pilking—"

“You silly Owl ™

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Have you heard anything sboud
Pilkina ™ asked Harry. .

“Fh? Yes! No! I—I mean I didn't
think it was Pilkina!" gesped Bunter.
“] wasn't dreaming about Pilkins, or
En{liaiughnm gither| Nothing of the

ind 1

Harry Wharton stared at him.

“What the thump are yon waking me
np for?” demanded Bunter -angrily.
*‘It's not eleven yet, is it1"

“Not quite. But——"'

“Well, let me slone, then, blow you I”
exclaimed Bunter. “Thomas has orders
to wake me at eleven with my brekker.
lL.eave me alone, bother youl’ .

Bunter settled his head on the pillow
again, Wharton shook him more forc-
ibly than before.

“Bunter, you ass—"

“Teggol” ,

“You've got to turn onl|” exclaimed
Wharton impatiently. " You've got to
see o man who's weiting for you down-
stairs. The butcher——"

“Blow the butcher " .

“He won't go without being paid!”

“Let him stay, then

" Look here, Bunter—"

Bunter glared at the ceptain of the
Remove. .

“Can’t you mind your own business?”
he roared. “Whose house is this, 1'd
like to know? Is this how you behave
when you're a est in o gentleman’s
housa? I'd ke you to remember,
Whearton, that you're not in the Remove
passage at Greyfriars now.”

“You eilly chump}” roared Wharton,

man has asked vs for his money.
Da you want your guests to pay your
bills?*

i YE.'!."

“What?"

“1—I mean—""

“Well, what do you mean?” snapped
Wharton.

“Tell the man to go—"

“He won't go!”

“Blow him| Tell him to wait, then.”

“You cann tell him to wait yourself,
I'm fed-up!” exclaimed Haprry. “I'll
send him up I'tﬂrei to you."

“'Oh, my hat !

Bunter eat up in bed, wide awake
now, He did not want to interview the
angry butcher personally.

“Look hers, Wharton, give him =&
message " he gasped.
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* well, what message?' growled the
captain of the Remove,
“Pall l;.llrm I'm expecting a postal-

order—

“What?”
"From ome of my titled relations

“You silly Owl!" shrieked Wharton.
If

“Oh, realty, you know——"

*Youw must gee the man, Bunter!
i:ll‘ra_ really bilking the tradesmen, ss

thinks, something will have to be
done:"

- "Well, T like that!” exclaimed Bunter
indignantly. “Why, I've given ten
times the orders he was used to in Lord
Combermere's time., I've ordered every-
thing of the best, and stacks of it, and
never grumbled about the prices. What
more does ho wanti”

“He seems to want. to be paid.”

“Just like these rotten tradesmen!
Blessed if T koow what these dashed
shopkeepers are coming to!” said Bunter
warmly. ““Well, if he wants to be paid,
pay him, and I'll settle with you after
brealkfast,”

""¥You silly ass, do you think I've got
sixty-five pounds in my pockets?” ex-
claimed Wharton, in exasperation,

“Oh, my hat! Is it sixty-five pounds?”

“Bo he says."

“1 dare say he has piled it on; you
know what tradesmen are when yon run
up & bill,” said Bunter. "I chall havae
to' go through that account very care-
fully before I pay it."

“¥ou'd better tell

him so, then,”
growled Wharton,

T —
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. "I don't want to ses him. A fellow
in my position has a fight to keep clear
of sordid matters like this,” said Bunter
loftily. " What the thump do I keep =
hutler for. if I've got to eee tradesmen
myself? I'm not ﬁ:'iﬂi' to keep a dog
and do my own barking, by Jove! Can't
T}}Fﬁﬂ I‘IIIIIEH the man go away?”
0, ass

“Tell the servanis to chuck him out,
then.”

“Fathead '

"Walh' tell him that Walsingham will
deal with him,” said Bunter.

“Walingham's not here, you ass!
How can deal with the man when
he's not in the house"* howled Wharton.

Bunter grinned. =~ The Combermere

tler was much nearer at hand than

harton suzpposed.

“What are you grinmng saf, you

imaege "’ exclaimed Harry.
“Oh, mnothing| _Gi7e the man my
message | Tell him Walsingham is

coming back this afternoon, and_will
telephone him,” said Bunter. " Now,
let me go to sleep. I shall miss my
sleep st this rate, It will be time for
brekker jolly soon,” :

Bunter laid his head on the pillaw
again. Harry Wharion stared down &t
the fat face,

Iz that all, Bunteri”

“That's all; don’t

ou're keapinf me awak

“Well, I'll tell him.”

“Dol Now, go out quietly, and don't
make a row shutti F the door.”

Harry Wharton left Bunter's room
and & snore followed him out. The ﬂwi
of the Remove was slumbering again

| already.

tullf any more. |
ake "

Mr. Horrocks received the message
with & grunt. However, he scemed re-
lieved to hear that W’a]ninghnm was

returning.
“Well, if that's 5o, all ri‘%hl:,” said Mr,
Horrocks. “ But, mind, if I don’t 'ear

from Mr. Walsingham this aftermoon,
I'm coming k; and you can ftell
Bunter s0. And tell him that 1'll brin
a blooming bobby with mel 1 don™
like the look of this here! A gang of
bilkers, if you ask me!” ;

And with that Mr. Horrocks teok hig
departure, much to the relief of the cap-
tain of the Remove. Wharton went
back to join the cricketers, not in a very
happy frame of mind,

, quarter of an hour lafer Bunter was
sitting up in bed to breakfast, with
Thullillms tl;:inistarin to J:au:l:.ﬂ

“Has t impudent t mMAan e,
Thomas1" ukedp Bunter. a

Wi Y‘Eﬂ, Ii!"j_’

“You will be careful, Thomas, not to

deal with him agein. A very impudent
and ill-bred man,”
“T don't think he would let me deal
with him egain, sir,” said Thomas
stolidly. “"Not unless his account i3
pard, sir”

:'I:ﬁt- me have his bill, Thomas, and I
will see that a chegque i3 semnt at once,”
said Bunter.

"“"Very good, sir.”

“A very unpleasant oecurrence alto-
gether,” said Bunter, frowning. “I
really don't kmow what tradesmen are
coomng to in these days. Lo you,
Thomas?"” )

“No, sir,” said Thomas.

“1 -have been disturbed,” said Bunter
“I have actually not been allowed to
finish out my sleep in peace, That is
rather serious, Thomas.’

“Oh, guite so, sir,”

“¥You must be very eareful, Thomas,
. to seo that it does not occur again.”

“Very good, sir.”

Perhaps Thomas wondered how he was
to see that it did not cceur again, if the
other Combermere tradesmen should
follow the exammle of Mr. Horrocks
But he did nou say so.

Bunter breakfasted contentedly, and
his lofty equanimity was restored when
he had disposed of eggs and bacon and
kidneys sufficient for several hungry
fellows. And then he turned out chéer-
fully and came down to lunch.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Team !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. eyed
Bunter rather euriously when
tney sat down to lunch with the
lord of Bunter Court,

Horrocks was gone ;-but, naturally, the
Greyfriars fellows had nol forgotten his
vigit; in fact,.it lingered very obtru-
gively in their minds. )

A vacation on these lines, even amid
the magnificence of Bunter Court, left
a good deal to be deeired. Really, the
chums of the Remove did not want to
spend their summer holidays in /inter-
viewing irate tradesmen for their kind
host and enterteiner, Neither did they
like being charactericed as a ““gang of
bilks,” even by a butcher who had lost
his temper,

Arthur Augustus D"Arcy shared we
feelings of the Greyfriars juniors,

The whols ll:;u'lr indeed, had debated
whether they had better “olear,” thank-
ing Bunter for his hospitality up to
date, and making one excuse or another
for a sudden departure.

But there were difficulties in the way.

On an earlier occasion when Whatton
" bad euggested going, Bunter had
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declared that such & :legarhlre would be
‘fletting him down." And really it did
not seenr quite the thing.

Moreover, the ericket-match had now
Beon arranged with the Combermere
fellows, and it was scarcely possible to
clear off and leave the match unplayed,
At all events, it was not the kind of
td{nng that Cireyfriars cricketers caved to

0,

The chums of Greyfriars were relieved,
therefore, i
merry and bright at lunch.

Neither the visit of Mr, Horrocks, nor
his Gargantuan breakfast, had affected
Bunter's appetite. He made & tre-
mendous Innch.

That a fellow could enjoy his lunch
50 contentedly, if the sword of Damocles
were suspended over his head, seemed
unlikely. It appeared fairly certain that
Bunter's financial difficulties were due
only to carelessness, or else that he had
thought of a way of dealing with them,

Tt was rather a delicate matter for his
guests to offer any opinion upon; and
a5 Bunter did not mention ithe subject,
they could not.

Apparently the whole matter
factorily settled—to judge by Willy
Bunter’s manner, at least. His guesis
were only too glad to think so.

Coming to think of it, they did not
want to break up the party, unlesa it
really was necessary to do so. Although
they could not help feeling that there
was something queer in the whole affair
—somiething going on at Bunter Courk
that was mysteriously hidden from them,
they admitted that they were, upon the
whole, having a very good time there.

Instead of speaking about Mr. Hor-
rocks, whom he had apparently dis-
missed from his mind, Bunter talked
cricket at lunch.

Bunter was looking forward to the
cricket-mateh, and he mentioned that he
hed given instructions to Thomas te
pravide refreshments on the most liberal
scale for the great occasion. That was
a detail that William George Bunter
was not likely to overlook. In many
ways Bunter was found wanting as a
host; but in matters concerned with
refreshment, liguid and solid, Bunter
was “all there.”

“0Of course, they're rather n serateh
Iot, taken =3 ericketers,” Bunter
observed. ““We shall rather make them
open their eyes with Greyiriars cricket.
Do 'em good—what ?”

“*Hear, hear!” said Bobh.

“And 8t. Jim's ewicket—what?” saio
Arthur Augustus,

*Yes, rather,” said Bunter. “Let's
see, six of us, and you make seven,
Gussy, We shall want four more man.
T'll pick out some of the menservants
who can play cricket.”

*You will?” asked Wharton.

As Wharton was_cricket captain in
the Remove at Greyfriars, the party had
taken it for granted that he would cap-
tain the Bunter Court team. That did
not seem to be Bunter's idea, however,

“Yes,” said Bunter, “Lord Compber-
mery used to stand criclet weeks here,
vou know, before he got too jolly hard
up to live here at all. Bome of the ser-
vants used to coms in as extra men when
players were wanted, So Thomas tells
me,”
“Bai Jova!” sald Arthur Augustus;
and the Famous Five grinned.

Bunter had forgotten, for the moment,
that Combermere Lmiga was  Bunter
Cq;,Lrt, the ancestral home of the Bunter
tribe.

“Thomas safrs he can bowl,” resumed
Bunter, *“Albert has played as exira
mati, ton. I'll pick out a couple of
others; in faet, I'll have some of 'em

was satis-

to find Billy Bunter quite

The ball came down, Bunter spread himsell fo that ball. He was going to knock
it to the houndary. But Bunfer’s sweeping bat missed the ball by about a yard.
““How’s that | hooted Parker.
in amazsment,
{See Chapter 8.)

Crash !

at his spread-eagled wicket

Bunter stared

[ Hl, ha, hﬂ.’."
he ejaculated.

(13 Oh I "

down io practice, and see whal they
can do.”

“Oh!” said Harry.

Wharton certainly did nob want to pu:
himself forward in any way; but, really,
this was extremely obtuse of even
Bunter. Except, perhaps, for Coker of
the Fifth, Billy Bunter was the very
worst cricketer at Greyfriars, and he
could scarcely expect the mighty men of
the Remove to follow his lead in the
field. Yet it seemed that that was
precisely what he did expeot—or, rather,
what he took for granted.

Johnny Bull opened his month 1o
speak, but closed it again. Johany had
to be very careful to remember that
Bunter was his host, and to restrain the
vémarks he would have made in the
Bemove passage at Greyfriars

Bunter rattled on cheerily:

“1 must put you fellows through your
paces, too.”

i Efl?"

“Must you?” gasped Bob Cherry.

“Oh, yes1 You see, it wouldn't do to
risk a beating from the Gombermaore
crowd. We've got our Greyfriars repu-
tation to consider, Now " —Bunter
stopped & well-laden fork half-way to his
month, and blinked amiably at Bob—
“you can hat, Cherry, in 8 way."”

“Oh! Only in & way?" ejaculated
Bob.

“But you're rather given to wild hit-
ting,” suid Bunter. “ Your style iz & bit
flufly, in fact.”

“Ig it?" stuttered Bob. . .

“71 dare say Wharton hasn't noticed i
—anyhow, I don't remember his finding
fault with you at Greyfriars. But I've
a rather eritical eye, you know. You
gen, I understand the game.™

“And Wharton doesn't

“Well, not in the same way, or to tha
same oxtent,” said Bunter, shaking his
head. “*The fact in, I never was gquito
satisfied with Wharton as cricket captain
in the BRemove. He never came up to
what I consider a good standard in
cricket—not my style at all.”

“ Not your style!” gasped Boh. " No,
he wouldn’t have been crickef eaptain in
the Remove long if he'd played in your
styla, Bunter,”

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Of all the—" began Johnny Bull,

And then he broke off suddenly, and
glared at his plate instead of Bunter.

“You don't mind my nentioning if,
Wharton, do you?” asked Bunler
cheerily. At Greyfriars you'rp some-
body, 1 know—quite a little tm&oﬂ in
the Remove; but here you're nobody in
particular, you know.”

“0Oh!” gasped Wharton.

“ Not that I'm going to leave: you ont
of my team,” said Bunter, “ don't
mean that at all"

“Your team?"” .

“My team!” mssonted Bunter with a
heery nad, *The Bunter Court team,
Qo know. I should be jolly short of

Tre Macxer Liprary.—No. 914
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men if I left out all the rotten cricketers
here, what? Hee, hee, hee [”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Bai Jove |” murmtred Arthur Augus-
tus D'Arcy, surveying Billy Bunter with
s sort of fascinated gaze. Bunter,
evidently, was fully satisfed with his own
polished manners. But how nq;jrbnd:r but
a Prussian Hun could be satisfied with
guch manners was & mystery to Arthur
Augustus,

“Only 1 carel
Wharton,” went on Bunter. "I'll give
you some tips when we go down to prac-
tice, and you'll see what I mean.”

“You'll give me some tips—on
cricket !” said the captain of the Remove
faintly.

“Yes, old chap. Don't worry about
thmkil;g me, I'm prepared to hc:{? any
chap on with the old game,” s=aid
Bunter. “I'll keep an eye on the lot of
you, and when you go wrong rely on me
to set you right.” 3

Harry Wharton & Co. did not worry
about thanking Bunter. They manfully
restrninﬂdhthmr strong desire to shy
things at him. ey

T]fh Owl of the Remove turned h!n big
spectacles on Arthur Auvgustus D'Arcy
with & friendly blink. P

“You, too, Gussy,” he said. " You're
my guest, you know, and I'm going to
do all 1 ¢can for you as well as these
chaps. I've seen your cricket at St.
Jim's, and I'm sure you won't mind my
mentioning that I didn’t think much of
it'\-Jj

“1 have no ocbjection to Four men-
tionin' anythin' you please, Buntah, at
your own table,” said Arthur Augustus
with calm dignity.

“ Tust 80,” assented Bunter. The Owl
of the Romove was blessed with & thick-
ness of skin that & rhinocéros might have
envied. “Your style at the wmke%u 18
what I eall rather fashy, you know.’

“Indeed "

* Just that,” said Bunter. “If you had
to stand un to my bowling you'd be out
first ball.”

“Bai Jova ! . _

" However, I'll give you some l-:ipa
about batting,” said DBunter cheerily.
“T'll try to find time this afterncon, as
tha Combermere crowd will be along
bhera to-morrow, I must have a little
nap. 1 find that a nap after lunch
freshens a follow, but after that——"

“ Weally, Buntah——"

“Don't thank me, old fellow. It's a
pleasure. I'll be on the ground about
four o'clock, and if you fellows are there,
I'll show vou somathing of how cricket
should be played. See?”

Bunter rose from the table,

His guests gladly followed his ex-
ample, They had finished lunch long
before Bunter, and they were glad to
have finished thst enjoyable conversa-
tion with him.

Bunter rolled away, and the juniors
strolled out. On the terrace they looked
st ona another,

"“So it seems that Bunter is going to
captain us in the giddy cricket match,”
gald Frank Nugent, half-laughing,

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

“ILook here, I'm fed-up!” growled
Johnny Bull. “Wharton's cricket eap-
tain, and we'd better tell that fat idiot
g0 plainly.

“Oh, let him rip!" said Harry, “The
fact is, we can't call him to order as if
we were at Greyfriars."

“Tt is weally wathah a difficult posish,”
said Arthur Augustus. “But I suppose
that weally Buntah means well.”

*“Are we turning up for instruction this
afterncon, from the biggest idiot at

Tae Macxer LigrARY.—No. 914,

want you to be rether careful,’

Iﬂickut that ever was heard of?” de-

manded Johnny Bul] sulphurously,

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Not quite, Bunter said four o'clock,
Whea's coming out in a boat ?"

“Good egg!”

*Yaas, wathah!"

“Ha, ha, ha

Six cheery juniors ran out a boat and
pulled awey up the river. What time
they would return to Bunter Court was
uncertain. But it was absolutely certain
that they would not return in time to
receive any cricket instruction from
William George Bunter,

- — —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Game of Spool !

1 OMBERMERE one—two!"
‘ : Billy Bunter sat at the tele-
phone.

Harry Wharton & Co. had
left tha Owl of the Remove, as thaf» auﬁ-
posed, to take his usual nap after lunch.
But as a matter of fact, Bunter was not
thinking of napping just yet. _

Business had to be attended to first,
Only very pressing business could have
kept Bunter away from his pillow, after
a CGargantuan meal, But the business
of Mr. Horrocks, the butcher, was very
pressing indeed,

The irate butcher had to be placated
somehow, Flmnti“i him by paying his
bill being out of the question, Bunter
had had to dovise other means, Fortu-
nately, the Owl of the Remove was
seldom found wanting when s knavish
trick wes required. :

Thare was a telephone in the state bed-
room at Combermere, now occupied by
Bunter. Instead of turming in, Bunter
sat down to the instrument, after locking
the door to make sure that there would
be no listeners. Now he was ringing up
Mr. Horrocks. Mr. Horrocks was ex-

ecting to be rung up that afterncon by

alsingham, Walsingham's voice would
undoubtedly have had a soothing effect
on him. And Walsingham’s voice was
at the disposal of the Greyfriars ventrilo-

uist,

: Walsingham himsell, certainly, was not
at Bunter's disposel. Walsingham was
raging in the wine-cellats, o prisoner
along with Mr. Pilkins. But the Grey-
frisxs ventriloquist had the gift of
imitating voices, and that pecnliar gift
had saved him more than once aiready.
But for his trickery in imitating Mr,
Pilking' voice in telephoning to Walsing-
ham, and Walsingham’s voice in tele-
phoning to Mr. Pilkins, it was doubtful
whether he would ever have obtained
ession of Bunter Court at all. Now
midﬂa was to play the =ame game
again, with Mr. Horrocks as the victim.

This was another example of Bunter's
masterly strategy, by which he was keep-
ing possession of Bunter Court, and
piling up terrifying liabilities which
would have to be met in the near future,

But Billy Bunter did not bother about
the future. So long as he could jog
along comfortably in the present, he
thought no more of the future than of
the past. The present tonse was enough
for him.

“ Hallo I

A voice came through on the wires.

“Js that Mr. Horrocks?" Bunter’s
voice was now Walsingham's froity voice
to the very life, .

“Mr. 'Orrocks speaking, Mr. Walsing-
ham. BSo you're back, are you?”

“I have returned to-day, Horrocks, I
have to %ﬂr back to London on important
business for Lord Combermere, however,
But Master Bunter has asked me to ring

on up. I was very much surprised,
ﬁnr:gukﬁ to learn of your visit hera this
morning;"

“That's all very well, Mr. Walsing-
ham, but sixty-five pounds seven shil
and ninepence is no joke,” answered Mr,
Horrocks.

Bunter grinned over the telephone,
Evidently tha Combermers butcher had
not the slightest suspicion that he was
speaking to anyone but Walsingham.

“1 repeat, Horrocks, that I am sur-
prised,” said Bunter, in the butler’s fruity
voice. “ Master Bunter has given in-
structions for the butcher to be changed,
and really it was only to be expected.
I shall endeavour to obtain for you his
customn. But you must be more caraful.”

“Bixty-five pounds——"

“That may seem a large sum to you,
Horrocks, It is the merest trifie to
Master Bunter.,”

“That's all very well, Mr. Walsing-
ham. If you answer for it personal that
the money's all right—"

“Mogt certninly! However, I shall
seo Master Bunter's father in a day or
two, and will specially esk him to send
you a cheque, if you wish. Your money
15 quite safe, Horrocks.”

“Thank you, Mr, Walsingham.” Tha
butcher was niuch mellifed. “I own
up I was a bit scared. In fact, I fair
got the wind-up when I 'eard that you
was gone, and no bills paid. If you say
it's all right, right it is, There'll be a
fair bit coming to you, sir, when the
account is paid."”

Bunter guppressed a chuckle. Appar-
ently Walsingham had made his arrange-
ments to pocket a commission on the
lavish orders he gave on Master Bunter's
account. )

If Walsingham had to wait till the
accounts were paid, however, before he
pocketed that commission, it was likely
to be & very long time before the com-
misgion was in his pocket,

“Very well, Horrocks, very welll”
went on Walsingham's voice. “I am
glad T had this opportunity of speaking
to you. I advise you to be very careful
how syou deal with Master Bunter, as
his father is now making srrangements
to purchase the property from Lord
Combermere. I shall remain as butler
to Mr. Bunter, and I trust that our
dealings will continue as in the A

“Certainly, Mr. Walsingham! _Per-
haps you will tell Master Bunter that I
am sorry—or shall I eall personal#*

“1 will convey vour apology to him,
Horrocks. To be quite eandid, my good
fellow, the Bunters have more money
than they know what to do with, andd

when they are settled permanently at
this house, it will be a very good thing
for all parties.”

You

“]1 get you, Mr. Wahi]nigham.
rely on me, sir,” said Mr. Horrocks ami-
cably. “*Now, I've had a word with you,
gir, [I'm ﬂntiﬂﬁed, of course. It was you
going so sudden that scared me about
my bill, I dessay you can manage it to
ive me the custom again, sir?
've no doubt that you can twist that
fat n!;:#g fool round your fHnger.”

“Between ourselves, Mr. Walsing-
ham, that Bunter is a Iat young idiof,
and mo gentleman |

[F] WHI_E'L?:’

“Of cnuraﬁ, all ut:irt:haf ple have
money nowa 5, an ough a respect-
able {mdesm:t:rr would rather deal with
the quality, Mr. Walsingham, a man
can’t afford to pick and c¢hoose. It
would be better for trade| in Comber-
mere to 'ave a rich profiteer at the
Lodge n his lordship. It's & come-
down for the place; but, after all, we
live on our trade, Mr. Walsingham,
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Billy Bunier turned

himself into a sort of catherine wheel and the ball shot from his hand. Where the ball went was a
mystery for a second—ihen the mystery was elucldated a3 a flendish howl eame from D'Arcy. ** Yawooooooh !’ The swell
cf 5t Jim’s leaped clear of the ground. (Sze Chapler 10.)

But it's "ard on you, sir, having to put
up with such upstarte after his lordship.”

Billy Bunter breathed fury over the
telephone.

It is said that listeners seldom hear
any good of themselves; and Bunter was
in the position of & listener now. Cer-
tainly, Mr. Horrocks had no suspicion
that '{m was spesking to Bunter,

* You—you—" gasped Bunter.

He stopped in time, before he told
Mr. Horrocks what he thought of him,
He remembered that he was speaking
as Mr. Walsinghum, the butler.

“Fh? I didn't catch that, Mr. Wals-
inghn.m."

‘I must ring off now!” gasped Bun-
ter, glaring at the telephone,

“Very good, sir, I hope I ghall re-
ceive further orders, sir—you tan work
it with that Eabt young swanker, surely,
sir! Tell him that the other butcher's
meal isn't good enough for him. Be-
tween ourselves, sir, anything would be

od enaugh for the feller, or too good;

(th——ns’

The rest of Mr. Horrodks’ conversa-
tion was lost; Bunter jammed the re-
ceiver back on the hooks with a savage

jam,
““Cheeky rotter |” he gasped. “I jolly
well won’t pay his bill now!”

And it was some minutes before Wil-
liam George Bunter was sufficiently com-
posed to settle down to his afterncon
nap. The real opinion of Mr. Horrocks,
inadvertently communicated, had had
nuite a discomposing effect on him,

Bunter's belief had been that he was
living up to the best traditions of Com-
bermere Lodge; in fact, improving on
them, Mr. Horrocks had almost shaken
that belief for a moment.

But only for a moment; Bunter's fat
self-satisfaction was too firmly estab.
lished to be disturbed for long,

_Ha resolved not to pay Mr. Horrocks’
bill, as a proper punizhment for Mr.
Horrocks’ impertinence. And then he
what to sleep.

Having enjoyed his nap, Bunter ran
for Thomas, and refreshed himself witg
lemonade and jam-tarts—it was not tes-
time yet, but Bunter disposed of enough

tarts to make wup several teas for
ordinary fellows. It was sheer enjoy-
men} to Bunter to be able to ring for
“igrub” whenever he liked. Whether
he was popular in the servants’-hall at
Combermere was & gquestion, but the
cook, at least, had reason to feel that
her efforts were fully nspreciated.

Full of jam-tarts and lemonade and
satisfaction, William George Bunter
rolled down to the ericket ground, to
ive Harry Wharton & Co. and Arthur

ugustus D' Arey some tips on cricket.

o had stated it to be his intenlion
to take on the instruction of those youths
at four o'clock, but he was late—it was
pearly hall-past four now. But if he
was late, they were later; there was no
gign of them.

Bunter blinked round about and up
and down through his big spectacles,
and waited & few minutes impatiently.
Then he called to a man who was ro]]inF
the pitch, and inguired where the fel-
lows were. But the man did not know,
and Bunter rolled away in a state of
considerable exasperation.

When teatime came round, he had tea
in solitary state—his guests had not re-

turned, From the mmount of tuck son-
sumed, anyone might have supposed
that tim_ lord of Bunter Court had en-

tertained guite B numerous party to
tea. @t was not till dusk was falling
that he heard the cheery voices of the
Famous Five again, and rolled out to
meet them,

“1 sa?'. you fellows——"

“Hallo, hallo, halle1”

#I looked for you on the ericket
ground 1" said Bunter. “Don’t blame
me if the Combermere fellows give you
& jolly good litking to-morrow. T was

ing to dp my best for you. It's too
ate now! Don't blame me.”

“We won't!” grinned Bob Cherry.

‘Wathah not, deah boy.”

“The blamefulness will not be terrifie,
my esteemed and ridiculous Bunter.”

“Well, you fellows ought to have
turned up,” grunted Bunter. ‘“Bad
manners, I call it.”

"Weaily, Buntah—-"

“Bhocking manners,” said Bunter.

“You silly owl—" began Johnny

ull.

“Oh, really, Bull—"

“My dear chap,” said Bob Cherry,
“every time f'au undertake to teach us
crigket, vou'll find us missing. Catch
on?”

“If you want to bat to-morrow,
Cherry, *in your ussal carpsi-beating
style——"

“My—my what 7"

“Carpet-beating style, I can tell you
it won't do. An?i I don’t want you to
bowl!, Inky, in your usual style of chuck-
ing the ball about as if you were doing
coconut-shies, As for you, Wharton——"

“As for me, give me a rest, old man,"
said the captain of the Remove, laugh-
ing. “We'll try hard to do you credit
to-morrow, Bunter—but, of course, you
can't ex%ect us to play cricket like you.”

"Ha, ha, ha!”

And the chums of the Remove went
cheerily in to change for dinner, lenv-
ing Bunter snorting,

Bunter was not satisfed. Fortunstely,
it did not matter whether he was satis-
fied or not.

——

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
The Cricket Captain !

OB CHERRY had rather &
thoughtful expression on_ his
rugged face when he turned out
after breakfast the following

morning—a sunny morning that gave
promise of a blazing day.

That day, Parker and his merry men
were to arrive for the cricket match at
Bunter Court, and—according to present
arrangements—Billy Bunter was to cap-
tain the house side.

That arrangement seemed satisfactory
to Bunter. It seemed far from satisfac-
tory to everybody, else concerned.

Harry Wharton |declined to speak to
Bunter on the subject. IE the Owl of
the Remove had had the sense of a
bunny rabbit, according to Wharton, he
would have taken & back seat in the
matter, But since he insisted upon a
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front seat, it was not for his guest to say
hiit nay. .

It was -always possible, of course, to
refiise to play under Bunter's remark-
able leadership. Still, it was difficult
for a guest to refuse to play for a host
who had got vp a cricket match, osten-
sibly for the entertainmont of his guests.

Wharton did not #hink of refusing to
play. Cricket was. ericket, even if the
motch was not on the Jines to which the
Greyfriars Remove were accustomed.
Bunter had to be in the team, anyhow;
even if Wharton had captained the side
he could scarcely have left ount the ]nrc{
of Bunier Court, futile fumbler as he
was, especially as players were short.
As Bunter wag to play, his calling him-
self captain of the side might not matter
yery much, if he had sense enough not
to meddle. It was only to be hoped that
lie had sufficient sense for that, .

But that was a verﬁoduuhtiul point,
and that was what b Cherry was
thinking about as he walked down to
look at the piteh after breakfast, I1f
he knew anything of Bunter, that fat
and fatuous youth was certein to take
advantage of this opportunity of swank-
ing at cricket—an opportunity that so
seldom came his way. Fellows who
agreed to iake on a chap as captain, had
to cbey that chap on the held, that was
pnly playing the game, Moreover,
Bunter was quite likely to bag the bowl-
ing: he fancied himself as a bbdwler.
And his style of bowling really was cal-
culated to leave untouched the side of
¢ large house, unless the house was very
near al hand.

Boeb Cherry was keen on cricket, and
keen on winning. He did not want a
Greyfriazs orowd fo be beaten by
fellows belonging to Combermere. Other
things being equal, Greyiriars ought to
win; and it would really be too bad to
lose the match owing to Bunter's
fetuous folly, Moreover, the Comber-
mere Eki};per. Parker, was n very un-
pleasant fellow, and the more disagree-
eble he was, the more Bob Cherry
wanted to send him home licked. It
was quite irritating to think of beng
beaten at cricket by that uunpleasant
shiny ynu:'lﬁ men, Parker. :

Hence the thoughiful expression on
Bob’s face, as he walked over the cricket
ground, and surveyed the pitch, which
was in beautiful condition. Everything

romsed & good game; exceptin

unter, It was reallfl a bright idea o
Bunter's to fix up the match, though
it was fairly clear that he had only done
0 &3 o chanes for swanking as a
aricketer. But it was a rotten idea for
him to think of captaining the house
side; indeed, it was not a good idea for
him to think of playing at sall, re-l"g.
Looking on, and dealing with the refresh-
ments, was Bunter's mark,

Bob wondered whether it would be of
any use appealing to the Owl of the
Remove, &8 » sportsman end a sensible
chap. Bunter was, in point of fact,
neither the one nor the other: skill,
there was a chance, and Bob resolved to
iry it. So he walked back to the house
to see Bunter.

As Combermere were booked teo
arrive ab ten, Bunter had to turn out
earlier than usual that morning. Turning
out early—nine o'clock seemed horribly
early to Bunter—did not improve his
temper. He breakfasted downstsirs for
once, and Bob found him finishing break-
fast, with & frowning brow. Bob was
not aware that Bunter had been up in
the night; being bligsfully unconscious of
ihe fact that there were two prisoners
in the Combermere wine-cellars, whom
_Bunter was under the painful necessity

of supplying with food.
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Bunter blinked at Bob as he came in. I in the face, Bob Cherry, but I'm not

Hiz blink was not promiging, but Beb
decided to try his luck, A

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!  Enjoying life,
old bean?” ho asked cheerily.

Grunt! el

“Glad to see you down in time for
the m , anyway.,”

Grunt ! _ _

When Bunter was peeyish, he did not
take the trouble to disguise the fact from
consideration of his guests. Chester-
fieldian manners were not in DBunter's
line: or indeed any manners at all, g0
far as & fellow could see

“Feeling fit, old man?" said Bob.

“"T'm always fit."

“0Oh ¥ _

Bunter helped himself to his seventh
rasher. It was the last on the dish, and
he blinked angrily at Thomas, =

“Can't a fellow have enough to cat in
his own house!” he inquired. " Bring
some more bacon, mani

"“Very good, sir,” said Thomas,

Thomas retired, with a singular ex-

ression on his face. Bob could read in

is face that he longed to bonnet Bunter
with the bacon-dish. Fortunately, the
Owl of the Remove was too snort-sighted
to cbserve it., Not that Bunter would
have been likely to read Thomas's ex-
pression aright. TIn his new and lofty
atrician haughtiness, Bunter had quite
allen Into the way of regarding ser-
vants as machines, which existed only to
minister to his comfort. The aristocratic
Owl would really have been quite sir-

ri?.ed tufl;;rn that Thomas had any
eelings of his own.
”I'E: been looking at the pitch,
g

! right, sup y [ather
paid hund%uds of pounds to have it laid
out,” said Bunter,

(1] HEI'II Il.l y

“"What are vou grunting about,
Cherry ¥ -

“Um! Wheat about making up the
gide, Bunter?”

“T've done that.” )

“Hem! 1 suppose you're going to
ask Wharton to captain the side?”

Bunter stared at him.

“Y don't sce why you should suppose
anything of the sort,” he answered, "I
don't intend to, anyhow.” |

“But look here, old chap—" )

“0Oh, don't talk rot, you know,” sad
Bunter. " We let Wharton muck up the
malches at Greyfriars; but I've got the
ericket traditions of my encestral home
to consider, here.”

i n.h' my h'.l-t !H . . -

“We're going to win this mateh,” said
Bunter, “I mean, I'm going to win it.
I want you [ellows to help all you can.
That's what I expect of you.”

Bob Cherry breathed hard. He would
have been glad to have Bunter back in
the Remove passage at Greyfriars, just
then, for & few minutes. However,
there he was, at Bunter Court; and it
was out of the question to deal with him
as he deserved. So Bob controlled his
feelings.

‘“But really, Bunter, old chap, Whar-
ton ought to captain the side,” Bob
urged patiently. “He's our ericket
captain, you know.”

'Rot I’

“Yiook here, Bunter—"

“ Rubbish !"

“You fat duffer!"” exclaimed Bob, for-

atting for the moment that he was far
rom the Greyfriars Remove passage.
p {;Dh. chuck it!"” said Bunter disdain-
ully.

“¥You can talk till you're black

NSWE
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letting Wharton muck up this match as
he does the matches at Greyfriavs.
Wheo's Wharton, anyhow?”

There was a pause. Thomas returned
with new ﬂupp?iea of provender, and
Bunter's peevish fage became more
amiable as he tucked into it.

“Well, look here, Bunter,” said Bob
nd last. " What about D'Arey? It wgu]&
be rather & compliment to a 8t. Jim's
cha tuh::?k bim to captain the side,”

i H I ¥

"D'Arey's a good man—"

“I know my old pal Gussy better than
you do,” zaid Bunter, " Socially, he is
quite my style. But not at cricket,”

“Oh, my only hat!”

e're going to win this match, and
quing' to show you fellows how to
do it,” said Bunter. " That cad Parker
is going to be licked at cricket—I've a

ood mind to lick him with my hands,
or his cheek; but I shouldn't care to
soil my fingers on him. He came here
and C‘ﬁaﬂknﬂ me the other day—here,
under my own roof.”

B;;}He cheaked Wharton, too,"” remarked

“{Well, that doesn't matter, does it?
But the fellow will have to learn that he
can't chesk a Bunter of Bunter Court.”

IIBgEn.I !I‘]' d k t t'

“For goodness’ sake, stop grunting,”
said .'Huﬁter. .

“Bunter, old man, do the sensible
thing,” urged Bob. “You want to beat
the Combermere lot, don’t you?”

“I'm going to beat them.”

;Thm ask Wharton to captain the
3{ nTII

“Rata! I'd ap scon ask you,” said
Bunter, “and that would be about the
limit, wouldn't it%"

Bob Cherry made s movement. Bunter
was helping himself to jem now, in
large quantitics; and he never knew
what a narrow escape he had of getting
the jam-dish on his fat little nose. For-
tunately, Bob restrained his just indig-
nation, and walked awsy instead of
Emming Bunter.  Arthur Augustus

"Arcy strolled in as Bob departed.,

“Wippin’ mornin', deah boy,” said
the swell of St. Jim's cheerily.

“Oh, topping!" said Bunter. “Ii's
rather rotten turning out so early,
though."

“Bat Jove! Early!™ e L

"Well, I'm accustomed to taking it
rather easy, in vacation,” said Bunter.
“Why shouldn't a fellow enjoy life,
when he’s rolling in meney, and has
8 horde of servants at his beck and
call ¥

i Ham !H

“1 shall put you down second to bat,

ussy."

" Aftah Wharton 1"

“No: after me.”

“Ba: Jove!”

“Y ghall open the innings, of course,”
gaid Bunter. "It encourages a side to
see o really good start, you know,”

“Yars, wathah! But——"

"“But what?”

“Nothin', old bean,” =zaid Arthur
Augustus, thinking it better to leave his
thnl:ﬁhts on the subject unuttered.

Billy Bunter had finished his break-
fast now. How he was going to run
that morning, with that terrific meal
ingide him, was & question. Not that
an answer to the question was necessary;
Bunter, the batsman, was not likely to
take Im'y runs, if it came to that.

The fat junior rolled to the window-
seat, and sat down. He leaned back and
closed his eyes, and Arthur Augustius
wondered whether he was going to‘ take
a nap after breakfast. So far as DiArcy
could see, Bunter's life on holiday was
made up chiefly of eating and napping.

(Continued on page 19.)
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Hear old Gosling ring the bell—
Rising-bell | i
YWhat a fortune we would give, in sweet
repose_to dwell
How we shiver, shiver, shiver,
In the icy air of morn!
While our sleepy eyelids quiver,
And we drowsily deliver
Muttered epithets of scorn!
At the clang, clang, clang,
From our cosy beds we dash;
And we shudder at the clashing and the
clanging of the bell,
Atb thni.qJ cillalmour and the clangour of the
e

Hear the morning lesson bell—
ateful belll
What n tale of task and toil itz tolling
seams fo telll
When it rings at nine o'clock,
Gee! it gives 1s guite a shock;
And we Tush to get our books with
startled wvell!

And our hearts go pitter-patter
When we hear the crash and clatter
And the terrifying sound we know so

well,
Of the twanging
And the clanlgi'ng
0Of the hateful lesson bell!
And the jangling
And the wrangling
Of the dreaded lesson bell!
And the swinging and the ringing of
the benstly lesson bell;
The rolling and the tolling of the bell!

Hesar the =chool assembly bell—
olemn bell!
What & glut of gloomy thoughts
monodies compel |
In the solemn morning light
How we shiver with affright
At the melancholy menace of its tone!
It means some silly duffer
Must a public flogging suffer
With a groan!
And the porter—sh, the porter,
Why, the wretch deserves no quarter,
oun must own.
0Old Gosling, "tis who tolls,
And he rolls, rolls, rolls,
Rolls & pean from tho bell !
And his chest, it seems to swell
With the pean of the bell,
And be gives a gloafing yell!
Keeping time, time, time,
In a sort of ruthless rhyme,
To the pman of the bell,
With its knell, knell, knell—
Hark! the moaning and the groaning of
the bell!

its

I HAVE just witnessed a puliic expulsion

—not in Blg Hull, but In Loder’s study.
Loder was reclining In his armehair, with a
clgurette between his lips, aund he was expel
ting o cloud of smoke!

EXPULRION s often referred to ma the
“long jump.” It might just as appropriately
be termed the ““sack” race!l Head
plays the part of “judge” and "_omlm
starter,’” and the “ course " Is fram Big Hall
down to the sohool gates!

FANCY Mr. Quelch going in Tear of expul-
gion! Sounds absurd, doesn't [67 Yebt when
Mr, Prout tan amok with his Winchester

WHO will he the next Grepfriers fellow
to sufler sentence of expulsion? It's quite
un the cards that Loder of the Sixth will
ke the umlocky one. I understand that
Loder recelved au anonymouns gift of & needle
and cotton during the week, There was a
note enclosed, which read: “I am sending
your this so that you con mepd your ways!"™

THE writer of these notes will never suffer
expnlsion. It's safe to prophesy that
Being of n sunny dispesition, I never allow
anybody to “puk me ount.”

ORI EEEEEEEEREE

EDITORIAL! ;

By Harry Wharton. %
o

HLODEEEEDED
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E have chosen rather n grim subject
for this week's special number—
the subject of expulsion, or, as

Gosllng, the porber, would term It,

“expollution.” Some time ago we had e
Special  Floggin Kumber, which was
thoroughly enjoyed. It's much nicer to read
about fogglngs than it in to receive them!
Certain readers wrote and nsked me to po
o step farther, nud produce a Special Expul-
sion Number, Well, I have dene 50, Dut
you mustn't expect this number to be grim
and ploomy, although the subject of i%
happens to be 5o, We nlways endeavour to
treat grim toples in a humorous way, and
we can squeeze plenty of fun even out of
a public expulsion, ns you will see.

Some of our contributors are authoritles

repeater the other dny. Mr. Quelch see_rned
mortally afraid of gefting *the bullet ™!

LOOKING back through the school recqrds,
T found that there was n fellow nnmei
Muskett expelled in 1305, T wasn't surprised.
A felinw with a name like that was bound to
he “fired "' sooner or later! [ believe the
whola school saw him “po off,” and his
pater, although he lived mnny miles away,
heard *a dreadful report *!

IN 16080 o fellow named Train was ex.
pelted. I suppose he had gone “ofl the
rails ' in some wny; nnd, anyway, he was
hound to be “shunted ' essner or Inter!
History tells us, however, that he left Dig
Hall with an upright © carriage.”

BRILLY BUNTER thinks thet a fellow
ought to be given a firat-class feed bhefore
Leing expelled, io order to fortifty him for
the ordenl. Il such & concession were made,
Bunter wonld come up smiling for an expul-
sion to-morrow morniong!

1 WELL remember Carberry of the Sixth,
the fellow who was expelled for “blagging."
He was a big, belty bounder. Reminded me
very much of nn elephant—particularly ps he
took hls Ftrusk ** with him!

on  exy , for they have been expelled
themselves Of couorse, their sentences were
reseinded, or they would not be here to-day
to tell the tale.

There was n time when ever‘y member of
the Famous Five was “sacked " in turn. 1
was Vetnopn-Smith who brought about this
amazing state of afairs. Those were the
days when Smithy was a reckless, unserupu-
lous, devil-may-care fellow who stopped at
nothing. A bitter feud existed between the
Bounder, as hie was then, and the Famous
Five, and our cheery Co. got the worst ol
it. How we were sacked, one after the
other, and how Hob Cherry brought us back
by meana of a big barring-out is now history.

Twao expulsions stand omt vividly in my
memory. One was the expulsion of Curberry
of the Sixth for  pub-hauntiog ¥ and other
shady pastimes; the othér was the expul-
glon of Henth of the Remove [for theft.
Heath was nbout the most despicable
charpcter [L hns ever been my misfortune to
meet, He cunningly countrived to fasten the
gullt on to Bob Cherry, and it really looked
at first as il the Innocent would have.ta
anffer Tor the puilty. Ieath, however, wai
# howled aut ™ ot the finish, and there were
plenty of dry eyes at Greyfrinrs when he
was piven marching orders,

Thers are severnl fellows at Greyirlars
to-day who can thank their lucky stars that
they have mabaged fo steer clenr of expul-
slon, Loder of the Sixth will have to gu
very warily, or be will find himself following
in the footsteps of the late unlamented
Carberry. HARRY WHARTON.
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HERE weas a sqlemn hush in Big
Hall at Greyiriars, The bell had
tolled forth its summons to a

T
Genernl  Assemnbly, and the
white-faced pupils were in their places,

Trouble of s serious nature was in
store for somebody., ‘That wos certaing
for the hirch and block had been placed
in position on the taised dais, A public
logging was en the tapis, and it would
possibly bo followed by & public
expulsion,

“Bomebody’s  for
Horton of the Romove. "

His chum, Berry, nodded grimly.

“Hope it isn't one of us, that's all!”
lie whispered npﬁraheqsivﬁly.

Snddenly the hush grew more intense,
a9 the door of Big Hall was ewung open,
und Jones minor, garbed in gown and
mortar-board, came strutting in.. Pale
faces grew paler, ilty consciences
Lecame more acuté. The Head and the
masters, who occupied the seats which
the Greyfriars fags used to occupy years
before, looked particularly uneasy.

Even when Jonss minor tripped over
his gown and went sprawling nobody
dired to gmile, Every face was owl-hke
in its gravity.

Jones minor picked himself up, with &
niuttered imprecation and continued to
etrut, like & perky cocksparrow, towards
the dais.

“Hilence " he squenked.

it!”  muoarmured

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD,

®

Foture

Az Apusiog Pen-Piclure o o
Puplic £ E)gm 117 the Yeor BoOZS
g wil) bein onogr: ong |

sters mmere notodieet

There was no need for the command.

The silence was so profound that ¥on
could have heard an acid-drop.
. ‘“Little boys,” said Jones mninor, glar-
ing at the bearded old jossers wim sak
in the masters’ secats, “'1 regret to say
that one of your number has been guilty
of a grave dercliction. (I swotted up
that word in the Dic.) I call upon the
Head to stand forward 1"

Quaking from head to foob with guilt
and terror, the Head stepped out from
hiz place and tottered with feeble steps
towards the platform.

“Dr. Funguss,” piped Jones minor,
“you had the brazen impudence, the
astounding nerve, the colossal cheek, to
lay bhands upon a member of the fag
fraternity yesterday. You actually
walloped him with an ashplant! Deny
it if you dare "

“1—I don't deny it, sir,” stammered
the Head in faltering tones. “I admit I
gava young Pranker s good thrashing,
He swas most rude to me—he called me
a bearded old buffer I

‘“And so you are!” snapped Jones
minor. “That didn't give you the right
to punish Pranker. Why, it's like fomg
back to the bad old days, when head-
masters had the power to punish! Have
yon asnything to ssy, Dr. Funguss, in
defence of your conduct?”

The Head shool in his shoes.

“T can only plend old age,” he mut-
tered. “Being in my second childhood,
gir, -¥ often do things that a sane man
would not dream of doing: I will make
young Pranker o public apology, and 1
suppose that will settle the mattor.”

Jones miner frowned,

“There's something wrong with your
supposer, then| I%- Funguss, I am
gomg to make a public example of youl
You will receive a round dozen with
the bireh, after which your name will be
struck off the school thingummybob, end
you will be expelléd in disgrace from
Greyfriars School

A shudder ran through the assembly
as they listened to that solemn sentence,

“Where iz De Creppit, the porter??*
asked Jones minor, glancing round.
“Ab, there yow are! Come and hold
this wretched boy in position over the
block while ¥ wield the merry biveh !”

“Mercy 1" wailed the Head.

" Rats [ growled Jones minor.,

And he pointer] grimly to the block,

Very reluctantly the Head got mcross
it, and the porter seized him by his long
beard. )

Jones minor then got busy with the
birch, and the victim's soreams of
anguish rang through Big Hall,

A dozen times the great birch rose and
fell, and the school shuddered at each
sturdy stroke.

The terrible ordeal was over af last,
and the Head lay squirming and grovel-
ling on the dais,

Jones minor pointed to the door.

“Go!" he screeched., "I've bheaten
the dust off your trousers, and now you
can al;mké the dust of Greyfriars off your
fept 1

Moaning and grosning, the Head
staggored towards the door. It clanged
behind him, and he was gone. Grey-

friers wounld kiow him mno mere.

“Thirsty work, this!” panted Jones
minor, laying aside the birch. And he
signalled to the master of the Remove
to run and fetch him a ginger-pop from
thé school tuckshop!
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BILLY BUNTER.

1t I were egospelled Greyiriars would go
fo the bow-wows. That's a sure fact, It's
only through me being here that our school
ia in the publick eye. Ask any chsual
stranger if he's ever heard of (reyfriars, and
he'll say, '*¥es. That's Bunter's school,
isn't §67"" It it wasn't for me being &
skoller here, nobiody would lave heard of
ihe plice. When I'm a proeperus Old Boy,
I shall use my-Inflewence to get the pame
of the school changed from Greyfriars to
8t, Billy's. Not that I perfess to be a saint
by any means, but I think m{ pame cnght
always ton be closely linked with the school,
There's no fear that I shall ever be sacked
from Greylrlars, 'The Head finds it n paying
propersition to keep me here; I'm such a
tremendus attraction, yom see. Peopls only
send {heir sons here to be educationlsed
bekawse I hapgen to be here, I hring
jnlly good bizzinezs to the place, and I think

F | Were
E(Pe' led

Our ConTRiauToRS TELL vE
WHAT ThZy woorp po (F
“TeE CHOPPER CAME DOwN'

!

the Head ought ta Jolly well pay me com-
migsivn !

ALONZO TODD:

It T wera expelled! Dear me! There is
quite a hig “IF» aliout that, My expul-
£lon Irom this illustrious and noble cdifice is
{ndeed n remote possibility, I pever commit
& punishable offence, lét  alone such, an
cpormity as would warrant expulsion. The
greatest orime 1 ever committed was to
whisper In the Form-room, and then I only
whispered to Bkinmer that I thounght My,
Quelch was a denr, Wind master whom I
adored. Vernon-8mith, who is inelined to be
cynieal, declares that it's the gocdy-goody
lellows who ought to be expelled, whilst the
law-breskers should go scot-free. If ever
discipline Is administered in that topsy-turvy
mapter, I shall be the first to be cast out

from the sehool In disgrace!

GERALD LODERY

If 1 were given the “long jump ¥ from
Qreyfriare, 1 should attribute my downfall
1o those prigmish young pups in the Remove.
1 refer to Whurton and his set, Before
shaking the dust of Greyfriars from my fest
I should wallop Wharton, chastise Cherry,
bash Bull, pobble Nugent, and slay Singh.
Then T should gu atriding down to the gates.
and snap my flngers in Acornful farewell at
ihia beastly prison, where a feltow iz bound
down by iron rulcs and regulations,

HARQLD SEINNER:

I shouldn’t have the slightest ohjection to
beigg expelled, so long pa the Head, in a
burst of .generosity, dido't throw in o public
!Io'ggi.nf with the eapulsion! Frankly, T
don't; like flogpings. They put such.a strain
on my vocal chords, The last time 1 was
flogged 1 yelléd and roared to such an extent
that 1 got n " clergyman’s sore throat,” It's
the Bead who really ought to get that
malady—through toe much “preaching !
Cheerfully would I pack my traps, and say
' Good-bye V¥ to Greyfriare tomorrow, it I
could be aseared that there would be no
public execution in Big Hall before 1 went!

DICKEY NUQEXT:

it T was expelled | should cause terrifick
excitement in big hall by standing my ground
and refusing to go, the head would say
nusent miver you are expelled In disgrace
and your name has been struck off the schoot
register go wretched boy you will find the
station hack waiting for you ounteide and i
shouldt flick my fingers i his fizz and say
ratts likewize bosh 1 jolly well won't budge
nnd’ then the head would be in an awful
dilemmer wouldn't he}

{Not in such a dreadful * dilemmer ' a3
those who iry to make head or tail of
Dicky's non-stop screed !'—ED.)
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HERBERT SUTOLIFFE.
The Yorkahire Record-breaker.
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W. G. GRACE'S RIVAL.

KK of the sepsations of the present
cricket senson hug been Jock Hobbs'
wonuerful effort to rival the record
of 120 centuries made by the famous

Gl tersbire ericketer, W, (. Grace. At
the moment of writing the Surrey profes:
slonnl is within one century of the record,
and thebe Js every possibility of hls bringing
off the feat before the cricket semson ends.

This season he has already scored twelve
eenturies. The record mumber of centuries
scored in & single seagon s thirteen, and
€, B, Fry, Tom Heyward, apd E. Hendrén
have all mchieved this feat. Thers is every
chance of Jack breaking this record as well
a5 that put up by W. G. Grace; while, i
fie keeps up to his present form, there is
little doubt that he will improve on the
9,827 Tuns which he geored during 1920—the
highest single-season total that he has yet
regched.

Hobbs Is not gulte so daring as he used
to be i tha batting-crease; this, however, is
compensated by .his more finished batting
gtyle. In the ‘early diys of his career he
put up some wonderful erformances, and
Hayward partnered him in at least three
fine stands. Ooe of these was in 1909, when
the two put on 3562 runs for the Arst wicket
apainst Warwlckshire' at the Oval; in thig
match Hobbs accomplished the feat of hit-
ting up two centuries, 160 and 100.

in 1013 the same pair put pn 313 ngainst
Woreestershire at Worcester; in 1914 they
mode n stand that proyided 200 ngaiost
Yorkshire,

Jack Hobbs has played seven tlmes fn
England against the ‘Australiaps, and last
year he went * down under ' with our Test
team, his fourth wvisit. There is mot the
slightest doubt but that he will play againat
the Ausales when they come over here o win
next year—and tt won't be Jack's fault it
they don't }eave the Ashes behlnd them |

A YORKBHIRE GQIANT.

Herbert Butcliffe is another great batsmnan
who will certainly face the Australlan bowl-
ing during 1925.° He was the hera of the
Kpgiand feam's visk to Australia In 1924,

ﬁﬂmr- OOEEOEEDIEEENEEEEE0RERE

©. PARKIN.
A Lanocashire Lad.
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FAMOUS GRICKETERS
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This Week’s Superb Free
Stand-up Cut-out Photos.

J. B, HOBBS;
Burrey's Hero!
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when he put up records which will stand for
many years to come.

It was Butcliffe who partnered Hobbs In
the retord wicket stund of 1924; this was
l%ﬁ.lﬂlt the visiting South Alricuns at Lord's,
when they put on 208 rums for the first
wicket—far and awsy the best artnership
of the season, 1f they can reveal the same
form when the Aussiea come over, Do one
will be likely to grumbie,

These two, Sutclife and Hobbs, opened the
Rngland ionlogs for four vub of the five
games against the Australians In the 1nst
Test serles. Between them they knocked up

{1 oo less. than 1,307 runs in these games alone

—mare runs than were made by any other
two bntamen of elther team.

Sutelllte has always becn keen om work
with the willow, and to play for Yorkshire
was one of the ambitions of his boyhood—an
ambiion that was realised slx years back.
It is an interesting fact that be pla&'ed in
Yorkshire’s 1,000th match In the County
Cricket Championship; this was the Yorks v.
Rurrey game at Leeds on May 27th, 1924,

Herbert Suteliffe is now thirty-one years
of age, and his birthday is November 25th.

NEXT WEEK!

HEA“ (Hants).
WHYSALL (Notts).
WOOLLEY cxenv.
DIPPEH (Gloucestershire).

—_—i

MIND YOU GET THEM, BOYSI

A LANCASHIRE LAD,

Cecil Parkin is easily the most popular
figure in Lancashire cricket, and he
thoroughly. deserves the ndmiration which
his. zepantional bowling evokes. He has
accomrll.uhed many surpristug feats since he
first played county cricket, and mot the least
of these was when he took fourteen Leicester-
shire wickebs at Liverpeol during his very
firat game for Lancashire in 1914,

He was born at Eaglescliffe, pear Yarm-on.
Tees, Durham, on November 18th, 1886, but
It was not until 1922 that he managed to
get In a full senson’s cricket for his county.
He owes his bowlipg success to the tremen-
dous amount of spin that he geta on fhe
ball, and the way In whleh he can vary his
paca and length has puzzied the finest bats-
men that ever held a willow.

He took mine wickets In the Gentlemen v,
Players match In 1920, and this feat asaured
him of a place [n the England team during
the su went tour In Australin, wheo he
played in three games. He also played when
the Aussies came over ln 1021, taking part
in_four games out of the Dve.

Parkin's bowling 18 exceedingly difficult to
hit, a fact that §s testiled by his 1924
uvérage; he took 1090 wickets for an nverage
of 18 runs each, and he bowled 360 maiden
overs out of a totsl of 904 in the sesson!

Hizs best 1024 performante was made ib
May, when, at Manchester, he took elght
Derbyshire wicketa for 20 rons, bowlin
n total of tweniy-one overs, of which no.
than thirteen were maldens,

At the end of |'

the same week, when Lancashire played
Glamorgan at Liverpool, he took ten wickets
in the match for 8 runs, bowling twenty-five
overs, fourteen of {bhem being maidens.

THE MIDDLESEX ‘ SLOQGER.”

It it had not been so wet last ™ summer,"
it is more than likely that *“FPat " Hendren
would have made even his fteat 1023 batting
nverage look smull, As it was, the 1024
averages show him third on the list, with
2,100 runs to his credit for an average of
neurly 47 each innings.

But {n 1923 Hendren was right at the top,
with 3,010 runs and an average of 77.17 runs;
200 not oot being bis highest single innings
score. ‘This was & great seasom lor him,
ntnd he made no less thnn nipe centuries.
He made only two in 1924, which bronght
his total up to ffty-two centuries in frst-
clags cricket,

He went to Aostralia with the Test team
last year—his third tour—doing yeoman
service whén England most needed it in the
third Test mateh and making 92 rTuns;
Australis beat us ln thiz game by juat Il

runs,

«Pat " came second In  the batting
averages of all matehes played in Australia
by the England team, with 1,817 runs to his

eredit for an average of 62.70.

Perhaps his best performance in Australian
ericket was doring the 10%0-21 series, whea
he partnered J. W. H, T. Douglas ot Mel-
bourne against Vietorin; they put on 328 for
the sixth wicket,

No one looks to a batsman like Hendren
for anything great in the bowling line; but
he accounted for Malley's wicket during tha
first inoings of the third Test mateh in the
last serles! “Pat ™ also took the ball
against Surrey at Lord’s Inst year; he bowled
f?g one over, and four runs were scored ofl
11m.

Heodren says that Lord's is his favourite
batting ground; he once came VEry BEAT to
breaking the record of the ground, With a
better summer than we d last year,
wPpat " |a going all out fo improve on even
his wonderful 1923 performance.

Q}uuuuu@.n-11-1L-:|-ll-n-ii-ll-u-u-n-‘ -1t-1'-=ui;§
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“ PAT" HENDREN.

The Middiesex Slogger-
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16 YOU CAN START THIS FASCINATING COMPETITION NOW, CHUMS!—

(SEE THE GRAND LIST

HIS splendid competition has ' caught on" with
Magnetites, and bi:[:; fair to be the most popular contest
the good old paper has ever run, Evewﬁody 18 inyited
to join in, and there is no entrance fee !

We are making this week a special occasion for NEW-
COMERS, so you will find the First Set given again below.
The Sceond and Third Sets appear cpposite, and on Page 18,2
seprint of the Fourth Set will be found, togethet with: Hhis
week's puzzles—Set No. 5. The complete List of Cricketers'
Names, which includes the name of every " cricketer ' represente
by a picture throughout the competition, is given again on Page 2.

Thus, all those wha missed this great contest mn its earlier
weeks have a remarkable opportunity of starting here and now—
and without the expense of getting back numbers. Present
competitors may, of course, use these reprinted sets to build
up a second attempt to win one of our topping prizes.

THE WAY TO Wiwx.

Each picture represents the name of a famous cricketer, and
when you have made out the answer to esch of the puzzles,
write it [N INK in the space underneath. Then keep the sets
by you until next week, when we shall give you the final set,
the necessary coupon, and full directions for the sending in of
your entries.

OF PRIZES, OPPOSITE.)

The contest is a six-week one, and the amended closing date

will be THURSDAY, SEPTEMBER 3rd, 1925,

You must adhere strictly to these Rules,

The First Prize will be awarded to the reader whao sends a
correct, or most nearly corrgct, solution of the six sets of puzzle-
pictures, The other prizes will be awarded in order of
merit,

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

The Editor reserves full right to divide the prizes or their
value. Mo competitor will réceive more than one prize. Itis a
distinct condition of entry that the decisien of the Editor be
taken as final and hinding.

Entries mutilated or bearing alterations or alternative names
will be disqualihed. No correspondence will be allowed.
No responsibility can be taken for delay or loss in the post or
otherwise.

mployees of the proprictors of the MAGNET may not
compete.

PRESENT COMPETITORS !—This Week's Set (No, 5) appears on Page 18,

FIRST SET—

—AGAIN!
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—A GLANGE AT THE NAMES ON PAGE 2 WILL SHOW YOU HOW EASY IT I§! 17

PRIZEWINNERS IN THE THIRD GRADE MAY CHOUSE FROM THIS LIST!

CRICKET BATS, SWIMMING COSTUMES, CRYSTAL SETS, FOOTBALLS, BATTING PADS, STEAM
ENGINES, MECCANO SETS, STAMPS AND STAMP ALBUMS, CHEMISTRY OUTFITS, SETS OF BOXING-
GLOVES, HEADPHONES, PAINT-BOXES, ELECTRICAL TOY OUTFITS, CAMERAS, ELECTRIC TORCHES,
AIR PISTOLS, COMBINATION POCKET KNIVES, FOUNTAIN PENS, CHEST EXPANDERS {GYM EXER-
CISERS), ROLLER SKATES, TENNIS RACQUETS, AIR GUNS, AUTOGRAPH ALBUMS, FRETWORK OUTFITS.

“FAMOUS CRICKETERS® « N°3.

Ting MagkRET LIBRARY,—XNo. 914,



18  ONLY DNE MORE SET TO SOLVE, AND THEN—THE PRIZES!

No4,
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REMEMBER THE GLOSING DATE!  scrmemoca¥sea.
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page 12.)

{Continwed from

Bunter opened his eyes again aml
blinked at the swell of 8t. Jim's;

“Tell 'em to esll me when Parker's
crew get here,” he said. “'I think T'll
have forty winks.”

“Didn't you sleep well, deah boy?"”
asked Avthur Augustus a?'mpathétrca]l_v.

“7 always sleep well,” said Bunter,
“But last night—"

The Owl of the Remove broke oft sud-
denly. ¥

“But you conldn’t aleep last night?”
said Artgur Aupgustus.  “That’s weall}‘
too bad, before the match te-day.
woke up in the night myself once, and
heard. somebody walkin’ past my door,
Was it you, old bean?”

Bunter started.

“Oh, no! I slept like a tep,” le
said. “Imagination, old chap! You
couldn’t have heard anybody, you know.
1 didn't pass your door, and, besides, ]
trod very lightly—"

“ Wha-a-at1”

“1—) mean—"

“Pai Jove! I weally do

net guite
see what you mesn, tah |7

Dun said
Arthur Augustus in astonishment.

“The—the fact is—" Bunter stam-
mored,  "“The—the nctusl fact is, J
didn't sleep well, and I turned out to
walk in the corridor for a few
minutes. That's how it was. I didn't
go dowustaira, Why should 17"

Arthur Augustus gnwd at him.

Why even Billy Bunter should tell
untruths, upon so apparently trivial a
matter, was a puzzle to him. .

“Tf those fellows have been tclling
you anything——" .

“The follows have not been fellin' ma
anythin’, Buntah.” .

“That's all right, then,”” said Bunter.
“If they spin ci;'c;:m any yarn about find-
ing me wandering about &b night,
they'll enly be pulling your leg, you
know.. Nothing in it—nothing at all.
Besides, I suppose a chap can walk
about his own house at night if he
choozes 7”

“¥Yaas, waihah,”

“Not that 1 do anything of the kind,
on know, The actual fact is, that T've
sen subject to sleep-walking st times,”
taid DBunter, blinking at Arthur
Augustus, “If by any chance you ever
happened to see mo about at night
\vhira you're staying here put it down
to that—see?” .

1T gap,” snid D'Arcy, though he did
niot quite see. A .

Bunter closed his eyes again, salis-
fied that he had satisfied Arthur
Augnstus; though certainly that noble
vouth was little likely to guess that
Bunter had gone down in the night to
take food to prisoners in the wing-
cellars. A geutle snore was learl,
which grew, crescendo, into a deep and
yesonant one. Bunter was taking his
nap. Arthur Augustus sauntered away
to join’ the Grey riars fellows,

“Poor old Buntah!” he murmured.
“Tt must be howwid to be subject to
sleep-walkin'—chap might fall down-
staire and bweak his neck, bai Jove!
But I weally do not see why he couldn't
mention that at first without tellin' sii-
lay whappahs to begin with |

Arthur Augustus had slready dis-
covered that Bunter lived, and moved,

and hed his fat being, in sn atmosnherce
of “whoppers,” and Gussy did not ap-
prove of whoppers. Still, he felt quite
sympathetio towards Bunter. Som-
nambulism was undoubtedly & troublu:
soie affliction—if Bunter sufferad from

1.

Billy Bunter had enjoyed more ihan
forty winks when he was awnkened by
a yigorous shake.

Heo opened hig eyes and blinked
Bt]b Cherry.

‘Ow! Leggo!
he mumbled

Bob chuckled.

“Wake up, old top!”

“Leggo, you beast !”

“Wake up! The jolly old ericketers
have arrived!” chuckled Bob. *“Tim=z
to get changed, Bunter."”

“Ohl" unter rubbed his slecpr
eyes. ''All right! Tell 'em to wait bill
I'm ready!”

And Buntor rolled away to change.
and then rolled down to the Cember-
mere cricket-ground, clad in flannels,
and looking as if he wera on the point
of hursting oui of them.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the Balsman !

ILLY BUNTER, of course,

last on the ericket-ground.

He found that Harry Whar-

ton & Co. were all there, and

wore: in cheery conversation with some
of the Combermere fellowa.

Parker, the captain of the Combor-
mere Ramblers, did not seem quite ab
his ease, though he responded to tho
civility of tha Greyfriars follows.

Parker's last visit to the house hadl
been paid after the mysterious disap-
pearance of his employer, Mr. Pilkins,
the_estate-sgent. Parker had come up
to inguire after Mr. Pilkins, réceiving
no satisfaction from either Walsing-
ham, the butler, or Billy Bunter, the
lord of the domain.

Parker's manners, on that occasion,
had undoubtedly left much to be
sired. He had gone so far as to term
Bunter a “bilk,” which was libel, ac-
cording to the old saying that the
greater the truth the greater the libel.

Neither had the estate agent's young
man concealed his opinion of the whole
party as n “gang of bilks,” which was
naturally very offensive to the chums of
Greyfriars, and led them to look upen
Parker with inimical eyes.

Since that date Walsingham, the
butler, had followed Mr. Pilkins’
example of performing the vanishing
trick, without a word of explanation
to anyone; and Parker was wmore per-
plexed and suspicious than ever.

He was so suspicious that he lad
oven thought of calling in the aid of
the police; but he naturally hesiteted
to take that extreme step.

He realised that he would have
looked extremely foolish afterwards had
Mr, Pilkins returned with the simple
announcement that he had been unex-
pectedly detained in Lendon for a week
o two.

In the circumstances Harry, Wharton
& Co. were rather surprised that
Dunter bad fixed up the match with the
local club. Parker, however, had been
quite keen on it—for his own reasons,

Having been ojected b{ the footmen
on his ﬁsb visit, he could not call ab
Combermere ga , &gain; and the
cricket mnatch gave him the opportunity
of coming up to “have & look round,”
as he expressed it to lis friends.

His suspicions, though vague, were
deep, and growing deeper. There hadl
been no word from Mr, Pilkins; and
now the bufler was goune without a

as

"Tain't rising-bell 1™
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word, and Parker fdlt that there ‘was
a -lot that r‘é?uimd expliining. He did
not cdream of suspeeting that the two
men werg still on the premises; but lie
hoped to discover something by keeping
an eya on Master Bunter—whom he
was hl:l_'l_l_]g- econvinced was o “‘bilk ¥ of
tha first water, Hence Parker's
glacrity in arranging to bring his meh
up to the Lodge for a cricket match.

The cheery greeting of HMarry Whar-
ton & Co. rather disarmed Parker. He
was not a particularly bright young
man; but on closer contact with the
chums of Greyfriars he ‘realised that,
whatever Bunter might be, these fel-
lows were not bilks or the confederates
of a bilk.

Hu came to the conclusion that they
were ‘“‘mugs® taken in by Bunter; and
the latter part of his conclusion, at
least, was corvect.

“E sugjpcsa Mr. Walsingham will
umpire for ths house,” he was saying
s Bunter rolled into view.

“Walsingham! Neo, he's
said Harry.

“I heard that he eame back yestor-
day,"” ®aid Parker, with o keen and
rather sidelong look af the captain of
the Remove.

“Did hat
then,”

‘‘ Mr. Horrocks told me last night that
Walsingham had felephoned to him
from Combarmera ge.”

“First T've heard of 1, said Harry
carclessly, “Anyhow, I'm prelty cer-
tain he's not hers now.”

“Hallo, hallo, halio!  Hers's Bun-
tor,” said Bob Cherry. “Ts Walsingham
at home, Bunter 7"

Buntér shook his head,

“No; Pyva had to send him back fo
London en important business,” he said,
“Never mind Wakingham., Good-
morning, Barker |

"My name’s Parker,” said the zsiale
office young man, with wnpleasant cm-
phasig,

“Yo it7? I forget names,” sgaid Bunter
casually. “Well, if you're ready,
Harker——"

“ Parker !
“Yes, yes, Parker! Parker if you
like | #aid Bunter impsatiently. “Let's
see aboul getting started; no time for

away,”

I saw nething of lim,

jn‘v !i’J
“Bai Jove!” muormured Arthun
Augustus, almost overcome by inia

sample of William
polished manners.

The prelimimaries having  been
arranged, the two caplains tossed for
clioice of innings, Bunter was estab-
lislied now as captain of the house side:
no one raised any further objections.
Wharton had looked over the Comber-
mara cro}.vd, and his opinion was that
tha Greyiriars fellows ought to win—if
Bunter let them.

The Combermere men were older.
But the Famrous Five were great
cricketars, and D'Arey of St. Jim's was
n first-class man at the game, in spite of
iz dandified ways. Thomas and Albert
hed been faken in to play, as waell as the
lodge-kecper’s gson and the gardener's
boy, to make up the eleven. These
recruits were %!'obably not very valu-
able, but the Famous Five would nob
have hesitated to tackle Parker & Co. on
their own. The problem was whether
Bunter, in the role of ericket captain,
would give his men & chance of winning
the game. That was what remained to
bhe seen.

Bunter won the toss and elected to

George Bunler's

ik
“(Gussy, old man—" .
Arthur Aungustus contrived to smila
geuially, As Bunter's guest he eould
Tar Miexer Lispary.—No, 814,



20 LONG COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & C0. EVERY WEEK!

not lct Bunter know how he disliked
being called *Gussy » by the fat junior
of Greyfriars.

““Yaas, deah boy.” _

“You'll go to the othor end, old chap,”
said Bunter. “Try to kecp the fnnings
open for me."

““Bai Jove !V

“Youn haven't sten much of my bat-
ting,” said Bunter, *““You see, at Grey-
friars I'm kept a good bit in the back-
ground, so far as games are concerned,
There's a lot of jealousy in cricket.”

* Weally, Buntah——"

“That's why you've mnever seen me
play for Greyfriars when we've sent men
over to Bt. Jim's, you know. Y¥You don't
mind my telling D’Arcy the facts,
Wharton

Harry Wharton laughed.

“L haven't heard vou tell him any
facts, so far,” he answered.

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Well, roll-on, old porpoise, if you're

ing to open the innings,” said Bob
E{:l.mrr ) “gomebndy Eel‘- ready to chalk
up & big round nought on the board.”

“Ha, hn, ha!”

“0h, cheese it, Cherry! This isn't o
time for petty envy,” said Bunter,

“0h, my hat!”

“The fact is, I expeot to be not out,
Crussy,” said Bunter, “ You can sec that
the fellows we're playing aren't much
class at cricket. What?”

“Ob desh!” ' murmured  Arthur
Augustus, quite distressed. Parker was
in hearing, but a trifle like that did not
dizeoncert Bunter. Tt disconcerted the
swell of St. Jim's considerably.

“What I want you to do is to keep the
innings alive while I score,” explained
Bunter. '"All you fellows do the same.”

“* The samefulness will be terrifie, my
esteemed fatheaded DBunter,” grinned
Hurrce Bingh.

"Don't you worry aboul run-getting,
Gussy. Leave that to me. Just put in
eome stone-walling, and don't try on
any St, Jim's swank, you know.”

Leaving Arthur  Augustus D'Arcy
quite speechless, Bunter rolled away
cheerily to the wickets. Arthur
Augustus stood rooted lo the ground,
gazing after him. Bob Cherry grinned
and jogged his elbow,

“Man in, you know,"” he said.

“Bai Jave!” gasped Arthur Augustus.
“I—I—I suppose Buntah weally means
1o offence, you know. But for a fellow
who means no offance ho hay a weally
wemarkable way of expwossin” himself,”

And the swell of Bt. Jim's trotted away
to his wickets, to stand aside while
Bunter received the bowling.

The Combermere men were in the field,
and Parker went on to bowl., The
estate-pffice {:}ung man tather fancied
himself a5 a bowler; but as & matber of
fact, he would not have been very usefnl
against the ayerage man in Harry Whar-
ton’s team ab Gregfrisrs. DBuf Bunter
was very far from being &n average
Greyfriavs cricketer. When it came to
games Bunler was in a class by himself
—entirely ‘by himself.

Parker sent down the ball. Bunter
spread himself to that ball. e was
going to begin by knocking the first ball
far and away beyond the boundary.
That would be encouraging to his side,
and would show the Combermere men
the kind of ericketer they had to deal
with. No doubt Hunter would have
landed a “sixer but for the trifling cir-
cumstance that his bat missed the ball
by about a yard.

Crash !

“How's that?” hLooted Parker,

“Ha, ha, hal"

Ot 1
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Bunter stared at his wicket,

_The middle stump was out of the
ground, snd the bails lay low. Ewven
Willinm George Bunter could not deny
that it was “out,” He was prepared to
dispute with the umpirc, ¥ necessary;
but really, in this case, there was no
room for a dispute. A spread-eagled
wicket was not to be argued about, even
by a cricketer of Bunter's quality.

“Oh!” ejaculated Bunter.

" Ha, ha, ha!”

“How's that?"” shrieked all Parker's
man,

“Bai Jove!” gasped Arthur Augustus
I¥Arey. “Bai Jove, this weally does
take the bun! I wondah how much wun-
gettin' there would be in this match
if we left the wun-gettin' to Buntah, gs
ho wequested.”

“Get a imove on, fatty ! called ont
Johnny Bull as Billy Bunter stood
staring at his wrecked wicket.

‘ Extraordinary " srid Bunter,
“What 8 game this is for Aukes!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

And the lord of Bunter Court earried
oub his unused bat and left the innings
to lesser mortuls.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter is Not Satisfied !
HARItY WHARTON & CO. piled

into the game with great
energy.

All the Combermere fellows
were grinning at the sample they had
reccived of Greyfriars ericket, and really
the Co. could not hlame them for grin-
ning, 8till, they felt a keen desire to
give Combermere something more
scrious to think ahout than grinning.

They scon succeeded.

It was Bunter's lofty command that his
local recruits should bat before the
Famous Five; doubtless he wished to
make it clear that he considered those
great chiefs of the Remove very small
beer.

So Thomas and Albert, and the
gardener's boy, and the lodgekeeper's

son all went in s the wickets fell, while

the mighty men of the Remove waited.
But thoy did not have to wait long,
Parker & Co. were not great cricketers,
but they were much more than equal to
depling with Thomas end Albert, et-
cetern.
The score was at five for four wickets

when Dol Cherry went in, to ioin
Arthur Augustus, who was still stoady at
his post

By that time Parker & Co. seemead
to be looking on the game ss a sort of
procession, and their grins were wide
and extensive.

Now they woke up, as it were.

Bob Cherry started with a hit to the

boundary, and followed it up with
another, and then ran three with
Arthur  Auguostus, Then  Arthur

Augustus landed & two and a three.
“This looks a bit more like!"”
marked Johnny Bull with a chuckle.

“Just a bit [” said Harry.

“The more likefulness is terrifie!”

“There i goes againl Bravoe, Bob "

“Well hit, old man!”

“Bravo !"

“Good old
DIArcy I}’

Bob Cherry and Arthur Augustus, be-
tween them, were making the fur fly.
The Combermere cleven quite woke
up now. Parker censed to grin as he
laboured at the House wickets, and
laboured in vain. His change howlers
had no better fortune.

re-

Bt. Jim's! Bravo,

Arthur

Augnstus  had contributed

| forty when he was caught out at last.

He came back smiling to join the Co.

Man in!” grunfed Bunter. “Now
thar!. get a move on, Wharton, for good-
ness' sake! Don't keep us waiting all

day 1"

" Why, you fat duffer—
No back chat. Get on the feld!”
The ea%nin of the Remove suppressad
snapped Bunter,
his feelings and went t6 the wicket
vacated by Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.

“The innings {a practically over,
Gussy,” Billy Bunter ohserved confi.
dentially.

Arthur Augustus stared at him,

. “Bai Jove! T thought it was only
just beginnin’,” he replied.

“Not at all. ¥on don't know much
about cricket at St. Jim’s, you know."

“Weally, Buntah—" ' s
. “Wharton may fluke a few runs, but
it won't last long,”" said Bunter. * You
see, I know the game, and 1 know what
o fellow can do. I may say I'm a past-
master of it. But the best players may
have luck—as you saw in my
mnings | Hotten fluke—what?"

“Was it a Auke, Buntah "

" Oh, yes; that man Parker can’t howl
for toffee! Sheerest accident I ever
aa;wb!];:s taking my wicket like that,”

LD !'?

“You'll see something different in my
next innings," said Bunter. “I ghall
show these country joskins what real
cricket is like., I shall want you to
open the innings with me, I'Arcy, and
I want you to be a bit more careful,
Your batting is a bit wild and fuffy,
if you don't mind my mentioning it.
Don't walk away while o fellow's talk.
ing to you, Gussy.”

But Gussy seemed deaf.

Even his polished politeness seemed to
be wearing a little thin at last. Bunter,
apparently unaware of the sirain he was
putting upon Gussy’s good manners,
blinked after him in surprise.

“Hello! There goes Cherry’s wicket,”
he remarked, “That's an essy catch

he's giving them! Wall, my hat!
Missed it! Butter-fingers!”

“You b]if.herin‘g Owl!"  exclaimed
Johnny Bull, "The ball didn't go

within three yards of the mant"

‘“Oh, really, Bull—"

“Can't you open your eyes and shut
your mouth for a change!?' demanded
Johnoy Boll,

“My esteemed Johnny!” murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. And
Johnny Bull gave a grunt and moved
off. Bunter was never easy to tolerate,
and he seemed hardest of all to tolerate
on the ericket field.

“Cheeky  rotter!” ssid Bunter.
“Halle! Whagton's down! Well, my
hat! The umpire says not out! What's
the man ebout?"

“It's not out, ass!” said Nugent.
"“The ball wes yards late!"

“Rot! You can't teach mo anything
about ‘cricket, Nugent! Talk about
things you understand, old chap!”

Frank Nugent moved away
Johnny Bull,

Billy Bunter continued to blink at the
game impatiently, Harry Wharton and
Bob Cherry were putting up a grest
innings, and the Combermere field

aftor

panted after the ball, and perspired
after it, and realised that they were in
for bard work. The easy catches which

Bunter’s wonderful eye dstected never
came the way of the hapless fieldsmen,
The score was going up hy jumps, and
Wharton and Bob looked like staying in
till lunch.
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“What. bowling!” srid Bunter.

“YWhat fielding! My hat! How long is
this rot going to last "

‘Do you want your own men out, my
csteemed and ludicrous Bunter?” asked
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

Bunter grunted discontentedly,

He did not exactly want his own men

out. Bub he wanted to get on to his
second innings, when he was going tlo
show the universe what real cricket was
like. FHis fat face quite brightened when
Bob Cherry was bowled ai last by the
crimson and perspiring Parker,
, “Time, too!” grunted Bunter, " Man
in, Bull! Doen't hang sbout buckling
your pads. Why aren't yonr ready?
Haven't you ever played ericket beforn?
For goodness’ sake, get going!”

“You fat idiot—"

“Look here—"

Johnuy Bull went ont te join Whar-
ton., Billy Bunter gave Bob a sarcastio
blinlk.

“Call that ericket?” he asked. “My
hat! You were out about fifteen times
if those howling asses knew what o
g‘atﬁh was! It really wasn't fair to stay

!

“Fathead !"" said Bob.

“QOh, really, Cherry——""

“Give us a rest, Bunter.”

“If that's the way you falk
you're on 8 visit, Cherr H

“Br-r-rerr

“Hsallo! Bull's
Bunter.

Bunter was right this time. Johnny
Bull had had bad luck. The Comber-
mere field gasped with relisf to see him
go out without a run.

“Man in, Inky!”

%1 am ready, my esteemed Bunter.”

‘“Well, hurry up, and don’t waste time
talking I

“My worthy, fathended Bunter—"

‘" Dry up! This is & cricket match, not
a conversgzione,”

Evidently William Geor Bunter,
heing dressed in a litile brief authority,
Jid not mean to let his authority sleep.
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh went to the
wickets with suppressed feelings.

“ Good for about 21" remarked Bunter.

But the Nabob of Bhanipur was good
for more than 2. He proved to be good
for 30. And then Frank Nugent went
in. Nugent was perhaps the lemst for-
midable batsman in the Co., but he
proved a good second to the captain of

when

out !"  chuckled

ihe Remove. The runs piled up and the

total was 160 by the time Nugent's
wicket fell.

Harry Wharton came off smijling, not
out—160 rTuns was a good totel, and
Harry Wharton thought it probable that
the House side would not Suw’a to hat
again. He was quite satisfied; but it ap-

eared thut Bunter was more exacting,
e was not satisfied at all,

“Lunch now,” said Bunter. *In our
next innings I want you fellows to do a
bit better. I don’t want tu find fault, of
course; but I really rhonld like you to
remember that you're playing cricket,
and not just knocking a ball about for
fun. Keep that in mind.”

And Bunter marched off with his fat
little nose in the air. The Co. stared
after him, and Bob Cherry chuckled,

“Some skipper I” he remarked.

“Yaas, wathah[” gesped Arthur
Augustus,
And both teams went to lunch.

Parker & Co. were glad of the rest, and
certainly they liked the lumch. Tt was
ample and it was good. Whatsoever
Bunter's shortcomings as a cricketer, he
was in his element 1n the eatering line,
and hie hospitality was unbounded when
he did not have to fool the bill—as in
the present cese.

crash. '* Yarooooch !’ “‘Ha,

Buntet missed his footing and pitehed headlong, landing on the earth with a terrific

ha, ha ! ** The players doubled up with laughter

and yelled—while Bunter yelled, too, though in quite a different manner !
(See Chapter 10.)

Ag for Bunter, he devaoted his whole
attention to lunch. He was going to do

reat deeds as a bowler and a batsman
that afternoon; but in the megntime
there was a matter of much greater im-
portance to think of, and Billy Bunier
digmissed cricket from his fat mind, ne—
in comparison with lunch—a trifle light

ag air,
— e N

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
%“Some ** Bowler !

ILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER

“/ rolled on the green, sunny field

loftily and swanking in man-
ner, but gasping a little.

He was in bhis proper place as eaptain
of cricket, he felt that, FHis deeds of
derring-do were going to keep \.3:\ Lhe
best traditions of Combermere Lodge in
that line. He was going to show Parker
& Co. and his unbelieving schoolfellows
of Greyfriars how the grand old gaine
shonld be played when it was handlad
by a master-hand, 4

But there were drawbacks.

A cricket captain was barred off from
long and heppy naps in the afternoon
of o one-day match.

That was not only a drawback, but o
very serigus one. With his lunch inside
him—what any other fellow would have
considered six or seven lunches inside
him—Bunter was mniore disposed for
fluniher than cricket, Deep, solt grass,

or a hammock ander shady trees, ap-
pealed powerfully to him; the summar
game seemed small beer in comparison.

The Owl of the Remave way strengly
tempted to tell Wharton to carry on, and
put a substitute in the field for the
Combermere innings, while he laid his
fut self out to rest fer an hour or iwo
in pleasant shade.

Only one consideration really deterred
him, The other fellows would have
been o glad to see his back that Buntex
was resolved that they shouldn't.

Moreover, he waen't going to have
that match chucked away by roiten
cricketers, Good bowling was wanted,
and Bunter fancied himsarf in that line,

S0, after a really intense struggle,
Bunter chose the path of duty, instcad
of the primrose ﬁath of indulgence, and
rolled down to the cricket ground with
his tean.

He was not in a good temper, A
fellow who had disposed of six or seven
lunches in suecession, and was deprive
of his nap; couldn’t be expected to he
jolly.

Bunter's temper was short and sharp.
He was determined to stand no nonsense.
He was captain of the House side, and
every fellow on the field was gﬁsng to
know it. In fact, the Ow} of the Remove
was looking out for faulta to find. Tlo
wanted to hear rebellicus objections, zo
{hat he could sit upon them in the most
crushing manner. His little round eyes
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blinked peevishly through his big spec-
tacles looking for trouble.

Bob Cherry was the first fellow who
asked for it. . "
" I was so obviously the right thing to
give Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh as much
bowling as possible, that Bunter could
be trusted not to do it. On that subject
Bob felt bound to spesk a word, and
he found difficulty in spesking the word
politely, But he contrived to do so.

:‘ Bu.ufer, old mdnxia—';"

Well 77 yappe unter, B
“You'll Ife giving Inky the bowling,

I suppose " )
Billy Bunter eyed him contemptu-
ously. -
“Inky? Hee, hee, hea!” Bunter’s

izt caclkle expressed the utmost derision.

“Inky's a good man, you know,” urged
Bob. “We look on him as our best
bowler in the Remove.”

“I've no doubt you do,” agrecd
Bunter, “You would! ¥You don't know
what bowling is, you koow "

“Look here, BDunter—" e
“1 might have piven Inky a trial,
said Bunter. ‘I offered yesterday to
give him some tips in bowling, He
didn’t choose to take advantage of it.
I'm not chucking this match away to
amuse you, Cherry, or Inky either, I
may want him once or twicc as a change
bowler. But that's the limit.”
Bob Cherry breathed deep.
“Who's bowling, then?” he
“Wharton's good—"
“1 dare say you consider Wharton
good,” agreed Bunter. “Goodness only
knows what you consider, on a subject
¥ou don’t know anything about. I con-

sider him jolly bad.”

“D'Arey's a fairly good bowler, T be-
lieve——"

“Next to me, the best of the lot,”
assented Bunter, “I shall give Gussy a
lot of the bowling, Inky may send down
an over or two, but T shall keep most of
it in my own hands, of course—that is,
half. T'd jolly well keep the lot if the
rules allowed. ¥ou gee, I want to win
this match,”

“You fat idiot—"'

“Go to your place, Chorry|” ;

Bob Cherry went to his place with
deep feelings. Parker and another
Combermere man were going to the
wickets, and Bunter took the ball,
Arthur Avgustus D'Arcy, in the alips,
watched him rather curiously, Arthur
Augustus' opinion was that what Bunter
did not know mbout cricket would have
filled huge volumes, and he was curious
to see how DBunter would shape =z a
bowler, after his striking exhibition as
a batsman. He felt curious and inter-
ested, little dreaming what he was going
to feel like after the Owl of the Remove
bad delivered his first ball.

Bunter gripped the ball, and blinked
along the pitch. Short sight was rather
& handicap to s bowler. But Bunter did
not seem to think so, At all events, he
wae going to make the whole show sit
up and fake notice. Parker glanced
along et him, and grinned. He did not
think that he had much to fear from
Billy Runter's bowling. Tt did not oceur
to the fieldsmen, for the moment, that
they had anything to fear from it. They
were going to learn that Bunter could
be a dangerous bowler, though not to
the bataman,

Bunter turned himself into a sort of

dgy catherine wheel, and the ball shot

rom his hand.

It was what Bunter called bowling;
to anybody else it looked like a most
palpable throw,
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asked.

Where the ball went was s mystery
for a second. Parker kunew that he was:
not going to see it nt close quarters,
that was all.

One second, and the mystery was
elucidated by e fiendish yell from Arthur
Augustus D'Arey.

The swell of Bt. Jim's was seen to
leap clear of the ground, clupping his
hand to his head.

“Yawoooh "

"“Great Seott!” yelled Bob Cherry.
“D'Arcy's got it!™

“Oh, my hat!”

“Ha, h !

“Yooooop !” roared Arthur Augnstus
in anguish. “Oh cwumbs! Oh ewikey!
Oh, my nappah! Bai Jove! Ow!”

Bunter blinked at him in wonder.

“What's the matter with D'Arey?”
he called out,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow! Buntah, yau
sillay ass! VWhat did you chuck the hall
at my head for?” shrigked Arthur
Augustus.  “You have vewy neahly

ON SALE
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bwained me! T alml have a feahful
bwuise! Ow, ow !

Bunter jumped.

" Did—did—did it go near you?” he
stuttered.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Oh cwumbs!” D’Arcy pressed his
hands to his damaged head, while Frank
Nugent fielded the baull. “Oh deah!
You utter ass—"

“What do you mean by getting in the
way !” demanded Bunter.

“What " .

“Can't you play cricket at St. Jim's
at all?"”

£ Eh ?!,

“Talk about leg hefore wicket!” said
Bunter.” What did you want to put your
#illy head in front of the wicket for 7"

“Bai Jovel”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

it k here, D'Arey, T want to be
civil, and all that,” ssid Bunter crossly.
““But, this won't do. You're in my team
now, and I don’t want any of your St.
Jim's fumbling, Catch on?*

" You—you—you—" gasped Arthur
Augustus,

*That will do!” snapped Bunter.

Words failed Avthur Augnstus. He
rubbed his head in anguish, and almost
made up his noble mind to walk off the
field, However, he decided to keep o,
but he decided to field deep. And after
that example of Bunter's bowling, all
the field decided to field deep—very deep
indeed,

Bunter gave the grinning cricketers
o disapproving blink, and proceeded to
bowl sgain,

He did not have any more chances of
braining the field; they took care of
that, Neither did he have anvy chance
of hitting the wicket. What Bunter was
bowling at, if he was bowling at all, was
an interesting problem. Tt had to be
presumed that he was aiming at the
wicket. But that was only presump-
tion. It did not look like it at all.

“They'll win this match on hyes
Johnny Bull remarked.

Certainly, Bunter's remarkable bowl-
ing had a very encoursging effect on the
Combermere side. The batting was not
by any means first-class, but tenth-rate
batting would have been too good for
Bunter. The over gave Parker and his
partner sixteen runs,

“Bome game!” groaned Bob Cherry,

“The born idiot!" growled Harry
Whartor. “I suppose we were rather
asses to agree to play at all for the fat
duffer, 8till, we're going to win, some-

ow."”

“ Nat if Bunter ean help it !” szid Bob
ruefully,

“Gussy !” called out Bunter, when the
field crossed over. “Take the ball, old
bean !”

Arthur Augustus shook his head.

“I will do so if you desiah, Buntah,
but my head is singin' fwightfully, and
I weally think you had bettah give it
to somehody else.”

Bunter grunted. His chief ohject, as
cricket captain, seemed to be to keep
the Famous Five in the background as
much as possible. But even Bunter
hesitated to call on Thomas or Albert
to bowl,

“¥You, Inky!" he snapped.

*The pleasurefulness will ba terrific,

esteemed, ridiculous Bunter.”

“Oh, take the ball and dry up!”

“My esteemed Bunter—-"'

“You talk too much,” said Bunter,

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh went on
to bowl the second over. If the Comber-
mare Ramblers exnected mors bowling
in Bunter’s style they were disappointed,
There was a shout from the field.

“How's that 1

“Out!ll

The Nabob of Bhanipur grinned a
dusky grin. The batting was nowhera
up to his form, and he handled the
Combermere men easily,

“"How's that{” came another roar, a
coup]et?f minutes later.

i 1] »

“This is & bit more like,” grinned Bob
Cherry,

“Bwavo!" chirruped Arthur Augustos.

A third Combermers wicket went
down, and the Greyfriars chums cheered
the hat trick. Billy Bunter did not add
his fat voice to the cheering. As cap.
tain of the House side, he ought to have
been pleased to see the visitors' wickets
going down at this rate. Perhaps he was
pleased. But assuredly he did not look
pleased.

But Hurree Jamset Ram Singh wags
nok finished yet. A fourth and a fifth
wicket went down before he was finished,

Parker looked rather blue. He looked
black when Bunter called out to him:

" "I; that what you chaps call bai-

:ng "
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“Bhut up, Bunter 1" exclaimed Whar-

5.

“Mind your own business, Wharton 1"

“Don't mind the fat idiot, Parker,”
called out Bob Cherry. “Being a born
idiot, he can't help i, you know.”

“Shut up, Cherry|” roared Bunier.
‘‘Here, give me that balll I'm going on
to finish them [* 5

At which Parker brightened up again.
There was still life in the game, for the
Combermere zide, 80 lonF as Bunter did
his share of bowling. Billy Bunter rolled
to the bowler’s crease with a determined
air. He was going to put the visitors
out of their misery, as he expressed it
to himself. All eyes were upon Bunter,

He took a short run, as grecefully as
a walrus, and doubled himself up. What
Bunter supposed he was doing was
rather a mystery to the onlookers, What
he actunlly did was to miss hiz footing
and pitch over headlong, snd land on
the earth with a terrific cresh. For a
momant he looked as if he were making
a desperate attempt at a nose-dive to the
centre of tho eerth. Only the solidity
of the earth's crust prevented that from
hnpﬁening. As it was, the circumference

e

of the globe stopped Bunter,
Crash!
“Yarooooooooh |"
“Ha, ha, ha!*
And both sides in that remarkable

ericket mateh doubled up with lsughter
and yelled, while Billy Bunter yelled,
to0, though in quite a different manner.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Parker Puis it Plain !

“ A, HA, HA "
H “ Gweat Beott!”
“0h, dear!” Bob Cherr

wiped his eyes. “Bunter will
be the death of me yet! Oh, dear!”
“Hurt, old bean?” Harry Wharton
dragged Bunter up. The Owl of the
Remove sat up dazedly, and blinked
round him in a dizzy way.
“Wha-a-at was ?gat?" he gasped.

llEh?:’

“Was it an earthguake?” gasped
Bunter.

“Oh, my hat!” $nsped Wharton.
“Nunno! Not quite.’

i ha, ha!”

BJ

“I'm hurt! Ow! Where's my specs?
Don't tread on my apecs, you silly owl!
I've lost my spees!” howled Bunpter.

‘*Hera's your blessed barnpacles, old
man,” stutterad Bob Cherry. “Here
they are—not broken! T hope you're
not broken, either.”

“Hsa, ha, ha!”

“The brokefulness really ought to be
tarrific!”

“Bat what were you doing, Bunter 1"
asked Johnny Bull, with a puzzled air.
“*Did you go to sleep and dream you
were diving into a swimming-pool?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

"Yow-ow-ow! I'm hurt!* roared
Dunter. *I knocked my head on some-
thing—"

“Must have been the giddy earth”
said Bob. “1If you try to dive on solid
land, the earth’s bound to get in the
way, you know.”

“Yaas, wathah!” chuckled Arthur
Augustus. 'The swell of Bt, Jim's was
a forgiving youth. But there was a
bump on hiz noble head; snd perhaps
he was not sorry that Bunter had sam-
pled his own powers sz & bowler,

“You silly owls!” roared Bunter.
“What are you cackling at? Look here,
I can’t go onl| My head's quite dizzy.
I've bashed my nose! 1 belicve I've
broken my arm end my backbone——*

“Ha, ha, hal”

o

H‘

Bllly Bunter was not in bed. He was reposing his podgy person on & large couch
by the window, propped up on innumerable cushions and piflews. Two little
tables stood near at hand, boih Jogded with refreshment, liquid and solid, ** Feeling
better? ** asked Hairy, with a smile, ** No !’ grunted Bunter, (See Chapter 12.)

“1 gay, Bunter—" began Wharton,
h.Tha wl of the Remove interrupted
im.

"“VYou needn't jaw, Wharton, I'm not
going on.”

“We'll play it out & man short, then,”
said Harry Wharton, laughing. ‘'You
can st im & deckcfm.ir and leok on,
Buanter.”

“Bha'n't [V

“Well, do as you like, old bean; but
if ;Du’rﬁ going, roll off and leave us to

“And the sooner the gquicker,” said
Johnny Bull,

“Yes, rather!

Bunter snorted,

“Nothing of the kind.
is postpone »

“What 7"

“We'll play it out another time,” gaid
Bunter,

“Well, my hat!”

“Tell those Combermere cads to clear
aoff. Chuck the whole thiug! I'm

going.”

And Billg Bunter went.

Harry Wharton & Co.-gazed after him.
Really, Willinm George Bunter had
taken their breath away.

Y“Bai  Jove!” murmured Acthur
Augustus D'Arcy, locking quite over-
come. ‘‘Bai Jove! That chap Buntah
wesll{] is a corkah, you know—a weal
corkah !*

“The cheeky ass!” gasped Nugent.

“The cheskiulness is terrific,”

“I1 suppose we're not taking any
notice of his checky rot, Harry?" asked
Bob Cherry, looking inguiringly at the
captain of the Remove.

arry Wharton laughed,

Hop it, Bunter!”
This match

“No fear! TI'll speak to Parker”

Wharton walked scross to Parker,
who was looking on from his wicket
with a sarcastic grin. The Combermere
Ramblers were not accustomed to a too
meticulons regard for the rules of the
great game of cricket, But Bunter's
management of o cricket match was a
surprise to them,

“That fat duffer hss chucked i,
Parker,’” said Harry. “Ii's rather a
blessing for all concerned, We'll play
it ont—what?”

“0h, yes, rather1” said Parker. “ We
haven't come up here for nothing. But,
my hat! What sort of a silly idiot does
lie call himself?”

“1 don't know,” said Harry, langh-
ing. “But we call him every sort.
We're going on, then, without our jolly
old captain.”

Billy Bunter had disappeared in the
direction of the house. Apparently, he
supposed that his lordly command was
being carried cut. As a matter of fact,
it o few minutes the ericketers had for-
gotten not only Bunter's lordly com-
mands, but his very existence.

A man short in the house team did not
matter very much, when that man was
Iunter. eprived of such a skipper
and such & bowler, the house eleven was
wonderfully strengthened.

With Harry Wharton in his old place
a5 skiﬁper. the Famous Five proceeded
to muke hay of Parker & Co.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh and Harry
Wharton put in most of the bowling.
The ball was offered to Arthur Augus-
tus maore than onee. but with his head
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ginging as a result of Bunter's remurk-
able bowling, the swell of St. Jim’'s de-
clined. Arthur Augustus was veally

more in need of lying up for repairs,

than Billy Bunter was, but nothing
would have induced him to leave the
field, fnd even with a terrific ache in
his noble head, Arthur Augustus
brought off a first-class catch that put
Parker out of court,

Wickets fell fast, and Parker & Co.
exchanged rather sickly glances +when
they were all down:for thirty-five,

It was nowhere neat tea-time yet, and
Parker & Co, followed on with their
second innings, ;

Parker hoped to do better in that inn:
ings, but without the valuable sssistance
of Bunter, the last state of the Comber-
mere Ramblers was worse than their
first, ‘

The innings was brief, but it was full
of incident, Wickets came down to
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh's bowling
almost like leaves in Vallombrosa. It
was atill early for tea when the last
Rambler was dismissed, with a total
of twenty for the innings.

“ Looks something like & win for little
us!” murmured Bob Cherry.

“Yaas, wathah!”

Parker pgrinned rather ruefu!cl‘y at
Harry Wharton, but he took his defeat
good-humouredly. He walked off the
ground with the captain of the Remove,

“You won't have to bat again,” he
remarked. “You're too good for my
crowd, and there's no getting round

and played cricket with yen, I take it
back. But mind you, I still think just
the same of Bunter. He's a bilk——"

"“Look hers, Parker—*

" A bilk, if ever there was one,” said
Parker. “But what I didn’t see at firsf,
and what I see now plaimy enough, is
that he has taken you young gents in, as
well as Mr, Pilkins and Walsingham and
the rest. Taken everybody in all round.
How he's done it I don’t know—anybody
locking al him would think him more
ool than rogue. But he's done it. I'm
E‘uhting you on your guard, sir,” added

arker, as Harry was about to sgeak
“You're in a pretty queer pasition here,
when it all comes out.”

“When what comes ont? exclaimed
Wharton.

“I don't q}tlﬁte know yet—only that
there’s something jolly ﬁvsh}f going on
behind the scenes,” said  Parker.
“Bomething’s happened to Mr. Pilkins
—and it hoppened the dey he came to
see Bunter, when he found that that
young bilk had got hold of Combermere
Lpdgf[e. Now Walsingham's vanished ;
and I don't need telling that Bunter has
got rid of him zomehow.”

“*'What rot!"

“Then Horrocks, the butcher, has
been put off by Walsingham te]ephoning
to him from hers yesterdny,” sai
Parker. “Well, I've been asking ques-
tions among the servants, and nobody
saw Walsinghem here vesterday, sir—
any more than you nnd your friends did.
Walsingham wasn't here.”

by a voung swindler, and I vou know
what's good for you, vou'll clear out of

ombermere Lodge before the erash
comes.”

And Parker left the captain of the
Remove, without waiting for Harry to
reply. He left him with plenty of food
for thounght.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing !
II.;LY BUNTER did not appear at
ea. +

Harry Wharton
im, and was

inguired for
informed that
Master Bunter was lying down; recu-
perating, apparently, after his great
exertions in the cricket match.

Bunter was not missed, however; the
longer he lay down, the more enjoyable
life was generally at ¢ Bunter Court."

Without Bunter, the cricketers had a
cheery ten under the Lrees, ministered o
by Thomas and his myrmidons,

Parker & Co. took their beating cheor-
fully, and it was gquite a merry party.
Parker, indeed, fried to be as agreeable
as he could; evidently repenting him of
the hard opinions he had hitherto enter-
tained of F{arry Whartor & Co. The
meeting on the ericket feld had cleared
the air, as it were,

Wharton was a little thoughtiul,

Parker's warning lingered in his mind,
uddin;?' to the vague misgivings he had
long felt on the subject nfg “Bunter
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that. A few moere Bunters in vour lot,
and we should have pulled it off,
though.”

Harry Wharlon chuckled,

“Bunter’s & valuable man—to
cther sidel” he assented.

Parker gave him a rather curious
look,

“J think I ought to apn]algise {o vou,
siv,” he said suddenly. “T take hack
a lot of things I've been thinking about
you and your friends.” .

“I don't quite catch on,” said Harry,
staring at him.

“Well, look how the matter stands
said Parker, “I don't mind owning
up that T came up here for thiz match,
as. much as anything else, to see how
things were at Combermere Lodge—to
use my eyes.”

YOh!” said Harry,

“Well, I've used them,” said Parker.
“I can't play ecricket like you, but I'm
no fool. I know a straight chap when

1 see one,”

“Thank you,” said Harry, hardly
knowing whether to be amused or
annoyed. “I'm glad vou think us
straight, at all events, Parkor.”

“You and your friends,” said Parker.
“Not Bunter! Bunter's a fool at
ericket; and a rogue at everything else
in_my opinion.”

Wharton frowned.

“I can't listen to this,” he said.

“I'm bound fo tip you the wink,”
said Parker. “You've treated us
decently, and played a good straight
game, and there's no side shout you, I
own up I thought you were all in the
game of bilking; but now I've seen you

Tur Macyer Liggarv.—No, 014,
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*“He must have boea here if he phored
to Hortocks,” said Harry blankly, )

“Then came in, and cleared off
again, without a soul in the house seeing
him,”” said Parkar, “What beats me is
that Horrocks knew it was Walsing-
ham because he knows Walsingham's
voice so well.  But the butler wasn't
here, and he never telephoned—and so it
was a trick of some kind, He eouldn't
have been here without being seen—and
he wagn’t seen—while you were lunehing
I was asking gquestions, sir, and I've
ssked every servant in the house,”

“Ol!" sgid Harry.

“There’s only one explanation,” said
Parker, “and “that is, that somebody
managed somehow to imitate Walsing-
ham's voice on the telephone. Can you
tell me, sir, wheother young Bunter has
any gift in that line?  You know him!”

Wharton started violently.

Only too well he was acquainted with
the weird ventriloquial gifts of the Owl
of the Remove.

Parker grinned rather maliciously,

“Bo that's that!” he gaid. “You
needn't answer, Master Wharton—I can
sea it in wvour face. I know where 1
stand now.”

“Look here, this fsn't cricket,” ex-
claimed Wharton, rather hotly. © You've
no right to ask me questions abous
Bunter, and to catch me nepping.”

“Perhaps not,” admitted Parker; “but
I'm Mr. Pilking’ clerk; and I've got my
duty to do to my employer. e's let
in for an enormous sum of money if he's
let a bilk into this house who can't or
worl't square. And after playing cricket
with you, sir, I felt bound fo put you on
your guard—you’re being made use of

Court " and the Owl's possession of that
magnificent gbode. I['IB wished very
much that Parker had told him nothing :
but he realised that Mr. Pilkins's FOUNE
man had meant to be good-natured, and
put him on his guard,

Parker had the deepest suspicions of
Bunter; and the estate-office young
man, though not @qual to Greyfriars
follows at cricket, was certainly far
beyond them in knowledge of the world
—especially of the “bilking * fraternity.
It was not the kind of knowledge that
Wharton would have liked o 5055 3
but there it was: Parker knew his way
about, and his belief was that a “orash
was coming &t Combermere Lodfe,
Which was en exceedingly uncomfortable
reflection for Bunter’s guests.

After Parker and the Combermere
cricketers were gone, the captain of the
Remove made up his mind to speak to
Bunter. It was rather a delicate matter
for 8 guest to discuss with his host, but
Wharton felt that if Bunter’s fatuous
folly had landed him in some serions
scrape, it was up to the other Remove
fellows to helﬁ extricate him from it if
they could, ut getting the truth our
of Bunter was not likely to be an easy
task.  Really, it was rather doubtfil
whether Bunter could have teld the
truth if he had tried; and it was not on
record that he ever had tried.

“Howwid, isn't it, desh boy!” sail

Arthur  Augustus  D'Arcy, meeting
Wharton as he was going up the great
staircase of the ge.

Wharton started,

“My hat! Has Parker—" he
began, ,

{Continued on page 31.)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Night Shadows !
“ VERY complicated case."
Ferrers Locke, the world-
famous-detective, tapped the

- burnt ash from the bowl of
his plfﬂ angd settled himself more com-
fortably in his chair.

*“Complicated isn't the word for it!"
This time the remark came from Inspec-
tor Pyecroft, s leading hﬁht of the
C.LD. at Seotland Yard, “I shall be
durned glad when it’s all settled, and
I'm back in 0ld England.”

Ferrers Locke smiled.

“You are far too impatient, Pyecroft,”
he remonstrated. “This esso will make
history Jn the annals of criminology
ang——

“Make me grey-headed, you mean!”
grunted Pyecroft. “ What with the heat
and the flies! South Africa’s all right,
but there’s too much of it,” he added.
“What do you say, Jeck?”

He turned to Locke's assistant—a
youth of fifteen or thereabouts.

*“Oh, I'm taking to it all right!” he
grinned. “In fact, I like being in South
Africa very much, But the guv'nor's
got a trump card u&- hia sleeve; bet your
Tife, Pyecroft, old bean. It's not such a
" complicated * casa as we imagine.”

Pyecroft seratched his head.
he muttered dismally.
“I've been over fhe ground s hundred
times, and I’'m bleseed if I can see day-
light! All I know is that Sir Merton
Carr .was murdered .in this very house,
that his death has something to do with
& mysterious
maniac of 8
Jongh—-"

“Perhaps not so much of a maniac as
you imagine,” put in Locke quietly.

Pyecroft shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, when a fellow who wants to do
his best pal a good turn Jeaves him some
footling piece of gold shaped like a
pyramid, which is supposed to conizin
the secret of & hidden treasure, only for
the pal—in this case—to find an ald bis-
cuit .tin, with a worthless cheque for
£500,000 and a nonsensical letter in it
thera's not much else you can call him.”

‘“And yeot 8ir Merton Carr was mur-
dered,” Ferrera ¢ reminded his
official colleagne. “You must admit
that there waz a motive for the murder,

dunno,”

treasure left fo him by a’
Boer farmer named Piet de’

and undoubtedly the treasure of the
Golden Pyramid suppli=s it, Why, then,
if Piet de Jongh was such & madman,
should Sir Merton Carr be murdered 1”

“A poser, 1 grant you,” said the in-
spector grudgingly. ““Then there's all
this confusion in tha évidence. One man
says that Sir Merton was murdered at s
quarter to eleven, or_thereabouts, and
vet an hour afterwards another witnesa
declares that he heard Sir Merton’s
voice—" S

“Trye, that evidence is conflicting,”
said Locke thoughtfully. "“And yet the
doctor’'s word i good enough for me.
He says that Sir g&[ertan was murdered
between ten end eleven o'clock. The
mystery of the dead man’s voies has yef
to be elucidated, When we sclve that
part of tho puzzle the rest will be mlsg:"

# And this rogue of a nephew of Brr
Merton Carr,” said Drake, breaking into
the conversation. “Do you think he's
speaking the truth when he says that he
knows mnothing about the murder,
guv'nor?”’

“Gerald Bristow's innocence has yet to
be proved,” replied Locke. *The man'’s
record is enough to hang him.”

“Vou mean the fact thet he escaped
from Btonemoor Prison in Englend, that
he came aver to Johannesburg by the
frst available boat, and broke into the

houss of his uncle, 8ir Merton Carr; the |
sama night—at sbout the same time—,

that the old fellow was murdered,” eaid
Pyecroft, ‘ Bristow’s a deep rogue, if
ever there was one ' )

“He’s rogue enough? smiled Locke.
“We found that out long before we met
him agsin over here. And yet there’s a
cortain amount of truth in his story.
You remember he said he arrived n
Jo'burg down and out, that he thought
of breaking into hiz uncle’s house for
food and money—" i

“PBut why couldn’t he approach his
uncle in the ordinary way ' gnapped
Pyecroft. “Why break in?"

errers Locke raised his eysbrows,

“I'm gurprised that you should raise
that question, Pyecroft,” he said, “You
know full well that "Sir Merton had
washed his hands of Bristow. You
know that, despite the relationship that
existed between thiem, he would
sent Bristow back to prison the moment
he had shown himself in his house,”

have.

“Perhaps,” muttered Pyeeroft. “And
yet Bristow, after having told his story
and promising to stay in your hote
until you had investigated things,
bunks—vanished into thin air.”

“Not exactly into thin air,” said
Drake, “for weren't we lured away to
that rotten house in Vrededorp, and
didn't we see Bristow there, immaculate
as ever, eyeglass and all?”’

Pyecroft shuddered at the recollection:

“And weren'lL you lured there so that
Bristow could make me deliver up the
biscuit tin and its contents?’ put in
Ferrers Locke. " Evidently Piet de
Jongh was no manise, ecroft !
Bristow and his friends want that bis.
cuit tin. They were and gre prepared to
go to extremes to get if.”

“Y suppose so,” grunted the C.LIL
man, “Then if you follow that line oj
theory, what place in it has the dea
man’s private secretary 1

“You mean Stephen Jarrad?” said
Liocke.

“Of course. Why has he run away!?
Why was the dn%gar, which we assums
was the cause of Sir Merton's death,
hidden under the flooring in Jarrad's
bed-room1"”

Lguka amiled, n i

“1 am not going to explain my theory
at this juncturu,“ghe.s&is: “but, really,
I can account for those circumstances.
Jarrad, I'm half.inclined to believe, has
bolted through sheer fright. As a great
statesman onco remarked, Pyecroft—
wait and see.”

“T'm waiting all right,” grunted Pye-
cro{t.‘ “And what about the dagger

n L

“Wa know that Daft Dave, the local
half-wit, took it from us about five
minutes agp,” replied ke

“Taok it!” interrupted Pyecraft.
*Pinched “i you mean!’

Locke smiled.

“Well, wall, have it your own way.
The dagger was pinched ! A pity, really,
but we can rectify the mistake, I let
Dave Eo soot-free to give him the impres-
sion that he was not suspe of having
eny hsnd in this mystery. It'a time,
Drake,” added Locke, looking at his
wateh, “that you got on his trail. But
don’t let the fellow know that you are
shadowing, him.. Get back as soon ag

Tag.Maexer Liarary.—No, 014



2

4 MORE FREE GIFTS NEXT MONDAY—DON'T FOHGET!

you can, and report to me here. Pye-
croft and I are going to shake down in
thi?”llnuse for the time being, O soun

“Right-ho, guv'nor," said Drake.
®I'll sbick to him like a leech.”

Locke looked across at Pyceroft when
his assistant had gone,

A pretty kettle of H:bh," he ve-
marked, “But we'll straighten it out,
never fear,”

Pyecroft was silent for & moment,,

"1 was thinking of that deformed
lump of humanity they call Deft Dave,’
he =aid. “He's not so daft as some
peaple think, He's all there, And
the way he hangs sbout this place is
enotugh te make me suspicious.”

“You must romember that Sir
Merton gave him firee run of the
house,” said Locke, “Sir Merton ap-
parently took pity on him, fed him, and
gave him money, Btill, I grant vou
Daft Dave is not so dafk as the {ocals
believe him,  Drake will be able to
bring us back some more information
concernin g the movemenis of Dave, I've
nol the glightest doubt. Bul come, Pye-
croft, old bean—et's turn in early.”

The twe detecfives rose to their feel,
and sauntered out of the lounge and up
the great staircass, Locke chase

Btephen Jarrad's bed-room for reasons |

of his own, and Pyecrofi selected the
1oom  adjoining, The lights were
switohed- out, and then the big house
was wrapped in silence, for, of course,
the servants had long since relired.

Farreras Locke did not, however, fully
disrobe. Something—he could fot tell
what—seemed -persistently o svarn Lim
to be on his guned,

! He clambered into bed only half un-
dressed, and, switching off the light, lay
thinking for some time, &ill st last sleep
{ook him unawares.

“But he sat up with & jerk barely two
hours later,

A confused chaos of sounds had perco-
lated through into his slumbers, insis-
tently dinning at his .sub-conaciousness
until at last Tie awoke, te find passing
backwards and forwards before his eyes
a succession of weird, gyrating shadows,
accompanied by much scuffling and pant-
ing of breath.

“Ye _gods!” he muttered, *There's a
blessed fight going on in this very
room "

He sprang out of bed in a flash, and
then fell staggering -bavkwards s the

shadows—now most uncomfortably sub.

stantial '—bumped heavily info him and
swayed past him, knocking over a chair
and then & table in their mad steuggle.

Through a chink in the curtain at the
window the -moonlight shafted inwards,
und as the shadows careered madly
about the room Locke gave a low cry
of surprise, for the moonlight * had
gleamed for a Mfesting pecond sgainst
gomething that glinted and glittered
and then disappeared.

“An  eyeglass!” -muttered Locke.
Thet's Bristow for a dead cert!”

He dashed across the room towards
the electric switch, for he realised that

it was useless to attempt to join in the.

mad affray. without move light. The
two men seemed inextricably loocked in
o deadly embrace, and were obviously
Eghtinﬁ wildly, desperately for mastery.
< But barely had Looke's hand touched
the switch when thers came a sudden
flash and a sharp report, followed by a
low cry.

The ﬁnﬁp_am separated just as the de-
teotive's fingor pressed down the switch
and flooded the room with light., At
the same instant the door was thrown
open, and Pyecroft, in night attire, ap-
peared on the threshold,
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“What the—" he began,

But Locke, with a sudden shout, had
thrust him aside, ANt Was nding to-
warids the french windows in the wake

of o rapidly disappearing fgure.

A Fresh Trail !

E returned a few moments later,

a disappointed look on his face,

“That was DBristow for a

id “And the
what the dickens—-"

cerl|” he panted,
othar—  Why,

He broke oﬂ"!.?

Pyecroft was swaying nbout the room,
clutching at the figure of Griggs, Sir
Merton's valet, and finding it exceed-
ingly difficult to hold the man, on
account of his—Pyecroft's—injured and
still bandaged arms.

Griggs himself was struggling vio-
lently, and a splash of b]oor]gahuwad up
distinctly on his left wrist where Bris-
tow’s shot had struck him.

“Let moe _go, confound you!” e
panted.  “I'm not your man! Can't
you see he slipped away—"

Locke hastened forward, frowning.

“What's the ides, Pyecroft?” he de-
manded, “This is Griggs, the valet!
Let.him free, man. Cen't yon see he's
injured

yecroft relessed the fellow, with a
growl.

“"That's all very well!" he muttered.
YBut what was I to think? He was try-
ing to sneak out of tha room when
your back was turned—in the excitement
he didn't seem to sea me!"

“What?” Locke turned, surprised,
townrda the valet, who was now nursing
his injured wrist. *“Why were you try-
ing toﬁget away, Griggs? 1 thought you
wera fighting that other fellow, who
broke into this room—"

He broke off. There was something
peculiar about all this,

Come to think of it, how did Grigg_s
et here at all?! Hiy room was in the
asement of the building, a gond dis-
tance from here. He could not, surely,
have heard Bristow's enlry—nn experi-
enced cracksman Jike Arthur.the Dude
works, as Locke well knew, in almost
utter silence.

“How did you come to be here,
Griggs?” snapped Locke suspiciously.

I heard a noise! «xelnimed the valet
indignantly, “And 1 came up tn see
what it wes all ahout, and—and then
that other chap sprang on e, and—"

“Then why did you try to sneak sway
afterwards?’ Locke asked, iEnuring far
the moment the guestion of how Griggs
could have possibly heard enything
from the basement.

“I—1 wasn't—I—I mean I didn't—"

The man stuttered and floundered
stupidly, and then broke off with a
frightened gesp ms Pyecroft suddenly
stepped forwara.

“Perhaps he'd like to-axp}nin why he
was taking this with him,” said the in-
spector grimly, and held ont something
to 3
“ My wallet 1” muttered the detective,

taking it quickly and staring from it Lo’

the now speechless valet.

“I-1 took it trom him—from that
burglar fellow 1” excleimed Griggs, find-
ing his voice at last snd beginning to
protest wildly. “He—he had it in his
hand—he'd pinched it from your coat

et—""

“How do you know that?” ecut in
Locke swiftly. “How did you know it
was in my pocketi”

“T didn't know it!” amimost howled
the now obviously panic-stricken wvalet,
“I—I only saw .that .fellow hovering
ubout round your clothes, and-—and then

I trlu'seﬂl\\-}ih him nnd spatched this
away—"

“And tried to sneak out of the room
with it afterwards,” put in Pyecroft,

“I didn’t!” fashed Gri 8, veerin
round furiously. “I—I furggt——l didn%
tealise I had it in my hand——>

Ferrers Locke examined the wallet,
and was relieved to find that its con.
tents, which ineluded the curious letter
and the worthless cheque found at
Devil's Sprui¢, were intact.

Then he planced keenly at the valet,
whe now stood glowering before him,
an expression of angry bitterness on his
face,

“You're a very curious fellow, Mr,

riggs,”  murmured  Locke, staving
straight into the other's eves, “and FOUur

aviour is maore curious still, How-
ever, we'll give you the henefit of the
doubt, You may go.”

Griggs hesitated, mumbled something,
and then left the room, favouring In-
spector Pyecroft with a particularly
malignant glance as he wWut,

“That chap,” said ryecroft deliber-
atel,, as the door closed behind the
valet—"that chap's pretty deep! Says
he hew.d a noise, did he? And came
here, all the way from the basewent, to
tackle the intruder who attempted to
steal your wallet! Well, if you've
sicked all that in, Locke—"

“I've not sucked anything in yet!"
muttered the detective, a strangely tense
look in his tece. “But I've struck a
new trail, Pyecroft | And it's turned ur
far quicker than I aver hoped it would.”

Pyecroft stared at him in speechless
AmMmazenell,

“What in the name of goodness do
you mean by that?’ he ssked ag last.

But before Locke could answer thera
came & sudden and dramatic interrup-
tion.

Across the threshold of the now wide.
fung french windows appeared a snudow
—-a shadoy thaz moved quickly, disap-
peared, and gave place to A human

figure.

“Jack Drake™ exclaimed TLocke,
striding forward as his young assistant,
hatless and out of breath, stood before
him, his face 2xpressive of the most pro-
found exciternent,

“Guv'nar!" panted Jack, as he hur-
ried into the room. “I've struck the
most amazing thing in the world|
Guv'nor, Sir Mertor's not dead; he's
alivel ['ve heard his voice—barely half
un hour ago!”

The Riddle of the Volee !

ACK DRAKE'S dramatic declara-
J tion was followed by a tense hush.
Accustomed though he was to
surprises, even Ferrers Locke was
amazed now, while Pyecroft merely
stared at the detective’s young assistant
in frank disbelief,

“8ir Merfon not dead!” snorted Pye-
croft. “ Fiddlesticks!" T

“But I tell ‘you I heard him talking
and—"

“Talk sense, man!” interposed Pye-
eroft irritably. *‘8ir Merton’s body,
quite dead, was round in this house, and
has since been examined by several
doctors.  Why, it's in the mortuary at
this present moment! Have you taken
leave of your sensest'

“I tell you—" began Jack hotly,
when Ferrers Locke held up a restrain-
ing hand. ;

‘Basy does it!” he murmured, with
a faint smile. ‘At least, let's hear what
Jack has to zay abotit this extraordinary
bnainess.”



EVERY
MONDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

- L N

_The little group stood there mow, in
Locke’s—or, rather, Jarrad's bed-room,
in 'the smal!l hours of the morning, But
there was no more sleep for any of them
now. Locke himself had becoms ox-
ceptionslly alert, while Pyecroft's face
was alive with excitement.

“Cough it up, old chap,” said Locke,
dingmmg himself 'down on the side of the
bed and lighting a cigarette,

The eminent privete defective was
never more in his element than now.
Like all hard workers—and Locke was a
Trojan for work!—he detested what he
called ““child’s play ¥ cases. And this
present mystery was very far from being
child’s play. Indeed, it seemed to irow
mora and more mvstifying &3 each hour
erept by.

“Yor sent me off ic follow Daft
Dave,” began Jack, after a momentary
pause, “and I've been hard et 1t ever
since, The fellow, despite his crippled
condition, seemed absolutely tireless, and
led me a dickens of a dance all over
Jo'burg.

“More than half the time was taken
up in irritating delays, while Daft Dave
stopped every now and then to speak to
someone or other in the sireet. Everyone
seemed to know him in the eity.

1 got as ciose to him ss safety would
permit on most of these vccagions, but 1
quickly found that the conversation
between him znd those he met amounted
:g nothing of importance. Just empty
chatter, such a3 you might expect a chap
of his calibra to indulge in.

“But it last, after what seemed an
endless tour from place to place, with
nothing coming of it, Daft Dave go

ing, after night had fallen, and made

iz way out of the town and soross the
country.

“Hie route lay past the fringe of mines
headed by the Hobineon Deep, and he
kept pegging slong till the city had been
]el‘lz a good way behind, and we were out
on the open veldt.

“J thought the journey would never
end, and I was pretty spent, I can tell
you, by the time old Daft Dave halted

Locke.

Daft Dave suddenly reached out and snaiched up the oil Jamp.
Nexi instant he had flung if. with the full weight of his ecrippled,
deformed, yet amazingly strong body behind ii, clean at Ferrers

(See page 20.)

outside & biggish sort of house ebeut
four miles beyond the mine area.

“The place looked rather posh- I de-
gided 1t must be tho country residence of
ong of the big minmng magnates—and I
was astonished to see Dave make his
way round to the back entranes and
slmﬁly turn the handle of a door and
walk in!

“Well, T waited o bit, and then scouted
round on my own account. I found the
house was wrapped in darkness save for
one window on the upper floor, from
which a light shone.

“1 aventually decided to get in and
take the risk of being discovered, and
at length 1 found myself at the top of a
Right of stairs and facing a long, well-
carpeted corridor. The whole house was
sumptuously furnished, but seemed quite
empty, save, of course, for Dalt Dave,

“7 listened, and finally heard Dave’s
voice. He was telking to someone, bul
the other voice was too indistinet for me
to catch its tones properly. 1 slipped
into an adjoining room, fortnmately un-
occupied, and, finding an infer-com-
municating door, I settled down for n
quiét game of patience at the keyhole.

“Barely had I done so when 1 heard
Sir Merton's voice. 1 tell you I was not
migtaken—it was his voice! T ought to
know it by now, didn't 1%

“I only managed to catch a few words
here and there, but, anyway, it seemed
as if he was very angry, choking some-
body off fit to beat the ﬂand

“1 was so thunderstruck that I suppose
1 momentarl forqot whera I was,

“Anyway, 1 made a bit of a slip and
knocked sometning aver. 1heard a sharp
word of suspicious inquiry followed by
the scraping of chairs, and then—well,
decided it wus time to bunk!

“There was no time for me to get out
by the way I had come, so I had to climb
throngh a window. THow I ever
mansaged it, I don’t know; but, anyway,
I was not pursued—perhaps the fellrws
in the other room it had beeu
a false alarm. .

1 slithered down & rainpipe in double

ecide

guick time. and then pounded like mad
across the veldi, nnd kept on running
till sheer exhaustion mné)a me Pu]l up
for & breather, And—well, that's all,

“But I tell you, on my sacred onth, I
heard Bir Merton’s own voice. There's
no two questions about it. ¥t was his
own voice ar I've gone dotty |

He ceased speaking on & note almost of
defiance, flinging a challenging look
towards Pyecroft as he did =o0. '%he in-
sﬁfctor glared in return, grunted some-
thing unintelligible, and turned towards
Locke.

Ferrers Locke's face was like a mask.
Throughout Jack's astounding story he
had sat perfectly still, pufing calmly
away at his cigareite, and only the
Ele‘sm in his eyes told of the excitement

e had felt.

Now he rose deliberately te his feet,
stithbed the feg-end of the cigarette in
an ash-tray near by, and turned towards
hiz companions.

“T'm afraid,” he said, with a slight
smile, “that there’s no more shut-eye for
us to-nighv. Not that I suppose that
cuts any ice for 1 cun see that you are
both simply bubbliug over with exeite-
ment, !’

“What are you going to do?"” asked
Pyecroft,

“What else is there to do,” returned
Locke, "“except to get wuross to that
house just nw quickly ms our legs can
carry us? Things are developing even
nmiore yuick]ly than I had expected.
And thst means thau we shall have te
move quckly, too, otherwise we may
side-track one of the higgest chances
we've ever had!”

“Busted if 1 can follow you at all,
Locke,” said Pyeuroft, in an injured
tone. " Meantersay you're going to take
in this mck\.‘.\nd-bu?’! story about the dead
man's voice? I'm pot -hallenging Jack's
report,” he added hastily, ' but, just the
same, think he aust, have been
gemunoly mistaken-—"

““If shat's what you think,” put in Jack
somewhat heatedly. “ithen «ll 1 can say
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is that you've got another think coming |
I tell you 2

*Yes, yes, you've told us before, my
lad,” interrupted Locke gently, *And
we believe you, so don't worry. And{
now I'm going over to that house right
away.” . 0 d

**And I'm coming with you,” said Jack

romptly, "
“I'm afraid you'rs done in, old
fellow,”  remarked the  detective

anxiously. “You've had a stiff day, and
I think you ought fo take a rest—"

“I can't rest with all this on my
mind,” said Jack eagerly; “and, any-
way, I'm_ good for a good bit yet,
guy'nor. Besides, you must have some-
ous tp show you tho way.”

Forrers Locke's eyes twinkled. _

“Yory well,” he replied. “But I think
that you, Pyecroft, had better remain
bere. Apart from the fact that your arms
must stil?be & bit wonky, I feel it would
suit our united purpose better if I could

o sure that we had a representative hero
on the spot, Not that I mistrust Vane
in the least, but—well, you understand,
don't you?”

Pyecroft nodded.

“GnI{. too glad to obligs, Locke," he
said, “Personslly, 1'd rather remain on
llw.re. 'I’m not shirking, mind you. Only.

“That's all right, then - ent in the
detective, with a smile “Take it as
read. Meantime, il we'ro mot back hern
within twelve hours from now you might
gef in touch with Vane and come out
with a posse of men, Can't afford to
take (oo many risks in a dangerous
game like this. Jack, you giva Pye.
ctoft the best idea you can of the
Yocality of this house you speak of while
I slide into gome togs.”

Less then a quarter of an hour later
Ferrers Locke and Jack had started out.

For reasons which the detective did
not choose to explain at the momant,
Locke took the most elaborabe pro-

cautions about getting out of the hose, !
being obviously very anxious not to dis- NEXT WEEK |
turb anyone in the servants’ quarters, e —

In the garage at the back of the house
was Sir Merton’s own private car, and
this the  detective immediately
commissioned,

Apart from the fact that Jack himsslf
was really too spent to widertake the
long journey on foot, Locke knew.
from what his young assistant had told
him, that the house to which they were
now going must be at least seven or
cight miles distant, if not morae,

1t meant, anyway, that they must tra-
verse Johannesburg itself from one end
to the other, and come out on the other
side, where & long eounfry run still
atwaited them. i

And that was no small undertaking,
for the *“Golden City "—ns Johannes-
burg is still called—is a big place, heing
tha largest town in Africs south of
Cuiro.

Soon the car was speeding through
some of the main streets—which were
now, of course, empty and silent,

Then they emerged on to the belt af
gold-mines beyand, cutting through the
long, winding roads fianked by the great
white sand dumps; which loomed up like
mountain ghosts in the moonlight.

And ﬁnaﬁly they found themselves on
the broad, open veldt, with only a light
here and there,

Presently, round a bend in the road,
they came upon the house—a long,
rambling, double storeyed building,
standing in its own park-like grounds.

Obviously, as Jack had suggested, it
was the private couniry residence of
some *'big pot,” probably one of the
puine-owners in the district,
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But Locke wag surprised to sée that
this magnificant place had apparently
become & sort of secret mieeting-place
for crooks. It mystified him consider-
nbly, though he said nothing to Jack at
‘this sl:ns;e.

The detective turncd the car off into
8 marrow cut, whers it could safely be
left, screened from sight by the looming
walls of & large kopje.

Then they clambered ont nnd began
to make their way cautiously towards
the houss, which, so far as they could
see al present, was wrapped in complete
darkness,

“OI course, there's just the chance
that Daft Dave nnd whoever else was,
with him will have decamped by now,”
muitered Locks, s they crept along
under the shadow of a well-cut hedge |
which fringed the estate, *Though I
rather fancy—""

He broke off and stopped dead in his] g

tracks, meking an urgent sign to Jack
to do likewise,

They had just come to a bresk in the
hedge, caused by u tall iron gate, which
evidently formed the tradosmen's en-
trance, And even as they did so Locke
slipped quickly back into the shadow,
st the same time peering through the
bars of the gats, past the gravel path,
and away ascross the well-brimmed
lawn towards the house itself,

“Keep still, Jack!” Lo whispered.
“And watch ["
‘Jack Drake, his heart suddenly

thumping against his ribs, did as he
was bid, straining his eyes in his en-
deavour to pierce the deep shadows
immediatcly before them.

FOUR MORE

BEAUTIFUL CUT-0OUT
STAND-UP PHOTOS—

Then there came a sudden shaft of
pale amber light as the moon—s full
one—broke through a rift in the clouds
and cast & swift radiance over the scene.

And s it did se Locke gripped Jack's
arm; and Jack’s eyes widened in amaze.
mient as ho caught sight of a tall but
atmplpi Eiure which ‘now erept warily,
yet with the easo of one long familiar
with his bearings, across the furthermaost
fringe of the lawn and finall dizap-
peaved reund o bend in the wal{

Bristow I” whispered Locke tensely,
“He must have come straight here when
he took to Might from Sir Merton’s
house a couple of hours ago! Though
how he's covered the distance in I.'E_e
tima beats me!”

“Might have had & car—or o stink-
ike—concealed mear by for emer-
gonews," suggested Jack sngle'[y; and

ocke nodded, but did not reply,

After a momont or so the detectiva
nudged his assistant, and they tried the
lnteh of the gate, which they found gave
readily. Then they slipped through and
began to edge their way by a circnitous

route towards the rear nart of the
house.
As they drew slowly nearer Jack

gripped the detective's arm.

“There you are, guv'mor!” he whis-
pered, nodding towards the house before
them. *That's the room where T heard
8ir Merton's voice, See the light?”

Locke nodded and pressed onward
until at last they came to n side window,
through which the dotective, after only
a momeniary hesitation, foreed an
ontrance,

And & few moments later they were
creeping as silently as & couple of
panthers along a well-carpeted passage
to the main hall, and thence up & fight
of broad stairs co the Boor above.

Jack led the way now, and at length
saftly opened o dyoor leading into {he
room immedintely edjoining that from
which the sound of low voices counld
now be heard indistinctly,

They both passed within. The reom
was 1n fotal darkness, save for the soft
beams of the moon which shafted their
way through & gap in the curtains at
the large double-fronted windows,

By this pale light Locks was Just able
fo observe that the apartment was ap-
parently furnished as a bed-room.

. Apart Erom the occupants of the ad-
Joinihg room—and, of course, Licko and
Jack themselves—the whole of that vast,
beautifully-furnished honse seemed to Lo
eserted,

Locke, noticing the door which formead
& communication between this room ant
the next, now crept swiltly towards it.

From where he stoad the sound of
voloes could be heard, though indis-
tinctly. But by applying his enr to tho
keyhole he could pick out a sentence
here and there, m:n}.lJ quite easily necog-
nised tha voice of Gerald Arthur Bris-
tow, alias Arthur the Dude,

“I tell you I simply conldn’t help it 1"
Bristow was saying in a tone which
seemed to suggest mingled irritation
and nervousness, strangely unlike the
usual suave, complacent tone assoeinted
with this “gentleman crdok.”

con't know anything about that,”
came the response; and ke's hrows
drew together in a half-puzzled Frown
as he heard it. “But the stuff has got
to be obtained—and quickly, ton. 1've
_t;)ld you already what the penalty is
g %

“All right, all right! Don't rub
in!" snarled Bristow.

“Not at all,” came the response at
once. “But just to let von see that T
am really in earnest—how about a littla
demonsatration? How about asking Sir
Merton Carr himself, the man  you
killed—"

“That's g lie!” almost shouted Bris-
tow, breaking dramatically in upon the
other, “I tell you I had no hand—>*

“Bteady, steady! Don't geot o ex-
cited| Save your excitement fora littln
while, when perha

it

> it may be justified,
As I was saying, how about asking Sir
Merton himself to declare, in his own

voice, that you—and you only—were ro-
sponsible for his most untimely end?”

Ferrers Locke, to whose ears every
word of this astounding statement ecamea
clearly now, waited tensely, his eyes
suddenly narrowed and glinting,

here came a slight suggestion of
movement from the room beyond, and
then Gerald Bristow's voice—high-
pitched, frantic with sudden fear—ecut
into the momentary silence:

“No, no! For Heaven's nike, not
that, you fiend!”

Clear and loud his voice came, and
it sent a shiver of horror and amaze-
ment through Jaeck's veins.

Hitherto =always so complacent, eo
urbane, Bristow seemed by his voice to
have suffered some extraordinary
change—to have crumpled up in that
moment into a shuddering, fear-stricken
being, His voice was cherged with the
uttermost panie, and broke off almest on
o shriek of despair and appesl. .

And then, cutting dramatically into.
Bristow's own words, came the voice
of another—a deep-toned, resonant
voica—raised in accents of anger, a voice
that brought with it gomething of that
vagrie atmosphere of the supernatural
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which can srouse speechless awe even
into the bravest heart:

“T tell you L1l listen to your impus
dent request no longer! I've had more
than enoul%-h of you and your double
dealmf! 'gol that T have been ever to
have lent an ear to you in the (st
r;lacgl This comes of trying to give &

elping hand to one who—"

“For mercy’s sake,” broke in the
voice of Bristow, ''stop that terrible
voice |

*What? You'd strike me, would
you?? Again the voice came, clearly

and unmistakably that of Bir Merton

Carr, and followed by a sudden crash,
as of something being overturned.

Then came unmistakable sounds of &
ficrce struggle, followed by a sudden,
sharp cry o? agony, and a momentary,
tense silence. And then—" ’

“You scoundrel! You—you've killed
me! But I know you, Ger—"_

“Stop it; I say! Stop ib, or I—"

Bristow's agonised scream wes inber-
rupted by a sudden, abrupt lough, a
blood-freezing cackle of evil triumpl
which almost caused Jack himself to cry

out.

Both he and Locke recagnised that
langh et, though they knew it,
though tiey were sure that it had come
from the lips of Daft Dave, the sense
of horror it had brought with its first
utterance the dsy before seemed as
strong as ever. "

Tocke turmed swiftly towards Jack.
The detective's face was et in grim
lines now.

“Come on!” he muttered. “We're

oing to rush that room and take them
g:,f surprise 1"

The Fight witb Daft Dave !
FERRERS LOCKE sprang across

the room fo where he had
espied an eleckrio switch. But

though he clicked it down, no
liqht was forthcoming. .

‘As I expected,” he gritted; “out
off at the main. e real owners of this
house sre away, and Dave and Bristow
and their gang have sneaked in and
taken possession

But the detective wasted no further
time.

He crept towsrds the communicating
door now, and, with a quick nod to
Jack, turned the handle, which he had
'p\:fta!vious]y tested, and flung the door
wide.

Poth Locke and Jack had drayn their
automatics now snd were quite pre-
pared for & struggle. y

As the door was flung wide, there
came a howl of amazement from Daft
Dave, which was echoed by Bristow,
as both men rose swiftly to their feet.

“Put ‘em up, both of you!” snapped
Locke. “Quick and lively, now!”

Just for & fleeting second they stared
at the newcomers in gaping astonish-
ment. . .

Jack, glancing sbout him, saw that
there was a_table in the centre of the
room on which stood & smoky oil lamp
and o curiously-shaped ebony-coloured

That much and no more he was able
to take note of in that swift second.

Then there came & roar of rage from
Daft Dave, no longer the simpering
jdiot as they had bedome accustomed to
ﬁndinﬁ him, but = snarling, furious,
hunted beast.

“Look out'™ yelled Lacke suddenly,
and ducked.

But he was a split second too late;

Daft Dave, instead of obeying Locke’s
curk command to throw up his hands
bad suddenly reached out and snatched
up the oil lamp which he raised oyer his
head liko & figure of demonincal Y

Apd next instant he had flung it

with +h
deformed, yel amazingly strong
behind it, clean at the deteetive.

The lump canght Locke s glancin
blow against the side of the head. Hag
he not ducked when hs did, it ywould
assuredly have stunned him altogether.

As it was, it sent him reeling back
with & ery of anguish, while the lamp

full weight of his eripgleéi,
ody

Uitself sped onwards to crash to the
. ground a moment later just behind the

spot where Jack Drake was standing.
Locke, however, quickly recovered
himself, though his head was spinning
and dizzy with the shock of the blow,
H'e rushed forward, immedintely
Lehind Jack, who had already dashed in.
The room was in darkness now, end
the fact that the moon had by now
disappeared behind & bank of cloud
added to the confusion.
But & yell from Jack proved that he
had eeized hold of someone, gnd an
answering ory gave Locke the clue, for

A livid tongue of flame strenked sud-
denly through the darkness, cutting it
a/most like a lightning flash. It camse
from a thin lace curtain hapging over a
window near the communicating door.
Evidently the oil lamp, which Dave had
flung at them as they rushed into the
room, had not been “extinguished and
the flames were now greedily eating up
the carpet and rushing up the curains
with swiftly-incteasing strength,

Locke made ta rush at the curtains
with a view to dragging them down, but
a crooked shadow Joomed up before him
and he found himself struggling madly
the neXt moment with Daft Dave.

Meantims, Jack Drake had taken
Locke’s place and was now tearing at
the curtsins which at Jlast collapsed
almoet atop of him, causing him to
cough and splutter madly with the

smoke and fumes.
He stamped fiercely on the curtai.l:;:i
but without much avail. ira b

The fire

Ferrers Locke and Dait Dave staggered and reeled about ihe room, sending
artieles of furniture crashing down on all sides, kicking and plunging In a wild,
headlong hatile for mastery.

(See page 30.)

it was unmistakably in the high-
pitched voice of Daft Dave.

The detective crashed into a couple
of reelin‘ﬁ figures, stumbled over a chair,
fell hea ons, drew himself erect zgain
instently and espying & figure necar the
window—a figure that could only be
Bristow’s—he mada & swilt charge,

But even then Bristow was a shade
quicker. He had the window up in &
trice snd & moment later had vaulted
lightly through it, swinging easily out

if  thorou well acquainted wi
f th ghly well ted with
is bearinges.

Locke lunged out
secured & grip on the man’s fast-
dissppearing ankle. There came a ye
of snger from Bristow who gwiftly
kicked baclkwards.

Tt was a crue! blow and it caught
Locke squarely between the cyes.

With a ery of pain and dismay the
detective released his hold and fell back
momentarily blinded. And ere he could
properly recover himself therc came a
sudden_shout from Jack.

“Quick, guv'nor! Dave's slipped me
—gnd the TBc’acfm is afiral”

Ferrars ke, forcing himself, by a
sheer effort of will, to draw erect, spun
round.

desperately and

by now secured something of & grip
and was nmkm%mrspid strides, flinging
ueer, dancing shadows about the room,
shadows which revealed the struggling
swaying forms of the detective and his
adversary as each sought the mastery.

Despite the fact that Daft Dave was
o cripple and horribly deformed, he
seemed now to be imbued with the
strength of three men, and he fought
with the desperation of a cornered
animal.

Locke himself wus no mean fighter,
and in any other circumstances would
certainly have ‘lmt. up & far better show.

But he hsad already received two
nasty blows on the head, snd his brain
was singing and reeling, added to which
the fumee of the fire wers steadily
increasing in volume and threatening to
choke the last ounce of breath out of
hia lungs.

Back and forth they swayed, Jack's
figure being lost in the stru fe; and
then, as e particularly yivid flame shot
clean merass Daft Dave's face, Ferrers
T.ooke saw something that almost made
his blood run cold.

Daft Dave’s eyes, jade green in _the
flame-light, were snapping and rolling,
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his lips sagging and revesling & double
row :l)f j sgs;d, yellow teeth, and there.
waa spm:&mg-.fmthy curling round the
ends of his mouth.

“Heavens)” gasped Locke, .ss le
sought vainly to break away from the
anan's clutch. “The fellow’s gone clean
mad !

As if in dremabic confirmation of his’
terrible discovery, there mow burst from
the lips of Daft Dave enother of those
wild, discordant langhs which reverber-
ated away into & thousand echoes.

““Mad! That's it! Quite, quita mad!”
he shrigked. “But not too mad to
finish you, Mr. Ferrers Locke! Not too
mad to put an end to your career!
He, he, hat”

‘The fellow's voice, eracked and high-

pitched, “and . ending abru'ptliI with a
repetition of that awlul laugh, eent a
sliver of horror through Locke,

He began to fight with renewed des-

ration, seeking release from the man's
P:enziedﬁﬂmbrnc‘_e, for he ccﬁqlld feel anot
Dave's fingers slipping steadily nearer to
his throat—and ke ‘Tk%:aw what that
meant !

Even the finest of fighters finds him-
self up egainst one of the toughest
propoaitions possible if he gets into the
clutches of & idman, for adness
invarisbly seems to bring with it the
most. superhuman _strength, and once
Daft Dave . bia. fingers round Locke's
throat, the detective knew that he would
stand little chanee of escape from
being throttled to death.

They staggered and reeled about the
room, san%mg articles of furniture
crashing ‘down_ sll_shout them, thud-
ding heavily into the walls and reeling
away from ther_n again, kicking and
plunging in & wild, headlong battle for
mastery. "

Locke wondered vaguely what on
earth had become of Jack. He seemed
to haye disappeared altogether.

And, meentime, the fire had gained a
strong hold now, its flames beating W.Iﬂ:l
a fiorce heat about them, scorchin
thoir olothes, causing both Locke an
his opponent lo cough*and splutter as
the fumes found their wany down their
throats.

Ab last the detective
twisting himself almost free of the mad-
inan's clutches, and wrenching one arm
clear he drove it home clean between
the othet's wildly rolling eyes.

here came s atifled how! from Daft
Dave's lips, and he reeled badk, releas-

succeeded in

ing lis hold, to stagger and finally col-
Iapse in & heap on the floor, with the
a soreen aboud inm, while |

smoke formin, L m, .

Liocke I1imaelgmelad back choking and
uililf:ing, striving to keep himself from
alling.

'.Ii‘héK detective's head was spinning
rounid like 8 top now, and something
wart was trickling uncomfortably down
his face, while he could feel that his
clothes were torn and taitered almost
to ribbona.

Tt had been a frightful, desperate en-
counter, one of the worst he had ever
experienced.

And the trouble was that the worst
was not yet over,

The fire wes now steadily eating its
way, and had secured such 'a hold that
the room wos rapidly being transformed
into a furnace,

“Jack! T must find Jack!” muttered
Locke dazedly, az he stumbled and
reeled about, finally

itching headlon,
over something that Eurreﬁ?s ath, ¥
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+ .
He dragged himself to his knoes, grop-

ing around the smoke-enaircled

gloonu

A sudden vivid flash of flame lighted
up the spot for a feeting iustant, but
it was more than enmough.

“It's Jack ! Good heavens, he's heen
overcoliie by the fumes!”

Consumed with sudden  fear,  Locke
flung out his arms wnd lifted the still,
inert figure, heaving it unsteadily over
his shoulders. Then, glancing ‘wildly
about him; he sought a means of escape.

But. everywhere the fames leapt up
a3 if to ‘mock him, barring his path,
forcing him steadily badkwards, no
matter in what- direction he atternpted
to go.

“Heayens |”

in

he groaned. “We're

trapped; we'll never get out of this!”|

For & moment stark despeir gripped
him, as he stood there swaying dazedly
with his senseless burden, while the
flames zoared and crachled about him
like n thousand furies

Then, seeking a comparatively sife
corner, he put down his burden while
he dragged his handkerchiei from his
pocket and fastened it tightly about his
mouth,

Unce more he picked up the uncou-
seious figure of Jack, and, with a de-
termined effort, forced n way throngh
the scorching heat towards the door,

Blindly ‘he groped his .way along, and
after whal seemed an eternity he reached
comparative safety.

The flames had sPrand into the next
room, and were already battening at
the rooms immediately benesth. But
beyond this the fire had not so far
moved, and in a little while Locke found
himself . downstairs, dragging franti-
cally ot the front door, which at last
came open,

Then he rushed with his senseless bnr-
den intp the cool, revivifying air.

He set Jack down, and was immensaur-
ably relieved to find that he was already
showing signs of coming rotind.

He examined him ecarefully for a
minute or 8o to assure himself that the
boy was not in eny way seriously in-
jured.
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Then suddenly he stood erect again,
his eyes distended with horror.

“Daft Dave!” he gasped aloud. *I
—1I forgot him! He's in there!”

And without waiting any further, he
dashed pell-mell back into the house, the
sound of his footsteps booming distantly
upon Jack’s brain as the detective’s
young assistant began to regain con-
aeionsness,

Up the stairs rushed Locke, danger-
ously heedless of his own safety.

The room in which that terrible fight
had taken place now seemed like & roar-
ing furnace, and Locke fell back a step
‘with a groan of dismny.

“But T must get to him!” he panted,
“Can’t leave the poor fellow to be burnt
alive!”

He glanced quickly about lim,

ln the corridor where he stood he
espied a wall fixture consisting of &
washbasin and tap, He rushed towards
this, turned the tap, multering a prayer
of tfzankfulnesa as he saw the watar gush
forth,

Then he cupped his hands and flooded
his head and neck with the: water, finally
sopking his handkerchief and once more
flnsltenmg it round his mouth and nos-
trils

Then he hastened back, and, after a
moment, found a possible apening where
the flames had already pranticnlﬁr burnt
themsealves out.

Into this he dived, forcing hiz way
blindly, groping about till, after what
seemmed an immeasurable length of time,
he found the still, prone figure of Daft
Dave.

Swiftly, he picked the man up and
slung him over his shoulders, es he had
done in the case of Jack.

Then turning asbout, he began to fight
hia way back, his head wﬁirliug, iis
whole body teeming with heat and pain,
and clouds of steam erising from his
clothes, which he had already partially
drenched with the water from the wash-
basin tap.

How he renched the head of the stairs
he never knew, but he found himself
clabt.erin;g[ down them, to be met half-
way by Jack Drake, his face white and
strained, his eyes distended with fear.

“Guv'nor |” cried the boy. **Thank
heavens you're safe ao far! Here, lot
me lend = hand, for goodness® sake!”

Jack, who had not suffered to any-
thing like the extent that Locke had
done, found his strength almost fresh
again, and quickly relieved Locke of

15 burden, at the same time contriv-
ing somehow to lend the dotective a
hand.

They groped their way down the rest
of the staircase, with the roar and
crackle of the flames dinning now:into
their ears, and at last found themselves
dutside, where Jack quickly but gently
E;;t down the ominously inert form of

baft Dave,

He swung round again just in time.

Ferrers Locks, a bedraggled, tragic
figure, was ewnying dizzily, his hands
outstretched blindly before him,

“Heavens| I—'m done! I—I can't

eep np—"

Locke’s voice trailed off, and Jack

rang forward just in time to catoh his
chie{’s ¥ 88 it crumpled, with =&
low moan of exhaustion, into the boy
detective's arms,

(What is the outcome of this drama-
fic meefing swith Daft Daft ¢ VWil ke
tive to help the great defective im this
amaying ease or— ¥ See nezt week's

gripping instalment.)

“ Printed and published ever Monday by the Propristors, The Amalgamated Prass (1999), Ltd., The Flectway Honss, Farringdon Bireut, London, E.0.4 "
Advertisemens officed: Ths Flostwsy House, Farringdon irast, London, B.0.6, Boglstossd 1oF trenimsioaion by Cansdian Mngasine Powt. Bubseription
Eates: Iuland'and Abrosd, lis. por annum: e, 63, Jor bix monthe Suo siois 1or proced 10F trangmission by Oariadl Agency, Led, Bole aeaats ok

Augtralia and New Zealnnd: Mosars, O

ordon & Gotoh, Ltd,; aud for Osnads, The Imperi

len: The (]
Fews Co., Ltd. (Uanads)—Baturday, Apgust 15th, 1925,



EVERY
MONDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

T W":I':’EHIJE. 31

THE BUNTER
COURT ELEVEN! |

(Continued from poge 24.)
By ] i 2 [ 3 o 3 2 ) 3

0]
o]
o]
ol
D]
o
Gl
o]

EHEEEER

D’'Arey, being a Si. Jim’s fellow,
Harry had a natural repugnance to the
idea of the noble Gussy hearing. any-
thing of “bilking " with a Greyfriars

man.

Y Parkah ! repeated Arthur Augustus.
“1t wasn't Parkah—it ‘was Buntal, you
know."”

“Bunter's. told yon—"

"IEG hasn’t told me anythin', deah

¥,
“Then what—"
“I was alludin' to this feahful bwuise
on m};;r nappeh [V said Arthur Augustus.
o 132

“It is weally liowwid!” gaid Arthur
Augustus, rupning his fingers tenderly
through his hair.  “Buntah ought
weally to be westwained from playin’
cwicket, you know. My head's still
singin'—1 weally do wnot think that I
shall sleep to-night, you know. Luckily
I bwought my * Holiday Annual ' in
my bag, and I can wead it if I have
to sit up. But it's howwid, isn't it?”

“Raotten,” agreed Wharton, much re-
lieved, however, to learn that it was
only the bump on his noble head that
was worrying Arthur Augustns, His
mind had been full of Bunter and
“hilking,” but evidently D’Arcy had
hieard nothing from Mr. Pilkins' young
.

Wharton went

up the stajrs apd

knocked, at Bunter's door. There was

no answer, and he went in,

“Feeling better1” asked Harry, with
a smile.

“No!" grunted Bunter.

“Too bad, old chap!”

“I'm not sure whether I shall play
that match out on another date, affer
all,” said Bunter, ‘*I never had proper
backing from my team—a rottener lot
of cricketers T never saw.
shall serateh it.”

“That's all right, oll man—wa
finished the game,” seid Haery, langh-
ing. “We beag Parker und company

by an innings and more runs than we
conld count,”

“Yon had the cheek to play on after
1 left the feld?” exclaimed Bunter.

“We had!”

“Well, you cheeky sweep! Of all tho
nerve! Look here, Wharton——"

“0Oh, can it, old man!” said the cap-
tain of the Bemove. "I didn’t come
here to talk cricket — let’s keep to
things you understand.”

““Oh, really, Wharton—"

Y Parker has been talking to me—"

“Blow Parker!”

“Lock lere, Bunter, I want to know’|

how the matter stands,” said Harry.
“We're here with you, and you're &
Greyfrinrs, chap, ass as you are; and if
you're in trouble the hest thing you can
do is to get it off your chest, and let
us see what can be done. Farker
thinks—"

Bunter raised a fat hand.

“Y don't went to know what Parker
thinks. It would be beneath my dignily
to take any notice of such a person.”

“That's all very well,” said Harry
impatiently, " Diut can't you under-
stand (hat the chap may give you
trouble."

Bunter sneered.

“Things are coming to a pretty pass
when & common fellow can give trouble
to o chap in my position!” he said
scornfully. “I call it Bolshevism.”

“You ean call it what you like, but
there it is," said Harry, us patiently ns

I think T

In this competition so many compot
prize grades that some litile
NECessary.

who sent in correct solutions:

T. ALMOND, 21, Mosley St.,
L. G. BIRKBY, The Cottage,

BRUMHILL, 42,
CARTER, 12,

FRANCIS, High St..
., HANNA

SEEamp PR
2

o]

MISS T. JOHNS, 56, School Rd.,
A. KEMP, 23, Grosvenor Rd.,

(., SEEAR, 34, Clive 5i,

1. Choach.
2. Alotor-vansa.
3. Policeman,
4. Faclory.

ALL THE WINNERS!

RESULT OF “WHAT I8 IT?* COMPETITION NO. 3.

itors qualified for the sccond and third
rearrangement of the prizes has heen

The THREEE CCAMERAS have been awarded to the following competitors
KENNETH COPE, 15, Greenwoeod Gardens, Palmers Green, Loudon, N. 13.

LESLIE CILLHAM, 138, Ashbourne Avenue, Mitcham,
RICHARD NOVIS, 17, Linden Rid.; Bexhill-onSea,

POCKET-KNIVES have besn awarded to the following twenty-five com-
petitors whoss solutions came next with one error each:

V. A, ABERNETHY, Post Office House, Kilmallock, Co. Limerick.
Blackburi.

Silverlen Gardens, Horley, Burrew.

.  BOWDLER, 164, Staftord Sf., Wolverhampton.
BRITTON, Red Lion, Whitohall Rd,, Easton,
Prook St., Northampton,

Burleigh Park Rd., Peverell, Plymouth,
1. CARTER, 5, Cordon Rd., Maidenhead,
DISHLEY, 14, Westwood St
FITZSIMMONS, 44, Frochold St.,
Thorpe-le-Boken, C 7 )
, “Inchbrae,” Beacheroft Gdns, Wembley Pl., Middx,
HARMER, 9, Knights Dlace, Holland
HOLLIS, 66, Victoria Rd., Headingley, eds,
R, JENICINGS, 511, Battle Rd., Hollington, St. I.qopm-ds-uncha,.
: Tilehurst, Reading.
Lowestoft.

1. M. LAMBE, 2, Abcrcorn Avenue,
¢ A, MACK, 2, Midland Rd., C
T. MATHER, 8, Stover Place, Cl
ATES D, MEAKIN, 53, Kimberley
J. PATERSON, 4, Toft Cottages; Elie, Tife.
V. C. QUIN, 8, Moss Terrnee, Up.
Grangetown,
1. TODD, '10, Ellesmers Crescent, Redbourne St.,

ecka St., Exeter, Devon.

The Corrvect Solution was as follows :

Surrey.

Bristol.

Borks,

Moss Side, Mauchester.
Taivficld, Liverpool.
Clacton:on-Sea.

St., Southwark, Loiidon.
Leeds.

Willowhrae Rd., Edinburgh.
riton, Nottingham.

Torrace, Craghead, Co. Durham.

Moss Lane, Huline, Manchester.
Cardilf.
Hessle R, Hull.

5, Storus.

6. Newshoy.

7. Raihvay Terminus.
8, Hoarding.

he could, “Bunter, is it all fair and
square nbout this house? It's ca fright-
fully expensive place—"

Wharton bresthed hard.

“Will you tell me, Bunter—"

“T've {old you that my [father gave
fifty thoussnd for the ploce,” said
Bunter ealmly. .

“Ass! Wa know that you've got it on
a lease or something—that it's lebt fur-
nished ¥ exclaimed Wharion.

«gEven if 1 have, do you think 1
sha'n't pay the reut?” sueered Buntet.
“Do you think forty guineas & week is
as much to me as fo you?”

“T don’t want to rub it in, Bunter,
but you've borrowed practically all our
money while we've been here, and that
doesn’t look as if your father were shell-
ing out, as you say: It seems to mo
that you've landed yomsell in trouble;
angd what I wang you to understand is,
if that's so, and you own up and lef us
know what's what, we'll try to help
you out of it.”

Bunter's fat lip curled.

“When I want help I'll ask for it
he said. “Don't you know it’s bad
form {o be inquisitive, Wharlen'?”

“Inquisitive!” roared the captain of
the Remoye. r'l

“Don't vell at a chap! What do you
call ik, thent Here I am, standiny you
the most expensive holiday you've ever
had, in my magnificent mansion,” said
Bunter warmly. “Instead of thanking
a chap, you buth in with questions it
wauld be benesth my dignity fo take
any notice of.” \

“Non't be an ass!" said Harry, "1

keep ou telling you thay if you've landed
vourself in trouble, in your usual style,
we’ll try our best to help you out of if.
1f it's all square, well and good: if ih
isi’'t, for your own stke own up before
it’'s too lute. Can't you understand ™
Harry Wharton drew a decp breath.
Really, if Bunter was in such a posi-
tion as Parker suspected, it seemed in-
credible that he should carry an in this

style. But of old the captain of the
Romove kmew  Bunter's unlimited
fatuousness,

“PRer the last time, Bunter,” he said,
“ig it all right, or is there anything
we can do?”

“Q0h! Ves” gaid Bunter. “There's
somethivg you can do, Wharton,”

“What is i7"

" Pass mo that cake.”

Whatton looked at lim [or a moment
with deep feelings; then, in silence, lie
passed the cnke, manfully restraining
his desive to bommet Bunter with if.

Bunter grinned as the captein of the
Remove left him,  His idea was thab
he had pnt Wharten in his placa; lio
did not even reflect that he had thrown
away & last chance of getting aut ‘of the
extraordinary situation s which his
fatuous folly had -landed Linr. He il
not trouble to think about that estra-
ordinary situation at all, The cake was
in his fut hands, and he dJeveted his
attention ta the cake.

THE EXD-

(If wou wont w geed taugh be sure and
rewd  The Prisoners of Bunter Cawrt "—
next week's rousing Jpern of Hurvy
Wharton & Cn.)

I'ng Maexer Tiersry,—XNo. 91
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