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FOR NEXT MONDAY.

“THE CARAVAN DETECTIVE!"
By Frank Richards.

The above is the title of our next
lendid long complete story of the
chums of Greyiviars on their caravan
tour. In this we [earn of & peculmr
character who pops up amongst the
nniors. They luke him into their party
the time being, giving him a ride on
the caravan, as EE 13 lame. But when
Jack Drake, who left Greyfriars to po
with Ferrers Tocke, tha famous detee-
tive, as his assistant, also happens to
come across the party, the excifement
becomes ntense. _ .
You must not miss reading the magni-
ficent story of

“THE CARAVAN DETECTIVE!®

which will a%mr in the Macxer
Liprary next Monday morning,

AROTHER SPECIAL SUPPLEMENT.

Next week Harry Wharton is allow-
ing Dick Penfold, the gified poct of the
Remove, to run the “ Greyfriars
Herald ™ for one week only, Readers
who know Dick pretty well will realise
that the Supplement won't be any the

_the

worse for Dick’s handling, for he is per-
haps one of the cleverest juniors at
reyiriars,

By the way, I hope vou are telling ali
our  chums thatPEI}Izr,rr}r Whartgx':m‘a
amous school magazine is appearing in
supplement formi in  the MaaXEeT
Ligrary? If you haven’t thought of
doing 50, will you make a start lo-day?

Thanks!

TO JOG YOUR MEMORY.

Dan’l forget that the “GREYFRIARS
HOLIDAY ANNUAL ™ will appear on
sale on the firgt doy of September, and
that it 15 advisable to order wyour copy
now, Only a limited number have been
printed, and It will not be possible tp
reprint this really wonderful annual.

Sidoney Drew's magnificent new serial
is now before you all, and you have only
to secure a copy of the current number
of the “Populur™ to atart at the
very beginning of what, I am sure, is
going to be tﬁe— mest popular serial of
vear. It 13 entitled “The Invisthle
Ruider,” and the characters in the story
are ald favouritee—Ferrers Lord and his
fricnds, Rupert Thurgton and Trince
Ching Lung. Prout & Co.,, Gan Waga,
and Hal Honour also take part in Ferrers
Lord’s greatest advenlure.  Start the
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A lopping schoel yarm.

Mo, 586 —THE CALL OF THE RING.
A superh story of the boxing ring. By ALAN DEWE

] Mo, 867 —~LOYAL TO NAPOLEQN,
A thrilling story of mdventure in Frarce. By ALFREED ARMITAQE,

SRR ; RTIS OF THE FIYTH,
F. e e S By ROBBRT W. COMRADE.

aei Mo, 568.—THE GOLDEN TRAIL.
ik [ A magnificent fale of the Wild West., By SIDNEY DREW.,

AFEEEAENEENSE EFAEFARAREGEE B
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No. 184 —THE CITY OF

ARSI ERENFAES AR &

A magnificept tate of sdventure and detestivs wark, featuring Sexton
Blake, Tinkor, and the HO®, JOHN LaWLESS,

HETEE] e yge _mEaH MAN WHO FORGOT.
:] Intruducing Sexton Blake and DE,

FReniyl Mo, 186, —~WITHIN FOURTEEN DAYS: or,
o n THE LOST EXTRADITION PAPERS.
A tale of stirring advenlure In Eoglasd and Franoee,

%] Mo.187.—THE ARCHITECT'S SECRET,
e A romance of fascinnting deteciive advemiure
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g e No. 55, —THE

i, . m Introducing ¥PELSOY LEE

PET OF ST. FRANK'S.
A rollicking story of sehosl 1§fe, ietrodoeing RIPPER, HANDFORTEL,

FULLWOQOD & 0, aod other Bt. Frank's Junlors.

%11 No. 56.—MESHES OF MYSTERY. _ i
L An amazing stery of deteclive work and adventurs in Lopdon and ilover,

pnd NIPPEER.
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"TiE MacNET LIBhARY, —No. 705,

EEEERSEN UNENBERANEES

new serial to-day, and you won't be dik

e ted !

Correspondence.

Mizz Jana Lee, 8, Vinevard Hill,
Wimhledon Park, 5.W., wishes to cor-
respond with readers; ages, 14-16.

Degmmer A, Arnott, I1.Q. Company
lst KOS B, Agra, U.P. India, wishes
to correspond with readers of the CB.'s;
ages, 18-20.

R. Mack, 70, Manor Road, Rugby,
wishes to hear from readers in his dis-
trict willing to help in the formation of
a sports chgl:h.

Perey L. Reed, 68, Sprules Road,
Brockley, 8.E. 4, London, wishes te cor-
respond with readers in 5t Helena,

Charles Greenburn {aged 20}, c/o Bed-
lingten  Post Utfice, Bedlington,
MNerthumberland, wishes to correspond
with readers in Canada interested in
farming, as ho contemplates going to
that country.

William Tauck, 12, Ilordle BSteeet,
Ilovercourt, Essex, wishes to correspond
with readers overseas, 14-16 years of age:

E. Proctor, The Orchards, Great Shels
ford, Cambs, wishes to hear from
readers interested in science and boxtig,

Miss Noreen Brice, 148-150, Bay Straeet
Massau, New Providence, Bhama, Briti
West Indies, wishes to correspond with
rexders, nges 14-16  Readers Lhiving
at Norbury, mnesr Croydom, Surrey,
sﬂ.}e-l:izdl asked,  Posteard views ex-
changed, and all letters answered.

Harald IL  Lolhurst, Kelverdale,
Little Hartley, via Sidney, N.B.W,
Austealia, wishes to hear from readers
interesied in stamps. _

Henry Folkes, Ward O 5
Mary's Hospital, Carshalion,
would like to hear {rom readers,

E. J. Pallett, Kibah, Villicrs Street,
Fensinglon, Sydney, Australin, wishea
ta carrcspond with readers in Eogland;
apes, 14-15.

T. E, Palwer, 68, ¥Vspol Street, &t
Thomas, Swansen, wants roaders to com-
municate with hint on the subject of his
amateur magazine, **Comrades,"

A. B Wilhams, 83, Prescot Road, Fair-
field, Tdverpoo!, wishes to correspond
with readers about things in general and
aports in particalar, )

W, T, Jageers, 105, High Street, Bat-
Mreea, 5,%W., wanis to  hear from
readers interested in his Siar Amateur
Journalists’ Ulub.

Miss M. Donner, efo P.O. Box 442,
Port Elizaboth, South Africa, wishes to
correspond with readers anywhere.

Walter Crowther, ofo Post Office, Tod-
morden. Yorks, wishes t¢ hear from
readers.

Abe Dermike, 52, Caledon Street,
Cape Town, South Africa, wishes to cor
respond with readers overscas.

Your €difor.

Queen
Burrey,
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LONG COM- |;
PLETE TALE |:
OF THE CHUMS |;
OF GREYFRIARS
EVERY WEEK.
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hand this copy, when
finished with, to
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dealing with their Adventures on a Holiday Tour with a Caravan.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Nice for Bunier!

] ISTER ANNE!" sang out Bob
Cherry, “Do you see a fal
duffer coming?”

Harry Wharton shaded his evos
with his straw ‘La.t., and looked down the
white road that wound over the downs,

The Greyfriars cavavan was camped in
full view of the blue summer sea. The
grass grow green almost down to the
shelving sands. Away in the distance
was a seaside town; nearer at hand
hli-ngnluwa scatlered here and there, red-
roofed, gaily-psinted. Five juniors had
returned hungry from a ewim in the bay
—refreshed, cheery, but hungry &3
hunters. And Billy Bunter, whe should
have had supper ready, was not even to
be seen.

Wharton locked along the white read
in vain, There was no sign of William
George Bunter,

“Tha ass!" growled Wharton,

“Thoe lazy bounder!™ snorted Johnny
Bull, "He's had lots of time to get to
Stacliffe and back!™

Frank Nugent looked out of the
CATA T, .
“Not & morsel herel™ he said,

“Bunter must have cleaned up the last
erumb before he went shopping.”

“Trust him!"* growled Bob Cherry.
“My hat, I'm hungry!”
“The hungerfulness,” remarkoed

Hurree Jamset Ram Sinig‘h. “*is terrific!
The esteermed grub would be a boonful
blessing !

“Whera has thal fat duffer got to?”
exclaimed Wharton, *“He can't have
miszed the road—there's only one road.
He's had ample time to shop and get
back twice over! Bother him!"

“Perhaps he's staying to devonr what
he's shopped ! suggested Dob Cherry.

* Bother him!"”

“ Bless him "

pi¥

“RBlow him! 5

The Cireyiriars ecaravanners wers im-
patient,

They had had & long march before

reaching  that camping-place on the
Sussex Downs, and it had seemed an
excellent idea to the TFamous Five to
have a dip while Dunter did the shop-
ping—he was cortain to take a consider-
abla number of “anacks ' while he was
so employed. And nothing would have
induced him to go for a swim.

The Famous Five had stayed quite &
long time in the water, to give Bunter
& chance. And now they were famizhed,
and the Owl of the Remove had not even
returned to camp.

“The fat duffer must have lost his
way, somehow," said Harry Wharton at
last, “One of us had better take the
bike and go and look for him,™

“Wea'll find lum in a bunshop, fecding,
if we do!" grunted Johnny Bull,

“I shouldn't wonder.”

Harry Wharton wheeled out the bike
from the side of the van, and mounted
it in tha road. Four voices shouted to
htm 23 he started.

“Bring the grul back, and never mind
Buntes I

“Yes, rather!”

Wharton pedalled down the white,
dusty road. It ran straighi for half a
mile in the direction of the little town
of Stacliffe, and then there was & turn.

Az Wharton came tound the turn,

u-hi:::in? along on the bike, he caught
sight of a fat figure in the read,
“ Bunter!"

It was Dlly Bunter at last.

Bul the Owl of the Remove was not
laden wilh packets and parcels, as he
ought to have been alter auch a pro-
lonwed shopping expedition.

He did not seem to have a single
package aboul him, and he seemed o
be walking with his hands in his porkels,
And his fat face had o very peculiar
aspect in the dislonce.

Wharton whizzed on, and jomped off
the bike s few wyards from the Owl of
Lhe Henwove.

YT say, Wharlon!™ gasned Bunler,

“Why—what——"

138

* Let me loose !

By FRANK RICHARDS, o

Wharton stared at him. Bunter's hands
were not in his pockets, after all; they
wera tied down to his aides. And the
peculiar aspect of his face was due to the
fact that uﬁmethinf; bad been smeared
over it—thick. There was 1rm
marmalade and butter and pickles.

“What the merry thunder—" ex-
claimed Wharton, in smazement.

“0Oh dear!” gasped Bunter.

“What's happened to you?" roared
Wharton.

“ Lemme loosa, can't you?™ gaeped
Bunler, blinking at him through his big
spectacles. “Cuan't you see ['m tied, you
ailly owl?”

* Rut what—=—""

“Look at my face!™ hooted Bunter,
“1 want & wash! It's drying on my
chivey in this sun—— Grooogh! I've
got some jam down my neck—— Owi™

Wharton opened his pocket-knife, and
cut the cords. Billy Bunter stretched his

dey arms in relief.

“That's better " he gasped. .

“ But what—who did this?" exclaimed
Wharton.

“Those bhoasts!"

“What lwasts, fathead ™

“They're staving down here on holi-
dag, I think!"” gasped Bunter. *Thoso
Iighcliffe rotters, you know. 1 saw them
in Stacliffe, when I was doing the shop-
ping, and they chivvied me—=—"

“Ponsonby and his ecrowd?  asked
Harry, his gmw darkening.

“Yes. And when I slarted home after
the shopping, they followed mal"
groaned Bunter, * Thev—they collared
me—1*on and Gadsby and Monron anid
ihe rest. They re all here together, the
Leasts! I—I fought like a—a lion——""

“DOh, cubt that out!™ satd Wharton
crosaly,

“1 did!” hooled Thunter,  ©1 felledl
Ponsonby with a lertific blow! 1 knocke:d
(dshy fying! I—I1 nearly smashed up
Vavasour with one of my tersific uppet-
ents! As for Monzon——"

“Where's the grub?” :

Tie Macerver Lisgany.—INo. 700.
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Wharion stared ai Bunter and at the jam and piekles on his fat face.
" 'What’s bappened fo you? he demanded.
“ Lemme loose 1 ™

Bunter.

“Higheliffe rofters !* pgasped
{See Chapter 1.}

“"They plastered meost of 1t over mie
so—"

“After you had felled them and sent
them spinning, and emashed them up?”
atked Wharton sarcastically.

“There were six of the rottera!™ gpasped
Bunter. *“I couldn’t have licked more
than four of them—not ab once, you
Enow——=""

il HH-,. h&" hi'l.!"

“ Blessed if I can see anvthing to cackle
at!" hooted Bunter, **I've gob pickles
down my neck, and jam up my siecves,
and marmalade all over my face. They
told me to tell you they'd serve you the
same if they eame across you!l”

“ Y wish they'd come serose me!™ said
Hearry. ' Have you got any of the money
left #™

“How could I have any of the money
left when 1'd spent it all shopping?”
demanded Bunter indignantly. *“Jolly
lucky I thought of having a snack in the
feashop, wasn’t it? I did, you know.
That's where 1 first saw the beasls, blow
em! There's nothing for supper. 1
might have had to go to bed hungry,
only I'vée had that snack. Presence of
mind, you know!" .

“Ams! Roll on te the canmip!” said
Harry. “I'll run down into the town on
the bike, and get sumething.”

“These Highcliffe cads are still there,
and_'___ﬂ

“That doesn’t matter”

Wharton remounted the hike and rode
an. Bunter blinked after him, snd then
resumed hizs weary way towards the
COTEVADN CRITYP.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Brush with the Enemy !

(1] REYFRIARS cad!”
G Harry Wharton locked round
quickly.

It was a voire he knew—the
voice of Cecill Ponsonby, of the

Fourth Form at Higheliffe Sehool.
There was Ponsonby, in all hiz glory—
and the Co, were with him, Ponsonlby

wonoav: '~ THE GARAVAN
Tug Macser LiBRARY,—No, 706,

looked elegant, as usual, from the top of
his expensive Panama hat to the soles of
his exceedingly well-htting shoes,

He was sauntering along with Gadsby,
followed by hizs comrades i twos—=Drury
and Vavazour, Monson and Merton. The
six—the choleest nuts of Higheliffe—
were evidenily all on holiday tﬂﬁfﬂlﬁr.
And, a3 Ponsonby zpoke, the whole hail-
dozen stared at the Greyfriars Junior on
the bicyele, with mocking looks,

Wharion {‘,Dln‘pl'ﬂﬁ-ﬁ-Ed his lips, ]

He certainly had not wanted to fall in
with Ponsonby & Co. during the vacation
—he saw guite enough of them during the
term—Groyfriare  being quite near to
Higheliffe. If the Grexfriars caravanners
hat known that Ponsonby & Co. were at
Stuclife, probably they would bave
turned the green van in some other
divection. Dut at the present moment
Harry Wharton was strongly inclined to
jump off the bike and present Cecil Pon.
sonby with somoething that would knock
the insolent grin off his handsomo face.

But it was not much use for one fellow
to begin handling six—and fair play was
not te be expected of the Higheliffe
crowd. 8¢ Wharten pedalled on, heed-
less of & mocking laugh that followed him
from the Highcliffe nuts,

He lost sight of them in the erowded
street, and soon stopped before a grocery,
where he went in for shopping. The
shopping Bunter had done had to be done
over again, owing o the I‘ﬂﬂ'li;ng’ Bunter
had received at the hands of Pousonby &

.

Harry Wharton was not long about it
He did not think, hungry as he was, of
stopping for a “znack ™ while his chums
were waiting for supper—perhaps lacking
Bunter's presence of mind!  His pur-
chases were fastensd up in a large parcel,
which he tied securely on the carrier of
the bike. Then lie mounted again and
rode ot of the town,

As he came ont on the open road over
the downs he was not surprized to see six
Panamas and straw hols in the distance
alicad.

From the direction taken by Bonter,

Ponsonby had doubtless guessed the
direction Wharton would take on his
return. Apd the half-dozen Highciifians
wera there, ripe for mischief !

One or two of them would not have
cared to stop [Harry Wharton on his
way, but there was confidence in numbers,
Six of them felt quite equal to hapdling
the fighting man of the Greyiriams
Remove.

Wharton pedalled on stea,dil.ly.

He was out of sight of Lthe caravan
camp until ha turned the corner, and sa
thore was no help to bo expected from s
chume, It was doubdful if Dunter, I;r}lod-
ding along on foot, had reached the riﬂmii
yet, 0 his comrades would be still in
ignorance of the fact that Ponsonby &
Ca. were there at ail. .

DBut Wharton did net think of stopping.

As he came cycling on swifily Por-
sonby & Co. spread themselves out across
tha road in a line, to halt him.

The Highcliffe nuts were grinning, and
Wharton did not need to be teld their
intentions. They intended to serve him
as they had served Billy Bunter, and were
evidently rejoicing in the cpportumty.

Ponsonb waved a hand to him,

“Btop!™ he called out.

The captain of the Greyfriars RHemove
slowed down.

He did not intend to stop. He did not
fear Pongsonby & Co., but he knew thet
ho could not hold his own against sx.
The slowing-down was a feint,

““Halt, dear boy!'" chuckled Gadshy.
“We want a little talk with you™

“Oh, rather I chortled Monson.

" Absolutely I"" grinned Vavasour.

Wharton was a dozen feet from the
group of Higheliians, and Pon. & Co,
had no doubt whatever that he was abouk
to stop. .

Instead of which, the Gresfriars junier
suddenly bent over his handlebars, and
drove at the pedals with all his strength.

Thae pedals fairly Hew.

The bicyele shot forward like an arrow
from a bow,

Right at the group of startled High-
eliffians it rushed, and it was upon them
before Ponsonby & Co. knew what wae
happening.

Had they stood their ground, Wharton
would certainly have been overthrown,
and the whole e¢rowd would have gona
over together, with extremely painful
resulta for everybody concerned.

But to stand up to the rush of a
whizzing bicycle required more nerve
than Ponsonby & Co. posseased.

Az the machine rushed down on them
they had barely time to scramble aside—
but they just managed it.

Gadsby fell, and Vavasour fell over
him: and Wharton, freeing one hand,
struck at Ponsonby's face na ho passed,
and gzent him spinning. There was &
loud well from Pon as he sprawled in the
road.

The next second the eyclist was passed.

-ﬁ{_}h: Eﬂ-d [u

+‘Dv~' '[?F

Ponsonby stagrered up, dazed, and
stutfering with rage. ] %

“Stop him! After him] Oh, gadl

“Grooh !” _

Wharton, going rt a tearing speed,
glanced back for a second, The High-
cliffe nute were ehaking furious fista alter
him. Ponsonby ran a lew paces in pur.
suit. and then, realising its uselessness,
he stooped and groped savagely for a
stone.

Whiz ! -

Wharton drove harder at his pedals,
The stone whizzed by a [vot f[rom hia

head and erashed by the roadside. If ik
OF THE JUNMIDOAS OF GREYFR1ARS.
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had struck him he would have been
hurled, half-stunned, from his machine,
in full career. Jiut Ponsonby was ico
enraged to think or care for that,

A few moments more, and Harry
Wharton-was reund the bend of the read,
and the green caravan was in sight in
the distance. He was safe from his
enermies now. He slackened speed, and
rode on cheerily, evertaking a fat and
pledding figure 3 hundred yards from the
camp, E%‘Billy Bunter jumped and spun
round as he heard the bike behind.

“Yah! Keep off, you beasts—"

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Oh, it's you, Wharton!”
Bunter, greatly relieved. ¥
the grub?”

H¥es, tubby "

“Oh, good!”

And tiu_].r went inlo camp together.
Cecil Ponsonby & Co. did not appear
round the bend of the road. Apparently
they had had enough. In fact, the liitle
parky of nuts were sadder, if not wiser,
as they loafed away—DPon caressing his
Ecﬂa, which [elt several sizes too large for

im |

gasped
I say, got

A e T

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Lord Mauleverer Jeolns In !
111 ALLO, hallo, halle ™

H' " What's thie trouble 2"

The caravannera shrrounded

the refurning juniors, There

was & goneral chuekle at the sight of
Bunter's face,

Billy Bunter blinked at them wrath-
fully

“There's nothing to cackle at, you
chumpa! I'm smothered with jam and
marmalade and Eiuk]ua s

“Ha, ha, ha!

*1 say, you feilows—""

“ But what's happened 1" asked Frank
Nugent.

“Ponsonby & Co. are on holidav at
Stacliffe, it seems,” said Harry, “They
bagged the grub from Bunter, but 1'v
goi a fresh lot. We're going to -.hm-i
trouble with that Highcliffe crowd if we
stay here ™

“Then we'll stay 1" said Bob Cherry.

“The stayfulness will be terrific,"” said
Hurree Singh, with a ned of ns dusky
head.

“I say, you fellows, I've had an awiul
Limm I fought like a lion, you kuow,

="'

“Y¥ou'd betier go and gob a wash,” said
Harrr. * MNow [or supper, you fellows.
I'm famished !

 Hame hewe!™

Lilly Bunier blinked hungrily at the
juniors ag they starled preparations for
suppsr, but even Bunier felt that a wash
was necessary.  Lloweves, he decided that
tho wash need not be too extensive, and
ho was Onished by the lime supper was
ready, The day had been hot, and the
setttng sun was still warn:; but a keon
Dreeze blew from the sez, and the juniors
wera glad of the camp-lire. As the
glindows of the evening deepened they
sat round the comp-fire and discussed the
poached eggs avd cocoa and corned beei
and cheesa and cake—aml the High-
eliffians. Dunier did nol discuss the
Higheliffiaus; his jaws wore too busy at
prosent for talking,

“The ratters I said Dob Cherry. *' It's
rather rotien that gang being down here,
a: we meant to camp here for a few days,
They spnil the giddy landseape. Btill,
n row with Porn & Co, will seem Like old
times at Greyfriars."

“We'll walk ronnd Stacliffe to-morrow

NHEXT hk
monoav: — THE CGARAVAN

and Jook for them !’ suggested Johnny
Il

“They're only zix, and we're five, 30
we can mop thern up easily enough!™
satd Johnny,

" P % L
" We're six, ain't we?" hooted DBunter.

Having by this time disposed of the
lion's share of the aupper, Bunter was
able to talk. ;
“Five when it comes to a scrap!’
grunted Johnny Duli.
“0Oh, really, Bull—"

“And they won't handle us so easily
as they did Bunter!” remarked Nugent
“They didn't handle me easily,
snorted Bunter, “I gave them & black

gve all round, 1 think.”

“1 didn't notice any of their oyes were
black I'" said Harry Wharton, laughing.

“[ don't suppose you stopped to ses!”
retorted DBunter. “You ran for i,
didn’t youi"

“ What?"” o

“T didn't run,” said DBunter, blinking
at the captain of the Remove. “"Not
that I blame youw, Wharton—they were
gix to ohe, so. you were justified in
buzzing off on your kike. Btill, I
wouldn’'t have done 1t."

“Why, you—you—" gasped Wharton.

“MNot my style,” said Bunter, shaking
hiz head. 1 say, pass that cake!
When  they tackled me, you know, I
stood up to them! I didn't count the
adda—I never do!  Just stood up to
them like a lion, you koow.”

“More likely scuttled like a rabbit,”
grunted Johnny Bull

“1 faced them like—like that chap who
defied the lightning!” roared Bunter
“1 forget his name=—Ulysses, was 167"

H“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I—I mean Achilles——"

“Make it Ajax,” grinned Nugent.

I don't care who 1t was-—Ajax, if you
like—that's how T faced them,” said
Bupter, * Knocked them rizht and lelt.
aull, I don’t blame you for running
away, Wharton. Some fellowe have
pluck. Bome haven't. Yuarooh! Leggo
my ear!"”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

** Money Prizes ? B

Tunter jerked his fut car away, and
glared. -

“T've a jolly good mind to lick yon,
Wharton.'

“Ta ™ said Harey, lauzhing,

“Ounly T'm tiredd with 1hrashing tho:e
I']:ighl;:lﬂfﬁ chaps,” subd Buider,

“Lla, ha, ha!™ .

“0Oh, don’t keep on cackling,” said
Bunter, crossly. " Pass me some more
cake. lsn't there any more?  LDash it
all, Wharton, you mighi have brought
BCMIIC IO l‘.’lkE‘- I f.'.lﬂ. n i]ig Llilillpq :'I.I:HI
those Highelilfe cads ate it, right MR
my noae, you know."

“YWhile you were thrashing them,”
grinned Bob Cherry.

*I—1 mean—-"

There was a sound from the direciion
of the road, and Harry Wherton looked
roned.

Darknezs enwrapped the downs now;
in the distanes lhe lightss of Slacliffe
twinkled famntly., Lights twinkled, too,
fiom the bungalows dotted along the
shore,

“That was a footsten,” said Harry.

Y Ponsonby coming for Bunter, per-
haps," chucklad ol Cherry, “W E'_"
all stand round and sce inir play, if it 15
—and  watch Bunler thrashiop  him
again=—""

“Ma, ha, ha!" roared the juniors, as
Billy Bunter made a sirategic movement
towards the caravan.

Bunier disappeared into the van, The
Famous Five leoked round in the diree
tion of the road, curiousiy., The footlalls
were distinct now, and they had left the
road, and were crossing over the gras
towards the caravan camp. Someone
was evidently approaching the camp;
arid the Greyfriars junior: rose to their
feet, wondering whether it might be a
raid on the part of Ponsonby and Co.

But it was only one figure that loomed
up in the radius of ruddy light cast by
the camp-fire.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! What——"

“Excuse me." The figurs stopped in
the firelight, and blinked at tha juniors,

i

“1 think I've lost my way—and seeing
vour light=— By gad, 15 that Wharton 7

Wharton, freeing one hand, struek at Ponsonby as
sent him spinning, “Ob gad I gasped Pom, *Ow!” (See Chapler 2.)

he passed and
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“ Mauleverer 1“ exclaimed Harvy.

“ Magly, by Jove! exclaimed DBob
Cherry, and ﬁe rushed at the surprised
newcomer, grasped him round the shoul-
gﬂr* and waltzed him towards the camp-

e

“Oh, gad!” gasped Lord Mauleverer,

“Good old Mauly!” chuckled Pob.
“What are you doing here? Dm;::pml
down from the clouds, or from a giddy
ageroplana®™

Lord Mauleverer jerked himself away
from the m-:ubl?mnt. Bob.

“ Fancy meetin’® vou fellows here ! he
exclaim “What jolly luck, what?
l:-'ara.\annm . what? Oh, gad.™

Nugent pushed a camp-stool towards
Mauleverer, who sat down on it at once.
Ho was evidenily tired. But Lord Mau-
leverer memerally was tired; he was the
tiredest fellow at Greyfna:rs in the term,
and apparently had not changed in the
vacation.

“Jolly glad to meet you, dear men,”
he said, blinking in the lirelight. "1 be-
lieve I'm lost, what? Horvrid, am T AT

“You're found, you ma&.n, grinned
Boy "“Had your supper?

“Begad, no! I haver't tazted o hite
since iea-time,’” sald Lord Mauleverer,
plaintively.

"L‘Iiﬂkj' wa've got lots.”

“You're awfully good—."

“1 say, you fellows.” Billy Bunter
blinked out of the caravan. *Is that

my old pal Mauly?"

“It's Mauly!” said his lordship.

Bunter rolled ot of the van.

“Nao eml of & pleasure to meet you,
Mauly,” he said, affectionately.

“PBogad, that's awfully good of you,
Bunter. Trot it out.”

“Eh! Trot out whati”

*“Pon’t you want me to caszh a postal-
order for youi" asked Lord Mauleverer,

in surprise.

e Eh ¥ hn.

*“Then why the dooce are you glad fo
"“ﬁa"}f‘?" ly, Mauly—"

“ih, really, Manly—

“Ha, ha, :i'm!"

“ Here you are, Mauly,” said Nugent,

=
P Py
=2

hospitably.  “Take the plate on your
knees, Can vou eat corned beef?”

“My dear man, I could eat anythin’.
This 1z joliy pood of ‘ou,, * gaitl Laord
“L:Inulﬂﬁ.mm “1 sav, Ve VO Bver
heard of a place m]ie-:'i Stachiffe? It's
not near the roailway.’

“Tt's & mile away vonder.”

“ Another mile—oh, gad! I saw, this

beef is good., Ever heard of a hunguiﬁu
near Stachifie?” ]

“*There's two or three dozen.”

“The one 1 want is ua.!Im] the Firs.”

“MNover heard of 11,7 said Wharlon.
“ Eaay E.n:m#h to find it to-morrow. ‘ﬁ-a
can put you up for the mgh! Mauly.”

“Phat's jolly kind of you, ¥ gaid Mau-
leverer. * DBut I sent on my bags in the
trap, you know.,”

“We can lend you fome things™

“You're a good Samaritan. I suppose
they'll be expectin® me at the bung,”
said Lord Mauleverer, thoughtfuliv, * You
see, 1 got down by the afternoon irain,
and hired & man to drive me over. It
was a rotien old trap, and I mmdn’t
stand it—never could stand bein’ jolted,
voa know, So I sent him ahead with my
things and walked the rest. I wonder if
I took & wrong turnin’?

“Looks as i you might have”
grmm_::i Hob.
“¥aaz. Anvhow, I've been wander-

= around for goodness knows how long,
I ﬁnpe the man has found the Firs, and
delivered mJI bags there. I'd like to
camp here—I'm aw ﬂ} done up—but—
but I suppese thE{‘ll expectin’ me lo

ow in, won't they, after geitin® my
baga? I—I shall have to find the place,
sum{*huw Hard cheese, whﬂ."”

“ Here's your cocoa, Manly.”

Than.—-:.r-: old bean. Begad, this seems
aw'ly com " gaid }us lﬂrdsﬁlp, locking
round. }E}u fﬂi} mind to go cara-
vannin'. suppose theve's some
work atta:‘lm-d ‘”’

“ A little,” gnid Wharton, smiling.

*"Fa‘rhu}m I'd better stick to the bung
—if I can find the bung. You fellows
feel inclined for o walk, vou can come
and help me find it, what?

d”|'j§:"_" g
}. I :

“You owe the bank ﬂﬁrt{ ’pounds Mauly !** said Punsnnby, hetween
“1 shall not pay a cent!” said Mauly

{(See Chapter 7.}

his teeth, *“PI
calmly. ay“nf s;lhmanrﬂ leave to-night !’
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s ‘lﬁ.u:]l {'ertumiu e VOU ﬂunuﬁh, lf
you're pEodtg w J:l[h"n‘g aprain ta-night,™
said Flarry Wharton, 1 suppose i tha
prople are expecting you to-nught, you
ought to furn up™

M Y:tﬂ-sq"

* Anybody we know!" asked Nugens,

i "krnus\-:ll

“0Oh, good. I didn’t know weo hnew
anybody in this goarter,” soid Nugent.
“(zreviriars chaps?

Lord Mauleverer shook his head.

it '%\th then'ji'::’hﬁ :

“Some Higheliffe people—"

“YWhat peor

*Chap named Ponsonby.
member Ponsonby "

“{dh, my hat!"

You re-

And Harry Wharton & Co. stared
blankly at i:}rd Mauteverer a3 that
youth cheerfully sipped his ¢ocoa.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Ponsonby’s Guest ]
murmured  Bob

1 ONSONBY ™
P Cherry.
Lord Mauleverer nodded over

the tin cup of cocoa.

“Yans, Yeou remember him? You'va
had no end of rows with him, haven't
you? I believe I had a row with him
oncg—or waa it twice? Now I'm goin’
to put in a week at his seaside bung.
Odd, ain’t 17 ¥ou fE}”ﬂ'I-'-"H seen any-
thin’ of Pon since you've been campin’
h.-ElL‘E: Rt

""This aftemncm.” Eaid Harry.

“No rags, {7& " said Lord Maul-
everar. _1..Et.e|r there's no need to
keep up the rzng*-—m' during the vac, is
there? Loks of it durin® the term.”

" How on Fnr!h do you come fo be
spending  a r:-h::ln%3 with Donsonby,

0

Mauly I exclaimed Bob thrr_f,' bBluntly.
“Ie's not m your line.™

“7 should hope not!” murmured
Nugent.

‘* No, I suppose he isn't,” said his lord-
ship reflactively. "It came about like
this. I was at Brighton. You fellows
know Drighton? It—it's a town on the
coast—the South Coast, I think,”

“Yes, asz! Get on!”

“Tnele Draitthwavte, vou  know,
That's where I was. [I'd had & week
with U'nele Brooke, and then I went on
t¢ Uncle DBrajthwayte. Sort of uncle,
you lknow, He married somechody. or
somenody married him, or somethin’,
s0 lie's a sort of uncle once removed, or
iwice, or sometnin’—-"

“Don't waste time being so loeid.™
said Bob Cherry gravely. “Get on with
the washing.™

“ Beogad, yass, guife sa!”  assenled
Manly, “Well, that’s how it came
sbeut. I rar across Pon in Brivhton.

He fairly froze on me; no end chammy.
it puzsled we. T dan’t ever remoembior
Lein” ehummy with Pon, but he seemed
ta think W were old friends. 5o hn
came to dinner with my ald unele, and
pliased the buck no cnd —listened to him,
you know, amd never oven winked at
me, Unc¢le liked him immensely, So
he stuved a eouple of daws, and asked
e to relurn the visit, and wnels was
agrecable, so T saicd vaas, Coualdn't very
well sny no, conbd 137 added Mauleverer
thoughtfully. 1 dare say Pon 1s mutm
a decent chap: shouldn't wondee.”

¥ Ass 1 epid Dob.

“{th. begad "

“What does he want you for?"” asked
Johnny Bull, who was sometimes quite
pamfully dircet 1n his way of spoaking.

Lord Manleverer Blinked at him.
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# Tilesspd if 1 know !™ he snid. * What
does any chap want any chap for?
Every fe{!nw ot meat is more or less of
8 bore, 1sn't he? 1 suppose Pon thinks
ha may as well let me bore him as any-
body else, e zaid they had awimmin’
pnd cricket, and rowin’, and fishin’, and
shootin’, and all sorts of things. T said
I'd sif in & hammock and walch 'em
while they did it all. Begad{ Catch
me rawin’ and swimmin' and fishin®, and
so on! I don't think!™

HZ2urely Pon isn't runnming a bungalow
on his own for ihe sumamer holidays”™"
said Nugeni curiouzly.

“There's a giddy elder there" said
Maunleverer. ' Qadsby major—Captdin
Gadshy, you know. I don't know him,
but ha's an elder brother of Gaddy of

Highcliffe, I believe he was pushed out |

of the Army for somethin’, but I never
asked--rather a delicate matter, you
know. belisve it's really his bunga-
low, and Pon's standing the exes for tha
vac. Anvhow, Pon seems to be lord
knd master. I'm zoin’ as Pon's guest.
I believe he hns lots of fellows, on and
off. Sort of Libeérty Hall you know.
I dare say I shall enjoy myself, if they
let me have plenty of the harnamock.™

“Botter ecut that crowd and coma
caravanning with us,” said Bob.

"You're awl'ly good, but T should be
8 worry to you. You sec, Wharton says
therc's some work attached—"

“Tt would do you good.”

U¥ery likely,” said Lord Mauleverer.
“I hate things that do me good. 1 say,
it's no end topping of you to stand me
some supper!  Rotten shame te dra
you out of camp. Look here, I'm goin
to try to find my way alone. I'm hound
to end up somewhere or other—what "

“In the szea, very likely, or over n
clfE I said Harry Wharton, laughing.
“We'll seo you through, Mauly. We
peedn't come in, as rolations are rather
strained with Pon: but we'll find the
plece for you and land you. Bems of
ué had hetter stay and look after the
cemp.  Two will be enough to guide
Mauly.”

#But it"s & shame [ said Lord Maul-
everer. 'l sayp——"

#DBosh ! If you're ready——'

" Quite, dezr man!"

Lord Maulevever yawned, and rose,
and yawned apain.  Billy Bunter had

e back into the caravan. In spite of
is preat affection for Mauly, he seemed
to be rather anxious to avopid the danger
of being called upon to take a walk. It
was decided that Wharton and Bob
Cherry should wo in charee of the lost
nobleman, end Johnny Bull, Mugent,
and Hurree Singh remain at the camyp.
Thev started out as the moon peered in
a glimmering crercent over the sea,

" Beastly shame to Jdrag you out!™
eaid Tord  Maouleverer remorselully.
“You're awlully pood. Everybods's
good to me, somehow.™

% Wall. we know the paths shout here,”
said Llavry., ““We'll soon come along
to the bungaloews, and it'll be casy to

pick cut the ome we want. [ suppose
the name will he on 1t "

“¥Yaas."

The Jjuaiors moved  along  in the

gathering moonlight, rather silent.

Wharton was rather exercised in his
mind on ithe subject of Lerd Mauleverer.

That youth had a considerable amount
of gimplicity, but he was as straight as a
dia: and what Tonsonby wanted with a
fellow who was siraight was rather a
puzzle.

Knowing Pon's manners and customs

28 he did, Wharton could not help won-
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Ponsonby.

Mauleverer walked to the door and threw it open. There was a sudden
gasp and a fat figure tumbled inio the room.
(Zee Chapler 8.)

“By gad! yelled

dering whether gambling was going on
at the bungalow, and whether Lord
Mauleverer waes wanted as a gull to be
rooked. His lordship had an almost
unlimited sapply of cash, and if that
was Ponsonby's game the vietim would
bo & rich prize.

No suspicion, evidently, had erossed
Mauly's unsuspicious mind. If he had
wondefed why Ponsonby was so sud.
denly friendly and cordial, he had not
talien the trouble to think it cut.

But Wharton was thinking,

Tt was pretty clear to him that Pon
had been playmg & part with Mauly's
uncle—pulling the old gentleman’s leg—
for the sske of gelting the schoolboy earl
into his clotches. Taking Mauleverer
to the Firs was a good deal ke taking
a lamb to the slaughter, Wharton could
not help feeling.

And yet whal was to be done? Cer-
tainly he could not begin preaching to
Mauleverer, or reading him solemn
warnings, After all, Mauly was able fo
take care of himszelf.

“You're staying a week with Pon?"
azked Wharton at lasi, breaking a long
silenea,

i ?ﬂﬂﬂ-."

“If you get fed up, and wanit a
change, come along to the caravan,”
said Harry., “We shall be here a
few davs—bathing and swimming, and
so0 on—after that we move on along the
coast east. You'll find vz if you want
ns.’”

Lord Mauleverer Iooked at him rather
aquickly.

“Thanks ! he said. *1'i]l remtember,
Bul T shall get on all night with Pon, you
lknow. School rags are over now; and,
besides. 1 shal! be hia guest.”

“Hallo, halle, halle!
bung ! said Bob Cherry.

But it was not the one they souzsht,
and they moved on. Whoarton inguired
of a litile bunch of loungers coming
along, and one of them directed him.
The Firs lay well back from the rest,
and was rather solilary, well up on the
slope of #he down. As they followed
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the path indicated, the junicrs caught a
ghmpse of brightly-lighted windows
through tall treee. 'The strains of a
powerful gramophone came through the
night air. The music ceased as they
drew nearer, Wharton opened a Etta
that gave upon a large and well-kept

garden. Across the garden loomed up
g large bungalow, with & wooder
verandah running along front.

French windows were open in one room
to the summer night, bright light
streamed out, and ifwo or three fellows
in evening clothes ¢guld bo seen, Whar-
ton caught sight of Cecil Ponsonby,
leaning gracefully on a mantelpiece, =

diamond gleaming in his spotless shirt-
front, and & cigarettp between his well-
cut lipa. There was a red swolling

visible on Pon's nose—a reminder of the
encounter of that afterncon,

“This 1 the place, right enough”
said Harry Wharton. * We'll leave you
here, Mauly.”

“Won't vou stay and spesk a word to
Pont" asked Lord Mauleverer.”

“Ahem! I think not!”

And Bob Cherry chuckled,

Az they were speaking, Ponsonby
lounged to the open French windows
gnd looked out into the moonlit garden.

He started a littlo at the sight of three
figures, and called out:

“Ta that you, Maulevereri”

“Yans, dear man,”

“You're late, old bean. Dined?™

“Supped instead,” said Lord Maule-
verer, as Ponsonby came down the path
towards him. ' “Jolly litile caravannin'
supper, you know. You know these
follows, Ponsonby? BEegad, they seem
to be gone!™

Wharton and Bob Cherry were already
outside the gate again. They did not
want to meet Ponzonby, especially on his
own ground. 5o thoy had taken ralher
suddan leave.

Lord  Mauleverer looked round,
rathar perplexed. .
“Wharton, wasn't it?" esked Pon.

sonby, compressing his lips. His hand
passed pently over his swollen ncee.
LE OF THE JUHIOR® OF GREYFRIARS.
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““What the thump—"
“I lost my way, dear man, and they

took me in and fed me like good
Samaritans,” said Lord Mauleverer.
“They guided me here. Dashed if I

think I should have feund the place!
Derent of them, what 7

“Oh, very! Ceme in!”

“Have mny bags come, dear man?”’

“(h, yes; hours ago! They're in your
roomn all right. Come in, old fellow!”
said Ponsanby, and he slipped his arm
through Lord Mauleverer's and led him
in by the French windows,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Bunter’s Idea!

ARRY WIITARTON and Bob

H Chorry walked rather quickly

awny from the bungalow, and

took {heir way towards the

camp on the downs. In the circum-

stances, as Mauleverer waz o guest of

Pon's, they had been anxious to avoid

any unpleasantness, And certainly they

cowld not have met Cecil Ponsenby on
friendly terms,

Wharton’s brow waz a little con-
tracted, and he walked on in silence for
a time. DBob glanced at him once or
twice, and hummed & tune as Wharton
did not seemn in the mood for conversa-
tion. Then he began io whistle. Boh
found some difficully in keeping silent
at any tima.  His shrill whistle rang
through the night, rather out -of tune.

“T dan't like it,” zaid Wharton
abruplly, at last,

“What, my giddy music! asked
Boh. “Was I sharp or Hat, ¢ld chap?”

Wharton laughed.

“1 mean, 1 don’t like it about Mauly.
He ourhin't to be staying with that
erowd.™

" Mot our biznay, ofd man.”

“No, 1 suppose not.  24il, T don'™
like it. You know what Ponzonby is
You know what his friends are. 1've
seen f(xadsby’s elder hrother, too—a
regular blackguard ! said Harry. ™ They
will be having what they think 8 high
old time at that bungtlow, and it's not
the place for Mauly.”

“"His unele knows——

“"Old DBraithwayte 15 a simple old
johnny, and Ponsonby hasz pulled his
leg, He can put on anvthing he likes,
and teke almost anybody in,” grunted
the captain of the Remove. * Afauly’s
uncle thinks he's a decent chap, of
course; thinks that Mauly has gone to
stay with some fellows he knew at school,
who are decent.  Just as if he'd come
with ns."

“1 supposa 20,"” assented Bob.

“Mauly's Loo decent for that erowd.”
said Harry. I shouldn't wonder if
;,I;e:r‘*r& simply got him there to fleece
thm.

“Likely cnough. Bul 1 dog't see how
wo can chip in,” said Bab seriousty.
“We can't play kind auntie to a cha
as old rs ourselves, If Mauly finds
they're too rorty for him he ean clear.
But this rather knocks on the head my
stunt of looking for that crowd in town
te-morraw, and mepping them up.
Mauly may be along with them, and we
don't want to mop up old Mauly.”

“ Bolter keep clear of them if we can,”
sald Harry. 1 wonder if I ought to
have given Mauly the tip? But a fellow
doesn’t lika to hutt in.”’

Tha juniors reached the caravan camp,
end found the fent up, and thai; thrae
comrades fast asleep in it. From the

HEXT ik
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caravan came the deep and unrmusical
snorg of William George Bunter,

# Better turn in,” yawned Bob.

And the chums of the Remove turned
in, But Wharlon, as he rolled himself
in hiz blanket, could not help thinking
of Lord Mauleverer among the “ rorty "
crowd at Pon's bungalow. Mauleverer
had gone there, Wharton felt convinesd,
like a lamb ta the slaughter. Bui it was
not much use thinking about it, and the
captain of the Remove wasa soon asleep.

Hiz eyes did not open again, till he
suddenly started out of slumber, with a
stentorian voice in his ears,

*“*Hallo, hallo, hallo! Wake up !

Bob Cherry was first up, as usual. Tt
was =iz o'clock, and the surt was stream-
ing down on the camp by the sea.

A dip in the sca was the first proceed-
ing of the Famous Five, while Lilly
Bunter snored on in the caravan. Bunter
did not care for dips in the sea.  Indeed,
Bunter was of opinion that a holiday
waan't a holiday unless there was a
minimum of anything in the shape of
washing. Bunter had brought a cake of
soap with him on the trip, and it was
not very much worn yet. It was pro-
bable that he wonld taoke most of ithai
cake of scap homie with him at the end
of the caravan excursion. Extravagant
in some things, William George Bunter
was extremely economical in  such
matlers as zoap.

The fat junior was etill snoring in the
earavan bunk, and dreaming of un-
limited jam-tarta, with a heatifie =snile
on his fat face, when he was awakened
by a powerful shake,

“Turn out!” roared Baob Cherry.

"Yaw-aw-awl "Fain’t rising-bell!
Gerpout
* Half.past zix!" roared Bob.

“Call me at eleven !

Bump!

Runter landed on the floor with a yell.
Then he dressed, and rolled out of the
caravan. The camp-fire was already
going strong, and the hkettle wag 2inging
over it unter washed, s task that

occupied him  tweo-thirds of a minute.

Then he started to cook. Bunter could

cook, at all events, and as wsual he
cooked enough for eight, Bunter being
equal to three at meal-times,

It was a glorious summer’s morning,
and the OGreyiriars caravanners were
feeling very chearful.

Over breakiast they chatfed on the
subject of Lord Mauleverer and Pon-
sonby & Co., Billy Bunter listening with
all his fat esrs, evidently very much in-
torosled.

“1 say, you fellows,” he remavked, "1
suppose Pon & Co. ara bound to be
vlaying the goat at their show!”
B"HPIE“F certain!” grunted Johnny

ull.

“ Bridge, and smokes, and champagne,
vary likely ! suid Bunier, hiz eyes glia-
ten'll'llﬁ behind his spectacles.

“*The likelifulness 1= terrific!™
Hurree Singh.

“I zay, you know, what's the good of
keeping up old scheool guarrels on vac?”
said Bunter, “Pon isn’t such a bad

chap.”
“As for his ragging me yesterday, I
can take a joke,” armned Bunter, blink-

ing  at  the astonished ecaravanners.
“ Fellow ought to be able to iake a joke,
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vou know. I don't sce why we shouldn't
bo eivil to Pon if we coms across him.”

“ Don’t you?"” growled Johony Bell.

“No, 1 don't!” said DBunter firmly.
“He might ask us to dinner at the
bungalow, you know.”

“¥You silly owlea—"

““{h, reulﬂ*. Bull=——"

“Do you think we'd
his blessed bung,
roared Johnny.

“Wall, probably he wouldn't ask you,”
zaid Bunter. * Your manners ain’t quite
up Lo the mark, you know.”

“Wha-a-at ?"” ) 5

“I've not gol any m‘enmfg-dmhes with
me,” said Bunter thoughttully; “but X
dare say that ecould be managed. Rather
rotten to come on a trip without any
decent clothes. All you fellows’ [ault.
You would eut down the baggage, If
FPon asks us—"

“Ha won't!"” snapped Nugent.

“ But if he doas—"

“Wa shall refuse in that very unlikely
case I’ gaid Harry Wharton -:u_rtter.

“0Oh, really, Wharton, I jolly well
sha'n't refuse! Buppose they're playing
the goat!” said Bunter argumentatively.

’ o to dinner at
if he asked wus®”

“Well, whr shouldn’t a chap let himseli
zo on & honday? 1'm a bit goey myself,
you know.™

* A I

“In fact, I'm no ond of & giddy goer
when I get stacted,” said Bunter. " I'm
a dab atgbridge, too. Very likely I could
clean them cut. You fellows could lend
me some money—"

“We'll lend you a thick ear ™ growled
Bob Cherry.

“0Oh, really, Cherr i 1 i

“Shut up, Bunter, for goodness’ sake,

“I'm not going to shut up,” said
Bunter. “I've been thinking this out.
Ag for moneyv, that's all right—I'm ex-
pecting a postal-order——""

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ At—at the next town we sitop ut.,,‘"
said Bunter, "“yvon fellows can cash i
for me—in advance, you kuow.”

“(h, cheese it !"

“If vou're going to be mean, T'Il ask
Mauly. After all, Mauly is my pal. ¥ou
remember how thick we were at Grey-
friars.’”

“Blossed fF T do!™ said Bob.
“Wall, we were,"” said Bunter. ‘' Close

pals—bosom chume, in fact. Mauly will
lend me a fiver if I ask him. Now, I'll
tell you what, rou follows——"

“8hut up!™

“The gquestion is,"” said Nugent,

“whether we'd better break camp, and
move on. We don't want to get ang
more Higheliffie; we bave encugh cof
that rowdy crowd at school ™

“Well, we arranged to stick here faor
a few days,” spid Harry. *1 don’t think
we oupht to let Pon make any difference
to our plans. We can keep clear of
them.™

“J zay, you fellows——

{h, do dry up, Bunter."

“T thinl: we'd better hang on here,”
said DBunter. “Let's go for a walk—
round by the bungalows, you know."

“"What on earth for?”

“Well, we might fall in with those
chaps, vou know, and if we're eivil, Pon
may ask us in—— Yarocoooooch I

Johnny PBull, who was sitting on the
errass near Bunter, reached out with his
fnot, and his hoot jammed on Bunter's
well-filled waistcoat.  The Owl of the
Remova rolled over backwards, with a
Lokl

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Yarooh! Yon beaslt! Wharrer vou
at?” roared Bunter, sitting up dazedls.

{Continued on page 13.}

LE OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS
By FRANK RICHARDS. HH
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OUR CAMERA |

CORNER!
By MONTY NEWLAND.

ﬁ;mm*mmmmwwﬁ

When 1 ect out on holiday, T shall certainly
take my camera with me. Amateur phola-
graphy is great sport. Some fellows objoch
to it on the ground that it ia expensive. But
believe me, there are far more expensive
ways of spending a holiday than by touring
around with a camera!

¥ - "

I ooght fo pet some rippleg snapzhets,
eipeciatly if I rus acrose aoy of the Grey-
friars fellows, which fa quite probalde. A
“snap " of Coker of the Fifth, dashiog ioto
g duckpond on kis paotiqguated motor-bike,
wouid cause roars of lawghter when the
achoal assembled wgain.

- - L |

I might wander on to the golf.links, and
get u znapshet of Mr.o Proud in the act
of uproocting a huge monnd of earkh! TPhat
woulil he perfectly priceless.  What Prout
would zay if he saw the soap I don't kpow.
He'd probably soap! Dear old Prout. ile's
an excellent old boffer in his way, but he
can't play goll for monkey-nuts!

* &+ *

Or, npain, I might he able to get a snap of
RKilly Bunter taking & bathe In the bhriny. |
shogld send it to one of the pictorial papers,
and it would appear wpext day whder Lhe
beading, " Anther Porpoize Washed Ashore!”
or " Tubby Preventing the Tide from Coming
in!  Yerily, Billy Bunter bathing iz a sight
for gods and men and little fzhes!

* - [

There will be heaps of pmuging  seenes
which [ shall have an oprortunity of snap

iop. It will be great fun, and I guarantee

ahall cnjoy my helidaya as much as any-
body., A wvest-pocket enmora is one of the
beat enmpanions g felleow cam have, Here's
to the boliday!
- * -

I have been deboting In mind whether fo
write to lferbert Skintpole of %t Jim's, and
gee if he can invent =something for me. Yoo
gee, we have fllms which we can put in the
catners in davlight, and T think it is rather
remiss of inventoras oot Lo supply us with
g camers which will deliver our (s
developed and printed by simply turning a
handle. (You don’t want Skimpole; you want
Colney Hatch !—Ed.).

Supplement 1.)
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EDITORIAL.g

By Harry Wharton. &b
WHEHPHEBEROEEPITEE

Holidays are the spice of life. A wise man

once 3pid that variety waes; but then holidays
bring variety.
O eourse, it wonlda'l do te have holldaya
all the year round. If this wers the case,
playing games would be as tedlous a8 worklo:
in the Form-room.

Ho long as we have gor vacations af regular

intervals, with the Bank Holidays thrown ib.
we baven't much to grumbie at.
. August holidays are probably the most
popular of all. One conjures up visions of the
seaslde, of caravan tours, and of camping
oub. There are heaps of things you can do
in August that the weather would nob perinit
of your deing, say, Doxing Day.

Of cowrze, it wonld be unthinkable to ict
this opportunity pasa of publishing a Special
Holiday Number of the *CGreyiriars Herald.”

Last Augnst Bank Holiday there was no
four-page supplement io  the “Mogoet”
Library. Nvither the “Herald" nor *Billy
Bunter's Weekly * had dppeared in suppie-
meont form. Sever meonths 4go we g-ta:r'gt-d
ot pur courze, and we have Deeo joggihg
along merrily ever sinece. Let us hope ihat
when the oext August Bauk Holiday comes
ronud, it will find the " Herald ™ atill very
much alive. T also hope the * Weekly ™ will
continre to flourish, for we can't do withoot
Billy Bunter's fout-pige acreatn!

I hope that all my chums, pear and [ar,
will have a right ripping time on their
holidays. And if tie ** Groeyfriars Herald ™
contributes in any way towards that pood
time, I shall feel more than happy. 2

RBeveral hours of crickel have beeh sacrl:
ficed In order fo turn out a nomber that will
find favour in the sight of the boy amd girl
public; and I feel sure that the lsbours of
iy energetic staflf will not bhe in vain

You will notice thal Dick Penfold is agaln
in the limelipht with one of his parodies on
1 well-known song. Ten is the acknowledped
poet lanrcate of the (reyiriars Bemove ; and
I have ample prood that his poems sod
parodies are extremely popular. This heing
the ease, 1 shall continue to publish his 1ittle
ditties—until the pgreat poeta® strike comes
off, and editers have mo doggerel to feed
their offiee fires with!

Next week there will be anotiier Speclal
Number, of a partioularly nevel nature.

Look out for It, and tell all your chums to

dao likewis .
' HARRY WIARTON.

L -« . - ’
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Address all fetters te BARRY WHARTON,
cio The Magaet Library, The Fleetway Hous,
Farringdon Street, E.C. 4
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| THE TUCKSHOP IN

l THE TOWN!
Written by DICK PENFOLD.
i Warbled by W. G. BUNTER.

Pmmm:mlmlﬁu-q

There is a tuckshop in the town, in i
fown,

Its tarts and buna have won renown, wor
renown. _
.l'-i.ﬂl'; there I sit, with rapture and with

oe,
ﬁﬁd scoff sufficient tuck for three!

Fare thee well! for T must leave you,

Do not et this parting griove you,

But remember that the best of pels must
part, must part, .

Adicu, adieu, you chaps—adicu, adieu
adien ! )

I can no longer stay with you, atay with

'Ol

1 E‘mre sot my heart on a plate of treacks
tart

And 2 dish of dainty doughnuts, too!

At that gquaint tuckshop in the town,
i the lown,

I've sgquandered many a half.a-crown,
half-a erown.

And with cakes and buns I have been
so Jolly fuil

They've had to [Ht me back to school!

Fare theo well! for I must leave you,

I'o nobt fet this parting grieve you,

But remember that all porpoises must
food mual feed.

Adieu, pdicy, you chaps—adicu, adieu,
melicw !

I can no lonper siay with you, stay with
VO

I have set
gansage-roll,

And I've got a fat P.0. to blue!

DHRRDHHRPHDOHDHHEHDE
KEEP DICK PENFOLD'S &

PARODIES BY YOU

7 pNTIL TOU HEAR THE
SONG-THEN YOU'LL LAUGH! )

HHBPPEIGPEPHHIPRIY

my szoul on a tempting

T MacyeET Lisrary.—No. T06.
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{The Editor will not hold himeelf respoo-
slble for any trugedies which may arlse out
of the following adwertizements!)

PUBLICK BEOOLROY wishes to spend Lbis
hollerday with o welthy English fambly, aa
& bon-paying pest. He must have at leest
six meel: a day, and every comfort aud
congidderation. He i3 sccustomed to swell
sopgiety, w8 he coméa from a litled fambly
himsell '—-Write 8. T. B., Form-room, Third
Passidge, Greyfriars.

WANTED—a partoer {of a caravan tour of
Kent, Sussex, and Hawmpshire. He must
m#ﬂ the caravam, the equipment, the

jrae, aod the grub. He must alse cook all
the meals, and keepr the caravan clean and
tidy. Members of the Bunter family ueed

wobl apply1-TOM BROWN, c.o. the “Grey-
Iriars Herald.™

WILL somebody kindly fnance my holiday?
I'm broke to the wide! No large sum
required. A bundred guid will be ample.
Chenues should he made payahle t¢ HAROLD
SEINNER, c.o. "Herald™ Office,

LIBTEN, wmy dear fellows! The poor
hepighted iphabitants of the Golly-Wolly
Islands have never had a boliday. I am
auxtous to raigse a suflicient sum of money Lo
wive a nr}; of them a month's holiday in
Epglamil. Can you resiat thia appeal? Send
your donations te ALONZO TODD, Study
No. 7, Remove Prhssage, and in a few months
time the Goly-Woll» Izlaoders wil he here
at Qrerfriare a5 our guestas, (And thegy'll

pmgga;ng dine off Roast Dutton and Todd!

IF any boy intends to go fehing in private
waters during the holiday, 1 wiil give him
100 iines! ME. QUELCH. (We dan't mind
that, sir. so long ae you apare the rod !'—Bd.}

HAH anybody any poli-balls to spare? 1
houpht two dozen only the other doy,and lost
them all in the gully, owing to my powerful
driving. I am takinz part in a golf tourna-
meat during the holiday, and if only zome
kind person will loan me & dozen golf-balls. I
shall be the winner '—MR. PROUT. (And the
lender of the goll-balla will nodoubtedly be
the loser '—Ed.)

HOLIDAY - MAKERS '—Travel to  your
destinations hy motor-charabane! The Fichy
Trapsport Company, Ltd,, will fix you ap’
They have hired special charabanos from
Courtfield. Term#—a hob a mile. Whether
yor live at John o' Greats or Land's BEod
makes no diff. The Fishy Transport Co. will
see you through! Gel in touch right away
with the slick proprietor, F. T, FISH.

it anyboddy wants any packing dun for the
bollerdays i shall be pleesed to do it F:-t

tuppence a trunk.—H. TROTTER, Pageh
Greyfrinra. S

PERSONAL.—I want every fellow and—
spare my blushes—every gicl to start reading
the new serial in the ** Popuiar.” I read the
first ipstalment when @ was visitlog the
Editor of the Companion Papers, amd I ecan
honestly say it’s the best T have ever seen.
Rally round the ** Pop,”" chuma!—H. W. (I
don’t mean Lo hin®ihat I have some ginger-
Pop In my study!'—H. W.).

Tar Macrer Lierary.—No. 706,
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WHERE TO SPEND
A HOLIDAY!

By Tom Brown. E

1

LNERL

Den't spend it in Lendon.
A holiday in London is the limit,
If thera happens to be a heatwave in

progress, all that will be left of you to

tell the tale will bé a small grease-spot
in the middle of Piccadilly Circus.

Don't go to a popular seaside resort.
If you do, you won't be able to breathe,

1 apent one never-to-be-forgotten holi-
day at either Brighton or Blackpool or
Bournemouth-—I forget which, Anyway,
there was such & crush of people in the
town that it was like being in the thick
of a football crowd om Cup Final day.
You couldn’'t breathe. You couldn’t
raise your hand to wipe the perspira-
tion off your brow without digging your
clbow in somebody’a ribs. You couldn’t
take one step forward without treading
on somebody’s pet corn.

Of course, if you want to feel like the
inmate of a sardine-tin, go to & popular
scnaide resort by all means. But you
mustn’t mind it you have ta Iinnﬁ:}p
with & queve of minety thousand people
who are waiting to hire a DBathing-
machine. You mustn’t miod if you have
ta wait for six hours outside o teashop
before you can get in, only to find that
they're sold out,

Cut out London. Cub eut the popular
seaside resort, They are excellent places
in the ordinary way, but not on a
holiday.

“But if I can’t go to London, and the
popular seaside resorts are tabnoo, where
the rrevry dickens am I to go?™ I can
InAibe FOU saying.

Hearken unto the words of Thomas
Brown, whe knoweth what ia what.

You must select some very remote little
bamlet in the heart of the country. One
of thoea places situated about twelva
mues from a railway-station—one of
those enug little retreats to which thae
noisy motor-charabane never penetrates.

There is a tremendous advantage to
be gained by deing this, You won't be
able to get back to school again!

You see, there 1s mnearly always a
railway strike during holiday-time, They
always chocze the most inconvenient
time to launch a strike in order to leave
tha puhblic stranded.

Tha majority of people, however,
travel home by charabane without any
inconvenience, and at a much cheaper
coat than going by train.

But YOU will be in a place where
charabanes are not obtainable, and you
will have no means of getting back to
school.

You will, aceordingly, sond a letter
to your headmaster, as follow:

" Dear 8Bir,—0Owing to the railway
strike, and the fact that there iz no
transport at = Mudford-on-Splosh—in
which hamiet I am now stranded—I
regret to inform vou that I am unable
to get back to Bt. Tom's—or &t,
Timothy's, as the case may be.

“1 shall return when the strike is
over—which  will probably be in two
vears' time.™

Now, my friends, you can see the
wizgdom of spending o holidey in a
remote hamilet, instead of in London or
at a popular seaside resort.

(We do not advize any of our readers
to take Tom Brown seriously or—despite
the shortaga of read trausport-—they will

iﬁnd themselves “ig the cart” !'—ED.)

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.
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No. 7.—Billy Eunter.

“Last week,” said the editor, fxing
me with a ferocioua glare, “you let me
down badly. I had no contribution from
your pen.”

“1 was indispoged,” 1 murmured,
“Moreover, 1 fear you will not get a
contribution this weele,”

“How'a that?"

 “Going out! You see, it's holidaye
time, 50 [ can't posmbly stay in,”

The editor snorted.

“Is that supposed to be a joke ™ he
snaried,

“Mot st all! But if you expect me
to wander around interviewing people
on the eye of brealing up, you're ex-
pecting a jolly sight toc much !

“Very well,” said the chief grimly,
“Neo work, no pay !

Now, this was rather awkward, for I
had arranged to spend my holidays at
the seaside, and I couldn't possihly do
so without money,

“I give in,” I said at length. “Whom
do vou wish me to interview 1

“Billy Bunter."

“0h, good! I can't possibly come to
any harm at the hands of that podgy
porpoise.  When  interviewing  other
%ﬂmpla 've generally come a cropper,

ut Bunter wouldn’t harm a By, I'i
go and see him ab oncel”

Armed with noteboolt and pencil, I
strolled away in the direction of the
tuckshop.

As a rule, you needn’t look farther
than tha tuckshﬂ-i for Billy Bunter., He
simply lives in the place, and in years
to come his apirit will haunt it

But on this occasion I drew blank,

Mra. Mimble, the tuckshop dame, had
not set cyes on the podgy Willimm
George,

I tried Study No. 7, and hera I hed
better luck.

Billy Bunter was kneeling an the floor,
beside a large trumk. Inte this trunk
he was packing a miscellaneous collection
of articles.

“Hallo, barrel!”™ 1 said cordially.
“I've come to interview yvou for the
*Greyiriaors Herald* ™

Muntimait‘rE the *'Herald ™ o Billy
Bunter is like dangling a red handker-
chief in froot of 2 mad bull.

“1 don't want to hear about that
trashy rag " he exclaimed. "I have
no use for it whatever. It annowvs me.
It makes me tired. It's net in the same
street with my “Weekly,” and wyou
know it! If vyou mentinn the nama of
Wharton's potty paper arain T—I'll kick
you out of my stedy !

“Shush ! ¥ said. * The footer zcason
hasn’t started yet. Now, laok here,
Bunty, T want to ask you a few pertinent
questions,

{(Confinued on poge 12.)
{Supplement i,
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1] SAY, kid!™

I YVernon-Smith, on hearing himsgelf

addressed, jumped off his hicyele, and

' turned, to find himself confronted by
a tall, mititary-looking gentleman in flanveis.

It was the afternoon of an August holiday,

Smithy wns taking o =olitary cycling tour
through the bywaya of Kent, and he had
bheen passing the eutrance to 2 private
oricket-ground when the wyeice hailed him.

Y gee hy your eap that vou're o Greyfriars
kid,” said the military-looking stranger.

Verpon-Smith nodded,

“Play cricket

'I'JIJEtr a little,” amid the Bounder, with a
grin.

“wWell, lock here. I'm Colopel Ranter, of
the Loamalire Regiment, Incidentally, 1
happen to he an Ol Boy of Greyfriara,
There's o crieket week in propress here, and
I'm =skipperios a gide apaivat Courtficld Way-
farers. I'm & man short. and I dont want
to enlist the services of gne of these country
yokets, [ womnt n public echool man, if
ean get one. Wil you playi”

The colonel spoke swiltly and breathlessly,
He was both hot and flustered. His team
wha already faking the Beld, and the fArst
pair of hatsmeu for Courtlleld Waylarers
were walking eut to the wickets, swinging
their hats with & businesslike air

Vernon-Smith felt jest in the humour for
& zame of cricket

Cyeling was all right o its way, hob the
Bownier had already ridden twenty miles
under 4 blazing sun, and it was beginning to
grow monotonous,

Eortupnately, Vernon-Smith was in flanncls,
gnd it wonld only be necessary for him to

lace Lis hike i the pavilion and shed his
Eiu-ur bhefore taking the field,

“E play, sir,” he anid.

“aad!  That anlvea the problem,™ =znid
the colopel, lecking greatly refleved,
“What's your nawre, kid? It have to be
entered im thre seore-book.”

At that moment Smithy was seized witl
ane of thase mischievous impulees which conee
to all of us at times.

It would be rather a Jark, he reflected,
tg withhabl hiz name, and give the name of
pomehady else. After afl, no lharm  could
arige from such a proceeding.

“Call me Bunter, sir,” he =ald—" William
Gueoree Duntee ™

The colone]l nodded.

"Well. Rauter. T hope vou'tl prove a rod
im pickle {for usi™

Two moments later Vernon-Smith took up
his pogition in Lhe field.

He was dotailed to Aeld at point—a position
which requires &4 sharp eye and a  ready
hawd., The Boonder had both,

ConrtHelil Waylarers were a pood shie
Their hatsinen did not heat about the bush.
Their ohject war to pel runs, and to pet
them as quickly a= poazibie, Their first pair
hit up seventy before they were separaded,

Veraon-Smith had heen ziven plenty of
wibd to do, and hizs emart  felding and
acenrefe returns won him geveral approving
pewla from Colonel Ranter.,  And presently o
eateh camae bis way—a very ditficult one, low
down.

The Bownder dived for the ball, and rolled
orer amn Lhe bwrl with hisn rieché hond upe
raised, and with the Iesther anfe in lis
gluteh.

“Well held, hegad!®
" Pon omy word,
at the gamel”

Vernon-Jmith ehuckled. He tried to pie
tiree Billy Bunteor holding a eateh like that,
and the thoughl tickled Liim

Cnurtfleld Warylarers heomght their tolal
up to 29 hefore they were finully disposed of.

Supplement iii.{

zald the eolancl,
Bunter, you're no novice

A tea interval followed, and Smithy, whoe
was feeling in need of refreshment, thor-
oughly enjoyed himzelf. Bui ke consumed
far less than the penuioe William George
Bunter would have done.

Tea over, Colonel Ranter’s eleven started
on their formidable tosk,

Runs came quickiy at the start, the colonel
hitting up a brillisnt fifty Dbefore beoiog
cauzht at the wicket.

Vernon-Smith glanced over the shoulder
of the man who was keeping the senre.

The last name on the batting list was
W. (. Bunter.

When it came to the Bounder's turd to
h.a:l.l;. there were thirty-five runs reqoired to
win.

The ecolonel looked rother dobleful,

"Afraid we sha'n'b deo " he said, "o
for the bowling hot and streng, Bunter. The
other man—your partner--is no good. L obly
play him for his wicket-keeping.”

Yernoa-Smith made a good start.

The howling was rather tired, and the
Bounder fairly collared it. There was loud
applanse when lie banged {wo  successive
halls to the boundary.

Smithy's partner, althongh he made no
runs, mapaged to keep hiz end up. He
stopped overy hail dead, except those which

he kpew would be wide of the wicket. These
he allawed to paag,

5 W
Ly

The Bounder dived jor the ball, and rollsd
over on the turf with the leather safely
in his clulches.

Mitting ont with fine resolution, Vernon-
Smith knocked off the runs, and won the
matien for his aide,

Shortly alferwards his partoer was bowled
off his pada, in edging away from a leg
hall, and the game was aver. 3Smithy had
musde 44 1ot oub.

Colanel  Ranter begred him fo stay amd
bave tea at his bowvse, but Smithy replied
that e must be pushing on.

It was with a glow of satizfaction that he
feft the cricEet-ground. He regarded that
41 not ouk az hiz hest Enack of the scason.
And azs bhe eontinued his excling tocr he
felt that life was well worlh liviog,

e

I1.

“IFarcel for Bunfer!™

Somchody made that apmouncement in the
hall at Greviriars, a fow duva later.

There waua a erowd of fellows in the hall,
apd they @l looked surprized.

Bunter bimself looked merse surprized than
anyhady.  Parecls for the [at juldes. were
like angelvicile, few and far between.,

“Is enly o small gporce!”  said  Bob
Cherry.  "Can’t he Luek.”

Dillty Bunter opened the puree! in the

By George Bulstrode,

prezcnce of his schoolfellows, and drew oub
a plistening object.

There was a gasp of amazement from the
onlookers.

“4 gold watch, hy Jove!" exclaimed Harry
Wharton, [ that o present from one of
your titled relatioms, Billy:”

The watceh was accompaniced by a letter,
which, after rending it himzell, Billy Bunter
handed rowmd to the others,

1t ran thus:

“My Dear Dunfer—Allow me to present
yon with the enclosed pold watch, as a mark
of appreciation for vour fline batting display
apatnst Courtfield Weyfarers en Bank Holi-
day. Your 44 not out was one of the finest
exhibitiong I have scen this season. You
ghould meke o preal nem. for yoursell in the
cricketing world, my boy!

“Yours very nincerely,

“RUOPERT RANTER, Colonel."

The =zensation which this letter caused
may he hetter imagined than described.

“My only aunt!" gasped Bob Cherry, " Do
I dréeam, do [ wonder and doubt® g things
what they reem, or i vieions asbout? Dur
prize porpoise has actoally wom fame and
glory on the ¢ricket-fleld?”

Billy Bunter gwelted vigibly. He swelled
so much, in fach, that he scemed in danger
of aharing the fate of the frog In the fuble.

“After this, Wharton,” he said loftily,
“wou'll hardly dare to keep pie oul of the
HEemave eleveni”

The captain of the Remove looked ukterly
dazed.

“There—there's a catch In & somewhere |
he ainbtered. “ ¥You're the last fellow in the
world to do the G. L. Jeesop stunt.”

Billy Bonter pointed to the letler.

“There's proof,” he zaid. *1 hit up 44 not
out for Colonel Hanter's cleven agaiost
Courtfeld Wayfurers on last Lalf."

“Tut I underztond you were going to apend
that holiday at home with your peophef"
said Muapent.

“Alem! I=I changed my mind. I had
a telegram from Colonel Wanter to say that
my mervices were urgently required on the
crivket-groumd, o T went”

“0h, vou awful fihber ™ murmured Vernon-
Smith under his breath. But alovd he sald
nothing. He wondered how far Bunter woald

£Q.

Ritlly Bunter tucked the pold wateh Into
hia pocket, and rolled away, looking wvery
pomapous and important.

During the days thnt follawed, Greyiriars
could talk of nothing bet Billy Runter's
amazing achlevement on  the cricket-field,
Even the high atd mighty Sixth-Formers dis-
ecugeed it T their studies.  Bunter's name
wus oo everybody's Tips.

But the true facts of the cise soom came
to lght.

Colonel Ranter happened to he passing
Greyfrinra In his ear, and he dropped In
to the Hemove Form-room to have 8 word
with the fellow who had been responsthle
for winning the mateh.

Instead of addressine Bunter, the eolonel
efeted out Vernon-Smith. And fhen every-
ihing cime out.

Billy Bunter was ondered to naod over the
polil wabelr o Smithy.  And after lessons
somebhipr else wes banded over—to Bunter,
It took the form of A record bumping!

Everyhody aprecd that it was like Bunter’s
cheek to bask e mlory to wihich he was not
enlitled.  Tnt he paid dearly for it. and his
yella of poemish were le one of Hofkine'
pinnaforte wolog=——idlzcordant and shrill f

As for Smithy, he will treasure that gafd
wateh uptil—to quete his own worde—he {3
w preyhearded old josser with the gount!

TNE END.
T MaareT LiIBrARY.—No. T060.



EEALLY don't know where to spond
a holiday.
I've read Tom Brown's arficle on the
gubject in this [asuwe, hut 1 shouldn’t
dream of following the adyvlee of a champion
chump whe doesn’t know what he's talking
about!

There are so many charming English
countles o which 1 showld like to spend a
botiday that I'm at my wits® end which to
chonse.

Permit me, dear readers, fo burst into
Bong !

1 Oh, how my reatless spirit pants
To spend a heliday in Hanta!
To ride a bike, or walk on stllts,
Along the leafy laoes of Wlilts?™

You dido't know T was a budding Shakes-

are, did you? Dlek Penfold, our hold bad
ard, will have to look to his laurels!

But this boliday question s ag awflul poser,

Hampshire Is a topping county, aod so i3
Wiltshire. Butb thea, thete are. obhers.

Excuse me! I must fofRick a further =pasm
upon you !

*“1'd like to practise Japes and pranks
Among the factory lads of Lancs.
I'd love to ride a nimble hozs
Through Devon, S8omerset, and Gloa. ™

But there la a forther batch of countles
which claim recogrition. I dare not igonore
shem, or the “Greyfriara Hersld " readers
who live in those countics will rise up In their
wrath and srite me!

There i3 Sutrey, for Instance; and Hert-
Tordehire.

Bwallow & stif limejuice and eoda,
prepare to recelve the third stanza!

and

= I should be free from care and worry
If only I could stay in Surrey.
0r. armed with compass, maps, and charta,
Go wanderlng threugh the woods of Hertsl”

Billy Banter, who Is standing at my clhow
a8 I write, iunforms me that “charta” does
not rhyme with “Herta,” But then Bunter,
in his pigheaded ignoranece, pronounees that
famous county as " Hurts.” Matter of fact,
it does give w¥ou & pain to behold sueh
astounding igactancel

But stay! I nom going to perpotrate yet
another four-lined atroocity!

# Bome fellows fairly lose thelr heads
When talking of the charmd of Beds.
While others prafee the plgs and ducks
You slaughter when you bike in Bucks!™”

I really can't make up my mind which
coupty to vizlt.

It's wo wse asking Harry ‘Wharbkon's
opimion. He's simply crazy on his beloved
Hampshire, and he ean't talk ericket with-
out dragging in the names of Tennyson ubd
Mead and Brown. If he had his own woy,
he'd drag me off to his home Io Hampehire
every time the holidays came round. But fn
this oceasion I flatly refuse to be drug—I
mean, dragged.

Anyone would think Hampshire was the
only county ir Epgland. Dut fhere are
others!

I muost get a further spasm of postry off
my chest.

# & splendid county, Nugent thioks,

Ia that one in the onsf, called Lince.
While Coker hajies to break some pecks
{0n motor-bike) In Middlesex ™

But we are g]:-tting no “forrader.”
1 shall slmply have to make a declsion
Tae MaoXET LIBRARY.—No. T06.

= SOCIETY SNAPSHOTS.

goon, or my holiday will come and go, and
I shall still be cudgelling my brains at
Greyviriars! )

Let me see. Which was  Shakespeare's
county? Oh, I know!

¥ Shakespeare, wlio wrote * Alas, poor Yorick!
Was once a resident of Warwick.
But sfay! What splendid stunning stunts
A chap could have In dear old Hunts?”

It's a great pitr that the crocuses and
dutfodiles bloom rather early in the season.

['m very fond of fowers; and how topping
it would be

" To gabher crocuses and dafla
Within the rural parts of Stafls!
And ‘twould be absolutely grand
To gather pinks in Cumberland !

I am stlll as undecided as ever. _
Perhaps 1 had better give the Engligh
counties a miss, and go to Wales, Moergan,

‘who halls from that Priocipality, tells me

there are some perfectly priceless counties
there,

* He tells me that It would be ‘ bon*
To spend a holiday ino Mon.
To travel, on the bus or bram,
Through those big mining towne in Glam!™

Eut here comes Vernon-8mith. He Informa
me that hiz ynele’s ear is waiting in the Close.
and that If I don't come quietly, he'll pet
a party of feilows to carry me downo to the
car by force.

NWo need to ask him where he intends ¢
take me,

I shall spend my bollday in Hampehire,
after all.

|

AR T I I R e

By BOB CHERRY.
TR LR S

MIS3 BESSIE BUNTEER was rcecntly
awurded flret prize in g Beauly Contest pro-
moted wt ClR Howse. 8he was the only
compebitor!

THIELLH

b L

MIE, WILLIAM QOSLING complaine that o
number of “youny rips " piayed a practieal
joke on him the other day, ns an ach of
revenge for his havieg reported them for
coming in late. What's sauce for the goose

iz sance for the Gosling!
= * -

HERE OTTio GANZ iz euffering from an
attack of measles—Uermun  weasles, of
courae! . . 4

ME. PAUL PROUT went on o grouse-
shooting cxpedition last week-end. He shod
nothing. Well, he can't grouse!

- ] “

ME. W. G. BUNTER was awarded a thou-
gand lines in class o Tew dorvs ago. He i3
taking & long time to recover from his
imposition! " i

LORD MAULEVEREE has been accused
by the eritice of not baving sufficient
energy to play games. Nonsense! His lord-
ghip is alwaya playing “map " oo his study
sofa! 5

L L | ]

MR, CECIL REGINALD TEMPLE s in the
ganny. His complaint has been diagnosed as
“gwelled bead "1

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

Impertinent Interviews!
{ Continged from page I0.)

rrr

“Impertinent ones, you mean! Well,
you can ask them, but you won’t get
them answered. I'm buasy ™

“MWhat are you doing?” .

“Packing up, ready for the holidays.”

*Where are you going?”

“T'm going to stay at Bunter Park,
Bunkumshire, with one of my titled
relations. _ .

Having said which, Billy Bunier pro-
ceeded to ignore my existence. He
taseed a cricket blezer into the trunk,
and then a pair of buckekin shoes, a
stylish bathing costume, and a suit of
pink-and-pale-blue pylamas,

Presently there was o tramping of feet
in the passayge.

Billy Bunter rose hastily to his feet.

“I'm going to get a snack at the tuck-
shop,” he explained.

And then he departed—not by way of
the door, but through the open winaow
which I thought was a very unusua
procesding.

I was left alone in the study, wender-
ing why Billy Bunter had taken Right
in such a strange manner.

Then the door opened, and Bdb
Cherry, Frank Nugent, and dJehnn
Bull strede in. They were armed wil
cricket-stumps, and the expressions on
their faces caused me to back away in
alarm. :

For & moment there was a painful
silence, I

Johnny Bull was the fGrsl to find his
voice.

“My trunk!" he roared.
“My cricket blazer!™
Cherry.
ad MF

howled Boh
pyjamas!”  yellad
Nugent.

“Blessod if he hasn't bagged my
bathing costume as well!” hooted Johnny
Bull, * Mob the beastly pirate!”

For & moment I was too dazed to
realise, what all the comumotion was
about.

And then the truth dawned upon me
with startling suddenness,

Billy Bunter, having very few belunl;*
ings of his own to pack, had calmly
“g-urrmwd " Johnny DBull's trunk and
bathing costume, Bob Cherry’s cricket
blazer, and Frank Nugent's pyjamas.
And the three wrathful juniora, on find-
ing me alone in the study, had naturally
jumped to the conclusion that I was
the borrower!

I tried to explain, but I could not get
a word in edgeways.

Johnny Bull seized me by the collar
and slung me across the table as if i
wore a sack of coke.

When the castigation was over, I felt
like a limp rag.

“0Oh, you champion idiots!" I groaned,
“Why didn’t vou let me explain? That
pirate Bunter's to blame for this!”

“What !"

“I camie here to interview him for
the “Herald,” and when he heard you
coming he bolted through the window !"

“Oh, my hat! There's been o mis-
carriage of justice !" gasped Dol Cherry.

“We ars awlully sorry !”

“Hear, hear!” said Frank Nugent,
“What about a little foed in the tuck.
shop; coming along, now?"

“ Good wheeze ! I said enthusiastically,

“My treat!" interrupted Mauly, from
the poassage.

So that, in spite of my misfortune, I
bhad a gay afternoon, after all.

[Supplcment iv.

priceless



Why Shouldn’t You Win One of the ' Popular's

“MAULY AND THE

CARAVANNERS "
fContinued from puge 8.}

;I}I?_ s jolly pood mind to thrash you,
lfa

“"Shut up!” snorted Johnny,

"1 say—"

“If you want me to lick vou,” said
Johuny Bull, feroviously, "you've only
ot to go on jawing.”

“{Oh, really, you know—""

“8hoet up!”

Billy Bunter decided that it would be
wiger to shut up. His wonderful scheme
of hanzing round Pon's bungalow and
fishing for an invitabion «id not seem to
vecormunend itself to the Famous Five,

But if Billy Bunter said less, he
thought the more—and that duy bhis fat
brain was very busy. Billy Bunter saw
no reason whalever why a [lellow
shouldn't * let himsell go ' on a holi-
day; and Bunter's thoughis lingered
enviously and longingly upon Pon's
bungoelow, and the " rorly trme ™ that the
Highclifie nuts were undoubtedly hav-
ing there.

il e

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Uninvited Guest!

i LORIOUS ! said Bobh Cherry.
Five of tha Greyiriara cora-
vanners, al least, wers enjoy.
imyr themselves ot the C Iy h];
the bright bLlue seca,

Tramping over the downs, swimming
in the sea, and climbing the cliffs, were
quite enough to keep tho Famous Five
busy and cheerful, Thaose occupations
did not appeal to Billy Bunter; he was
in rather a prousing mood that day.
Even when Igﬂb Cherry brought in a

lentiful 'Eupﬁlj‘ of egys, cheese, and milk
gt a neighbouring farm, Dunter only
grunted: and when quite a handsome
sepply of “tuck ¥ was fotched fram the
town, Bunter blinked at it with a dis-
paraging eye. 8till, he did it full
Justice.

Certainly, Bunter was plad of a rest;
he was quite *'fed " with tramping along
with the earavan. Generally, when a
long halt was made. ho was content to
ogt and sleep and leaf. Buf now other
thonghis were moving 1n Bunter's mind,

“Rather rot, this caravanning,” he
remarlked, when the  caravanners
gathered to tea,

" Tired of 167" asked Bob Cherry.

“Yes!" grunted Bunter.

"You can get a train home from
near Stacliffe.™

Bunter did not szeem te hear that
remark. It was not a frain hoeme from
Btacliffe that he wantod, evidently.

*There’s no [fun,” he ead,

"What's the maller wilth swimming 7

H’R“t !H

" And poing over the oliffs—

* Rubhish 1

“Wea've Jone ten niles en the dewns
to-chay.” satd Heb, “Why didn't you
come ? "

“Bﬁ-ﬁh -!1I

“We'll trot into the town this evening,
and o tn the cinema, if vou Hke, Bun-
ter.” =aid Harry Wharton tolerantly,

“"Who wants to go to a  blessed
cinétaa 17

“"Well, T rather like the idea” said
Bob' Cherry. “We can seo a few pi--
tures, and get hoame early to bed.”

“"Who wants to go early o hed?™
grunted Bunter, still in his pessimistic

W% “THE CARAVAR

o]

NMEXT
MONDAY !

SWe all do I think,” sald Nugent.
"RBao would vou, if you didn't loal aboul
all day deoing pothing.™ _

“Btdl, Bunier can stay and mind the
camp, if he likes,” grinned Johnny Bull,
“Wa ouphtn™t toe leave the camp un-
guarded in the evening. Some tramp
might come along and pinch the horze.”

Bunter blinked at the chiums cof the
Hemove in o yather curious sidelong
WY

“Well, I don™t mind,” he said. *"Angy-
thing to nhlige. 'l ostzy and look
after the camp.™

“ My dear ass——" began Wharton,

“I den't mind, really,” =aid Bunter.
“Leave it to me.”

It was so unbke William George Bunter
to give any consideration to any perzon
excepling W. (G, B., that the juniars
atgred at him in surprise,  But Dunter
was apparently m earnest.

HWell, one of us ought to stav,” said
Dob. " We'll toss up for i, if yon like,
Bunter.”

“I tell you P!l stay.”

“Well, if you'l veally
Wharton, puzzied.

“Tha fact is, I'm tived,”” =aid Bouoter,
wilh dignity. *'I do practically all the
work of this eutfit. Too tired 10 po
ga.:]:;HtlE gbhout. That's Liow it ="

“Hz, ha, hal”

“And ¥ don't see anything cackle at 1™
snapped Bunter,

S0 when the avening deew on, as
Bunter delinilely wolunteered (o remain

yather,” said

in the camp on guard, the Fuamous
Five brushed their clothes, and
started for Btacliffe. A stroll through

the holiday town, amd 2o visit to the
cinema, made o pleasant variation,

Billy Bunter watched them go, and
grinned as they disappeared down the
road in the sunset.

“EBilly asses ! he commented,

The fat junier went mto the van; and
his next praceedings were rather curious

He opened all the bags belonging to
the party, and made a carcful selection
of the clothes therein. From one he
selected & waistcoat, from amother a
coltar, from another a tie. Ilarry Whar-
ton & Co. had not brought much in the
way of clothes with them, owing to coun-
siderations of apace; but by “pooling
the whole outfif, as it were, Bunter had
plenty to choose [rom.

He was soon arrayed.

Some of his own clathes ho had to
wear; for not by dint of the wtmost
streteching conld he have squeezed into
anybody else’s trousers. The borrowed
walstcoat would not butiton, but Bunter
made that all right by splitting it at
the back., The back wauldn't show; and
as for the damapge to the waistcoat, that
did not trouble Bunter at all=it wasn't
his waistcoat,

Wharton's best shoes Btled humy fasrly
wetl ; and a patr of Nugent’s socla lookad
very nice, So did Nugent’s tie, and
Hurree Bingh's tiepin, Dob Cherrey's
collar waa all richt; and Buuler rather
fl.l rlf‘!il_‘d i'l'ir] IE["]l!.‘ iF'I II 1P EIH'IE']I"S
PsenLenim hat—the npabob imring {ap-
tunately taken his sfraw with him fo
Siacliffe.

Bonter surveved himealf, as well as
he could, in the rather tinv looking-
Elaﬁﬂ, and was satisfied with the result.
‘ertainly he looked much neater and
cleaner than vusual; and he had no donbt
that hea looked quite & nout, It wae
annoving, of course, that Wharten had
taken his golidd watch and chain with
him; anvoying that Inky had taken ks
malacea cane. Dol fellows were Thonght-
Iri:sﬂ and sclfishi; Dunter was used to
that.

DETECTIVE ! ~ =0 ™
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He felt foirly well satisfied as he
stepped out of the cavavan, Bunter
was supposed {o be guarding the camp;
but he did oot even think of that os
he started off.

His object had heen fo get the Enmous
Five out of sight: feeling that they
would have objecied to the little scheme
he had in mind--us well as to the raid
upon their wardrobe,

He did not even ithink of locking up
the van before he started. e was too
busy to think of such friffes as that,

The Ow] of the Remove gave & canfipus
blink around him in tho gathering dust as
he left the camp. But there was ne sign
of the Famous Five., No doubt they
wers at the cinema st that very moment,

With a grnin on his fub face, Dunler
started for the bunpalows along the share,

It did not take him lonys to find the
Trirs.

He openad the sate coolly, and went
up the path towards the lizhted house,
But he hesitated to approach the deor,

From the open Frencin windows on his
left caume a blaze of light and the murmur
ef voices. Ponsomby & Co., evidently,
were thare, Btill Bunter hesifated,

He could not help remembering his
hapless adventure with tha Highelie
nuts on the previous day. ‘They had
collared him and ragped him without
merey.  Bunter wos quite prepared to
forgive themr and te extend the richt
hand of fellowship. But the worrying
question was: were Ponsonby & Co. pre-
pared to do the sama?

Lord Mauleverer was in the party now,
and he was a Greviriars chap. Awnld
surely Ponsonby & Co. cauldn't rae one
Grayiriars fellow with anather locking
on!  Mauly wouldu't stand it, surely!
Surely the sehioolboy earl would stand tjl'
his old pal Bunter and keep the High.
eliffe m:is civil, at least! Bunter thought
so—al loast, he hoped zo—but he hesi-
tated. LUTnlesz Mauwleverer's prosence was
i.profection, he was fairly walking into

the lion’s den by *“butting ™ into Pon's
bunealow, .
Hiz hesitalion was very nafural. He

crept into the veranda and approached
the window, and peerad in. Three or
four fellows, all in evening clothes and
smoking cirarettes, were in sight thare—
amonz  them Lord Maulevarer, only
Mauly was not smolking., Gadsbv’s voieo
earme to Buntorts sare,

“MHave one, Mauly?™

“Thanks, no,™

“ ¥y dear ald hean, put on o smebe—
qust o hittle ano ™

“I'd rather not. thanlks ™

*Chuck ik, Gaddy ! came Maonzon's
volee, with a sneer in it “Dan't ven
knew Mauleverer’s settin’ us a2 shinin
gxample?"

U Bognd

“Ilallo! Ts that Pon?" said Vavasour,
with a elance towards the window.

Nunter backed quickly out of sight.

Thore was a seent of clraretto smoka
:il'l ‘h-‘_‘: .".h."l.l.]ﬂ“':." '-'EI'EEII!'I:I, FI.I.]I.:l 1T1E‘ ﬂﬁl’ﬁn!]
of foolsteps.  Bunter realised that Pon-
sanby had cone o the sarden to smoke,
and would return by way of the Fronch
windows, ITha fat heart thumped. If
Pon canght lim——

He had come there to visit Pon, and
he didn't know what wonld happen if
Pan caueht him!  Surely never had a
fither for invitations been placed in such
a doubtful and worrving position befora !

Hea thounght of steppine baldly into the

lizht and saving: “"Halla, Pon, old
hean!™  DBut he dida’t.  He crouched
inte the shadow of a tub of palms on

the veranda, aml almost held his breath,
Two dim firures stopped in the veranda
LE OF THE JUMIORS OF CREYFRIARS.
By FRAMK RICHARDS. tt
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“ There he goes !’

A yell Irom the bungalow waried Buntier that the

Higheliffe fellows had seen him, and he dashed recklessly through ihe

flower beds to eseape,

(See Chapter 9.}

Peter

near him, and he heard low wvoices.
Ponsonby and  Drury were standing
smoking, and loocking out over the
gardens towards the sea. Their multer-
ing voices came to Bunter.

HWe'd better get oin',” Drury =aid.
“ After all, that’s what we've ygobt him
here for"

“1 know."”

“Wa cut it out last night,"” said Drury.
“ But, dash it all, Pon—"

Ponsonby blew out & cloud of smoke.

“Hea's u dashed strait-laced ninuny, and
the dickens knows how he will take 1t!”
he said.

“ But that's why you brought him
kero!"

“0Oh, I know that."

“He's pot lots of tin,"” said Druory.

“He wouldn't be here if he hadn't.”

Drury chuckled softly over his

cianntte.

‘Well, Gaddy's hrother 15 gettin’
impatient,” he said. “May as well pet
goin’, Pon. Gaddy major_ is fillin’ him.
golf up with dvinks, I fancy, and we
don't want him screwed to begin with.”

"He'd better not get screwed till
wo've foished with  Maoleverer!™
growled Ponsonby,

“Then let's ot goin'."

Ponsonby  smoked  his  cigareite
throuch with knitted brows. Behind the
tub of palma Bunter waz grimmng.

If ha had not guessed already, he knew
now why Lord Mauleverer was o guest
in Pon's bungalow, though evidently the
schoolboy earl himscli did not know,

UWell?™ maid Drury, breaking
gilence zgain.

“Wa'll tey it on,” said Ponsonby,
throwing away the stump of his cigarette.
“Come on!"”

They wmoved on past Dunler,
entered the lighted room.

“ Waitin® for you, Pon!"” said Monson,

“Well, I'm hers.”

the

and

wononv: ' THE GARAVAN
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The French window closed, and a
cartain fell into place. The light was
almost shut off, nter crept out from
behind the palm tub, and Hattened his
fat little nose agwinet the glass. But he
could see nothing, He listened with all
his ears, but thers was no sound from
the room. He concluded at last that the
nutty parly had moved into another
rogom., He ventured to push open the
French window at last. It was not
locked, and he put his head through the
curtalrn. room was emply.

Bunter drew a deep breath,
stepped in.

The electric light still blared, though
the nuts had quiited the room. On the
tables weore ashtrays, crowded with
cigarelte-ends and ash. A tumbler with
the dregs of wine in it stood on the
mantelpiece, DBunter stood and listened,
his heart beating. Should he show him-
seli at last, trusting to the protection
of Lord Mauleverer's presence? IHe was
debrting that problem in his iat mind
when there, was a footstep, and in-
stinetively he darted out of sight behind
a sereen in 8 codrner.

Throuszh an opening in the ornamental
work of the sereen he watched, Two
men, evidenlly servants, came into the
room—=two menservants, with hard and
vicious faces. They were grinning.

“They're at it1” said one of them.

“'Tlp vourself to the smokes, Geerge.”
The speaker scooped cigarettes from a
half-empty box on the table. " They'll
never be missed.”

“I'm going to 'ave a drink,” said
George, crossing over to the tantalus in
the corner.

Ho came very near to Bunter, and the
Owl of the Remove held his breath.

There was a gurgle of liguor.

“Wo pha'n't ha want 4ny morde,
Ceorge. We can cut—""

and

Are You Rewding * The Favisible Raidér!” introducing Ferrers Lord—-

“You bet! Better lock up,” sid
Georgo.
Bunter heard a key turned, and

realised that the French windows were
fastened. He was in for it now! The
two men look another drink each and
quitted the room, turning out the light
as they went. And Billy Bunter, nfter
waiting for them to get. clear, crept to
the door they had left by, and opened
it cautiously. Ho found himself in a
wide, lighted hall. A half-open deor
gave him a glimpse of a dinitig-room, un-
lizhted. Further along was another
door, [rom under which a light glearsed,
and from that room came a murmur of
voices, Evidently Ponsonby & Co. werae
there, and in that room they ware
Y retting woin',” as Deury had called it
DBunter crept to tho door and stopped
thera, Tonging to enter, and afraid to
make the venture. And ms he stood in
painful doubt and indecision, a voice
came from withic the roowm, end the
warns ha heard made the fat junior jump,
“ Make your gamel”

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Play or Pay!
[ 0 end amusin' ! said Poneanby.
N Lord Mauleverer glanced at
him_and nodded,
“Yaas,' he said,

“0f course,” said Ponsonby, *“it's only
3 $ame-—nn13' a bit of fun, you know,™

“Yaas"

i Marel;r to pass the time, of coursa.”

“Yaas,”

“Won't you have & cig, Mauly?”

“Yans-1 mean, no.”

“Well, about this pame,” said FPon-
sonby. “We're all g’ to take a hand
and you mey as well. It's really no en
amusin’. Isn't it, Gaddy major?"

Captain Gadsby, who was sitting on a
corner of the table, smoking a strohg
cheroot, nodded. The worthy captaig’a
face was fushed, and his eyes had a
rather uncertain look. The *fiz "' flowed
freely at the bungalow, and Captain
Gadsby had punished the champagne at
dinner.

“(Oh, wves,” said the captain. ""Bame
game ns they play at old Monte, you
konow, kid."” )

““ Monte Carlo?” asked Mauleverer.

“That's it! You've been there,” pgid
Ponsonby.

Lord Mauleverer nedded.

“Yaas, I've been to the place,” he
said.

“Didn’t you take a squint into the
show " asked Monson, with interest.

“Yaas.™

“And played?"

“No."

“Why on earth not? You've got
plenty of money.”

Mauly looked ab him,

41 don't think they'd allow school-
boys to play,” he said. “Anyhow, I

wouldn't have. You see, my uncles
would be shocked if I took up gamblin',”

“0Oh, never mind the merry ol
uncles,” said Gadsby derisively. * Give
the avuncular relatives a rest.”

“(Chuek that. kid!"™ aaid Captain
Giadsby, with a warning glance at his
hp]?_:%ful young brother.  “ Mauleverer's
right. "

% Yans,” said Mauleverer innocently.
“You see, gamblin's rather rotten an’
blackguardly, isn’t it? Not the thiog,
you know.’

Some of the Highcliffe nuts soughed.
Ag Mauleverer had been brm':ﬁvht here
specially to gamble, and to lose his
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money, his straightforward opinion was
not cxactly what they wanted to hear.

But Ceoll Ponsonby knew how to play
his fish with skill.

“Quile s01"” he assented. "“But a
little gume for fun ifsn't gamblin’. A
chap deesn’t want to be auﬁf-rightmum"

“0Oh, no!” said Mauleverer at once.

“Trot out the roulette, Gaddy !

Gadsbhy “troited out”™ the roulelte.
Lotd Maulercrer glanced at it with
interest. It was a circular bowl, of
which the bottom formed a wheel, revol-
ving on a central pivet, ~ Thé wheels
were numbered 0 to 36, and under each
number was a slot, into which the ivory
ball wis to full when spun. It was a
repliva of the rouleite ai Monte Carle,
but, of course, on a much smaller scale,
At “Moute " the roulette 15 built into
an enormous table. Ceplain Gadsby's
machine was made to stand on a table,
and was not morce than cighteen inches
in dintneter.

Gadsby placed the roulette on  the
table, and Monson unrolled a green
¢loth marked with vellow nombers.

A slight uneasiness was vizible
Lord Mauleverer's countenance,

Simple-hearted and unsuspicious as he
was, he could not help remembering a
good deal of tallt e had heard at Grey-
friars with regard to the recklesa nuts of
Hipl':hcliﬁ'ﬂ. A roulette-machins was
really  just what imight have been
aexpected in Pon's bungalow. But his
lordehip was rather relieved when Drury
opetied a box and turned out a heap of
bone counters on the table.

If the game was to be played for
counters, there was not mutfl arm in
it, any more than in a round game of
cards,

The relieved eXPression
Mauleverer's face made Ponsonby

in

L) ]
set

his teeth. He had expected some dif-
ficulty with this gull he had determined
to net; but he began to see that the

difficuliies were grealer than he had
sntivipated, Lord Mauleverer was not
a particularly bright youtlh, but he had
a good deal of connnonsense, and he
knew the difference between right and
wrong., And on that difference he was
os firch as 5 rock.

“"“Whe's goin' to lake the bank?”
asked Drury.

"*Oh, Gaddy major!"”

“I don’t mimul” yawned the caplain.

Caplain Gudsby  had  “taken  the
bank ™ on many an occasion—and more
than onee ke had beem taking the bank
i some shady resorl when the police
had dropped in. Buof that was in Lon
don; there was no zuch danger here,
Pon's bungzalow was npot a gambling.
club; though that was what he was
usity it for. Mauleverer was not ihe
firat pilded youlh that had been inviled
to that cheery bungnlow for a alay, sl
had poid prelly dearly for s sojourn
there. AL present. Mauleverer was the
oitly guest, ouiside the Higheliffe civele.
He was Lhe richiest pigeon that had conie
Pon's way—if only DPon could succecd
in plucking him.

Ponsonby  handed out a
counlers o each member of the pariy,
amdl the capiain look a larper stack to
keep the Lunk., With n etpar stuek out
al one corner of hia month, aod his dress-
tia a lilile awry, Lhe gollant ecaplain
bepan 1o a[:rin ithe wheol,

“Alake yOur gﬂl'rl:-}”

The captain spoke, as if frem habut,
in the droning veice of the practised
CIORPIer,

Ponsonby & Co.  began
countérs on fhe green elolh.

When they were by themsclves, the
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Iighciife nuts did not play for counteys
—the lutter were only produced for Lord
Mauleverer's benefit. The pigeon had
to be tempied very warily into the trap.

A gamo for counters wns a ierrible
bore to Ponsonby & Co., and their looks
showed that ithey were not enjoyxing it.
But Lord Mauleverer found it amusing.

e knew little or nothing about the
gatme: but he threw on hia counters
cheetily, and, to his surprize, he begon
to win heavily. It did not even cross
hiz mind that the gallant eaptnin  was
mm:ipu]atih}q the wheel specially to let
him win, Probably Mauly would have
supposed such & trick impossible, if he
hud thought of it; and he did not even
think of it. He looked gquite clated
when his pile of counters grew and grew,

“ By . you've eleared a hundred
gquids, Mauly,” said Ponsonby presently.

Mauleverer laughed good-humouredly.

The counters were of different colours,
and marked with different values—white
for five shillings, yellow for half-
gavereigns, redd for pounds.  Cerlainly,
if they had represented real money—as
they were intended to do—Mauly would
have beon a heavy winner, for the red
preces before him made up guite & large

pile.

HLueky for the captain I'm  not
playin® for money,” remarked Lord
Mauleverer,

“Oh, 1 could stand it1” said the cap.
tain.

“Why not have a little money on, {0
mahke a variety 7"  suggested Gadsby.
“Only shillin's, of cowse—much the
same as playin’ for counters™

“* Just the same,"” said Monson,

“Good ideal”

“Yes, goit!”

“I'll stick to counters,”
Mauleverer,

But he siill

Ponsonby set his lips.
Mt

remarked

sl

]
I

qr' _

[ afterwards.
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hoped that winmnvg, and ihe sight of
maney on the table, would tempt the
gilded youlh's rupldll._-i'. The ITighdiffe

juniors started 1n.ill'! :3'|il|in(i:J5 and half-
crowns, and Caplain Gadsby paid out
hig losszes in coin of the realm. Not thal

the game was sertous—the nuls knew
Captain Gadshy's slill with the wheel
far too well Lo play when he was acting
as croupier. The whole procecding was
a little comedy to tempt Tord Mauleverer
to play, it being 1lJH?EI‘$Lﬁﬂd that there
was to be a fair division of the plunder
Amanyg  themselves, Pon-
sonby & Co. doubtless had some sort of
a coda of honour. Dt fowards *“out-
sidera  they acied in concerl like any
gang of sharpers. And Lord Mauleverer
was an oulsider.

Only YVaoavasour stood out of the game,
simoking a cigoreito and  looking on
langualy, Vavasour was mare fonl then
rascal, amd he often stood out of Pon-
sonby’s move shady exploits, But he
was too much under Pon’s influence to
dream of opposing any of his schemes,

however blackguardly and shody they
might be. ‘
ol Mauleverer continued  to play

with counters. Thiore were soon currency
notes on tho green cloth, and then bank-
notes.  DBut  Ponsonby, whenever hin
searching eyes turned on Mauly's face,
failed to read any sign of greed or
cupidity therve.

If Mauly was shocked at the pame
going on around him, he did not say
3o, or allow his face to betray it; he was
not there topreach to the Highelithans,
But it was very evident that he did not
intend to join in gambling.

Ponzonby mutlered a curse behind hia
cignretie,

He had taken o great deal of trouble
with Mauleverer, and ne had let that
simple youth bore him dreadfully for =

[P

time to lock the dqor,”

Wharton was first in, and he rushed straight at Gadsby, giving him ne
“Back up ! ™ yelled Gaddy.
(See Chapler 11.)

“They're in 1™
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whole day. He was quite determined
that the pigeon was goirg 1o be plucked,
somrehow,

If Maunleverer would not fall into the
trap, he had to bz pushed into it. A
chamipagne cork popped. and Ponsonby
filled glasses. Two or three of the nuts
drank, and Pon called to Mauly.

“* Here you are, Mauly 1"

Y Ginger-pop ! asked  Mauleverer
rmnocently.

“Hza, ha! No; fizz!™
* #Thanks. Too hefty for me,” said
Mauleverer. ;

“My denar follow, you haven't come
here to be a shinin® example to youth,”

Baid Ponscuby, losing bis temper and:

hia finesse for a moment, “‘For good-
ness' sake, {ake your drink like the
rest [ -

Lord Mauleverer locked at him calmly.

“I'd rather not," he said. “°1 don't
drink. "

Ponsonby tossed off his own glass
savarely. Ib was not the first time, Ly
many  seore, that he had drunk cham-
pagre; but it brought a flush to his fuce
and a brightness into his eves. He wna

rowing rnuch more reckless, and much
ess tactiul with his honoured guest.

A sign paesed belween him and the
captain, and Captain Gedsby’s manipula-
tion of the wheel changed. Mauleverer
began to lose steadily now., YWhatever
numbers he backed Fﬂ»“ﬂd to come up.
If hE_?iﬂj’E‘d an oven numbers, odd came

1

uF: ho backed red, it waa sure fo be
black. Mauleverer did not mind in the
lenst, The game had wmused him af

first, but he was growing tired of it;
and, mdeed, rouletie without the ex-
citement of gambling 12 rather a
childish game. Lord Mauleverer was
quite content to see his stack of counters
diminishing,

The other fellows left off playing.
They undorsiond that Ponsonby was
driven fo his last resource gow, and that
an unplensant surprise was to be sprung
on Lord Mauleverer when all hizs counters
were gonc.

Mauly had staried with counters to the
nominal value of thirly pounds, accord-
ing to the figures. marked on them. Mn
the ordinary way of a gambling club he
would kave bought the counlers for cosh,
paying for them, and redeeming themn
at the end of the game for cash, if any
were left, A few more turns of the
wheel, and all Mauly’s thirty pounds were
gone, and ithe schoolboy earl rose from
the table, suppressing a yawn,

“Btony?"” asked Ponsonby, with a
smila,

“They'ge all gone, dear boy," said
Mauleverer. * Begad, il's about tihme
to think of bed ™
“Oh, have zome more, and iry your
luck again!”

“Thanks—I think I've had encugh.”

* Al serene! Settle up with Caplain
Gadsby, then,” said Ponsonby carelessly,

Mauly looked at hun,

“Bettle up?” he repealed.

U Y¥ea—for tha chips, vou know,™

“T don't know,” said Mavleverer
don't pinderztand vou, Pensonby,'’

Ponsonby smiled, .

“You didn't pay for your chips whan
you started,” he explained calmly. it Tt's
nsual, but betwepn friends it doesn't
matter. Setle up now "

“atll I den't understand,” said Lard
Mawloverer ealmly. “You don't nresn
to be sayin' that we've been playin’ for
money, do you?"

Ponsonuby raised his evebrows.

“The counters are marked with their
value,”” he said tarily,

“But I understood—-"

HEXT ik
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“1 suppose you understoog that we
don’t spend an evenin® here playin’ a
kid's gamo like marbles?"™ said Pon-
senby contemptuously, 0 course the
counters represent money 1™

“OF course!"” said Gadaby.

* Absolutely ! murmured Vavasour.

A flush crept inte Lord Mauleverer's
cheeks.

“¥ou don't mean to ray that you want

thirty pounds out of mo?" he asked very
quietly.
“1!"  said Ponsonby. "I've pot

nothin” to do with it. Captain Gadsby
took the bank, and he stood to lose if
ou won, You've got o gettle with
i,

_"“That's that!” assented the caplain,
Lighting a fresh cigar. * DBut never mind

—il you're short of tin, Mauloverer, 1'll

take your 10 U™

“You won't take my I10OTU,"™ said
Mauleverer. * And I'm not short of tin.
Bul T wnever gamble; and Ponsonby
stated distinetly that this game was only
in fun. And I shall not pay anybody a
single penny [

here was a buzz in the room, and
Capiain Gadsby's brow grew dark and
hia jaw seemed to project. At that
moment tha gallant caplain looked just

what he really was--a gaming-house
bully. laord Mawoleverer looked round
calmly. He wnderstood now—fully, It

was because he had rosisted the templa-
tion to gamble that this trick was played
on him; the young rogues were deter-
inined to pet hold of his money by hook
or by crock. His lip turled scornfully.

“You can go on f you hke" zaid
Ponzonby, at last. * EnFtuiu Gadsby will
FIVE ¥OU your revesnge.

*Quite ready!" said the captain.

“Play or pay [ sand Monson.

“ T shall not {.ﬁn;,' and I shall not pay!™
said Lord Mauleverer serencly. * I fancy
I know why wou asked me here now,
Ponsonby, and 1I'm sorry 1 came. ['ve
got landed in a dashed gamblin'-den,

begad! I'm goein' to my ropm now to
pack my bags. 1'm not stayin' here

another night!"”

And Lord Mauleverer walked to the
door and threw it open. There was a
sudden gasp, and his lordship started
back as a fat figure tumbled into the
COor,

“DBy gad! Bunter!™
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Fallen Among Thieves !

£ W
O Billy Banler gave a startled
gasp as he rolled in, taken by

surprise by the sudden opening
of the door.

Tho Owl of the Remove hed not dared
to '-ieutura illjut He hsﬁ:amd cnutaiu:ll:ix:hé
card-room listening like g very EY
Peri al the gate of Paradise, e was
torn between his desire to bo * goey
along with the Inighclhiffe nuts and his
fear of being kicked out by Ponsonby.
In that unha y state of uncertainty ho
had remained till the sudden opening of
the door setiled the guestion for himn.

There was a shout of surprize from
Ponsonby & Co. at the sight of the fat
Junior.

* Dunter—here!” velled Ponsonby.

“You fat cad-—'

“Kick him ount!"

“0Oh dear!” Bunter scrambled up,
and blinked round the rocm through his
big spectacles. 1 suy, you fellows, it's
all rvight! I—I've comne in for a little
game, you know'! Count me in 1™

“¥ou fat fool—"

“It's all right, I tell you!" gasped
Bunter. “1'm no end of a aport, you
kagw—nob a soft ass like Mauly ™

“ Begad "

“And I've got tons of money!” said
Bunter desperately.

If Ponsoenby had believed that siate-
ment Bunter's receplion would have been
very different; all was grist that came

te Pon's mill., But Pon knew BDBilly
Bunter too well.

“You ot ruscal!”™ he exclaimed
furiously. " How dare you inlrude
here 7"

“*{th, really, Pon—-"

“ Kick him out ™

“Rog the fat bounder!™

“1—1 say, you fellows!” gaspea
Bunter, backing away in alarm. "PI—

I say, vou know-—be sports!™

Evidently Bunter's hesitation in show-
ing himself had beon well gronnded.
The H'ighl;:liffc nuts weren't in the least
pleascd to see him, and his friendly over-
tures were not likely in the least ta be
regarded. lic came at an unfortunale
moment, too, when the nuts were all
fecling angry and exasperated over their
fatlure with Mauleverer,

“Wick the fat ead out!” shouted
Ponsonby savagely.

“Oh cramba !

Monson and Gedshy rushed ab Bontler,
and the fat junior dodged out into the

hall with groat eclerity. 3
exclaimed Lord

“Hore, hold on!”
Manleverer, Y Let Dunler alone!™

Mauly had a strong personal repug.
nance towards Willlam George, bub he
was prepared Lo do hig bost for him., But
:'b"[ir.u?}'s star was nal in the nseendant
now, s words were unhecded. Gadsby
and Monson pursacd Bunfer inle the
hall, and there were immediate sounds
of woe, Bunter yelled as they seized him
ared thamped him, and with a desperate
e+ffnrt he broke loose, squirmed across the
hall into the room he had first entered.
ati Blammed the door in the High-
clifians’ faces. With pgreat presence of
mind—Bunler hud plenty of that when
his fuk skin was in danger—he turned the
key i the lmk before Monson and
Gadsby conld pol the deor open, Then
ho stood palpitating, all hiz dreams of
being a ¥ goey " sportsman venishing, fo
be replaced by a deadly fear of what
Ponsonby & Co. would do when they got
at. him,

Monson and Gadsby returned to the
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card-room, whence angry voices could be

heard.
“That fat brute gonei” asked Fon-

sunby savagely.

“:&u’a locked himself In the smoke-
room,

“MNever mind — we'll get at  him
presently. We've pgol fo seltle with
Mauleverer now." :

“1'll say good-bye, if you don't niind,"”

murmured Mauleverer.

* Not till you'vo paid I said Ponsonby,
with a leer, )

“The thin veneer of dandyism had fallen
from Ceail Ponsonby now. IHis face was
flushed with anger and malice and cham-

gne; his oyes glittered threateningly.

he other nuta pathered round. Lord
Mauleverer looked at them cabmly.. He
was nob in the least afraid, and he was
as firm as a rock. Ponsonby & Co. were
showing themselvea in their true colours
at last, but their black looks did not
disturb the ecalmness of the schoolboy
carl.

“You owe the bank thirty pounds,
Mauleverer ! said Ponsonby, between
hiz teeth, Y 2

1 owe the bank nethin',” said Maul
everer tranguilly, “and I decline to pay
the bank a shillin’, It's not the money,
gither, but the principle of the thing.
I'm not a gambler.™

“¥ou've played and lost—" _

“] decline to argue the matter with
you, Fonsonby 1"

“If you'd won the bank would have

d -
P Tﬁs a he, dezr man!”
“What 1" roared Ponsonby.

“ A lie!"” said Lord Mauleverer calmly.
*“Why, you—you insullin’ cad—"
Lord Mauleverer's lip curled.

“1 suppose you took me for a dashed
fool,” ho remarked. ‘‘Perhaps I am—
must have been, in fact, to come here ot
all. HBut now you've opened my eyes,
Ponsotiby, 1 can see the whole game
casily enough. Don't talk to me about
cwin' the bank anythin’. You're all in
the swim fogother 1™

“What ! shouted Monson.

“Ypas. You wanted me to gamble,
and, when I wouldn’t, you fixed up this
rot of playin® for the counters,” said Lord
Mauleverer. “I mav be a fool, begad,
but I'm not a dashed fool! J‘Lnfi.. evon o
dashed Iool wouldn't be taken in by a
vare #o thin as that, Ponsonby, Cui-it
out, old man!"”

Cecil Ponsonby clenched his hands.

“You refuse to pay i

IFYME.H

““A pontleman can’t refuse to pay a
debt of honour, sald Captain Guadsby.
“Come, now, Maunleveror——"

“I faney I'm u betier judpe than you
of what a pentlenman can do,” said Lord
Mauleverer disdainfielly.  *Fou can't
bambogzle me into pavin' money for a
swindle, dear man!"”

““ A swindla | roared the captain,

i+ Yﬂ-ﬂ.s-}:l' ]

“You dare to call me a swindler?”

" ¥Yaas."” )

The captain came whipping round the
table, his brows black, and his Gats
clenched, If he cxpected his threatening
manner to have any effect on Lord
Mauleverer he was disappointed. Mauly
looked at him with perfect calmmness.

“¥ou'll apologise this  instant!”
shouted the capiain.

Maunly shook his hoad, 3

“ Denr man, I ean't very well apologise
for tellin' the truth,” he ead placidly.
“I'we fallen into a den of gamblin® black-
guards and swindlers.,  That's the truth,
isn't it FY

“Why, you—yon—
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“If you'll get cut of the deorway, Mon-
son, I'll go to my room an' pack my
bags ! said Mauleverer,

Monzon locked at Ponsenby.

“Stand where you are!” said the
latter. * Mauleverer isn't goin® fill this
13 settled.”

“I'm not stayvin® another night under
thiz roof 1" eaid Lord Mauleverer calimly.

“How will you belp it ?"" sneered Pon.
sonby. “Do you know what you're
askin’ for? A thunderin' good lickin® '

“Which you’ll jolly well get, if you

don’t do the decent thing,” smd Monson.

Lord Mauleverer  shyugged  has
shoulders.

“¥ou'll stay in this room,"” smid Pon-
sonby between his teeth, *'I'll give you
till midnight to thinl it over. If you
dunj*it, decide to pay your debt by then,
we'jl—"

“1 owo no debts, dear man!™

“If you don't pay up by then,” hissed
Ponsonby, * we'll give vou such a raggin'
ag you've never heard of, and turn you
out at midnight with nothin' but your
shirt and trousers, and your face blacked
alnr.l vour hair shaved. How will you like
that 77

“Oh, gad I**

“You ean think it over!" said Pon-

sonby. “Come on, you fellows. We'll
heve blﬂdf@ in the smoke-room till he
makes up iy mind.”

Lord Muouleverer made a atep to the
door.  The Highelifians hostled  him
bacl, and he stagyered towards the table.
The nuts crowded out, and Ponsonby
closed the door, and locked it after him.
Lord Mauleverer stared at the locked
door, and ejaculated, ** Begad!”™

Then he went to the window, and
jerked aside the blind. The window was
coveted by an outside wooden shutter,
vadlocked ouiside, There was no escape
that way.

Lord Mauleverer returned to the table
and sat on the corner of it, and ejaculated
again, * Begad ! The situation was too
n or ‘ﬁ.ul}'. He was in the unfor-
tunale position of the gentleman in the
i;amhle who fell among ihieves. And
iow he was going to get out of his
scrape  Lord  Mauleverer hadn't  the
faintest idea.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Startling News for the Caravanners !

ILLY BUNTER quaked.

He was locked in the smoke-

room, and safe for the moment.

The French windows offered a way

of escape, bubt tha loud voices from the

card-room across the hall reached his ears

and chained him to the spot. Bunler

wantted to know what was happeming,

and, as he listened, he was rather glad

that he had not been adimivted to the

precioua “game,”  after all.  Being

“goey "’ with Ponsonby & Co. was not,

after all, such a fascinating amusement

a2 Bunter had anticipated, Ile was quite

glad he was not in Lord Muuleverer's
shoes just then.

As the nuts crowded into the hall, and

the deor of the cord-room was locked,

Bunter gquaked—goriosily giving place Lo
CONCErT }nr himself. The puls scemed 1o
have furg‘g!.{ﬁn him for thoe momen b Tuowwy -
ever, They were talking angrily in the
hall, and scemed lo be indulging m re-
criminalions.  Ponsonby’s  proceedings
wers, spparenily, a little too “thick
oven for his faithful followers.

“Tat ot of pood bringin’ the [ool
here ! Dunter heard Dreary growling.
" Makes us loak a lot of sharpers IV

“Oh, ehut up ! snapped Ponsonby.
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“Weall, lockin® & chap in & room till he
squares—-—""

“He's not goin® #A le's paid ! hLissed
Ponsonby.

“ Might az well tuke the money off ham
and have done with 1t!" sawl Drury,
evidently sulfecing from qualms,

“ Absolutely 1" spid Vavasour,

“"Well, we can't de that, but we can
make him pay!” said Pousonby. ' And
I'll make him pay, too! Do you think
I've wasted a day’s time on the cad for
nothin’ "

“¥ou shouldn't have brought him
here 1” :

“You were Jolly glad to hear that he
wasz comin’, all the same,” sneered
Ponsonby.

“Wall, money's tight,” said Drury.
“ Rookin' the fool was all right, i you
come Lo that. But thia—this 2

“There's nothin' else for it "

“Wall, I think—"

“ Hang what yvou think !"

“Ben't row,” said Coploin Gadeby.
“Let's have a drink !™

Bunter jumped az the deoor-handle was
turned.

“This dashed deor’s locked—"

“1 forgot; Bunter's in thera! HRout
that fat cad out!" excleimed Ponsonby.
“Wea'll take it out of him! Some of you
cut round to the French windows [

“Oh erumbs ! gasped Bunter,

He rolled acrosa to the French win-
downs, He remembered that he had seen
the manservant lock them, and he was
smitien with terror. If the key was
EOne—

Fortunately for the Owl of the Remove,
tives servant .gad left the key in the lock.

Bunter turned it back hastily, and
dragged the window open. Already the
front deor of the bungalow had opened,
and light was streaming out into the
veranda and the garden.

Billy DBunter seudded acroms the
varanda, rolled over Lhe low balustrade,
and dropped into a bad of fowers. There
waz & yell from the doorway.

“There he goes I

“Oh erumbs ! spluttered Bunter.

The fat junior was on his feet in a
twinkling and scudding away. He
trampled recklessly through shrubberies
and over flower-beds. Behind him were
footstéps and veices, and he knew onl
too well what to expect if Ponsonby
Co. caught him in their present exas-
perated mood. The fat juntor blundered
an wildly in the gloom, and found himself

at the gate. Drury was sprinting down
the path towards the gate, and he ghouted
us he sighted Bunter again,

illy Bunter tore open the pguie

desperately, and ruehed out.

He dashed away down the path at 1:5
speed, lost his footing on the slope, a
rolled over, yelled, and scrambled wp
again, and thed as if he were Heeing for
his life.

ITo had covered a good half-mile befare
he ventured to stop and pump in breath,
and then he dizscovered that there was no
purswit.  Thoe IMighchffe nuts had not
followed him farther than the gate.

“0Oh dear 1" gasped Dunter. “Ow, ow
ow! What o mght! Oh dear!”

Ile sat on = knoll and rested, and
pumped in breath. Ile was feeling quite
winded, aod streaming with perspiration.
In the distanes o ruﬁﬂy pleam of flame
against tho night eanght his eye. It waa
the comp-fire at the ecaravan camp, and
the restarvting of the five announced 1hat
Harry Wharten & Co, had relurned from
Staeliffe,

“Oh dear!” groanmd Boanler.

e stageered to his feed and limped on,
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He came up to the caravan camp at Tast,
and found five juniors sitting round the
camp-firo, discussing cocoa and buns, and
the absence of the Owl of the Remove,

“*Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he ia!"

“Bunter—"

“You fat villain a

Billy Bunter 'stn%gered inte camp, and
sat down, or rather collapsed, in the
grasa,

“ (imme something to eat !” he gasped,
“I'm done up!”

“I'll give you my boot!” rombled
Johnny Bull, ~“ What do you mean by
leaving the camp when you undertock to
keap watch "

“Oh dear!"”
' And going over all our bags !" roared
Bob Cherry.  “That's Inky's tiepin

{

you've gob on

* And my waisteoat 1" exclaimed Whar-
ton. * You must have E.Plit it ab the
back, or it wouldn't button !”

“And my tie!"” howled Nugent.

“My shoes—"

“My socks—"

y estepmed hat——"

“You fat burglar 1™

“1—1 say, vou fellows,” gasped Dunter,
“I—I've hed an awful time, you know."”

“MNow vou're gm'ng to have annthm‘,”
said Johnny Bull, rising grimly, _

“Yah! Keep off, vou beast! Tz this
the way vou treat a fellow for looking
after old Mauly, while you've been gad-
ding about in cinemaa?"

L cing after Mauly 1"
Johnny Ball, in astonishinent,

1] YHI”

“You fat spoofer——"

“Where have you beent" demanded
Harry Wharton,

i dimma something to eat frst!”

* Collar him 1"

“Hold on!™ roared Bunter, “T'll tell
vou! J—I—1I thought I—I—-T1'd better

gep an eye on those rotters and Maaly,
you know-———""

“Bump him "

“ Yarooooooop 1™

“ Wow the truth !™ said Harcrey,

“The giddy truth, the whole giddy
trath, and nothing but the giddy truth !
admonished DBob Cherry.

“Yow-ow-ow "

“Rump him dgain ™

“* Hold on, you beasts 1" gasped Bunter,
“Leggo! "The—the fact 13, I—I went to
Pon's bungalow=———-"

“What for*"

“To—to look for old Manly,
know."

"{-’ﬁ.nd you borrowed our clobber to go
in?

"Well, you zee, I—-I—"

“ Bump himln!”
“"Yoaop! Help!
ow 1" roared Dunter,

“Now cough up the facts,” suggested
Bob Cherrg. " You're a bit of a weight,
but we don’t mind giving you a few more
':“-:T-I‘l 5 it b ! d

fResp  off, you pasts 1™ aspe
Bunter. " The—the fact iz, 11 uint to
—to call on Pon, and—and—and I went
in, and—and they were going to kick me
out——"

“Ha, ha, ha!l"

“There's nothing to cackle al, you
beasts! If I hadn't locked the door 1
should have been ragged something
awful, like poor old Mauly!" gasped
Bunter. "Owing to my wonderful pre-
sence of mind, | got clear. Cw 1"

* Like Mauly '™ said Wharton, I sup-
pose Pon & Co. are not ragyging ther
giddy guest, are they "

“Phat's all you know!™
Bunter,

“Well, we wanl to know some more,”

exclaimed

you

Beastzs!  Ow, aw,

snoried

aaid the captain of the Remove.

- T T

Are You Reading *' The Invisible Raider!?” introducing

i If
Mauly's been locking for trouble &nd
Epdig’g it, we're the ?E:".‘:IWE- to stand by

1171.

“ Hear, hear !"

“Gimme something to eat "

“¥ou oan eat afterwards, you fat
porker. Now tell us what's been happen-
mg at the bungalow.”™

“1'd rather have some supper——

“Bump him !

“Sheer off ! howled Bunter. “T'm
telling vou ms fast as 1 ocan, ain't I?
They ve locked Mauly in the room, and if
he don’t pay up thirty pounds by mmid-
night, they're going to snateh ham bald-
headed, That’s all, Now gimme some-
thing to eat!”

‘Pgreat Scott 1™ .

“But why?” exclaimed Wharton, in
amazement. ‘* What's happened ¥

“They played roulette—-—"

"areat pip!

“They told Mauly it was only fun.”
Bunter grinned a hittle. * Pulling his
leg, you know. He used up thirty pounds
in counters, and then they told him it was
real play, and he owed the bank the
money, See?"

“The awindling rotters!" ejaculated
Bob Cherry.

b

“ Mauly wouldn't pay—"

YZood old Mauly ™

Y“Ho they've locked him n,”" said
Bunter. *“‘They're going Lo black him all

over, and turn him loose at midnight in
his shirt and bags—he, he, he l—after

licking him, you know, if he don't BUATE,
I fancy he'll square. 1 know I would.
He, he, he! Now gimme something to
eat.’”’

“Well, my only hat!™ said Wharton,
with a r.;iee]p breath, Bob Cherry whistled
pxprossively.

Wharton locked nt his watch.

*Half-pnst eleven!” he said. “ Lucky
we sat up for that fat 1diot to come back.
How many of the cads are there at the
bung, Bunter®"

Dunter’s mouth was full now,

“Eh? 1 say, this beef is good—real
?md 1" he said. “You might make a
ellow a cup of cocoa. Den't be selfish.”

“How many are there?” roared
Wharton, :
“LDon't vell at a chap! You might

make this beef go down the wrong way,
making me jump like that, You're an
awfully inconsiderate fellow, Wharton.
Yaroooh! Legpo my ear, you beast!
There's =ix  Hagholiffe rotters, and
Gaddy's brother. Ow !

*“Any servants?"

“Two men—rottenlooking pair of
rothers, ate«a.ﬁug cigarettes and drinks,”
said Bunter. * They went out. I don't
know if they're back. I say, where's the
mustard ¥

“Beven—perhaps nine,” said Iarey
Wharton thoughtfully. “We'd better
take some crickef-stumpe with us, you

chapa. ™
“%‘Lﬁu bot ™
Bunter stared.

“You're not going to the bung!™ he
rasped,

“We are, fathead !

“The'f‘il rag you!”

“We'll chance that,” said Wharlon.
“Chuck the ericket-stumps out of the van,
Tiob, It'll be odds agmnst us, but that
crowd aren’t much in the fighting line.”

“I'm notl coming,” said Bunter. “1'11
stay and look after the—the camp. If
any tramps come along, you can rely on
Ind.

“You can go and oat coke "

Harry Wharton & Co. lost no time in
starling, It was a good walk to the

BF e o 1Y

Ferrers Lord -

bungalow, and midnight was near &
hand. DBuuter blinked alter them.

“1 say, you feilows. I forgot—"

Wharton locked round.

“Wellt" he asked, thinking that pefe
haps Bunter had remembered some de-
tail of the bungalow affair that was of
imporiance,

“1 forgot to ask vou what you've dom
with the cake?™

113 'l.‘fh lt 1-;:!

“Uake! There was a cake—"

“You fat dummy!™ roared Bob
Cherry. Apd the juniers hurried on.

Bunter blinked after them, and growled,
“Rotters! I shouldn't wonder if
they've eaten the cake! Just like them—
selfish to the bone !
And Bunter rolied into the caravan in
search of the cake.

———

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Caravanners to the Rescue !

00M !
It was the first stroke of mid-
night, from somewhere in the

town, as ITarey Wharton & Co,
reached the gate of the Fies Bungalow,

“Just in fime!”  murmured Bob
Cherry.

“The justiulness is terrific!"

The five juniors crowded up the gravel
path. That the occupants of the bun-
galow werp still up at thet late hour was
obvious; from two or three windows light
gleamed through the curtains.

There was no other light to be sesn
along the shore nearer than the distant,
twinkling lights of Seacliffe. Bilence lay
over the scene, broken only by the faint
murmur of the sea on the shelving sand,

The juniors gripped their cricket-
stumps a8 they moved on quietly to the
house, Mauleverer was thera; and,
whatever reception they might get, they
vere going to see Mauleverer, and see
him clear,

Bat the

rezlised that there would he
trouble,

dven without the servantis there
were soven foes to face—one of them a
full-grown man, But they did not think
of hesitating, They were there to rescue
Lord Mauleverer.

The Famous Five stopped at the green-
painted door. From wiLE'?n the bungalow
cume the sounds of movement and a
sound of voices, faint through the door.
The last stroke of twelve had dicd away.
Loudly and sharply the woice of Cacil
Ponsonby was heard in the houss.

“There goes twelve! Now for that
cad Mauleverer!™

“Just in time ! murmured Bob again,
gripping hie stump a little harder,
* Mauly would be glad to know we're
here, 1 faney!™

“Betler knock,"” said Nugent.

*1f they don't open the door——"

“We'll burat it in!" ssid Bob Cherry
cheerily, “But knock first.”

Harry Wharlon raised his hand to the
knocker, and gave a loud, ringing rat-
tat-tat.

There was a buzz at once inside the
bungalow.

“What the thump——"'

“Who the dickens, at this time of
niglhit——""

“ Belter see. Keep {he chain on.™

The door opened a couple of inches,
with a clink of the chain, and a bar of
Light streamed inlo the verands out-
side. Clectl Ponsonby peered out,

“Who's there*" he snapped. * What's
wanted? Why, my hat! It'e that Grey-
friars crowd!"”

e had rvecognized Wharton.
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* Zhut the door!™ called Gaodshy.

Bob Cherry's big foot wae already in
the way. But the door was on the chain,
and, though FPonsonby could not shut 1§,
it opened npo farther.

“"What do you want?”  enarled
Pensonby. * What do yon mean by
coming here at this time of night®”

“We want to see Mauleverer.”

“This isn't the time to pay visits,”
said Ponsonbs, more cvilly. *You ¢an
come int the mornin’, if you hke.”

“The moming won't do,"” said Harry
quiclly.

“Look here——

“Tet us in—or lat Mauleverer out,
whichever vou like,” said the captain of
the Remaove,

“Mauvleverer's my  puoest,’-
Ponsonby calmly. *He's gone
now, as it happens, or certainly you
could see him. You can call in the
mernin’. You're unwelcome, as far us
I'm concerned, but I sha'n't stand in the
way of my guest secin’ anybody he wants
to sec. Mow pood-night ! ]

He essaved to shut ithe door again;
but Bob Cherry's foot did not move.,

“ (ut-it out, Pon!" soid Bob Cherry

LH]

said

cheerfully. “Can i, old man—can it!
You gee, Weo Enow the facts! We want
Mauly !

“He's pone to hed--—"

4 F1a's locked in a room, and we're here
to see him,” said Harry Whacton,

Pénsonby gritted his tecth. .

“fih, my tiw.t.l” came Drury's volee,
wiphint fat ead Bunter must have heard

ug—

“ Abeolutely 1™ said Vavasour. " Bel

on he had his ear to the kevhole while
ia was locked in the smoke-room, abso-
lutely ! ,

“ Bhut up!" hissed Pansonby.

Harry Wharton laughed. It was rather
too late for Ponsonby to tell his un-

arded comyodes Lo shut up.

“¥ou see, Bunter's told ws a lot,”
satd Harry, “We're not looking for
trouble, but we want Mauly!""

“The wantfulness is tervific,
gsteermned and rotten Ponsonby ! ‘

“*Well, you're not comin’ in!" said
Ponsanby, between his testh. * And if
you kick up a row, I'll telephone for the

lice 1™

“ Good; they'll be interested to sce
the rouletta, when they come,” remarked
Bob Cherry,

“Ha, ha, hal” ]

“Y gav, Pon, let them have their
dashed Mauly, and den’t have a row,”
muzmured Drury.

#8hut up, E:rurﬂ
boot away——

Mot l{aif!” smiled Dob.

“(Give me a pin, somebody! Tl scon
make him shift it!" swid Foneonby

savagely.
o gle:, my hat!™

A finger and thumb uﬁmnrnd, with &
in between them. Bob Cherry shoved the
usinezs end of his stump in, and the

pin dropped from Ponsonby’s hand, and

there was a loud yell.

“ Hurt, old dear " asked Bob cheerily,
#¥ou musn’t stick ping in my fatted
ealf, vou know "

“Fla, ha, ha!”

“Shove on the door, the lot of you!™
hissed Ponsonby, “Line up therel
Captain Gndsby, lend o hand!™

There was o henvy pressuré an the deor
frem within,  Harry Wharton & Co,
shoved on it from without. Butl the pres-
sure of seven wus haavier than that of
five, and the door squeezed shut, Beb
Chérry gave & howl as his foot was
jummed between door and past, and he
just managed to extricate it. The door
shut, and the lock snapped.

my

Cherry, take your

m

There was & mocking laugh frm‘n]
Ponsorby within.

“ Now for Manleverer'!™ he shoutod.
“We'll rag the cad here, and they ean
hear him vell.™

“* Give him a chance to pag——"'

“0f course, idipt?! Come on!™

Harry Wharton panted.

“*Come on, you fellows! They're going
for Maouly now, and we're not moing (o
stand on ceremony.”

He ran nlong the veranda to the French
windows,

Y =1 say——"" gasped Nugent.

But Wharton did not hesttate. He
raized his ericket-stump, and brought it
dewn with o erash, and there was o
smashing of glass that rang through the
bungalow,

THE ELEVENTH CHAFPTER.

A Fight at Close Quarters |

ORD MAULEVERER was sitting

I at eaze in an armechalr, nodding

a little, for he was sleopy, when

FPeonsonby unlocked the door of

the card-room, and strode in, with the
nuts at his heels,

BMauly looked up sleepily.

“* Now, vou welshin® rotter——"" began
FPonsonby.

The schoolboy earl rose guietly to his
feet. IHis lﬂn{: of cold seorn brought
a slight Aush even to Cecil Ponzonby's
bhardened face.

“Are you goin’ to up!"” sharled
Gadsby. ¥ g pay up

Mauleverer shook hiz head.

“I'm not paym’ a shillin'!" he an-
swered calmly., *"Matter of principle,
you know™

“For the last time!” shouted Fonsonby
furiously.

“Any number of times vou like, dear
man ! seid Lord Mauleverer urbanely,
“You can pick my pockets, if you like;
I can't prevent that. But I warn yon

that if yeu do I shall go to the police in

the mornin'!"

That woas enough for Ponsonby.

He rushed for Mauleverer, and the rest
of the nuts rushed with him., Drury and
Vavagour hung back a liftle; but Pon-
sonby, Godsby, Monson, and Merton
grasped the schoolboy earl.

Lord Mauleverer hit out,

He was not a hgnting-man, as a rule:
but being handled by the gang of young

| sharpers was more than enough to rouse
his noble blood to fighting heat.

And, to the surprise of the Highecliffe
Eu}'i the schoolboy earl put up a stout

E

They sitrugeled and swayed, and went
ounb into the hall in a fighting crowd.
Captain Gadsby, who had been sampling
the champogne again, not wisely butl too
well, stood and looked on, with o eigar in
his loose mouth, rather unsieady on his
pins,

In the din and excitement of the
struggele, the Highelifie fellows hardly
noticed the crash of glass from the smoke-
rocm.

Lord Mouleverer was fighting gamely,
and Monson had backed out of the
struggle, nursing a streaming nose,

But the odds were too great, and, with
a crazh, the schoolboy earl went to the
floor, with three or four Highcliffians
sprawling over him.

Crash came tho glass again.

“These eads ave gettin' in!™ wyelled
Monson,

“Twck the door botweon!” panted
Ponsonby, puming  Mauleverer down

with a knee on his chest.

Gadsby ran into the smoke.room, to
jerk the key from the inside of the door,
But  through the shattered French
windaws Harry Wharten & Co. were
pouring,

Wharten was the frst in, and he ran
straight at Gadshy.
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Gaddy jerked out the key, and whipped
intoy Lhe hall again, striving franlically
to jork the J-:ﬂiy' i on the outside of the
Ir:hr!f. Bul he had no time.

Harry Wharton's grasp was on the
dooar-handle, and he tore the door open,
leaving Gadshy with the key still in his
hand.

*Rack up !’ yelled Gadshy.

“0Oh, begad! Hescoe, you fellows!™
panied Lord Mauwleverer, realising now
that the chums of Greyinars wers sb
hand.

“We're coming, Mauly!” roarcd Bob
Cherry.  “Up pguards and ol ‘em!
Thera’s one for your nob, Gaddy 17

* Yarooooh 1"

Ponsonby leaped 1o his leed.

The Fuamouwz Mive W !-i.'l.'l.'-'l't'tllillg_' out
of the smoke-room inlo the halll Pon-
aonby tore s heavy Malacea from the
hall-stand, amd led the defence. The
Aalaces erashed on Wharlon™s  stump,
anel was sent Aving out of Pon’s hand,
antt the stump tappoed on his head.

“FBack up ! shrieked Ponsonby.

He closed with Wharton, and (hey
strn g led.

Sndtehing up any weapon that came
to hand, the Highelilfe nuts desperately
backed up their leader. Caplamn Gadsby
vughed into the fray, but, fortunately
ftis ihrec botiles of champagne told
againzt him. He was hurled over, and
instend of rising, ho lay gasping on the
floor, while the fiphting juniors trampled
over amd round hin

Lord Mauleverer serambled to his fest,

* zo it, dear men ! he yollod, and he,
ton, rvushed into the fray. And Monson
wend to the Aoor in Mauly's grasp.

The feht was fast and furious while it
lasted. But Ponsenby amd Monson were
both ot close quarlers and held, and Boh
Cherry was doing greab execution with
his stump. Vavasour was the first to
flee. He fled into the kitchen at the
back, and locked the door ailer him.
And Drury was the nexi, bolling into &
bed-rocan.  Merton dodged inlo  the
card-room end slammed the table
against the door. 250

“(Oh, my hat!" gasped Gadsby, back-
ing into & corner, ﬁndm%l himself hard
prezsed. ‘' Chuck it! ands off, you
fellows! I chuck up!”

“PBack up!' yelled Ponsonby, still
strugegling with Wharton.

“"%Ea game's up!” growled Gedsby.
“Chuck 1t, for goodness' sake! All your
fault, Pon, turnin’ the place into a bally
tap-room 1™

“(h, don't chuck it vot ™ gasped Bob
Cherry. “I'm just getting my hand in.
Waon't you have another round, Gaddy 1"

“SBheer off, you mad fool!"” reared
(zadsby. “'Keep that stump away, con-
found wouly

“Our win!"” chuekled Johnny Bull

“The winfulnees is ierrific!” grinned
ITurres Jamset Ram Eing!‘r. )

Claptain Gadsby sat up l!-itl];i’.

“ What—what—wharrer——" ha mum-
Bled.

“0Oh, you go to sleep, old top!” said
Bob Cherry, and he ﬁgﬂ:ﬁ the gallant
captain a shove with his bool, and ha
rolled over again, gasping.

Wharton rose, leaving Ponsonby gasp-
ing on the fleor. Monson had esca
from Mauleverer, and fled into regions
unknown. Pensonby scrambled np, and
was promptly knocked down again b
Ttob Cherry. Then he decided {o remain
on the floor.

“Tooks Lo me as if we've ol the best
of this little rumpus.” remarked Dob.
“ Golng to geb up again, Pon®™

Tonsonby's anly reply was s look of
spvage hatred.

[ 4]
a

(Continucd on page 20.)
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“MAULY AND THE
CARAVANNERS !

{Continned from page 18.)

“ Begad! Awlully good of you io look
in for me, old beans!” said Lord Maule-
verer breathlesaly,  “Xow did you
know 1"

“We heard it all fram Bunfer,' said
Harry Wharlon, with a laugh. " FEven
Bunter has his usea on rare occasions.”

“The rarefulness is lerrifie.”

“Pogad ™ Lord Mauleverer looked
rowand.  OFf the Higheliffe party, only
Ponsonby and (radshy weve in sight, and
they were avidenlly down and ont. And
Captain CGadsby lay where Tob had
pushed him, blinking dizzily, perhaps
wondering whether it was all & cham-
pagne nightinare. * Ilegad! I think we
may as well be movin', denr men.
wondar if ¥ can gel put up in the town
to-might—""

“You're coming along (o the ecara-
van,” aaid rel. Clone on, you
fellows! I don't #unk Pon & (Co. want
any move '

Wharton threw open the door, and the
Greyfrfars party marched out with Ford
Mauleverer. A Ioud eurse from Don-
sonby follawed them, and then the door
slamrmed,

S iee boy !" murmured Bob Cherrs.

The Greyiviars caravanners took their
way back to camp ocheerfully enough,
though some of them had received pretty
hard knocks in tho conflict, Lovd Manle-
verer walkad along with them in great
apirits, .

“By the way, your bazgage is alill

{ bad company!

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

there, Mauly,” remarked Frank Nugent,
as the camp-five came in sight.

“I'll pend & man for it in the morn-
i, said Mavleverer.  “ 1 don't think
oven Pon will steal my pyiamas.”

“Ha, ha, ha™

“l'm awf'l c:bli{gt-{] {¢ von chaps,™
said his I-::rdai::ip- 1 was goin’ to have
no end of & raggin’, Begad, I'm jally
glad to got clear of Ponsonby & Co."

“My young friend,” said Bob Cherry,
in his most solemn tones, “bewars of
Evil communications
corrupt good manners. You can see that
in any copy-book ' _

”Y‘:’m.t, Don't ba a goat, old chap!™
said Lord Mauloverer. I say, what's
that awful row? Ias a bull wandered
into your camp?”

“Ha, ha, ha! Only Bunter!”

“h, bogad!”

The deep and echoing snoring from the
caravan showed that William George
Dunter had turned in. And Harry
Wharton & Co. and their guest followed
Bunter’s example. Lord Mauleverer was
offered the second bunk in the caravan,
but he decided that he would rather
squecezs into the tent. Bunter's snore at
rlogs guarters made his lordship feel {hat
he ecould rough it for once.

- . L] - - -

Lord BbMaulaverer breakfasted with the
{ireyiriars caravapners round the camp-
fire the following morning.

The caravanners urged his lovdship to
throw in his lot with them, and take the
road with them when the ecaravan moved
o,
Lord Mauleverer thoughl it over, bul
his final answer was in the negative,

“You see, if 1T went caravannin’ with
vou chaps, I couldn’t loaf around while
vou did all the work,” ho remarked.

“Well, you could do wour whaek!™
aaid Dob.

“That's just what T shonldn't wanl to
do!™ yawned his lordship. " So I'll bore
vou wilth my company Lill T can get a
car, if you don't mind, and then T'Il
travel 1

MNothing mora was seon of Ponzonby &
Co. while the earavanners remained in
camp. ‘The Greyiriars fellows ralher
expecied a hostile raid, bot iU did nok
happen. Pon & Co. had eviderily had
enongh. And a man was fowmnl to fetch
his lordzhip’s lugrage away from the
bungalow, and a couple of days laler ¢
Rolls-Royee cor came for his lordship.

“Thanks, awi'ly, you chapz! said
Lord Mauleverer, as he stepped inlo the
car, “I've had mo end of a good time
wilh, you, mo end! I hope you'll enjoy
the strenuous life—I do, really.  Tightin'

firca, and cookin', amd trulnqiﬁn’, and
wazhin® up, and all that. T've learned a
jolly valuable lesson while I've been

atayin' with you.”

“ Learned whal?”

“fLearncd never to go earavannin !
said Tord Alanleverer sweelly, and he
waved his hamd in ¢ordial farewell as the
car rolled wway.

Huorry Wharton & Co. broke camp the
anme morning, and moved on, still u‘jlhn
onl having scon anvthing of the High-
eliffe crowd.  And Billy Dunter wore a
fat smile as he staried, and hea fat band,
in his pockel, caressed a pound nole,
which he had surrepliliously borrowed of
FLovd Mauleverer while the o, werd not
looking., And while Mauly rolled home
luxuriously in his car, the Greyfriars
caravanners tramped cheerily on with the
van, up hill and down dale, in glorious
autnnter annshine and the best of spirits.
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