


> RESULT OF “PUZZLE PARS" N" 1 BELOW!

| TO AND FROM

YOUR EDITOR.

“'PEP’ FOR THE 'FRIARS I"
By Frank Richards.

HAT'S the title of next week's
graml] extra bong stovy, chuns—-
a title that gels von ™ guessing,™
1 be bound. M. Frank
Richerds gives us an ides of how an
American educational awthority would
run Grexfriare—how he wounld speed up
things. Fiskier T Fish's hustling is a
h}wmd at the old school, but %'I.l-'ilg.',
“alick ¥ as he unm:-uh!rtli'.' 13, Is & tor-
toise by comparizon with Mr. Hiram K,
Parks. The story runs along on = tide
of nnexpected incident, and Magpetites
will laugh till the tears ran down their
faces. ut vou'll ke Hivam I .--his
heart 1z in the vight place, althoogh his
“head ™ rconld pnsaih{}* do with a little
adjustment, T'm leaving yvou curious at
this stags purposely. Mind vou read
thig grand yarn, boys. It's a scream!

“THE GOLDEN PYRAMID !™

Wext week's instalment of this power-
ful mystery story sees the curtain
lowared over ene of Ferrers Locke's most
difficult casen. There iz 8 surprise twist
at the end of the yarn, though, that will

a‘.ippremn.t-eﬂ Mitd you are “in at
the death.”

RIPPING NEW MYSTERY SERTAL!

On top of the last pavagraph it comres
as a sort of consolation to announce to
my myriad readers the next troat in
store. This coming story is really tip-
top, and strikes an original note in the
way of mystery varnzs. Tt iz penned by
Mr. Hedley Scott, whose work you have

S T A 0 A L e T Y T R R st sy

MINB Y(lll READ TI'IESE TWO NEW NUMBEHS BF*-

& 2 -i‘“’:- Fg

already zampled, and, according to your
letters, enjoyed. In it appears the arch-
ernninal, Dy, Fourstanton, who ﬁilcd the
stage in “ The Deputy Deteerive.™  Io it
also  appears JMontague Alanners—a
Sociely favourite who has jumped into
siecdden fame as a deteetive. Q’m ol 0
glimpse of Forrers Locke as a- man af
the top of the tree sappressing an ocea-
sional twinge of jealouzy at the repeated
suceesses of thiz Society swell Manners,
Byt yon'll like Manoors, yvou'll like his
rather foppish tendencies, his optimism,
and his cleverness.
to ericket vou'll sce a different Manners
—a man who can wicld tha willaw with
untiring energy, a man who “breaks the
bowler's heart,” 'That's whetted wour
appaotites, ['ll wager. Look out, thew,
chums, for

< THE SPORTING DETECTFIVE!"

the opening chapters of which start in
this paper in a fortnight's time. ™ "Nuff
smid.

==Y

RESULY OF “ PUZZLE PARS "
COHPEI'ITIBH Ne. L

In thiz competition no competitor song
in o correet solution.” The FIRST

RIZE of £5 has therefora bebn
nwarded fo:

BERNARD WALLIS,
14, Eﬂl"mu Tioad,
shopston, Brisdtol.

whosn offort, tontainfhigy twe  eridrs,
Ccane nearest i‘n COTrect;
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--| By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.

And when it ecomes |-

— e P —— e

CONS0OLATION PRIZES of
POCKLEDMNKXIVES have been awarded
to the fellowing fourtéen competitors
whose solubions came next order of
mnerit :

Walter T, Adkinzs, 48, Derby Road,
Ponder’'s End, London, v,

Henald Ashlby, 15, Clave Road, Leeds,

Douglas an-:-r, 28 Thornhill Road,
West Cleoydon.

. L. Barber, 34, Prince of Wales Road,
Custom House, 1. 16,

Ernest Blake, 23, Norfolk

Terrace,
Avlesbury, Bucks,

T.. (. Trowdell* 46, AManchester Hoad,
Portstnounth. _
(. A, Leach, 14, Balling Street, 11.0.P

Forest Hill, 3 K.

Dovis B, Mareh, 47, Cornwallis Gardons,
Hastings, "'-;15,-':93:

R W, Neshitt, Broken Hear,
¢0. Durham,

R. Ottaway, 8 Perch Street,
Loudon, E. &

L. Rag:-hbmc»lc 22, Langthorne Street,
Futham, London, 8.W,

W. E. ‘iumn, 143, South Stroct, CGreen-
wich, London. 5.E,

| 'i"'ugrlm 12, Wendrick Placae, Sossex
Place, Sth. Kc.-ra::mg\tnn 2.0V,

. E. Thomas, 23, Westhrook Road,

Thorhton Heath, Surrey.

Darhingtan,
Hackney,

The Cerrect Solution wits as [ollows :

Harry Wliarton & Cd. were very Fid-
u-p nt nob being st the Boat Race' this
Bob Cherry thereupnon had a
i:r'r’iﬂt.é.m idda, awd the “big Five  wero
widn down at the hunthnuse It . was un-
Portunate that & Form master should be
strolling along the riverside whan the
launched the boat, A sad Gve went Im{:i
to Mre =chool to write a owdvert ines

'Pﬂ-ﬁ

Result of ** Puzile Pars ™ to titon
No. 2 mext weak o

favourites, Harry Wharton & Co.,

fﬂatunng Fisher T. Flsh as a "

* business man.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

be bullied.

GET THESE WONDER
LIBRARIES OF SCHOOL
STORIES TO-DAY!

ripping story of your old

i I.‘- :-\-" "',. .:_-.
| A topping yarn of school life at}:i
Ay Frank’s, introducing Willy§ *

]
.......
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—THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY!

ON SALE NOW AT ALL NEWSAGENTS'!
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THFE. WORM TURNS! Brave as a lion as Bunfer thinks he 45, he really reonldn'f say “ Do * ta a gooexe if he thoughy

the goose would refaliate.

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Rally Round ! :

4 ALLY round [*
“That's the word !"" said Bally

: Bunter impressively,
.'i'pum!! It's jolly serious, 1 can tell you !

expect all my old friends to rally round;
me now. Otherwise—"

Billy Bunter paused dramatically.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at him.
Sorious as the matter was, according to
Bunter, the Famous Five of the Remove
did not seem to be wvery greatly
impressed,

' Otherwise,” ropeated Bunter, ' other-
wise you may lose me [”

Lose you?"

“¥Yes, It may come to that !

At this point the chums of the REemove
should ecertainly have shown some signs
of emotion, if not of consternation.

But they didn't |

Bunter evidently ezpected 1t. But
Bunter ofien expected things thav never
came to pass. . {

There wos no sigh of consternation
not a flicker of emotion. Johnny Bull
vawned. Frank Nugent grinmed. But
that was all. Neither 5 vawn nor a grin
could be supposed to indicate any over
whelming dismay at the prospect of
losing William George Bunter,

Wharton, with absolute henrtlessness,
went on with the remarks that Dunter
had interrupted.

“ About the erickot———"" he resumed. |

“Oh, really, Wharton—""'

“Dry up, Fattyl
vou know,” soid the captein o
Remove,

The Famous Five were standing by the
window in the Rag, discussing the pro-
spocts of the coming cricket season,
Iven the serious state of Bunte's affairs,
apparently, could not tale their winds
nﬁp that comparatively unimportant
subject. -

Buat Bunler was not to ba donied.

“I'veo snid that this 15 jolly serious!”
he exelaimed.

“Yea, And now run away and play
suggested Bob Cherry,

You'ro hﬂcrru}r-tin if
tihn

PaF
L

“Rally } G

“] raay have to go—"

Dut @ cake makes all the difference-—especially wehen it Gelongs to Bunfer !
el fight furicwusly for a cake, as you will icarn from recding —

“Just what we want, old top,” enid
Nugent. *Go quickly I*

“The ‘fu[uilmsg is the proper caper, my
esteemed fat Bunter," copcurved Hurroo
Jamset Ram Singh.

“I may have to go home, and leave
reyiriayg '

take Greyviriars with
urged Bob Cherry.
‘Ha, ha, ha!™
“"You silly ass!” rosred Bunter. 1
mean, I mny have to get ocut! Leave
thn"?chwl. Fancy Greyfriars without
* What's the good of thinking of those
delightful things?" asked Bob, “Thoey

]-nawr come o pass, really.”

“ Beast |

““The fArst game, with 3t, Jude's—"
Wharton went on.

“For goodness” sake, Wharton, stop
talking that pifle!” exclaimed Billy
Bunter irritably.  *“Talk about Solomon
fddling while Carthage was burning!

Look here, ot this erisis—""
“This what "
“This crisis—this serious crisia, I

mpﬁgt all my friends to rally round
Iree -

“Then go’ amd lock them ong, and tell
them so i suggosted Tob Cherry.
“What's the good of telling us about it ¥

“Oh, really, Checry—="

“But what on earth’s happened,
Bunter?™ nsked Harry Wharton, “Are
you going to be bunked for bagging pies
from tho lacder?”

“Or sent to o home for incurable far
men 't asked Bob,

“It's my pator!” explained Bunter,
unheading  thosn frivelous guestions.
“Ha'z not sptisfied with my progross in
tho achool.""-

“Well, if he was, he would be joliy
easily satisfied, I shewld think.”

“Me. Queleh gave hitn a votfen reoport
of me at the end of last form.”

“What did you expect 1

“ Hea said I was lazy——"

Hboabarally [

“That T slacked in clasg-——W

“{f course.™

“That I seemed to dislike exertion,
cither menial or physical —"

Bunie,

Greylriars, featuring the Owl
of the Remove.

BY

FRANK RICHARDS

“ Quelchy knows you all right.™

“Of course, 1 explained to him that
Quelchy  was  prejudiced,” went on
Bunter, “and I explained that & fellow at
a public school who was a whale at
gamea couldn't really find the time for

; jnugginﬁ up Form work. It's not to be
“Well, you couldn’ possibly expect to od.”
you, old bean,”}

expoct

*“Oh, my hat!"

“A whale ot gomes,” ropeated Bob
Cherry dazedly, “ You mean a whala at
dinner [

“1id you tell your pater that you know
tho difference between a football and &
faney dress ball?” asked Johnny Bull.
“Tt was & whopper if you did!”

“1 wish you fellows would be serious
at a—n ecrizis like this," said Bunter
peavishly, “The pater would have been
sutisfed with that explanation—if I could
have shown hun a d gomes record,
But—waell, nobody knows hetter than
vou, Wharton, how I've been kept out of
games, You can't deny that I've offered
io J}Iﬂf against Highcliffe and 3t. Jjm's
and Rookwood, and every time you've
turned ine down." .

“Guiler " chuckled the captain of the
Remove,

“Ha, ha, hao "

“I've expleined all that to the pater,
and he actually saic that it was ruﬁbiﬁ,
that a ;{nﬂd man eouldn’t be kept out by
personal jealousy in that way—"

“0Oh, my hat!
that 1"

“QOf courso!
Facts 1"

“The facts!

“1 made it quite ¢lear that you fellows
had the Form games practically in your
hands, and were in p conspiraey to keep
e in the background.™

* Phew 1"

" You cheeky owl!™ exclaimed Johnny
Fuull.

“1uk he didn't seom convinesd,” said
Bunter sovvowiully, “It's pretty thick,
o't 1k, Fer o man to donht his own son'a
word., Dot he did. And the long and
the short of it s, that he says it scems to
him that I'm wasting my time at Greys
frinvs, and he's thinking of taking me
away.”

Tue Macxer Lisnanvy.—No. 900.

You told him it was
I had to tell him the
Oh dear!®

[Copyright in the United States of America. ]
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“ More power E:"his ell%ew," enid
Jahrny Bull cordiallv. " ¥Your pater
IS ?m have some jolly good I%EH,
Burter,”

“Beast!”

*1 think a meeting of the whola Fovm
should be called, if that is the casze,” said
the captain of the Hemove thoughtfully.
“The least wo can do is to pass o vote
of thagks to Mr. Bunter,”

“Ha, ha, ha " _

Billy Bunter glaved at the Famous
Five, with a glave that almost cracked

Hi.syecmc_ bes, :
“You awful rotters——"

*Well, what can we do, old fat man i
askeod }hlﬁn“ﬁht}rm::, laughing. “ ¥our
pator wouldn't listen to uws, cven if we
in]g him how much we should rhms you
-l o 7|

*The muchfulness would not be ter-
rific !

“1 think it's vp to you to rally round
me, at a fearful crisis like this!”" said
‘Bunter indignontlv.  “If I'm- taken
away from Greyfrinrs, the pater will find
me i place in hit office! Me, you know,
among common people who work! 1
nhuulg hava to work, mvself—-—-"

“ Awiul 17

“Terrific 1

“Rally réund ! said Dauler, “You
fellows can work the oracle if you like to
try. My pater’s coming down_ to Grey-
friars next Saturday to look into the
matter himeelf, ho says. Now, I don't
-num!:::ee 1 can satisl'g him sbout Form
work—Quelchy wouldn't make me top af
the olass; wou know he's projudiced.
But it will ge all right if he discovers
that I'm a great man at games—for that's
really what a chap goes to a public school
for.  You're picking out men for the
cricket now, Wharlon.”

S Well#

“ Pick me out.”

0 Eh -?-]!

“And explain to the pater that you're
relying on me to see ihe Remove
Cricket Club safely through the scason.”

M Great Beott !

“He would be bound to believe you,
as capitein of the Form,” ecaplained
Bunter. “You other fellows can back
me up, too. F'rinstenee, you, Bob, cen
tell my pater how I Leat vou on the
cinderpath——" :

“ But you didn't "

“What difference dees that make?"

“0h, crumbsl”

#You, Nugent, can put in 2 word
about my swimming."”

“But you can't swim ™

“1 wish.you wonldn’'t wando? from the
point, Nugent, Tell him how I felched

mhaut when you went out of your

p‘ I|IJ

“But you didn't!"” shrieked Nugent.

“You, Bull, can explain to him how
unfortunate it was that I wes loft out

“of the football tecam last eeason, and
that wa owo several defeats to that
elone.”

'3 MT Ilﬂ-t-!”

“And you can pile it on, Inky; you
can tell him that later on, when wo
legve Greyfriavs, you want mo tg come
out to f“?;hani:mr and instruct your
dashed niggers in football and ericket,
and English pames. generally.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"” yelled the chums of
iha Remove. Huvree Jamset Ram Singh
stared speechlessly at Bunter.

“That's the idea—rally round I"* urged
Bunter. “ Blessed if 1 see anything to

. cace at. T'd do more than all that
to back up a pal. Tell my father about
yoe, and tell him the exact truth.”

“My dear man!” pasped Wharlon,
“If we told your father tho cxact truih

Tar Macxer LisRany.—No. 900.

wﬂuid:ftrﬂ._ hurt his feelings? After all,
you'fe ‘hjs-gon”’

“ You -silly ass!” -howled Bunter. I

mean tell. him. whet .8 splendid fellow ¥
amm at games, anc IEEI'IEI'EI]'H'——'-”

Y Wereh't you asking us to toll the
truth ¥f

““That is the truth.”

- “0Ob, my hat!™

“You might exagggrale a little, of
course, in & gooed cau FPile it on a
bit all round. Bea?  Mind, if my {ather
isn't satisfied bhes ma ,'him g AWAY
fram the school. ou may lose me,
Think of that!” :
* “If you have smy tears, prepare to
shed them now 1" said Johopny Buil.

“Hea, ha, ha 1"

Apparently the chume of the Remove
had no tears: At all aevenis, they did
not shed any. They roared.

“"You don’t seem to understand,” said

Dunter. “T may actually have to leave

the school; you may never see me
again! How will you fellows like
that 1™ :

i Fi‘ﬂﬁ !i!

*Tip-top !

“ Brave I

“Look bere!" roared Buunter. *“This

‘is & jolly serious matter. Are you going

te rally round, or are you not going to
raliy round? Are you goipg to beck me
up, or aré you not going 1o back mo

Oh, dear!” said Hurry Wharton.
“My dear old barrel, we're not going
to tell ‘your jolly old pater a he%:; ﬂl{
terrifig whoppers, thet's a cerl. o'
tell him the truth, if you like. I'H
mention that you're the funniest, laziest
ass in the Remgve—"

“1' tell him you're & dud at footer,”
said Bob Cherry.

“T'l let him know thai you can't run
three yards without bursting,” offered
Mugent.

“I'll point out that vou can't play
cricket for toffee, or anythiog else for
nute,” said Jobuny Bull.

“I will mention to the esteemed Mr.
DBunter that your dodfulness is tervifie,”
sald Hurree Singh.

“ Beasts 1"
Rilly Bunter bestowed & wrathiul

glaré op the Famous Five, and rolled |

away. Ha left the chums of the Remove
chuckling, undismayed by the appalling
prospect of - losing Bunter.

But the Owl of the Remove did not
soe snything to chuckle at. It was &
sorious matter, in his opimion.

Taken = from Greylriars, ibere
was & dreadful possibility that he would
have to work. _ :

The bare thought of it made him
shudder. :

Something had to be done to averl
such & calamity; and William George
Bunter felt that bhe was up agamnst it
And the Famous Five went on talking
ericket, just as il 1t didn't neelier!

[
——

THE SECOND CHAPIER.
Siufing Mr, Quelch !

AL ‘T trabe Cvpria.”
l l Billy Bunter grunted oon-
temptuously.

On one of the old beuches
under ona of the ancient Groplriars clms
Mark Linley, of the Remove, was
seated.

He had a book on hiz knee, and was
evidently studging.lt 1t was hiz mut-
tering voice that reached Bunter's pars

as ha rolled aleng with his fat hands

driven into his pockets—thinking.
Thinking was an unaccustonied exer-
cise to William George Bunter. ile did

R I U —

not like it at atl, DBut he Tnd to think
out what was to be done in this crisis
of bis fak career, gince he had roceived
_that stern ketter from Mr. Bunter.

* Bwotting, s usuali™ he grunted, aa
he blinked at Linley.

On that supny spring alterncon it was
very pleasant to sit with a book undor
the old elms, with the grey old facade
¢f the Behool Houee in Iﬁedhhltm. But
Lintey's book was not one that would
Mave sppealed to the average Remove
fellow. Bunter conld zoe the . title on

ii~—Linley was studyin orace. Q.
Horatius Flaccus was, ﬂFtﬂutﬁE, beyond
the ken of the Lower Fourth. 8

Bixth found him troublesome encugh. It
t was " jusé like that swet, Linlay, Bunter
reflected, to be mugping up a blightor
whose stuff would make any other
fellow™s head ache.

Buptor leaned on & tree and regarded
Mark through his big spectacles, Mark
waz & h worker—he had to be. No
doubt he was working up now for some
prize exam, in which he was likely to
beat feliows much- older than himself.

Billy : Buuter realized, at the same
time, that if he could have shown
Mark's Form record he would not bave
beon in dangeér of the chopper coming
down in tha drastic way threatened by
Mr. Bunter,

Mark was one of Mr. Quelch's
favourite pupils—beastly [avouritism,
accarding to Bunter, who calmly ignored
ihe foct that Linley worked, and that
he, Williamy George Bunter, never did,
if ha could help it.” Mark was in no
danger of receiving & bad repord, BDunter
never escaped one. In Bunter's valualilo
opinion Horace was “tosh.” But he
wished he could have mugged up that
tosh ar Linley was doing, just for once,
If only, on Saturdav, his Form-master
would mention to Mr. Bunter that Wil-
liam, after all; was a studious and paing-
taking fellow, and getting on wel in
his class, that would make it all right!

Bunter was no good in class, no good
at games—no good anywhere, in fact,
but in the tuck-shop, where, indeed, ho
could break anybody's record. It was
necessary to d@monstrate that he was
pood at somelhing or other to convince
Mr. Bunter that his fees at the school
were pab mere money thrown mway.

Mr. Bunter was a stockbroker, with
u very keen sense of the value of
rioney. He had received an impression
that hie was wasking money on Williamn
—as, indeed, he was. Somehow or other
that impression had to be removed.

Mark Linley laid his book on the scat
and vose. In his precccupation he did
not ohserve Bunter; he walked to and
fro, with his hands in his pockets, under
the elms, evidently thinking out the
somewhat difficult Latin _he had just

been going through. Billy Bunter
watched him sourly.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Come on,
Marky "

It wasz Bob Cherry’s powerful voice in
the distance,

Murk gianced rournd. _
“ Looking for you, old bean!" said
Bob. * Forgotten that you're coming

out for a spin? Come onl”

“J—" bogan Mark.

“This way, old np‘ftn 1

Bob Cherry gmhi Mark by the arm
and rushed him sway, chuckling. Billy
Bunter blinked after them as ihey dis-
appeared in tha direction of the bike
shad,

Horacn lay on the seat where Mark
head left it.

Evidently Mark had

forguiton las



HYERY
m‘"nl '|

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PHICE
TWOPENEE.

-

Eilly Bunler rolled to ihe bmch and
sat down, and picked up the *Odes and
Epodes.”

He opencd tha book at the first ode,
which Mark bhad been conning over, and
blinked at 1t.

It really made him shudder.

“Maecenas atavis edite vegibus,
O ot praesidiuin et duice decus meum,™

YWhat the thump was a fellow {0 make
of that?! Certatuly William George
Bunter, who found imsuperablo difficuleios
in Ceesar, was not likely to make much
of it. ;

An idea hiad erossed Buenter’s fat mind
for a moment of cogaging in the des-
perate task of mugging vp Horace, as o
move towards averting the impending
chapper. ! _

One plance at Ode 1 was sufficient to
drive that idea from his mind. The
chapper was bebier than thie,

He blinked 2t Q. Horatius Flaceus
with brows knitted over his spectacies,
wondering how any fellow could possibly
make scnso of it .and dosbting  very
seriously whether there was any sense in
it at all.

“ Bless my soul!™

Bunter started.

Mr. Quelch, master of the Remove, was
enjoying a gentle stroll vnder the old
clms, and he had come on Dunter auite
untxpectedly.

Much more unexpected was Durter's

occupation.
- Mr. Quelch was paturally surprised t-
se0 Dunter with a school book at all ar
any moment when ho was not compelles
to have one in hand.

But to zee him with Horace was stag.
gerineg.

Bunter blinked up.

Mr. Queleh sat down on the beneh
beside hin. His kind and approving
gllnm surptised Dunter, til he realised
‘his Form master’s misapprehension.

“NMyv dear Bunter,” said Mr. Quelch
cordially. T am glad io sece this”

“Oh, sir!” said Buanter.

“If you are beginning to take ar
interest i your studies, Dunter, it 15 2
very welcome sign of improvement,”

"Thank you, sic!” stammered Punter.

His little round eyes glimmered behind
his spectacles.

BEr. Queleh's little mistake came jns!
at the right moment, like corn in Bgvp
in one of the lean years. Bunter was or
adept in the art ::-f}“ur:-ﬁnm” and tf b
eould {ml:,r “etuff * Me® OQuelch with {he
beliet that he, Bunter, was a studiows
fellow hike Linley, it would very likel:
work the oracle.

"The—the fact i  sir,” muormured
Bunter, * I—I'm rather keen on—on this,
sir. I—1'm hoping to improve my place
in class, sir.”

“ A very workhy ambition, Bunter.”

“I don't see why I shouldn't go in for

a prize, sir. My fsther +ould be
pleased.™
“Very good indeed. Bunter. Your

father has beett greatly rlisn?poin_ted by
the report T have been compelled to mako
of you. But, really, Bunter, I am very
surprised to see you taking up Horace.
You must not aim too high at firet.”
“Well, sir, my idea is to get hold of
somothing really hard, and—and go for
it, sir,” zaid Bunter. "“The harder the
wark thoe better T shall like it, sir. T—
]'1'5"31::!: g lot of lost time to make vp

“*You have indeed. Bunter,” aszonted
Mr. Queleh. “ And if you are making a
serious effort fo deal with Horace I shall
be very glad to pive you any assistance in
~my powor. Do you feel that you are
making progress?"
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** Boy,”' rumbled the Form-master.
“ Wha-a-al 7 ** stuitered Eunt[ar; :
Sir

* Do you dare to tell me that this is a translation of the first ode of Horace, and

that it is your work "’ thundered Mr. Quelch,
“ It is a translation of the fourteenth ode ! **

“ B-but Greene t-told me that It was all right,
(See Chapler 4.)

" Ye-o-e-85,"" gasped Bunier.

Dunter trembled. o

'The awful thought came into his mind
that Br. Quelch wns going to take the
book and ask him to construe, as o
snmple of his progress with Horace.

Bunter could no more have construed a
single versa than he could have flown
aver tie elms.

* J—I—yes, I—1 think so, sir,” he stam-
mmered,  * I=T'm doing my best, sir.
course, it takes time ™

“Quite so, Bunter.” To the Owl's in-
tense relicf, Mr. Queldh did not seem to
think of putting him to the test. " Well,
Bunter, 1 am glad to see this, and 1 shall
be glad te help you. Come to my study
at five o'clock, and bring me your con-
steite, and we will go over it together.”

Bunter quaked,

“Wes, sir,” he murmured,

“¥You are.engaged on the first ode at
present §

" Y eparg, B

“Very good. DBring me the best you
can do, and we will ses. Keep thiz up,

[EE

Dunter—keep it up, my boy!

And Mr. Quelch  quite graciously
nodded to Bunter arnd resumed his walk
under the elms,

Thus encouraged by his Torm macster,
Billy Bunter ought to have felt con-
siderably bucked.

But he didn't.

“Btuffing ” Mr. Queleh was not, after
all, & very probtable procceding.
Indeed, it might be Likened, as on cccupa-
tion, to twisting a tiger’s tail.

Bunter was booked to see hiz Form
masker at five o'clock with his construe
of ihoe first ode.  In about ten years, with
a webk towel round his head, Duonter
might have produced some sort of a con-

| strue.

“Oh dear ! murmured Tunter. “ That
beast Linley——  Blow him, and blow
Horace, and blow Quelchy, and-—-and
blow everyvhody 1"

It was all Linley's fault, of course, If
he badn't left his beastly book on the
beastly bench Bunter would never have
looked at tho beastly thing, and  This
beastly Form master would never have
noticed him and made a silly mistake,
?nd Dunter would -never have “stuffed
it

But he was for it now,

To eonfess to Mr. Quelch that he hed
stuffed fiim, that he didn't understand &
line and hardly a word of that great
author Horace, was impossible, :

To construe Horace was still more ims
possible,

Already Dunter was up against it
Now he was more up against it than aver.
Really, life at Greyirars seemed hardly
worth living for a fellow who only
wanted to slack in peace.

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
Corn in Egypt!

£ ETER, old man!” .
P I*eter Todd was just coming
out of Study Mo. T in the
Remeove,  Dunter-mek him in
the passage with a book under hiz arin

and a woebegone expreszion on his fat

face.

Peter grinned.

“Nothing  doing!”
“Aloney's tight.”

“Tt isn't that, Peter,™

“ Great Scott! Haven't yow heen dis-
appointed about a postal-order!” ex-
claimed Toddy. .
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“No,” howled Bunter.

“My only hat! You'll own up next
that you're not expecting a whacking re-
mittance from a titled celationl” ex-
claimed Peter, in amazement.

" '#J gay, don’t be a beast, Toddy! I'm
in o hole, and' 1 want you Lo help me
out!” groated Bunter.

9 Well, I'm just poing out-of gates,”
said Toddy. “‘But what iz it If it's
lines, you can do them yourself.”

s “]t = lh;]i“mu ;

_ *Wt‘_ﬁ? give it a name,” sgid Petet. "1

I'm your keeper, as they were
aroel enough to plant you in my stody.
What's the jolly old row?*

“ I want you to belp me with Horece.”

Peter jumped. :

* Horace 1"

-H-‘_'E'“‘ll'

*Do %‘u mean Horace ok
Filtht What's Coker been doing "

Y don't mean Horsce Coker!” howled
Bunter sngrily. “J mean a miuch worse
beazt than villain Horace
who wrote rotten tosh in Latin.”

“But we dow't bave Horace in the
Remove,” said Petor, slaring; “T'm a
clever chap—oone clavera ut T don's
think I'm {%ﬂh“up to Horace's weight.

I giva hi o ;

“"T've t# do it I groaned Dunter.
T —I'va stufing Quelchy that I can
mug up, Horase, d f‘va got %o
show i sometinng at Give o’clock, And
;;nﬂ I can’t make head ar tail of the

ute. !

“Ha, ha, ha I roared Toddy.

“Tain't a laughing matter ! howled
Bunter. “What will Quelchy say, after
T've told him I'm mugging up Horace, H

I can’t ghow him sone sort 'of s construe, |

can’t even translgte a line®”

“TI den’t knew what he'll say,” chuckled
Pﬁtnlter, “"but T mow what il;q:‘l] fu ]He‘ll
jolly well Yick you for pulling his leg."

*Weil, then, you grirmh;g beast, help
ma o™ shid Bunter. “You dipg into
the stuff, and I—T'11 sit aud wo
I will, really.™

“T've no doubt vou would?” shuckled
Peter. *“But I'm not exactly keen on

nding & halb-holiday mwugging up

to, just to help you eut 1n telling
liea to éue!uhr. Give Horace the go-by,
snd stick to the truth. That's my tip,
old son!™

And Peter Todd went on his way

Fou,

whistling. _ :
- " ¥aht*  howled Buntor, “You
couldn™ do it, you dJdummy! - You

eouldn’t construe a line any more than
I eould! |

CBven that tount failed to move Peter
Tadd: Perhaps Bunter was right; at all
events, Peter was obviously indisposed
to spend’ his balf-holiday on an ‘ancient
Latin anthor, He disappeoared down the
Remove staircase;”

“Oh dear!” murmured Bunter,

He ralled on.to Study No. 13, where
Mark Linley was to be found when he
was at “home. The Landashire junior
was o -matured fellow, and Bunter
hoped for help in that direction.

But anothor dizappomiment awaited

bim.

Study No., 13 was . quite vacant, Bun-
tor remegmbered that Linley had gone
eut for a biko spin with Bob Cherry,

“Beast ! murmured Bunter.

He rolled into the sindy in a dismal
mood. At five o'clock he had to show
something to Mr. Quelch, and it ac-
curred to lim that if Mark had been
labouring at Horace, he might have left
something of his work about the study.
There were & good meny papers on the
ﬁu&g table, some of them in Mark's
handwriting, snd Bunter DLlinked ovor.
them ecagerly.
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master, and dee

‘Indeed, it was practically certain that
Linley must have written
thing about this tosh. Possibly, even
probably, he had construed the whole of
the first ode, as that vwas the scetion of
the beast that he was engaged upor.
It was likely, even more than likely,
that his eonstrue was lying there, on the
shudy table,

Ii such was the case, Bunter had no
seriaple whatever about borrowing if.
All that concerned him was to prevent
Mr. Quelch from discovering that he
had been " stuffed.”

_ Indeed, if he took in a good coustrue,
it was certain to pleasa the Remove
n the favourable im-
pression Bunter had already made,

That meant m very flattering report
Ehan M& ﬂB};tqt.ur CAITIE I.lf.;l‘lg an E.a.tulﬂ

ay, an impending echopper wou

e averted. :

Fagerly the Owl of the Hemove
blinked ower the papors.

“My hat!™

He clutched up a sheet of impot
paper, .

It was elosely written, in Mark
Linley's smal}, neat hand. Freshly
written, ohviously very reecntly desne.

_“That's it;" murmured Bunter, his
little round eyes glimmering with salis-
faction.

He read through the sheeb.

“Onea more Casar, t;}){p-anpia, 5o lately
like Hercules in quest of glory or death,
returns to his household gods, victoricus
from the shores of Spain!”

"T'here was more of it; and Bunler, for
onge, read through o Latin construs
with satisfaction,

Tu fact, he was grinning with glee.

This, ebvioualy, was a translation
froan Horace, and it was a translation
}’mm Horace that Bunter was looking
o

H;ﬂ:;‘i down in T&Iurk‘a ;}t]:{;r, picked
up ‘s pen, and proce to copy
out the construe on & sheot of Mark's
ﬁuper. It was necessary, of course, to
ava the paper in his own * fist.”

That task completed, Bunter rolled out
of the study in o mood of great satis-

faction,

Stulfing -Me. guﬂ]l‘.h was, after all,
quite smple, uitter was now quite
anxious for five o'clock.

He rolled out into the quad, and in
the quad he sighted Greene of the Fiith,
Greene of the Fiith was said to be rather
a “swot” and Bunter—very cautiously
~=decided to get Greene's. opinion on his
construe before he took it “in to Mr.
Quelelr, - He rolled up to the  Fifth-
IFormer with his most ingratiating grin,

“1 say, Groene——"

“ Hook.it, fatty " answered Greene un-
coremaoniously.

“I smy, look at this paper for me, will
youi” pleaded Bunter. “T'va heon
translating Horece, and I know you
know all ahout it.”

Greene stared-at him,

“¥ou fat Hbber! TFat lot yvou know

rh:ruf- Horace! Dow't try 4o pull my
eg !’
“Well, look!™ =zaid Bunter.

He held out hig paper, and the Fifth-.

Fm‘mﬂrﬂﬁhmd at it, with & eniff. Than
ho slared, .
*My bat! Did you do this, Bunter?”
“¥es. O eourco, it isn’t like you'd
do it, Greene; but is. it pretty good
aakedr Bunter anxiously. .
“Quite gpood!” said Grecno, staring.
“Moan to Ay that you consipned
Horace like this !
Bunter grinned. So it was really
Horace, and it was reelly good! That
way all o wanted to know!

down zome--

*(Oh,+I'm rather & dab st.the more
difficult eclassica, you kuow!” he said
airily.

“You mean, you've got hold of a erth
somewhere, and copied it out,” said
Greene of the Fifth. * You're trying to
wll my leg, Bunter, and when & cheeky
ag pulls wy leg, I alwars kick lim—
like that!”

“ Yarooooh 1™

reene walked away, loughing, and
Bunter glared sfter him. veene had
rather a hefty kick,

But when the pain had worn off Bun-
ter grinned sgain. It was all right.
If Greepne supposed thet he had copied
that translation out of a *'erib,” it was
obviously good enough for Mr. Quelch.

When five o'clock was sounding from
the ‘clock-tower of Gre}rt'riars. Billy
Bunter made his way to” Mr. Quelch's
study, obnny: Bull in the
Paesa.ga. Johnny had an impot with
rim, to deliver 1o Mr, Quelch,

“Hallo! You got lines, tco?" asked
Johnny Bull,

“No fear! I'm poing to have a chat
with Queleby about Horace " said Bun-
ter atrily.

" About which 7

“"Horace.”

“Gammon !

“Just like you, Bull, to faney other
fellows as ignorant as yoursell. ' The
fact is, HHorace iz just pie to me,” said
Bunter. “1 read him as ecasily as you
would read Eutropius,™ )

“I don't think I grinned Johnny Bull,

“Well, you jost come in with inc and
ser1” snapped Bunter.

"Jjnllz.- well will!”
And the two Removites enteved their
Form master's study together.

He came an

"-.l—*ri
THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Slight Mistake !

R. QUELCH was in quite a
good temper, He éven seomed
pleased to ses Bunter.

Johnny Bull could not help
noticing i, Tt really was rather extra-
ordinary for enybody to be pleased to
sec Bunter.

“Ah, your lines, Bull!” Me, Qualch
was not specially pleased to seo Johunny.
“¥You may lay them on the table.”

That meent that Johnny Bull might

But Johnny wars rather interested
m Bunter, and he did not go.

“May I wait for Bunter, sir?" he
arked meekly.

Mr. Queleh gave him an indifferent
nod, and turned to the Owl of the Re-
move with real interest in his face. Any
fellow who took a genuine interest in
the clagsics wos snre of Mr, Queleh's
?aod graces, Such fellowa were, per-
wps, few in number in the Lower
Fourth; doubtless Mr. Quelch prized.
them all the more on account of their
rarity. "And he was vnusvally pleased
with Bunter's new development becanze
it was so very uneéxpected,

“Well, my boy. and how ‘are we got-
ting on with Horace?” ashed Mr.
Queleh, in quite 8 genial manner.

Johuny Bull opened his cyes wide. TE
Bunter really was “mugging ¥ Horace,
without being driven fo it, it wag time
far the skies to fall, in Johuny's opinion,

“0Oh, very waoll, sir, 1 think{"”  eaid
Bunter brightly. “The fact is, sip, I
don't find it's quite sp difficult as X
thought.”

“That 18 good, Bunter. I shall be

lad to see what you have made of the
Eiﬁit Cde.” :

“1 think I've worked it ouk tiy
well, gir,” said Bunter, “In fact, I may
sny that it fairly ran off my pen.’
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Mr. Quelch gave Lim a quick look.

Unloss Bunter had cheanged very e
indoed in & very short time, even old
Eutropiuz waa not likely to run off his
won easily, And a Remove fellow whe
;{}Hﬂd Horace casy would be*somgthing
in the nature of o phenomencn.

“One  moment, Bunter,” said Mr
Guelch. I take it for granted that you
have not been cribbing.”

“(ih, certainly not, sir! Wo haven't
any cribs to Horace in the Remove,” said
Bunter. *I suppote they have in the
upper Forme."

Mr. Queleh conghed.

They were not supposed to have any
eribs at all at Cirevfriars; though that,
of course, was chictly supposition.

W oll, well, guite so, quite so, Bunfer,
Let me see your constrae, and 1 shall
judrio of the progress you have maile.”

* Here 16 15, sir.”

Bunter laid lhis paper on the table
before the Remore master.

Mr, Quelch looked atb it.

For a moment or two he secmed
slightly puzaled, as he read " Once more
Cmsar, & Peonle ["—ate.

Then he looked up at Bunter.

Johnoy Dull conld see the danger-light
in the gimlct-eyes of Mr, Quelch, Bui
Bunter did not see i, The Owl of the
Bemove was shork of viston, and ha did
not observe the glitter in his Form
masier’s eyve. He smirked contentedly,
expecking words of praise.

“Bunter! I found you at worl upon
the first ode in the hirst book of Horace
tiis afternoon.”

“ Yes, sir,"

“You have constened that ode*"

“Yes, sir,”

“Where 15 vour work, then?"”

“There it iz, sir, under your eyes,”
gaid Bunter, staring. Really, he won-
dercd whether DMr. Quelch was taking
leave of hia sensee,

“Lhis! ejnculated Mr. Quelel, fap.
ping the paper.

eg, sar”
Johnny Bull was almost startled by the
oo wrath  fhat  gathered  in B

Queleh's brow, DBunter observed it now,
and he was alarmed.  He could see now
that something was wrong, though for
his fat life lie conld pot guess what it
LCRES

“This1” repented Mre. Queleh,
grinding voice.

“Yeor sirl” faltered Dunter.

“You young rascal "

TlEh?:"]‘

“"You reckless impostor 1™

T pasped Bunter. .

Ho blinked at tho Form masier in
amarenient and alarm, It was true that
he wos & voung rascal and a veckless
impostor.  Dut how the thump did
Quelehy know ?

For one awful moment Bunter won-
dered whether he had made a mistake,
and brought Mark Linley's paper there
instead of his own copy of it.

But no; it was hus own sprawling fist
that was before Mr. Queloh's eves—and
it was the transialion that was so good
that Greene of the Fifth had supposed il
to be eribbed.

What did it all mean?® Mr. Quelch
ought ko have been surpriced and plonsed,
Instead of which, he was obviously in a
very bod temper, and gotting worso !

" You dare fo tell me that this transla-
tion 13 your work, Bunter ! thundered
the Romowvn master.

“Ye-p-es, sie”

MAnd you bring it to me as a {ransla-
tion of tho fist ode of Horace?” ax-
claied Mre. Queleh. “ Are you so ulterly
ignorant of the Laiin tonzue, Bunier—

in a

[

T

.

ate vou so stupidly incapable of constru.
ing a single line of Horace—as to suppose
that this i3 anything of the kind "

Bunter gasped

* Rut—but it is, sir=Greene {old me it
wans Horace all right—I mean I—*

“It is n translation of the fourteenth
odo in the fhivd boeok of Horace ™ thun-
dered Mr. Quelch.

“Wha-a-at ¥

“Amd vou bring it o mo az a transla-
tion of the first ode in the first book !

“Oh !

Bunter Fairly erumpled up.

How was he to guess that that awot-
ting beast, Linley, had been mupzing
up two of Horace's beastly odes—that he
had been swokbing over the first ode
under the elins in ithe quad, and had left
a translation of the fourteenth ode on his
stidy table ?

Coertainly, Bunter bBadn't gueszed itk
He had taken it for granted that that
Horation translation was a rendering of
the ode he bad scon Linley ab work on
under the elms. ,

Evidently he had taken a hitle too
much for granted.

His fat knees knocked together as he

stood and blinked at Mr. Quelch., The
Form master's brow was like thunder.

“What have you to eay, Bunter?”
hﬂnme:!] Mr. Quelch.

i-l'i_ _!I

“Wall, vou young rascal ?"

Afr. Queleh eould not belicve his cars.

T'o Bunter, cortainly, all the odes of
Horace were very much alike, all being
coually tosh and equally incompreboen-
gible. Dhut to be told that the ode to the
victorious Umsar was very like the dedi-
cation to Marcenas, was too much for
the Remove master—it almost made him
jump out of his chair, He stared at
Billy Bunter a3 if the substantial Owl
of the Remove had been a speetre.

“ Alike ' gasped Mr, Queleh, “Did
you—did you say alike, Bonter?"

“Yes, sir. You ses, I—I mean awlally
like—practically the same thing, in
fact!” gasped Bunter. “That—that
aceonnbg——=" -

“¥You ulterly obtuse boy! Silence!
It is clear that vou cannot wnderstand a
lina of HMorace, &nd that yvon have copied
this translation from some book. YWou—
vou bring me a translation of the four-
teenth ode as a constree of the first ode !
Such ignorance—such dense stupidity—is
untieard of. I shall not punish you for
vour stupidity, Dunter!™

“(h, thank you, sir!”

“ But I shall punish you very zeveraly
for vour attermpted deceit.”

T G“_ Irhl

“Bull! Hand me that cane!”

“1—-1 Eay, sip—"

“What your object was, Bunter, in
pretonding to knowledge you do not pos-
gegs, I cannot say. But you must loarn

“The—they're very much alike, siv!™ } that deeeit is despicable. Bend over
gasped Bunter. that chair 1*
“YWhat 7™ i “Oh dear ™
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I know a way 1"

“Eh 9

(13

you Isll into the river—"'
own life,"" said Bunter. **See?*

“* You're not 4 beast like the other chaps,’' said Bunier.
. *“1'l do anything I can,'’ said Bob Cherry,
father will walk along ihe towing-path on his way from the station. Suppose

**You help me, Bob-—
“Good ! My

** And I'll rescus you at the risk of my
Oh, my -hat " exclaimed Bob, ** Not

guite ! {&ee Clagpder 5.)

THe Macser Liseary.—DNo. 300
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W‘r.!:"?lﬂk whaf::h, whaelk !

L 1] mnm .:!

Whacok, whack, whack!

* ¥arcoooh "

*Leave my study, Bunier I™

“ Wow I™

Bunter was glad enough to leave Mr.
Queleh's  study. He hm?:ad out
wriggling with anguish. Johnoy Bull
Jollowed him out, grinning.

“Did you enjoy wour chat with

Quelchy over Horace?” ho inguired, in
the carridor.

“Ow, ow, Eenst !

Bunter.

Ho rolled away dolorously. Johnny
Bull chuckled and walked away to the
"Rag, to tell the story to the fellows
there, amid roars of lzughter. Billy
Bunter limped to Study No. 7, repenting
him deeply that ho had aitempted o
stuff so downy a bird as Mr. Quelch—
and painfuly conseious of the fact that
his Form master would have no good
report to make of him to Mr. Bunter an
Saturday. Certainly Mr. Bunter was not
likely, now, to hear how remarkably his
hopeful son was getting on with that
difficult author, Hovaco,

ow ! groaned

ey

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Up Against It !

+4 YT will have to be games!” said
Bunter,

The Ow] of the Remove made

that remark to himself the next

dav. He had thought the matter over
vareinlby.
Stuffing Mr. Quelch, and getting a

good report fromn his Form master under
{alzse pretences, was evidently a hopeless
failure. Y& was, as Bunter dismally
reslised, a chicken that would not fight.

The alternative was to display to the
diszatished paront something Impressive
m the athletio line.

Ar firat sight this really did not seem
much casier Q. Horatina Flacens.

. Tho matches had searcely begun; but
if there had been e cricket malch that
week, it was abeolutely cerfain that
Williamy George Bunter would not have
figured in it

Op that point thers was no doubt, not
the slightest possible probabla shadow
of doubt, no powible doubt whatever,

Whether it was jealousy of Bunter’s
magnificent form, or some other reason,
certainly tho captain of the Remove was
not likely to ask DBunter to play for
School.

Ii only his friends had rallied round
him, as requested, it would have been all
i‘lgl:t. Mr. Bunter, hearing on all sides
what o valuable man Billy Bunter was
in games, how hizx Form were depending
on him to keep their end up through the
cricket seasom, could not have failed to
be 1mpressed. ; *

But Bunter realised bitterly that his
friends were not going to rally round
him—mnot to that extent, at all events.

For rcasons ipexplicable to DBunter,
they wera not going to join in a lying
competition to pull the wool over Mr.
FBunter's ayes,

He realized that if he wanted to be
given the credit for being able to e

anything, he would have to do some-
thing, And the trouble was that he
could do nothing.

1f Mr. Bunter asked the captain of
Bunter's Form how his son shaped as a
cricketer, ho would not be told that
Bunter's proper place was in an England
eleven, He was more likely to be told
thut Bunter's proper place was in a
Junatic asylum.

Tur Maoner Lisrany.—No. 000,

1 he had wanted to know how Bunber
had played football last seasom, the de-
seription was certain mnot to be s
flattering one. Bunter knew what a
first-class foothaller he was; but the
other fellows had sn obstinate convie-
tion that he played footer like a potty
elephant.

It was the same thing in other depart-
t mentz—envy and jealousy and detrac-
 tion all round. If the question was, how
did Bunter swim, the answer was cerlam
to bo, like a stone. If the question was,
how did he sprint, the answer would ba,
liko a ‘#nail. How did he box? Like
Punch and Judy, only not so well
What was he good at? Dagging tuck
irom other follows' study cupboards, and
scoffing it when hagged.

In tieae circumstances, what was the
usa of telling Mr. Bunter that he was
rather low in the Formn, because he de-

voted himself to games, and was a
whale in'that line!
Mevertheless, that was what the

fatuons Owl had told Mr. Bunter, and
| now_ the suspicious old gentleman was
ecoming along bo see for lnmself. )

Such distrustiulness was quite painful
to Bunter. If a parent ~ouldn't take liis
amy's word, things were coming to some-
thing, Dunter ielt that life i the Uity
had had a deteriorating effect on Mr,
Bunter. 1t had made him cerping and
suspicious.

“1t will have to be games!” repeated
DBunter, g

In the Form-room that morning it had
heon borne in upon his fat mind more
clearty than ever that he would get no
god report from his Form master, Mr.
%uelch had been very tart with him.
¢ did not seein to have forgotien yet
the incident of Horvace. He had given
unvsual attention to Bunter, dragging
his ignorance to light on all sorts of sub-
jects, and had wound up by telling the
Owl that really he ought to be in the
SQecond Form along with his minor,
Sammy. Thero was no hope whatever

in the direetion of Mr. Qluelch: That
gentleman was too obviously %re_rudlmd
is Form.

againit the brightest pupil in
gl!; would have to be games!

Billy Dumnter was tramping in the
quad, with a wrinkled and wmoody
brow, thinking it out, when he came on
the Famous Five, Thei grinned heart-
f lessly at the frouble in his fat face.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's the jolly
old  worry?  asked Tob  Cherry.
"Hafln*t that giddy postal-order arrived
vk B

Bunter gave the chums of the Remove
a mournful look.

“1 gav, you fellows, you might help
o chap! Tm jolly pemrly down and
out, vou know !

" h, not #0 bad as that, old bean”
said Bob good-natvredly. dara say
Epm' rovernor's bark s worse ithan his

ite.”

Bunter shock his head,

“"You see, he thinks he's wasting
money on me here,” he said., “He says
I'tn not learming anyiliing, and not
doing anything, only growing falter and
fatter every term.™

Tho Famons Five chuckled. Tt was
clear that Bunter senior was & man of
somne observation,

“Theve's not much time left before
Saturday, you know, only a day or two,”
said Bunter. "I shall have to get on to
something. I've told the pater, among
other things, that I'm a whale at
boxfng.”

“(Oh, my hat!”

“HBuppose wa got up a boxing mateh
on Saturday 1" sugpesicd Bunter. *The
pater could come into the gym and
{ watch us, Then I'd knock out all you
fellowa one after another——*

“But you conldn’t, you ass!”

i

“Couldn’t you let me, just to help a
fellow out of a hole? hooted Bumter,

“Oh, dear! But it would be so jolly
improbable, you know,” urged Boh, “ A
hlind cat could see that you'd fall down
if we pufehed yon.™

“Qh, really, Cherry——"

Yt it out, Bunter, old man!” sald
Harry Wharton. “You won't get any-
body Lo tell your ]pa.l:ﬁr lies just to cover
up your rotten slacking. You're a fat
duffer, but there are lots of things yon
could do if you weren't so dashed lazy.”

“There isn't time now.” said Dunter
gloomily. A fellow expects his friends
to rally round him at & time hke this,
You're not such a beast as the other
-:]u-,p%: Bob., You help me., I Enow &
way.

“1'd do anything I could,” =aid Bob,
rather pu:u.'!ei “But what ;

“My father will walk from the station
on Saturday by way of the towing-
path,” said DBunter. **Well, suppozo
you stroll along willh me to meet lnm."”

“What good would that do?"

“You fall into the river.”

Y

“I plunge in after you, and save your
life afr the risk of my own,™ said Duontér.
13 SEG?”

*Oh, my hat! Not quite!”

*'The pater would be no end improssed
with splendid swamming like that. 1i—
if there was any danger, you could help
mo,  See? VYouwre o jolly good
swimmer, Hob," :

“Groat pipl I'm to save your life,
and make out that you've saved mine,
13 that it?"” gasped Bob.

“Well, it would satisly the pater—-"

“You'll have {o satisfy him some olher
wavy, or leave him unsatisfied 1" ehuckled

Bob., ™ Not good enough 1™
“TLook here,” urged Bunter, “the
pater is bringing me a cake. The mater

makea beavtiful cakes—lovely! A jolly
big cake, with marzipan on top! The
maier knows he's gomg to rag me, and
she’s written that she's sending that
cake. She thinks it will help me stand
it, you know, The mater’s a 501,
and 1 can tell you, she makes jolly
rood cakes.  You stand by me, ald
chap, and I'll whack out that cake with
you, honest injun "

4 Rathead 1

“There really 15 a cake! urged
Bunter. “Honest injun! The pater is
bringing it in his bag; the mater aoild
s i ner letter. You can take my word
for it that it's » jolly good cake.™

“That isn't the point, old bean! I
can sce myself Mopping into the river
with my clobber on, to pull your patevs
leg! Not gcod encugh, old man!™

ITi:*"}u'uta::.t' grunted, and rolled awarw,
Therg was no hn{}l} from the friends who
ought to have rallied round him.

Bunter had eaid to himself that it
wonld “have to bo games,” but he
realised dismally that he might as well
have said that 1t would have to be dis-
tinction in Form. In the noble task of
hoodwinking his honoured parent, there
was no help for hmm. It is said that
truth i3 great, and must prevail, and
that was just what Bunter was afrmd of,

Skinner of the Bemove was coming
at the gates, and DBunter derived some
shight solace from ﬂhaﬂr\'ms;' that
Bkinner was dusty, ond that he was
dabbing a red strcam from hia pose.

Apparently Harold Bkinner had been
in the wars, and had not proved the
viotor. :

“He, he, he!”

Skinner gave Bunter a plare,

“Whera did you pick vp that nose?
grinued Bunier.

“That brute Linky " growled 8kinnaer,
“He picked g row with me for nothing,
and biffed my nose. o ought to bo
run in
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Harry Wharton & Co, sauntered along Friardale Lane with Bunter at their heels. They came on Sammy Bunter, of the
Second Form, in the lane, Sammy was tryiog to exiract his cap from the back of his neek.
gasped Sammy as the Co. 5 Tﬁi

with mud. * That beast Linky ! *

“ That fellow Linky wants a lieking ! ** ** Leave him o me ! ** 38

unter major.

‘** Dash 1t lllli this Is

His at features were daubed
the limit ! ** said Bob Cherry.
“I'll give him one [ ** (See Chapler 6.}

“¥on ought to havo licked him,” said
Bunter. -

“You would, of course,” said Skinner
sarcastically.

“0Oh, yes, rather!

“You silly ass!” growled Skinner.
And he walked on, dabbing hia nose,
in & very bad temper.

Bunter chuckled. Skinner's nose
entertained bim for a few minutes, Bus
his pressing problem returned to his fat
mind, and the worried frown to his fat
brow. Somehow or another something
had to be worked up to satisfy his in-
quiring parent on Saturday, and what
wis going to be done? It yeally looked
a: if Billy Bunter was going to be done.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Looking for Linky !

b EAVE it to me!™
0f Eh?”
; " What "

ﬂY ?!J ;

The Remove fellows in the Rag stared
ot Bunter.

There was a discussion EGIng on in
tha Rag. The subject of the discussion
was “ int fellow Linky.”

Linky waz an obstreperous vouth wheo
dawelt in the village of Pegg-by-the-Sea.
Ho was not a2 plezsant youth. Some-
times e worked~when he could not
holp it. Often he was found begging,
and in loncly lanes, dealing with aschool-
boys or old ladies, Linky's begging had
a savour of threatening. EHe was more
than suspected of stealing chickens, and
even of purloming washing from the
clothes lines about the village—all sorts
of petty larcenies weve laid to Linky's
charge. He was a rather bulky fellow,
and the terror of small boys about Pegp
and Friardale, and rather a terror fo
Groyiviars' fags. He would Gnd enter
tatnment in s leisure hours, which
were too many for his good, in tying
tin cans to the tails of dogs, or shooting
at birds witly a catapalt, or chazing
gmall boys across liclds, or pelting the
cows in the pastures.  Altogether, he
was an oxtremely unpleasant fellow.

And the Famous Five of the Remove
were of opinion that 1t*was hig;!'n tima
;unz;hady took that fellow Linky in

AL,

Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh declared
that the terrific thrashfulness was the
Empar caper, and his chums agreed.

nly the other day Nugent minor of tha
Second Form had come in with his cap
stuffed down his back sand mud rubbed
on his face, greatly to the wrath of
Frank Nugent of the Remove. Now
Skinner had had his nose punched.

Skinner's nose, like the rest of Skinner,
was shaolutely unimporiant. The
Famous Five admitted that. Still, it
was a Greyfriars nose.

“Can’t have this lout punching Re-
move chaps,” said Bob Cherry, “ Weo've
got to keep our end up.”

“He's a bit big for any of us to
tackle,” Harry Wharton said, thought-
fully. “He's well over sixteen, and a
rather hefty fellow, Still—-~"

*1 think you or I could handle him,"”
satd Bob, " Anyhow, I think we ought
to try. He will be thinking that Grey-
friars funks him."

Wharton nodded.

M LEven if we get 8 licking, we can
?I‘I"-'ﬁ him enough to think about for a
ittle while,” he remarked. " We'll look
roind for him, what?”

LI Gﬂud!ll

“The goodfulness is terrific,” said
Hurree Jamset Roam Singh.

* Besides, big as he is, I dare sav he's
vather & funk,” said Bob. *“He's a
beastly bully, snd bullies are often funky
when a chap stands up to them. We've
got some pluck.”

* Lotat™

“Well, then, we'll jolly well tackle
him, and what he's got extra in beef
we'll make up in mostard.™

“{zood egpp!™ 2 -
It was then that William George
RBunter, to the nmorement of the

Famous Five, chimod in, and asked fop
it to be left to him.

"Yon i

* Littie mel” said DBunter valoronsly,
“"Y¥ou fellows know how T box #"

“¥eo gods, yves!™

“Ha, bha, ha!”

“ And you must have noticed that I've
got plenty of pluck—broave as & lion, in

facki"

“Can't say I've mnoticed it zaid
Johony Bull, “Do you mean brave as
g bunny rabbit 7"

“No, I don't!” roared Bunter, "I
mean what I sey. I'm jolly well going
to look for this fellow Linky, dnd—and
thrash him!™

“1 don’t think ! grinned Bob, |

“1f I thrash him " went on Bunter,

“1f1" chuckled Bob.

“The if-fulness is terrific.”

“If I thrash him, yvou fellows will bear
mo  oubee—"

* You'll want bearing ocut—on a giddy
strotcher,” agreed Bob.

“I don’t mean that
You'll bear me out with
I'm a splendid boxer?"

“Oh, crumhba 1™ '

" And that I've got n good chance of
being eelected to represent Greyfriars
in the Public Bchools Championship.”

“Great pip!™

“The fact 18" zaid Buntar, blinking
seriously at the gasping five, “"I'm a
first-class. boxer. know, and you
iﬁal!m-_u Eu:rﬁ-.' ét‘! What's Ethﬂ ood ﬂf
denying i nly my er has go
jolly suspicious in the ﬂﬁ;. Hea won't
tako a fellow's word for it. 1've golb to
hiave somothing to show,”

“Vou'll have something to show if
you tackle Linky,” chuckled Harry
Wharton. “A couple of black eyes!”

“ A nose stove nl” grinned Jolinuy
Bull.

“Ha, ha. ba!™ ]

“Well, I don't care,” said Bunici
recklessly, “If [ have some damages Lo
show it will prave to tho pater what o
boxer I am. After all, who's afraid of
a few punches?”

“You are!” hooted Johnny Bull

“0Oh, really, Bull!”

“ Now Bunter's done his funny {urn,”™
said the eaplain of the Remove, “let'a
trot ont and look for Linky. Wa've gol
an hour before lock-up, and the fellow
is ofton lnaﬁn§ about these lancs.™

“ Right-ho |

“1 say, you fellowg—o>"

THe Macyer Lisrapy.—NMo. §00

you fathead !
my pater that
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" So.long, fatty ™ -

“I'm comjng ! roared Bunier. “You
follows can be witnesses when I thrash
that chap _Lilbr:?'.”

“He, ha, ha!"

Billy Bunter rolled after the Famous
Five as they left the Rag. Ha rolled
after them across the guad, he rolled
out of gates in their wake,

Apparently Bunter wes in earnest.

Bunter was an imaginative youth.
He needed a fairly powerful imagina-
fion to fancy himself & boxer. Dut his
imagination always stopped short of un-
ﬂ:’uﬂ&nt factz, 'That he was a %vood

xer, that ho was as brave as a lion,
and thet he was prepared to take on
that fellow Linky and thrash ham, did
not admit of argument. It was all quite
cartain, 50 long as he was nowhere near
Linky.

Cnee in the presence of that redoubt-
dble youth, it was extremely probable
that DBunter would find his courage
WIH‘IE out at his fat finger-ends, and
that he would depend rather on his legs
than on his hands when the matter canme
to the tost,

But Banter declined to realise this.
In the absence of an enemy he was
bursting with courage and dotermina.

tion, and his courage was likely to
rémain at_ the sticking-point until an
enamy appeared in sight,  After that, it

wa# -probable that Bunter would dis-
appear from =ight.

Harry Wharton & Co. sauntered along
Friardale Lang, ond like Moses of old,
they looked this way and that way, Billy
Bunter raolled after them.

That that unpleasant wyouth, Linky,
had lately heen in the neighbourhood
they scon had proof. They came on
Sammy Bunter, of the Becond Form.
in the lane. Bunter minor was making
desperate efforts to extract his cap from
the back of his neck. His fat features
were almost concealed under a coating
of mud. Bunter minor of the Becond,
evidently, had been in trouble,

“That beast Linky !” gasped SBanmy,
as the Famous Five atopped to guestion
bhim, “©w! Look ot my facc] Wow!™

“Dash it all, this ia the limit,” sad
Bob.- “The fellow’s a,rotter to handle
a fat little ass like Sammy. He wants
& jolly good hiding.”

“I'm going to givo him one,” said
Billy Bunter..

Sammy chuckled, in spite of his woes.
Sammy did not seem to have great faith
in the fighting pawers of hiz major,

“Leave him to -me, Sammy!” said
Bunter loftily. '

“Jolly glad to,"” 'said Sammy. " Are
you_going to look for him, Billy ¥
- :

“Heep vour eyes open, then,” warned
Enmmy. “ You might find him."”

*Ha, bo, ha!”

- Billy Bunter  frowned at his minor,
It was said of old that a prophet is
without honour in his own country; and
certainly there was wery littls sruutual
admiration in the Bunter tribe.
“Which way did he go, Sammy?”
" msked Bob. -
“ Aorges that field towards Pege—he's
gn]:; been, gome & few minotes,” said
ammy Bunter, “I say, Cherry, I
believe you could lick him.”
“I'm going to try,” said Bob,
“Leave bim to me,™ hooted Bunter.
“Ha, ha, hag!*
The Greyfriars party clembered aver
. & stile, and proceeded across the field
at a trob.  In & few wminutes thev
sighted the redoubtable Linky.
That hoppy youth was improving the
shining hour by pelting a horse, across a
fence, with stomes. Linky had no work

Tex Maguner Liprary,.—No. 900.

Lherry.

ta do that day—as on many days, He
had spent quite o happy afterncon,
according to Lis peculiar views. He had
chased a cat, tied o tomato-can to the
tail of an unbhappy dog, stolen apples,
frefn the greengrocer’'s in Friardala,
snatched a shilling from a little boy in
the lrne, and rogged Bunter minor of
(Greyfriers. Now he was winding up o
busy afternoon by pelting a horse, appar-
antly deriving entertainment from the
squeala of the ha;}]em anunal, Hes was
s0 happily occupied that he did not
observe a little bunch of juniors troiting
towardz him: and it was teo lete for him
to escapa when they came up, and sur-
rounded hin against the fence.

“Hallo, halle, hallo! grested PEob
Cherry genially,

Linky scowled at them uneasify.

“¥You let 8 bloke alone!™ ho
“Five to oe ain't fair play 1" _

“Pelting that poor old goo-gea isn't
fair play, you worm,” s=aid .'B-:ie; " hut
you're going to get it from uws. Pick
out your man.”

Linky grinned.

Hoe was & big fellow, helf & hesd
tallar than Bob, who was the bipgest
of the Greyfriars party. He ha«f no
doubt of being able to handle any
member of the party.

“Leave him to Dunter! suggested
Johnny DBull.

".Hn, ha! Come en, Bunter!'
“"Where's Bunter®

"“Echo answers where

chuckled
Nugent. -

Billy Bunter was still in view. But
it was only the, back of Bunter that the
uniors saw B3 they looked round., He
was climbing back over the stile into
Frinrdale Tane, and he seemed
ovressed for time.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
I “Buntes! Bunter! Hera's
Linky, and he's waiting for youd’

Bunter vamished,

The proximity of Linky had.been
enough for him. At the sight of that
lanky, shambling youth, and his big
hony fists, it wes borne 1 upon Bunter's
fat mind that he was not, after all, keen
in:n distinguishing himself in the boxing
ine. !

Bob Cherry chuckled, and furned back
towards Linky. :

“I'm vour man, old bean,” he said.
" Ready ¥ .

“Amn't 1 gﬂinF to pick my man?t”
saicl Lanky. © Well, I pick outb the bloom-
ing nigger. 5o there !

Hurrea Jamsct Ram  Singh's dusky
eyes gleamed,  Tinky had evidently
picked him out as the least formadable
of the five—and, in fact, he looked very
slight and slim- in comparison with the
loafer. But the nabob, slight as he was,
was hard as nailz; and he did not like
being called & " nigger.” Heo threw off
his cap and jacket. )

“*Mw estcemed and disgusting Linksy,
the readifulness is terrific,” he said,

Linky gtared. Hurree Singh’s English
was rather new to him.

“0Oh, my eve! he said.

said.

1

“*AMind, you

blokés ain’t chipping in. Fair play's a
jewel.™

“We'll see fair play ! said Harry
Wharkomn,

Four of the party were feeling a littla
urteasy, however. inky was a bulky
adversary for the slim nabob; and if he
had pluck in anyithing like proportion to
hiz size and I‘.H‘Er‘lﬂ'tﬁ:. it lookod a bad
thing for Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
But there was no help for it now. Links
threw down his cap, and squared up to

) the nabob.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Hot Chase!

i a g '
‘ D ) “On the ballt™ :
Linky started the attack,
with a terrifie rush at the dusky
nabob. He looked big enongh and heavy
enough to overwhelm Hurrea Jamest
Ram Singh with his rush, and he fully
expected the elim Indian junior to go
spinting baforg his thrashing fists.
- But Hurres Singh was wary anéd
watehful, ' '

Hea leapt beck, light as a rubber ball,
and side-stepped with amaszing celerity ;
and almost before Linky knew what was
happdning, a dusky Gst came on his ear,
followed up by avother on the side of
the jaw.

Linky staggered.

He was not given time to recover.
The nabob fa[rlg jumped at him, dnd
the Iurching Linky went spioning under
o  heavy drive straight from the
shoulder. :

Crash !

Linky was down, eprawling in the
grass, and bellowing. :

“Well hit!" chuckled Bob.

“Right on the wicket!"

Hurree Jemset Ram Singh rubbed his
knuckles, as he waited for Linky to rise.
His knuckles had beep rather burt—
though not so much as Linky's rugged
features,

Linky did nob scem in a hurry to rise.

He lay in the grass and blinked at the
nabob of Bhanipur, in a state of aston-
ishment and alarm.

| *“Oh, my eye ™ he gasped. “0Oh, my

nose ! Oh, my jor! QOwl”

“Go it, old 1 erinned Johnny
Bull,

“On the ball ™

“Tos the line, old pippin 1"

“My esteemed and execrable Linky,
I am waiting for you.,” murmured the
nebob of -Bhanipur politely,

“Ow! Waowl”

“Knocked out already?” demandad
Johnny Bull, in disgust, as the loafor
still lay in the grass, “My hat! Do
vou eall this a scrap?”

“ Wow 1"

The chumms of the Remove were quite
relioved of their doubts now. It was
clear that Linky was not of the stulf

which heroes are made. Hia eourage
had petered out almost as quickly as
Billy. Bunter's,

“Look here, thizs won't do.,” said
Harry Wharton, “ You've been punching
little chaps who can't stand up to you,
Linky, and you've got to take vyour
medicine. Get up and get on with it.,”

“Wow I

It was elear that Linky had had
enough. Tha fight had sesrecly
started; and it was at an end so far os
Linky was concerned,

"You're not burt  yet,” said Bob
Cherry ; “vou're going to he—but yvou're-
not damaeged so far, Get on with jt.”

Tinky staggered to his feet at last.

He locked round him, and then made
a8 sudden rush to escape. He went
sendding along the footpath tha way
Bunter had pgone, towards TFriardale

l4ne, and the sndden fight ook tha

GJ'EEiTiﬂ.TE arty by surprise. For some
moments they stood gtaring after tha
flecing Linky.

“Well, my Taf. what & rotten funk!”
growled Johnny Bull, “Skinner might as
well have stood up to him.”

“The funkfulness is rervific!” grinned
the nabob, picking up his cap. ~ “The
esteemed and disgusting Linky is easily
gatisfied.”

" After him!" shoonted Beb., “We'll
jolly well bump him, anyhow.”

“Good egg t?

The Fawwous Five rushed in pursuit,
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Linkv looked back, and saw five juniors
whoopimg on his track, and-gasped. He
put on o spury, and reached the stile
over which Bunter had clambered. He
did mot stop to clamber over it—-~hao
cleared it with a desperaic-bounud, and
landed in the lane.

Then there was & tercific yell.

Billy Bunter, out of sight behind the

hawthorn hedge, had stopped to rest:
feeling safe ab  thal distance, with
Linky occupied with -the Co. Linky
landed i the lang about a fool from
Bunter, staggered forward, and clutkhed
atrfthe. Owl 15' the Remove to save him-
Selt.

Buntor volled as Linky grasped him,
end the two went to the ground together
with & crash.

“Qw ! gasped Bunter.
“Groogh ! spluttercd Linky.

Bunter was not generally quick in hia
inovernents.  But on this occasion he
geemed made of clostic,

He was on hiz feet like lightning, and
speading in the direction of Greyirviavs
as fast as hia fat little legs could go.

Lioky was almost as rapid.

The Famous Five wera whooping be-
hind him, and had veached tho stile.
Linky leaped up and rmshed away down
the lane. Buntor heard heavy footsteps
behind lim, and blinked over his
shoulder, and saw the loafer of Pegg
scudding on his track. Linky looked
over his shoulder, and spw the Famous
Five scrambling over the stile. And
both of them ran their hardest.

“Oh dear!" gasped Bunter, ;

Lanky was close bohind hin, running
hard, Linky was thinking of anything
but Bunter; e hardly noticed the [at
junior plugging on ahead—he was only
thinking of escape. PBuot Bunter was not
awale :-gt; that little circumstance. - To his
fat and tervified wmind, the ferocious
Linky was rushing o pursnit of him, and
Bunter pat on a speed thar was really
wondeelul, considering his Landicap of
avotrdupols.

Had Mr. Bunter been alile to seo lim
thow, certainly be would have suppesed
that Lis hopeful sotn had a good chance
for tho  Schonl Milo—at leask, with a
Linky behind him. )

Bunter plugged on desperaiely. Fhis
fat little lega fnirly Lwinkled as e flow,

Pehind him Linky camoe gasping on:

and a seore of yands farther back the
Tamaus Five were running havd, and
langhing as they ran.

“I'hat fat 1cdiot thinks Linky's after
him 1" gasped Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hat”

“PBoth of 'emn seom fo bo in orather a
Lineey '™ chucklod Johnny Hall

“Phey do—they does!”

"“Put it on!” -

Greyfriars was in sight now.,  Tilly
Funter cast anobher hlhink over lia fat
shoulder, and gnasped with terror ns he
saw that Linky waa coming up hand over
fist. He put on & desperate apurt,

Threo or four Greyiriars fellows were
near the gates, and they stared ot the
chase as it camo in sight, 1

“That's Linky 1 shouted Skinper, rub-
bing hiz noso reminiscently,  *Collar
that cad, you fellows™

Linky paused in desperation.

There ware high hedpes on cithor side
of the lane—half o dozon Grexfriars
fellows beforo hin, and the Famous Fivo
behind.,  The loafer turned to the hedgo,
and plunged {’Ilzsgcrrrm!]r through, 1t
was a rather thick hedge, and Linky
had to foree a passage. scrambling and
gasping frontieally, Ho o owas =Ll
ghoving through when Horey Wharton
& Co. veached him.

Smackt

Bob Cherry's open hand smote Linky
in the rear, end helped him through the
hedge,

With & yvell, Linky rolled through, intn
the fieidd on the other xide; but he did
not rest there, He picked himself up
again and Hew.

But Harry Whacton & Co. pave him
no further attention. They trotted on
towards Graytriare, with Bunter panbing
and pumping ahead. Bob Cherry over.
took the fat junior near cho gates, and
caught him by the shoulder.

Thore was a how! from Bunter.

“Leggo! Linky, old chap, loggo! I
rive you best! do really ! {Iﬁ dear!
fou keep off.”

“Ha, ha, ha " roared Bob.

Billy Bunter spun round and blinked at
i, and realised that it waz not Linky

who had elutched his zhoolder. Linky
had vanished,
“Oh, vou!" gasped Bunter, ©[—I—of

course, I know it was you, Bob, old
chap! Whore's that boast Linky "
“Gone ! grinned Dob.

Bunter blinked round. There was no
sign of l;hu:-_P;ig'g loafar, and the Owl's
courage . revived, _

“Which way dul he go?™” he demanded,
“1 haven't licked him yet.”

“Hn, ha, ha!”

“If wou fellows think I was running
avway from him—="

* Ha, La, ha!"

“1 say, you fellows——"

“ Bow-wow !"'

i W oLEw e e

Havey Wharton & Co. uwalked 1n ot
the pgatos, satished with the sueccess ..f
thaeir expedition. Billy Bunter rolled
aftep them, oot quile ~o satiaficd.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing !

" S‘L‘;‘}I'rl‘I!M]NIZ: eaid Banter thought-

ully.

Poter Todd looked af him. iy
: was going on in Stu
Mo, 7 in thﬁpl'lnmngﬂ; gat all eventa,
Peter Todd and Tom Dutton wers busy
with it. Bunter was reclining in the
armehair, with hia fat thumbs stuck in
tho armholes of his waistcoat, and &
thoughtful frown on his face. Bunter
had no tine for prap.

Prep would have been esacntial had
Buntey hoped fo win his Form master’s
good graces, and obtain a favournblo
report when Mr. Bunter came along on
Satmiday. But the Owl of the Remave
had given up hope of that. He could
not HIE feoling that the incident of
Horaco had increased Mr, Quelch’s pre-
judice against him. He roalised that

¢ waez “dished ” in that direction.

If Mr. Bunter asked the Remove
mazter hwow his hopeful son was getting
on in olass this term, Mr. Quelch's
answer was cortain to be that Bumer
was the most backward fellow in the
Remove, as well as the laziest. I{ ho
askad Mr. Lascelles how Bunter was
shaping in maths, the mathematios
master was sure to say that Duntec's
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Billy Bunter, out of sight behind the hedge, had stopped to rest, fecling safe at
that distance from the formidable Linky, But Linky, fleeing irom Harry Wharton
'& Co., landed In the lane about a foot from Bunter, staggered forward, and elutched
at the Owl of the Remove to save himsell.

{See Chapler 7.)

** Ow—vyarooooop ! ** howled Bunter.,

T Manxer Lingapy.—iNo, S0,
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maihs were coough to make the angels
weep, or something o that effect, I
he spoka to Monsieur Charpentier about
Bunter's French, Bunter could see the
French master shrugging his shoulders
up over his cars in reply. * Hoholastic
distinction of an Iu‘mi! was hopelessly
out of the gquestion:; which would net
have mattered at all if Bunter conld
have pointed to any athletic distinetion
o5 o makeweight,

He had gquite abandoned the idea of
getting into the limelight as 2 boxer,
Thai scheme had too many paiuﬁ:l draw-
backa. Buk something had to be done;
he simply daved not sﬁﬂw wp as a " dud
‘i every possible  connection, - M
Bunier was dissatisfed, and he was
annoyed : and if he should earry out his
dive threat of taking Bunter away from
Greyiriars, there was the awful prospect
of work ahead for the fat Owl. Some-
how or other that fearful danger had
to be averted.

“Bwimming,” repeated BDunter. © Aftor
all, I'm a good swimmer! A chap who
devotes his time to one bhranch of sport
can't have a lot of time left to go in
for other things, can he, Toddy ™

Peter Todd grinned.

“You can help me in this, Toddy,”
spid Bunter, blinking at his study-mate
through his big spectacles.

“My dear ass, I can’t make a swimmer
of ydu before Baturday,” zaid Peter.
“ozides, I suppose you can't get up
special swimming stunts on Saturday to
entertnin your pater.”

1 don’t mean that! Being: the best
swirnmer in the Remove, T only want ta
get proper eredit for what I can do,”
explained Bunter,

(b, my hat !”

“If I saved vour life, Toddy—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“¥ou might help a chap, Toddy. Afier
all, we're pals, ain't we—and this i3 a

time to rally round an old pal. That
beast Cherry refused—""
“I'm another heast  exactly like

Clicrry ! said Peter Todd., ' Alze, I'm

doing my prep, and can't talk at the |

same time, Drey up!

" Look there, Peter—-""

“zive your chin a rest, old man.”

" Beast !

"You'll get more tronhle  from
Quelehy . to-morvow i you don't et on
with your prep, fakty.”

"' Blow -prep, and {;!ow Quelehy 1™

Rilly Bunier. detached himeelf from
the armchair, and rolled cut of the
- gtudy. Having poncdered over the
matier, the Owl of the Remove had mnade
wp his fat mind. If, by his splendid
gift: as & swimmer, he saved the life of
another fellow in the Remove, all was

lain snilini;: Even a suspicious stock-

roker would have ta be convinead, by

avidencd like that, that Bunter had not
been wasting his time at Greyfriars—
that in one lina, at least, he waz well to
the fore.

The difficulty was to find a fellow
whosze 1ifa he could save hefore Saturday:

obady was likely to be keen to Inll
into the river with his clothes on, in
order o lot the fat Owl pull him outi,
The Famous Five had distinetly de-
clined to rally round; Peter Todd was
the same kind of a beast: and Bunter's
thoughts turned to hiz minor Sammy.
If a stockbroker was capable of emotion,
surely Mre, Dunter would be deepi
tonched and im][:nmssﬂd by the news tha
Billy had visked his valuable life to save
thet of his young brother, In
the girenmetances, he could scarcely come
dawn heavy,

Tuk there was, as psual, & lon in the
path. It would not be easy to pet
Sammy to play up. Sammy was selfish-—

Thne MaaxEr Liprary,—No,
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Bunter had to ackngwledge that—and e
was lacking in the affection he onght to
have felt for so excellent a brother as
William George, and he was quite cor-
tain to demand a “quid pro qua ™ il he
played up at all. Billy Bunter was hope-
ful, but rather dubious, as he took his way

to the HSecond Formi room. It was
Sammy’s duty, aud ought to be his
pleasure, to bick un his majer. DBut

there wore doubiz on the sebject,

The Second Form at Greyfriarvs did
their prep in the Form-roomn in the pre-
sence of their master, My, Twigg. Prep
was still poing on when Dilly Bunter
arrived there, and Mr, Twigg gave him
a ecvere glance as he blinked in at the

doorway. DBunter backed ont again, and
loafed about the passages tall Mr, 'I;wisg*

catie out.
Then ha rolled in to seck his minar,
“Hallg, old barret?" That was a dis-
respectful greeting from Dicky Nugent
of the Second Form,

“What's that Remove cad doing in
here? asked Gatty. “Roll him out on
hiz necl !

“Carefult™ said Myers. * Don't burst
him: all over our Form-room."”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Unheeding the cheeky fags, Dunter
blinked round for lis minor, and dis-
cerned Sammy sitting at his dezsk. He
rolled over to him, and dropped an the
form beside him., Sammy gave him a
blink through his spoctacles.

"What do you want, Billy

“ Just dropped in to see you, old kid,™
satd Buntor affectionately, "We don't

really sce enough of one another,
Sammy."”
“"Quite enough for me,” answered
Samuny.

Bunter conghed.

; “Too much, in fact!” added the fat
ag,
“Oh, really, Sa;my——"

“Cut it out, old man!™ szaid Bunter
minor. “Come to the point! What do
you want? I haven't any tin.”

Bunter gazed at him more in sorrow
than in anger. Really, this was not very
cneouraging to an  affectionate elder
brother.

“What
Sammy.

" MNothing, old chap.™

“ Bow-wow "

“It's rather hard, Sammyv, to bo dis.
trusted like this,” said Bunter. " It's my
duty, as your major, to keep an oye on
you and help you along, and all that.™

“This iz the first time yon've remem-
bered it," said Sammy sceptically. “Give
us a rest and tell me what you want.”
Sammy Bunter geomed to be developing
eynicism at an early age.

“Getting on _all right with My,
Twigg!” asked DBunter, feeling thai it
wis Judicious not to come to the point
too suddonly. As an anxious and alfec-
tionate elder Lirother, he hoped fo work
a littlo on Sammy's feelings, if Sammy
had any. - ;

“No, rotten 1" answered Bunter minor.
“The brute has bLeem ragging me all
through prep. He's given me this rot
te do ™

“What 13 17" arked Dunter, blinking
at- the paper on the desk befors his
niinor,

“Hotten parsing exerciza [

“T'H belp you, if you like.”

“Well, you ought to be able ta do it
on your head, you being in the Remove,”

T —
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are  you after?  inquired

saidd Sammy., “Pile in! Here's the pen,
:\1::,_]'4:1 hetter write it that beast 'Uwipp
gt bwig your fist, Can yon pavse the
rubbish ali right?”

“OF couree 1 can, ass !

“Well, there it is. It"s a verse from
that Least Shakespeare. Wouldn'e 1 hke
to kick him " said S8ammy. *°Ta he or
hot to be,” that is the question. To be is
& blinking infinitive, en't 63"

“Yes, Dut——>" g

“*0r’ iz a blighted conjunction, isn'g

“ Lomk here, Sammy—-=""

*Dou't jaw, old man; help me wilh
thiz rot! Now-——""

“Hold on a nmunute!™ =zaid Buater,
realising that it would be casier to maka
ternrs with Sammy  while that hbright
vauth still had something to gain. “The
fuct je, Bammy, 1 want you to do some-
thing for me.”

“1 thought sa.”

“¥ou know the pater's coming down
on Saturday——"

Sammy Bunter chuckled.

“Yes; bhe's wild with youw, Billy.
Shouldn't wander if he takes vou sway
from the school. I heard him tell the
mater last vac that vou were wasting
your time here. So you are,”

“1 don't want to go, Sammy.”

“Well, it would be a good thing for
the school, wouldn't i3 argued Sammy.
“MNot a bad thing for me, either. It's
rather against a tellow to have a brother
i an upper Form.™"

Bunter glared,

“Do vou call that proper broiherly
affection ¥ he demanded.

“Can it ! said Samimy derisively,

“Well, T want you to help me oul,”
said Bunter, controlling hiz weath. ™ The
pator won't care anything ahout my
Form master’s report 1f he fnds that I'm
doing well ab games. Now, I'm ak
goames, but-I never get o chanee of zhow-
ing what I can do. Judging by my
mere record, the pater will think I'm
merely a dud.”

“Well, ain't you?" asked Sammy.

Bunter coantrolled a powerful inclina-
tion to bestow upon his nunor an clder-
brotherly punch.

“I've got to have gomething to eliow.”
he went on.  “If the school sports were
on it would be all right. I could win a
lot of the eventa, and so—~—— What are
you cackling at, you little bepat ¥

“Ile, he, hal”

“1've got to fix up something, Sammy.
Yon know how I gwim, don't you?™

“Lake a stone,” zaid Sammy.

Buanter breathed hamd,

“I'he pater’s bringing me a whacking
cake,” ho said,

] Sammy showed sipns of interest ab
ast.

“Ts he? 1 hope vou'll pet through all
cirght on Saturday, Dilly. 1 do, really.”

“The mater's made it specially, and
dad's bringing it—a whacking cake™
snid Bunter impressively,

“That looks as if she thinks you'ra
gaing 1o get it hot 1" said Dunter minor
shrawdly,

“Wcii, vou back me up, kid, and you
shall have the cake.”

Bunter minor's eyes glistened,

“Rely on mwe, old man. What s %"

“T want vou to fall inio the rivep—"

“Eh

" Ard yell for help—="

“1'¢l do that fast conough if T fell in.™

1 chall rash up and plunge in o tha
resepoe——"

“My hat!”

“And save you ab the visk of my hile.
See?”

Sanuny stared.

"T":n,% don’t guite sea.

Alore lkely
ve'd both be drowned,”
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“Of course, we shall have o pick &
safe place,” said Bunter irotably. “1
don’t want to be drowned any moro than
vou do, fathead! Of course, if you
swallowed a pood bit of waler and were
rather ill, it would make the thivg look
Letter”

“Would it7” ejaculated Sammy.

“Yez, lots. A few davs in sanny—in
fact, il you were in sanny when the pater
vomes—s&ee T

“Catch me!” said Bammy Dunter.

“It’s as easy as fﬂ“iﬁ;}‘ off a form, oud
ehap,” urged Bunter, ‘“‘and it will sec
ime through, You don’t want to lose me,
1 suppose?”

“Why not?”

Well, vou—you——m-"

“Chet it all out, old fatly 1" said Dunter
minor. “I'm not falling into any old
rivers, I can tell you, and I'm _mlt‘:iv
certain you couldn’s pull me out if 1 did.
Why, you'd be afraid to jump in when it
came to the pinch.”

“You cheeky young rotier I :

“Look here, are you going to help me
with this boastly parsing?” demanded
Sammy. “If not, shut up, and let me
get on ! _

Billy Bunter blinked at his minor.
Sammy had failed him, a3 he had had a
misgiving that he might. There wag only
one solace left to Billy Bunter, of whic
he promptly availed himsell. He seized
Summy by the back of the neck and
jammed his fat face down on the desk,
vapping Sammy's nose there in a post.
man's knock.

* Whoooop t" roared Bunter minor.

“There, you fat young rotter ! gasped
Dunter.

“Yaroooh! Rescue!” velled Sammy,
wriggling in arnguish,

“Collar that Remove cud!™ shouted
Catty.

Bunter jumped up and made for the
door,

A dozen fags of +he Becond Form
closed round him st once, They were
uot particularly concerned for Sammy
personally ; but Remove fellows were not
allowed to swank in the Second Form
room, if the Second could help it. Billy
Bunter was collared on all sides by in-
dignant fags.

"Bump him "
" Roll him over!™

“Berag him 1" yelled Sammy, rubbing
lis nose. “"Ow| Kick himout! Wow "

Billy Bunter went rolling to the door-
vway in the grasp of the fags. He rolled
out into the passage in a gasping heap.

“Oh dear! Ow! Where's vy specst™
gasped Bunter, sitting up. “Oh, my
hat! You cheeky little brutes—groogh !
Ow!l Wowl"

“Kick bim aleng the passage ! yelled
Cakby.

“Dribble
T LELO,

“Ha, ha, hat™

There wazs a rush of the fags after
Bunter. The Owl] of the Remove, with
hiz spectacles clutched in his hand, Bed
for his life. The fegs came whooping
after him as far as the end of tho pas-
sage, where, fortunately for Bunter,
Wingate of the Sixth came in sight,

“Hallo! What's thiz row?" inguired
Wingate, _

Witlioutb stayving to answoer, the Seecond
Form melted pwav. Billy Punter
limped away to the Remove passage—

bim ! shouted Nugent

breatitless and exasperated. Sawuny had.

heen his  fast hope——and Banemy  had
fuiled bin! There wae nothing doiae,
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old rivers, I can tell you !
ghmh By

“ Whoooop [ " roared Sammy.

“.Out It all out, old Iatty ! "' said Sammy
Why, you'd be afrald to Jump In when il came to the
Billy Bunter glared at his minor. Sammy had falled him. He seized
ammy by the serufll of the neck and jammed his fat face down on the desk.

“* There, you fat young rotter [ sald the Owl.
{See Chapler 8.)

Bunter, **I'm not falling into any

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Incomplete Letter-writer !

£ ALLOD, hallo, hallo1!”
H - Prep had finished in Etudﬂ
MNo. 13 in the Remove, Mar
Linley was still at the table,
working at Horace—polishing the odes
that had caused William George Bunter
so much trouble when he essayed to
“stuff " Mr. Quelch, Little Wun Lung
was curled up asleep in the armchair.
Bob Cherry and Hurree Jamset HRam
Singh had closed their books, and were
about to go down to the Rag, when the
door opened, and Billy Bunter blinked
i,

To the surprise of the Remaove lellows,
DBunter had his right arm tied up in &
shing. Apparently he bad.been sustain-
ing damages. -

“Hurt?” asked Bol.

“ Yes—frightfully "
“My arm’s broken——

“(ireat Scott! Been a doctor?”

“MNo. I'm not a chap to make & fuss
about o trifle,” said Bunter loftily, “1
can bear pain, you konow. Not solt, like
you chaps.”

“T shouldn't call a broken arm a
teiflo,” grinped Bob Cherry. " Neither
would xou, voo fat mss, if 1t were really
buart. What's the matter with it—a
:,qrnui;t'-h from a pen, or a prick from a
ALLT 5

* Oh, really, Cherry——"

“If the estesmed-Bunter iz vealfully
damaped the proper eaper is to ses the
E.mlj;:al wallak,”  suggested Huorrea
Sinah, :

gaid Dunter.

1k

“Well, I don't want it made worse,”
saigd Bunter. " You know what doctors
are! Besides, it isn't actually broken
Jbut—"

“1 fancied not!” grinned Bob,

“It's only badly hurt; I'm sulfering
frightful pain, but I'm tough,” said
Bunter. “I'm enﬂurln% this agony
without turmng a hair. DBut that isn't
what I came here to say.”

“Oh, I know what you came hera to
gay !" said Bob cheerily. “You've bepn
disappointed about a postal-order—"

“Oh, really, you know—*"

“From one of your titled relations
who——-"

" Look here—" i

“And you want a little loan to tide

vou over till the duke remembars to send
on that postal-order-—or the marquis
weighs in with & tanner,” said Bob
sympathetically.  * Nothing deing, old
bean ! Better drop o ling to the viscount
Lefore the post goes. It's realy thought-
less the way tho earl keeps on forgetting
these trifleail"
- “Youn silly ass, "tain't that " howled
Bunter. 1 wank vou to write a letter
for me, becanse my arm’s broken—I
mean my wrist sprained, snd I can't
Lold o pen”

“Oh,” said Bob Dlankle, “if you've
really damaged your fin, Bunter, I'll do
that for you with pleazure.”

“The samelulness is  here, my
esteermned Bunter,” said the Nabob of
Bhanipur. “I will inditefully write as,

(Continned on pone 16.)
Tie Maower Tiserany,—No, S




SPECIAL

“PICNIC™

SUPPLEMENT.

T EL R

HARRY "WHARTON
EDITOR

YERIARS

|

Weekk Ending May gth, 1525.

AGREE with our illustrious “ chief,”
I Harry Wharton, when he says that
there aret many jolly things about a
rub. Of course,
Bunter to ze¢ this,
" A picoic by the viver's brim
Simply & pienic is to him,
. And nothing niore,”
as Wordsworth didn't say. DBut to ihe
average fellow a pienic means [reedom,
fresh air, babbling brooks, shady bowers,
and the Robinson Crusoe-spirit, You
know. what I moean—the feeling of bein
next to Nature. Personglly,”T never di
like feeding in o stuffy study ; and I wish
we could have all our mdals out of doors
in the summer. The ouly drawback to
this scheme i3 that we seldom get a
SUIMmEY,

pienie, quite apart from the actual-

you ecan't expect

Coker & Co., of the Fifth, had a disas.’
trous experience lagt Saturday afternoon..

Coker's Aunt Judy having tutned up
trumps with & remittance, the Fifth-
Formers invested in o tuck-hamper, and
sought out a nice, convenient mcadow
whore they might picnic. But it proved

g-jolly inconvenient meadow, for a bull

broke 1oosc from the adjoining field, and
took & hand in the proccedings, The
handsome spread was tossed into the air,
and then trampled upon, while Colker,
Potter, and Greene fled for their lives.
Coker ripped his bags in elambering over
soma harbed wire, and Pelter nose-dived

into a ditch, while Greene shithered up, a'
frea just in time Lo aveid the oncoming.

bull. That daning snapshotiter, Monty

Newland, managed to get a vipping snap
of the mneident, and it & being exhibited

round the Hemaove, to the chagrin and
eonfusion of Messrs, Coker, Potter, and
Greens, I understand that Coker intonds
ta sue the owner of -the Lull for the
damage to his tuck and to his bags. No
more meadow pienics for Horace !

. Do masters ever take part in echoolboy
picmies?  Well, T ecan’t imagine the
revered and respected Ilead sguatting
on the river-bank, with hiz mortar-hoard
Tiug MaGSET LIBRARY.—No. 2900,

tilted at a rakich angle, saying: * Pass
the tarts, Quelehy!” or " After you with
tha pickles, Prout I’ DBut it 15 a fact that
Mr. Wally Dunter has taken part in
schoolboy spreads without loss to his
Ehgmfi'. And on one oecasion Mr. Lar

Lascelles was faking an afterncon stro

when he came upon a party of pienickers
who asked him bo_join them ; and he did.
Mr. Quelch, however, is no lover of
f prenica, e suffers somewhat from in-
digestion. Bunter  declaves  that
Quelchy’s elementary track iz out of
arder. T presumo he means ** alimentary
tract.” At all events, to send Mr. Quelch
an tnvitation to a pienic would be very

much like holding out a ved rog o a
bull |

Another person who is not particularly
artial €0 pienies 18 Lord Mauleverer.
Mauly enjoys a feed as much as anyone
r—wl}cp he is fecling energetic encugh to
lé&t it—but he simply cannot understand
fellows fagring for miles, on o hot day,
heaving a  hefty ' hamper. Mauly
pwouldn’t dream of going very far afield
for "a picnic unless he had a cosy
limousine. to take him there. Picnics aré
too much like hard work to suit his ease-
'Iuving temperament.

. 1 chatted with Gosling the porter on
the subject of picnics. He gave tongue
a5 follows: " Picnics may be all right,
Master Cherry, for them, wot likes that
sort of thing. But pussonally I prefers
to take me meals in mo parlour. I can't
abide the wapses, an’ the Ries, an' all the
other dratted pests that buzzes around
you whett -you're fcedin’ out of daora.
| I was at a pionic onge where a hig cater
villay eome tumblin® down from a tree
aid  landed m my teacup. Then
another come down, ar’ smit me on the
back of me neck. TUgh! DBeastly,
creepy-crawly things! "Ow T ‘ates 'em!
No more hopen-hair pienics for me I

Dicky Nugent & Co. aro holding a
grand plcnic on Saturday next, in the
woords, "We understand that Tadpok
will be the chief dish, and that “ Winkle

Mavonnaisa ™ will fipare on the menu !
3 B
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EDITORIAL! &

By Harry Wharton.,

_ i m e e R A S R N

SLPPOSE William George Bunler sught
reaily 1o geeupy  the editorial chaie
this week, for be ja a greater authority
o pienics than 1.

Euwuter dells me he has Leen keeniy in-
terested in picnics ever sinee he read a book
by George Ehiot called * 'Tho Fill-on the
Moss.” . The porpoise scems to have pob o
hit mixed.  Cepbainly there iz a uovel by
{eorge Eliot called ** The Mill on the Floss,™
but it does not deal with picnles. L is paot
even a feast of fletion, belng rather o gloomy
and depressing narrative. {What a cheerful
it these Victorian wrifers were, to be sure!)

The merry mopth of May is an ideal time
of the ycay¥ for picnics. . " Heow jolly, vn a
sunny afterncom, to go staggering through
he schoal gateway  with a  tremendoos

amper of tuck, and to seek out svme shady
apot on the river-bank, there to ¢ojoy a least

uf the gods! Pleagd doo't run away with
the idead that 1'm a [ood-worshipper llke
Eunter. I enjoy a good tuck-in an much as
apybody, but I do mot think about grob all
day long and dream about it o° pights. Thera
are other pood ints about a plenle, apard
from the actual food. Tha cheery compabion-
ship, the rippling river, the leafy shade, 1he
cuwmping-out elenient—all these Lthings go to
make a picnie tharoughly enjoyable. I have
taken part o picnies where the grub has
been indiferently cocked, or wot eooked at
#ll, or there bas wob been enough to go
routsd ;'but it has becn good fun. Whatever
Buontor may-say en the subject, grub iz nob
the be-all and the end-all of a picoic.

The Greviriars plenlcker has plenty of
places from which to chooze. The river-bapks
arc ideal, sud so iz tha clearing in Friardale
Wonnd, ]"iub if you want to enrn your picnic,
g climb to #he top of the Downs iz the
proper eaper. Of course, it i3 hard work;
but #f there are plenty of you, and vou take
turns af carrying the tuck-hamper, You reap
A fine reward when you reach the wind-swept
sunnmif,

Thaze who like a splee of adventurs and
excitement in their picuics should hold their
cefebration oo the private estote of Sir
Hilton Fopper! That flery geptleman is ever
o the -leok-out for trespassers, aod if he
happens to ferrel you out, you may be
asgured of an  exciting time. Only last
Wednesday a party of us was pounced upon
by Popper, and we promptly shinoed a free
nid hurled down deflanee ot the bharonet and
his bulldog. Neither wag able fo come wp
alter vs; and Sir Hilton's face, as he stamped
and fumed Bencath, was worth a guines a
bhox. We had to face the music next morn-
ing, however, for Popper reported us to the
Head,

I will now Ieave you to “tuck jon " to 1hia
“ feast * of schodlboy journalism, ond may
nothing * hamper ¥ your enjoyment. And
don't forget to do all you ean to popularize
our Gittle paper, for we ecanoot *° grob ¥
along without your support!

HARERY WHARTON.
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A PICNIC TN THE TIMFE OF THE
ANCIENT BRITONS. The scene is a
cave on the coast of Kent.

Finsr Frasten: * Gadzooks! Likewise
Od"s bodiking ! Verily, these joints of
venison he prime, and right tasty
withal 1 **

EECo¥D FeEastgr: " Yea, good, my com-
rade ! Methinks so goodly a apread
hath not been witnessed in this cave
tor many moons. Pass thou the
merry piekles !

Fmrsr FeastEr: *“ Morry, but wo lads
of Ancient Bril know how to enjoy
ourselves, what ¥ Let us eat, drink,
and be merry, for toanorrow we
shuffle off thiz mortal coil.”

(Now we know where Shokespeare ol
Eis trite sagings from.—ED.)
EEcorp FrasteER: “ Dash down

goblet of wine! It
the venizon. A heal
comrades, and a murrnin on the
killjoys, who would fain have ua
 live on husks and raw carrots !’

FipsT FEASTER: “ Alack! We are un-
done !  Hoere cometh a fiery dragon !
Ia there, peradveniure, 8 back exit
from thig cave ¥ If notf, all ia lost.
We shall be gobbled wp, yea, even
to the utterracst hone !V

Brconn FeasteEr: * Ab,
Boek exit thera is none.
. hetter engrave thy

'j"‘ﬂll'l
geth well with

well-a-day !
Thou hast
last will =nd

testament on the wall of the cave, |

for methinks our number iz up. Ere
we can say - What-ho 17 the fearsome
monster will have us in his maw 1 7
(Enfer Yo Fiery Bragon. Exeunt Ye
Merry Feaslors.)

— i ——

A PICNIC TN THE TIME OF GOOD
QUEEN BESE. Scenc—the bank of the
River Sark.

Fixst FrastEr: " By my halidom, tis

od of Will Shakespeare, of the
temove, to stand vz this spread.”

Secoxp FEastem: " Not half—J mean,
yen, verily 1 The worthy Will gat a
goodly remittance thiz forencon-—a
seore of golden guineas!™

FimsT FEASTER: * From hisz sire 1

Secoxn FeEastEmr: ' Nay, from Drury
Lana, Hast not heard the news?
IIc hath perpetrated s play.”

FinsT FEASTER : “ My hat—I mean, by
I";;t' heard ! 'Tis passing strange, for
Will Shakespeare seemeth to have
more sawdust than braing in  hia
eramium.  Now, yoing Milton of the
fecond —"

BBcorD FrasTER: * Cease wagging thy
tongue, thou seurvy wvarlet, and pass
thou thé nuts of dough! Hither
come Raleigh and Drake, of the
Remove, trundling o hogshead of

o0d brown ale betwixt them. That
1 well, for I am athirat,”

Finsv Feasrer: ' Verily, wo are lucky
dogs, to bhe allowed to drink ale.
Dot imagine ihe schoolboys of the
futiore wi '

51 to thee, good ]

L4

enjoy such a privilege 71 ZURCT ST IREISEL NN LRI
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SeEcoxn FeasteEr: " Ask nie another!
Good-morrow, Raleigh! Good-mor-
row, Drake ! Squat thyselves down,
and tuck in to thy heart's content 1"

Rarerer: ' "Zounds! Thou hast scoffed

- nearly all the nuts of dough’ and the
tarts of jam, thou greedy knaves !
Wa will e'en duck thea for thy
luttony. Lend a hand, Drake !
(First and Second PFeasters disappear
tnto the Sark with bubbling cries ! and

Raleigh and Drake proceed lo polish off

the remmants of the feast.)

A PICNIC OF THE PRESENT DAY.
Scene-—a glude in Frinrdale Woods.
Finst Feasrer: ““All hands to the

pump ! Help me unpack the giddy
provender, you fellows, snd spread
it out on the grass” - g
SEcoND FeastEr: " Don't these veal-
and-ham pies look ripping 7 Like-
wise tho apple-dumplings. Let's gst
the: fire going, and warm ithém up.”
Firsr FeasTeER: °" This i3 afeast of the
gods ! What o blessing we were able
{o throw Billy Bunter off the seent.
It wonld be too awiul, 1o have that
fat elam hanging around.”
Voies (offi: 1 say, you fellows——2
Secorn Feasten: ™ Talk of prize porkers,
and . you're bound to hear them
grunting ! How did you find out
whers we were, Bunter 7" _
Fiprer SPEANER: “Ie's got a sort of
sixth sense, when it ¢omes to tracking
down o feed, Buze off, Bunter ! "
Briny Buxrter: "“Rats! 1 jolly well
mean to have a finger in the pig—-"
SECOND FEAsTER: " Bad mannered
beast! Why can't he use a fork ¥
It's only heathen Chinees who eat
with their fingers !
Frnsr FEasTER: ' I suppose we'd better
"let Bunter jnin ua t I we don't,
he'll be walling and whining for
weeks, and wo shall never hear the
end of it.”
By Buxrten : % Oh, really, you fellows !
I'm not going to gobble up all -our
supplies, il that's what you're afraid
of. L merely want a hpght sneck—
half a dozen of tlicee veal-and-ham
pies, and o zimilar dose of apple-
dumplings, and a few doughnuts, and;
jan-taris, and cream-buns, and maids-

of-honour, And I see you've pgot
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That
with

sone strawberries-and.cream.
will do mnicely to finish up
Ton't glare nt me like that, you

fellows ! 1 shall be pleased to repay
vou for tlis hospitality. I’} stand
vou & handsome spread the moment
my postal-order arrives. I'va been
expecting it einco Armistico Day,
but there's been a slight delny in the
Pl:'-at-'\-“

{Billy Bunter geals himself on the stump
af @ frec, and oflacks the good things with
greal  puato,  serenely  endifferent (o _ife
glares aned grimaces of his schoolfellngs.)

A PICNIC IN THE YEAR 1930.

" pBcene—the Greyiriars Roof Carden,

FirsT FeEaAsTER: “*Where's the grub 17

BECOND FEASTER: “ You hed it m your
waistcoat-pochet, idiot 1"

Firar Feaster: “'Then it must have
fallen out while I was looping the
loop just now in my aeroplane.  But
there’s another bottle of tabloids in

the study eupboard. 1L fly down
and feteh it.”
SECOND FEasTEr: “Buck wp, then!

I'm jolly peckish. I only had half
& beef cube for brelider.

(First Feaster * takes off " from the roof
i1 hiz aeroplane, refuriing shortly after-
weards with the bottle of tabloids.)

SEcOo%D FrRASTER: " Picnics don't take
© wvery long, thess days. You simply
pop & couple of theoze tableids into

your month, and you're finished.

©Oh, for tho good old days of stoak-

puddinga and apple-dumplings ! ™
FinsT FEAngr.n: 'Pgu'ﬁ"ve. I:-mthiu,p; to

grouse about. There's more novrish-
ment in one single tableid than there
A48 in a whole joint of beef,”

BrEconp Frasrer: AN the same, I'd
ratler have the jeint of beef 1™
Fipst FrasreEr: * Oh, you're hopelessly

old.-fashioned ! You ought to have
tived in the days of Billy Bunter, the
champion gorger of Greyfriars. Don't
your réalise what wonderful strides
svience hos made since then ¥ Poople
used to spend half their lives eating
and drvinking. It only takes o few
second: now.™? {Pﬂ?ﬁ tabloid ufo Nis
mouth.} * Ah, that's botter! I feel
like a giant yofreshed |
SecoNp FeasTErR: " Dashed if 1 do!
I don't like thess modern piénics a
little bit. It's a thousand pitics they
did away with the tuckshop, and
turned it into o museum.”  (Swallews
g couple of teblotds, and rises o his
{:t.} “t Bull, there's something  to
said in favour of the modern pienic.
We'vo no washing-up to do, and no
crtcks 1o clear oway. What nre we
going to do now "
Fmmst FEastEn: “Let's fly over to
Caloiz for the afterncon. We can
et back in good time for prept
{f%ﬁ- SJeasters depart tn their acroplane,
L and rapdly disappear from tiew over the
aed. )

l
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{Continued frem page 13)

meny honourable communications as vou

may desire, if you are really crocked in

your disgusting fin.”
“You'vre ne good, Inky: the pater

Eingu,” s

wouldn't voderstangd your
Buntor.  “Why don't you Jearn
English ™

“My esteemed fat-hpaded Bunter, my
Lnghsh was learnfully uired under
the wisest moonshes in Bhanipur, and
compared with ypur esteemed lingo it is
as moonshine unto Sunlight Soap, as the
poet puts 6"

“Oh, my hat!" said Bunter. “You
buzz off, Inky, snd let Bob write my
letter for me. T want to catch the col-
lection: my pater will be expecting a
letter in the morning.”

Hurree Jamset Bam Singh sniffed and
walked out of the studv. and Bunter
took his chair at the table. Mob Cherry
sat down with pen and paper, Bnd pre-
pared to indite the lettor, .

“Will this interrupt you, Marky? he
asked. Mark was desp in the Odes,
with 2 rather wrinkied brow.

“0Oh, that’s all right, Bob ™

“What the dickens does it mattert”
asked Dunter peevishly., "“I'H help rou
with that stuff presently if vou like,

Linles,”

""Tianks!” sald Mark, with a smile.

“Fm rathor a dab at Horace, vou
Lnow; Quelchy has praizsed me a [ot
abrout it," said Dunter.

“We've heard &l about  that,”
chuckled Bobk. “Johnny Bull was there
when, Quelchy waa praising yon, you
know.™

“Dh, I forpot—1] mesn—that iz
T.ook here, let’s get on with this letter,
and stop wasting time. Ready? Dear
Father.”

" Dear Father,” repeated Bob, writing
ik ﬂ(ﬂ‘:‘ﬂ-

“I was really delighted to hear thal
you were coming down on Saturday this
e

" Phaw 1"

“Write it down, and-etop prunting,”
said Bupger. :

"I say, isn't this piling it-on rather
th‘ﬂk ?." l?kﬂd Bﬂhﬁ

**Mind your own business, bother vou!
Who's making up this letter—you or
me ! deamandad Bunter.
~ "Ob, all right! Bob wrote it down,
with Bunter blinking over his shoulder.

“Is that how you follows spell in this
study i" sneered .Bunter. “You've put
a (¢ in delighted.” -

“Well, isn't thers a G, fathead?”

“Of course therea isn't! Make
dogel-i-t-a-d."

“Great pip! Any old thing,” said
Bab, lavnghing. ':‘l't}"s & free country,
and you can apell it liks that if you like,
I]t::'aﬁ'almadﬂ‘i:

15 WeeH—YoU &8, vou've pat n
double I in weck. W-E-A-K.” I

Bob chnekled, and altered. the double
E. It was B_un!-ﬁll'}ﬂ-;' iatteg, and ha was
entitled to his own original style in
orthography.

“Thiz week,” repeated Bunter. “ But
on second thoughts, I wondered if ‘you
could make it & little later, as I ‘am
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crocked now, owing to injuries received
i n fght with a ferocious rongh,”

e Eh ?:_I- :

“The fellows" continuad Buaoker,
“heve bheen Fairly tecrorised W 8 ruffian
catled Linky;, and they called on me, as
st Lozt boxer in tho Form, to tackle
Epn and kopsek him out. This I did."”

Boh Chervy stared at Bunter as if the
fat  junior mesmerised him.  Mark
Linley stared at him, too, forgetting
. Horatiua Flaccuz for the moment.
Little Wun TLung, in the armchair,
opencd his ahnond eves and blinked at
Buntor. The Owl of the Remove had
made quite a2 senzation in Study No. 13

“Got that?” vabtled on Bunter. “Now
Ein on. I hava been rather damaged 1t
the hght, which was a fearfully hard
one, sixteen rounds in all. My right
wrist iz sprained owing to the fight, and
I am unable even to wrile o letter at
presont, as you will ses by this. Bob
Cherry i3 kindly writing it for me as 1
am crocked.”

“Great Scott !

Tinly Cherry laid down the pen.

"{aqot on with 617 soapped Bunier,
“We zhall loze the post at this rete.”

Bob shook his head.

YIE von want somebody to write a
heap of whoppers to your pater, Bunter,
you'll have to find somcbouy else,™ he
satdd, "Not httle me! s not guite
oo enough, old man V'

And Bob Cherry walked out of the
study fo save the troubls of argument on
the subject.

“ Beaat I howled Bunter.,

Boby chuckled, and disappearved along
the Remove passage. Bunter turned io
Mark Linley.

“I za%, Linley, you’ll write that letter
for me, old chap, won’t vou? You see,
it's jolly important. I don’t want my
pater here on Saturday.”

“Reottor tell.him =0, then,” said Mark
deyly.

“That wouldn't make any difference—
he'd eome 2!l the same, Awlfal old fellow
for butbing in,” said Bunter. * Now, you
copy it out, and I'll tell you where to go
an—-"

“Can’t be done,” zaid Mark., "I'I
write the truih if vou like. You parn't
expect  fellows to tell lica for vou,
Bunler,™

Bunier encered,

- ¥ou've jolly pavticular, for a fellow
whe worked in a {actory belore he came
here. Didn't vou ever tell lies in your
Fnetory, blow veou, before you pinched a
Cschelarship and butted into Grayfriars?”

- “Never,” said Mark quietly. “And
I'm not going to begin now. But I'l

tefl yolt wlet T will do—T'll boot you into

the passage if you don't keep a civil

tongue in your gilly head, Bunter.”
Mark half rose from the table, and

Biily Bunter jumped away in alann.

- “Here, hold on!” he exclaimed.

4 What are you getting your rag out for,

qou ass? I haven't dome anything to
niake you waxy, have T

- Mark staved at him, and then langhed
and sat down again, Appearently Buntep
could see nothing of an offensive nature
in his genial remarks,

U New, you write the letter for me,”
said Dunter persvasively. 1 can't write
it myself, or tho pater won’t believe I'm
erocked—he's suspicious. I—1 mpan, I
am crocked, you know—my arm's, practi-
cally broken, I've been ragged by those
young cads in the SBecond; and my wrist's
sprained, seef I want the pater to
understand that he’d better postpone his

vizit a bit—that will give me time to turn
round. Now go zhead.”

e

Marvlk Linler went ahead—with TTorace.
Billy Dunder gave him a glarve of wrath
and scorn.

“Yah! Rotter! Go and cat coke!™

“Hook it ! said Mark.

“I=1 wonder if Quelchy would writo
it for me I¥ mused Bunter, It would be
B bit more econvineing coming from a
Form master, wouldn't it? Dot Quelehy
15 & horrid suspicious boast—"

“Bunter "

Billy Bunter spum round towards the
door in horror,

The awe-inspiring figure of Mr. Quelch,
master of the Remove, was framed theve.

“Bunter! What did you savi”

“0Oh dear! N-n-nothing, sir!”

“Were you speaking of me, Buntac i

“Oh, no, sir! [—1 wouldn’t say vou
wore a suspicious beast for—for any-
thing, sir! I—I'm much too respectful,
siv, to say what I think about a
Form master, sic!” gasped Bunter.

“What !

"I—1 always tell the fellows, =sir, that
you've not such a beast as you look, sir
—I do, really ! stuttered Bunter.

*Bilence ! thundered Mr, Quelch.

:‘ :E!h-! Yes, sir! Thank you, sirl”
‘Take five hundred lines for vour in-
solonee, Bunter! Not a word! Gol

Lewve this study !

Bunter was glad enovzh to leave the
study, Mr. Quelch, with a spare ten
minutes on his hands, Liad dropped into -
Study No. 13 to give Mark Linley a help-
ing hand with hizs Horace, He had
drapped 11 at a most unfortunate moment
for the Owl of the Remove.

RBilly DBunter rolled away dismally,
But before he had got clear, Mr. Quelch’s
sharp voice called to him.

“ Bunter [

“Oh dear! Yes, sicl"

“What i3 the matter with your arm?
Wlhy arc you carrying your arm in a
sling 17

“It—it's broken, sir!”

“Your arm is broken " exclaimed Mr.
Quelel,

“I—I mean it's sprained, sir— that is,
the wrist is sprained. I'm suffering foar-
fut pain, sir. I—I don’t think I cught to
be caned, sir, when I'm suffering such
fearful apony, sie.”

“Unfasten your arm at once, and let
me see it,"” zaid Mr. Quelch,

“Ti—i} pains too much to—to touch it,
gic 1™

“Obey me instanily [ thandered Mr.
Quelch.

“Oh dear ™

Bunter hastenod to obey. Mr. Quelah
glanced at the podgy right arm,

“ There iz nothing whatever the matler
with your arm, Bunter.”

“Isn't there, sir?” stammered Bunter,

“MNothiug at all.. What does this
absurd trickery mean 7

“It—it's got well, sir—"

Li Tq'i;l'ha.i ?J

“Puite suddenly, sir!” gasped Bunter.

“Bless my soul! I command you to
tell me at once, Bunter, why you have
placed your arm in a sling, when there iy
nothing the matter with it !

SO dear ! I--I wanted a—a chap to
write a4 léter for me, air, and—and he
wouldn't have if he hadn't thought I was
erocked, sic!™ groancd Bunter.

“ (o to my study, Bunter, and wait for
me there,” said Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir!” groancd Bunter,

The Owl of the Remove departed with
s woebogone countenance. He waited in
MMr. Quelel’s study for & quarter of an
hour, in a dismal mood; and his mood
was still more dismal when the Removo
master arrived. Bunter hstened for fiva
minutes to a severs lecture, which he
wonld not have minded very muel; but
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it was folloved by an application of Mr. | fresh dedgo—at all events, he hoped so. ‘But Bunter did not utler . What

Quelch's cang, which he minded very
much indecd, When ho rollod away from
the Forme wnaster’s study, Bunier's podgy
avm was ne longer in a sling, but he was
feeling quite crocked,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Quelch Does Not Play Up!

Sy UPPORE a  fellow  was  de-
b tained——-"
“¥h? What?"

“Detained on Saturday after-
noan,” sald DBunter, blinking at Harry
Wharion in troubled thought. “To-
merrow's Salurday.  Now, suppose it
was you ooy place, Wharton——"

“Suppose away !’ satd Harry, with a
smile. "1 don't mind.”

“Your uncle comes down to see you
sometimes,” said Bunter. * Now, sup-
pose your beastly uncle was coming on
Saturday—"

“My what ** exclaimed Harry.

“Don't jump down a fellow’s throat,”
said Bunter peevishly. “Suppose your
unele was coming to see you on Saturday
afternoon, thai being a half-holiday, and
suppose he found you were detained for
the afternoon, de vou think he would
eome all the same?”

“ Probably not,” said Harry, with a

stare. I should take jolly good care
net to get delention i my uncle were
eoming.”

“Buppose he was coming to rag vou,
thouplh ¥ said Dunter. * Suppose ﬁe hacl
an altogether wrong idea that you were
a slacking sort of ﬁ:af_er, and meant to
come down on you like a ton of bricks.
Then suppose you got detention for the
half-loliday—think it would keep hun
away "

The caplain of the Rewove chuckled,
He perceived Bunter's drift now. The
fat Ow!l had evidently given up the hope
of pulling the woel over Mr. Bunter's
eyes; and his last hopo was to keep his
respected parent from conung down lo
Gireviriavs at all that week.

*Well, it might work,” said Harry.
“1 suppose if vour father's coming to see
you, ho migi‘]t. put it off i ho found Fou
had detentien. More likely to ask your
Form master to let you off, though."

“Well, Guelehy's rather a ratty beast,
and he mightn't,” said Bunter. “DBe-
sidog, I could make himn so waxy that he
wouldn't. If I can got the pater to put
it off, that will give me time to turn
round. When the ericket matches begin,
you may be decent enough to give me a
place in the eleven, and if the pater
came hers and saw me i s erncket
maich, that would mako all tho differ-
ence.”

“I wouldn't count on that teo much,”
chuckled Wharton.

“Aunyhow, 1t gainz thme,” said Duntes.
“I can get Quelchy's rag out, and make
ki detain me. I've gob five hundred
hnes, and 1 havon't done any. I et
detention for Saturday, and the pater's
told, 1t ought to leep him away. The
drawback is that I lose the cake. Stll,
I can ask (he mater to send the cake by
post, can't 1?7 "That's rather important.”

Flie bell for classes rang, and Dunter
rolled into the Forme-room with the rest
af the Remove, feeling quite bucked. He
felt that he had hit on a solution of his
diflicelt problem at last. It would be
easy to exasperate My, Queleh to such an
extent that he would give Dunler deten-
tion, and refuze to let him off en any
consideration  whatever, Burely  that
would male My, Bunter put off his
threatened visit? A week's groee would
give the Inl junior thae to think of some

While there was life there was hope.

Bunter's inind was made up as he took
his scat in the Remove Form-room for
afternoon classes,

But the zight of Mr. Queleh’s severe
face made him hesitete,  Once more it
was borne in upon Bunter's fat mind
that it was easier to lay schemes than
to carry them out. CUnce meore his
courage, after being serewed to the
sticking-point, esine unstuck. Really, it
required a good deal of nerve to set out
deliberately to “rag” Mr. Queleh into
a state of exasperation. DBunter hesi-
tated, angd he who hesitates is lost, After-
noon lessons ended without any sentence
of detenlion being inflicted on the Owl
of the Remove, and cerlainly without
any suspicion on Mr. Quelch's part that
the fat jumior desired anything of the
201k,

But as the Remove filed out after
class Mr, Quelch called Bunter to his
desk,

" Your lines, Bunter ¥

“I-—I haven't dona them, sir!”

“What does this mean, Bunteri' de-
manded Mr. Quelch, frowning. “‘The
lines must be done.”

Bunter drew a deep breath,

Now was his chance.

He had only to say “ Rats!" or some-
thing like that, and Mr. Quelch wonkd
be brought to a state of exasperation,
Leyond the shadow of a doubt. Then
there would be detention, and all would
be well. '

That aie little word would have done
tha trick.

he sard was:

“Oh! Bo sorrey, siv!
I—I—F—"

“Well, Bunter, if the imposition i3
not handed i this ovening you will be
detained to-morrow afternoon to write
the lines, and will be given & Latin
exercise in addition,”

“Oh, thank you, sir 1" he gpasped.

* What 1"

“Thank you, sir! You're very Kind,
sir '™ stuttered Bunter.

“Is thoat intended for impertinence,
l_iunter;" gxclaitned Mr. Quelch, staring
at the fat junior. It was the first time
that ho had ever received such a spon-
taneous outburst of thanks for a sentence
of detention,

* Munno, sir! I—*

“You may go, Bunter [

“*Yes, sir!” gasped Bunter.

He relled out of the Form-room with
a cheery face,

The trick was done, without the awful
risk of ragging Mr. Quelch into an
exasperated frame of mind, in which
frame of mind he would have been as
likely to hand out canings as detentions,

All Bunter had to do was to fail to
turn up with his lines that evening—
quite an easy thing for the fat stacker,
who hatod work,

Billy Buntor was feeling quite bucked
that evening.

His lines remained unwritten, and ha
did no prep. More blundering with his
construe in the morning wonld he all
to the good: it would make Mr. Quelch
tesa Likely than over to let him off da-

So sorry, sir!

| tenition. For the first tima in the history
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of Greyfriars there was a fellow in the
¥omove who wanted—in fact, yearnod—
to e detained all’ through s hali-

holiday. _ = .
_ On Seturday morning Bunter relled
into the Form-room quite cheerily. Mr,

(uelch addressed him severely before
class began. :

“Bunter, you did net bring me your
lines last night! ¥ou will he detained
in the Form-room from two o'clock until
five this-afternoon, and 1 shall set you
an cxcreeise,’’

“Yes, sir,” said Bunter brightly,

Mr. Quelch looked at huo, -quite

puzzlad. It was obvious that Tunter was |

pleased, but the source of his pleasure
was & completa mystery to the Remove
I ASLET. -

Bunter .was in treuble over his
“con * that morning, but he did not
mind at all. The more Mr. Quelch was
annoyed with him the hetter he liked
it, in the present circumstantes, So long
asz the Form-master stopped short of the
cane and the pointer, he could be as
cross s he liked,

" Halio, hallo, hallo! Havo you come
1to & giddy fortune, or got your giddy
poatal-order at last ¥ asked Bob Cherry,
clapping Bunter on the shoulder as the
Hemove wont out after class. * You're
lvoking very mercy and bright,”

Bunter chuckled,

“It'z ail right! I'm detained till five,”
he explainéd, *Quelchy's too ratty now
to I;:; me I’CI- i.”’ He

“My only hat! 3 that buck you?"
atked Bob in astonishment. !

“Yes, rather! Youn seo, it bars off
the pater all right.”

“Oh ¥ said Bob.

* Rather deep, what?” asked Bunter,
with & grin.

“0Oh, awfully deep,” said Bob with a
stare., " Must be avfully nice for Mr
Funter to have an affectionats son like
you—I don't think 1" :

“Oh, rats!

Tunter rolled .cheerily in to dinner,
fecling & woight gone from his fat mind.
After dinner he made his way to the
Femove master’s stody,

Me. Quelch,” who waa settling down
with & news?a;&er after his lunch, did

not seemn pleased to: see him, He
frowned.,

“What do you want, Dunter? Your
detention. does not begin  until Ewo

a'clock, when your task will be ready

for you.™
“Chank you, sir! But—-"
“You may go, Buntert™

“If you please, sir—.--*

Mr. Qualeh laid down his paper im-
patiently. ; ;

“What is it, Bunter? Ba brief!"

*My father's coming to =co me this
afrornoon, sip—-"

“You should have thought of that
before, DBunter,™ :aid the Remove
master sternly. “It is too late now.
You are detained.”

_Lﬂunter grinned. He could not help
i

“It—it's not that, sir! I—I'm not
asking you lo let me off detention, sin
Liut would you mind, sir, ringing up my
father and telling him, so that he won't
have his journey for nothing, sir. ¥You
goe, sir, he's coming specially to see me,
sl —and 1 sha’n"t be able to zee him,
aml—and ho could put i off i next
weel, or the week alter——
o Aly, Queleh looked fixedly at Bunter.

Y1 othink T wnderstend, Bunter! For
eofiee: Feason . you do not doesire to soe
vour futher at Greviriars,
that be haa the very best of reasons to
e diszatisfied with you®

Tue MaicxeEr Lisnany, —No. 000,
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“Oh! Oh, no, sir” exclaimed Bunfer

alarm.  “Not at all, sir. I=-I'm
pater, of
course. But being detained, sir, 1—I
thought he'd beiter not have such =
leng - jourmey for nothing, and—and——"'

“In the cirenmstances, Bunter, I shall
not “detain you this afternoon, as Mr.
Bunter is coming to see youw.”

= Ok 1" gasped Bunter.
His fat fuce fell,

Br. Quelch rose and picked up his
Cane.

in

“You are excusod from detontion, |

Bunter, in the circumstances. I shall
inflict & caning instoad.”

“Wha-at 1"

“Hold out your hand, Bunter !

L _[:_ dear! Y}—I1 say, sir! I—I say,

[—-—-

“You need say nothing, Bunter, you

_are an unscrupulous boy, and wanting in |

proper affection and respect for your
parent. Hold ont your hand ™

Whack !

“The other hand 1"

Whaek !

Ty Whm E:t

“Now you may go, BDunter!”

Mr. Quelch  resumed his newspaper
and Dunter wenl. He wen} with his fat
hands tucked under his arms, wriggling
with anguish, and with his hopes gﬂnwn
to zero. His last acheme, desp as it
was, had failed him; even detention,
ﬁan&mﬁy g0 unweleome, war not to be

ad for the asking.
and Billy Bunter was booked to meet his
dissatisfied - and ammoyed ' parent that
afternoolm, and -tho prospect was dismal.
The only conzolation waz that he would

‘bag the cake after all, and from that

cireumstance the hapless Owl of the
Roamove derived what consolation he
cauld.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Shock for Mr. Bunter !
TILLY BUNTER gave an extea rub

to Lord Mauleverer's Sunday
topper, and carefully adjusted
Harry Wharton's best necktic

before the glass in Study No. T.
The game was up now ; his father was

-coming, and the interview waz pot to

be dodged, oven by lhe Owl of the
Romove, with all his wonderful gifts for
dodgery. It only remained to make the
hett possible mnpression on the annoyed
Mr. Bunter. PBunter knew that s
honoured parent was bo walk from the
station to Grevlriars, by way of the tow-
path—Mr, Bunter had #old him so.
DBunter had decided to walk out and
meet him on the way, like a really
respactiul and affectionate son; ho hoped
that such s kind attention would have
a properly smeliorating effect on Mr.
Buntor’s annoved temper.  After all, it
waz not every fellow who would walk &
mile to preet an vnwelcome visitor

Bunter was dressied very carefully [or
the occasion. Among other pleasant
iterns in hiz Form master's last roport
it had been mentioned that Bunter was
glovenlr.  That lLibel, at least, the fat
junior was able to deal with, by g.u.rninﬁ
up extremely well dressed and spick an
Span.

The Owl of the Remove was so care-
less with his own clothes that he would
have found i rather diffieult to furn up
well-dressed had bhe drawn only upon his
own wardrolie. Fortunately, the sunny

I am aware | aferncon had drawn wost of the To-

move follows ont of doors, and DBunter

| waz, nble to bhelp himself to the things

bho pecded.

Distention was off,

Lord DManloverer's lopper frted him
fairly well, and Havey Wharton's neck-
tie looked guite nice.  Vernon-Smith's
handzomest waistcont vwas railer tight
round Daoter’s extetcive circomforence,
but & slit up ilie hack of the garment
eased 16 considecablv.  And Trank
Mugent's best paiv of boots wndoubled!y
looked well, and so did Johnny Dull’s
trepin.

Billy Bunter, having finished, sue-
veyed himself in the glass, and was
satished, He flattered himself that a
looking-glass had seldom  reflected a
fellow 50 pood-locking and well-dressed.
The good looks, perhaps, would have

oscaped the observation of any other

fellow; but
well-dressed,

He sallicd forth at last, and rolled
down to the school getes. The Famous
Five were in the quadrangle, and they
glanced at Bunter, and grinned—and
Bob Cherry shaded bis eyes with bLis
hand, as if dazzled by the magnificence
of the Owl.

Bunter rolled on hastily.

Ho did not want Wharton to recognise
his necktie, or Johnny Bull his tiepin,
or Nugent hiz boots. Thers wers cer-
tain risks attached to Bunter's method
of turning out well-dressed.

undoubtedly Bunter was

The DBounder was loafing in the gate-
way talking to Tom Redwing, and he,
too, glanced at Dunter.

o hat! Bunler's been washing

himself 1 exclaimed Vernon-Smith, in
great astonishment. “He'sg got & clean
vollar on! What's the matter, Bunter "

Bunter rolled on without reply. A

‘minute more, and the Bounder might

have recognized the waistcoat,

It Friardale Lane he almost ran into
Lord Maulsversr. His lordship glanced
at him, and then stored, He was aur-

prised.
“Congratters, old man!” he szaid.
“Eh! What "

“First time I'vo over seen you in a
decent topper!” said Mauly cordially,
“That's quite & decent hat, Bunter,”

Banter grined.

“ Mot bad—what ¥ he said.

“Nou'ro improvin', old  fat man.
You'll be washing vour neck next.”

i Yﬂh!”

Billy DBunter rolled on his wav, Ie
reached the tow-path, and ambled along
in the direction of the village. The
river gleamead in the spring sunshine.
and tho birds twittered ploasantly in the
woads along the Sark. Buanter would
have quite enjoved his walk, but for the
fact that o was going to meet an irate
parent, with a very doubtful prospect
of being able to placate that gentleman.

Suddenly he stopped.

Ahcad of him, uri}m:g the tow-path, he
caught =ight of o shambling, wugainly
figuee.  Its back was towards him, but
ho knew that it was Linky.

“Ol dear ! mnvimared Banter,

Iie backed into covor at ouce,

He did not want to mect Linky., 1le
was & good distance frome the school
now, and there was no bolp et hand.
IHe was quite well awaro of what would
happen if he canie to closs guarters witl
the voung rovogh, Lerd Manleverer's
topper would suffer considerably, arl
probably Vernon-Bmith's  waistcoat—as
well as Bunter's fat person.

Linky wonld be ouly too glad of the
chiance to pass on (o Dunter what Lo had
veceived from the Famona Five

“Oh dear!” ropeated Dunter,

Keeping in the cover of a elinp of
hawthorns, he blinked  uncasily ot
Linky. -

Lhat ungainly vouilhh was loaling on
the towing.path, wlly throwing sionea
into the water. e did not seetn o bo
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going anywhere—only loafing aboul
idly. So long ss he remained there, the
towpath was barred to Billy Bunter.

Bunter looked at his watch. It was a
quarter past three, and Mr. Bunter's
train was in Friardale at three. Af any
moment mnow Bunter's plump hOgure
might coma rolling along the path.

Bunter decided to wait.

e walted., keeping in cover.
eyond the loafing Linky, he had &

view of a good length of the towpath
slong the Sark, in the direction of the
village. About five minutes later a fat
Bgure came in sight.

It waz Mr. DBunter. '
_The plump City gentleman was walk-
ing slong the towpath, with the sun
gleaming on his silk-hat and his dia-
mond pin, He carried a bag in his
hand, and Bunter's glance turned on
that beg. That bag contained the cake
which his affectionate mater had sent
bim, as a sort of consclation prize, In
view of the ragging he was.going to
«receive from his pated.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

Painful as the interview with his parent |
was likely to be, Bunter's face bright-;
ened as he looked st the bag., He had |
only caten as much as any three other'
fellows at dinner, so he was already:

rowing peckish. He wondered whether |

a would be able-to induce his parent:
to sit down and admiro the river scenery |
'Ef'r a while, while the cake was dispusedi

Then hizs glance turned- [rom Mr.
Bunter to Linky.

Linky had spotted the City gentleman
coming along, and was staring st him,
and he also gave his attention to the

bag.

'fhem was something in  Linky's
manner that rather startled Bunter—
something stealthy, watehful, lurking.
Bunter had heard about Linky's pecu-
liar methods of living without work.
He knew that the young loafer was more
than suspected of stesling chickens and
picking pockéts, and of begging in a
threatening way when he came on
elderly pedestrians in lonely places,

Bunter felt his heart thump,

“'Old on o minute, sirl”

Bunter was near encugh to hear
Linky's voiea as Mr. Dunter came up
with the loafing raseal.

The City gontleman paused, and gave
Linky a cold stare,

“What do vou wanb¥?

“'Elp a bloke on his way, sir
Linky.

“Yon will get nothing from me
sald Mr. Bunter sharply. *I advize you
to look for work, and to wash yourself
before you apply for it. Oh—ah! What
—what—— Oh, gad!” :

It happened awiftly.

Linky made a leap and a cluteh, and’

e bag was toin [rom Mr. Bunter's
hand, and hefore the fat City gentlemen
quite knew what was heppening, Linky
was flecing at top speed along the tow-
path, the bag in his hand, ;

Mr. Bunter stood and gasped.

1 gaid

pH

Hea had no more chance of overtaking

Linky in a chase than an elephant would
have had of dvertaliing an ostrich,
#38tap!” shrieked Mr, Bunter. “You
rascal—stop ™
Linky grianed and flew on.

= Eaom

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Luck at Last!

ILLY BUNTIER gasped,
_ Linky, |:|n5 in hand, was tear-
ing along the towpath directly
towards the hawthorn-bush that
hid the fat junior of Greyiriars, In 8
few moments he would be passing Bun-

ter—with the bag and the cakel ;

L . -
(1 " e

il i
wii

2

P W
e LR

at top: aleng the towing-path.

Linky made-a leap and a clutch; and ihe bag was torn from Mr. Bunter's hand. ]

-Before the fat City gentleman knew quite ‘i;li:t ?rns

dd p Lk ]

Bunier, behind the hedge, felt his heart thurp as the loafer neared him.
. . {See Chapler 11.)

ing, Linky was fleelng
mﬂ Mr. Bunier. Billy

That cake—Bunter's only consoletion
for the 1mpendimg painful interview—
was in Linky's hands, and it was going
from Bunter like a beautiful dream.

Bunter was not a fighting-man; he
was not of the stuff of which herces are
made. Any fellow given to punching
was o fellow Bunter desired not to meet;
and Linky especially was & terror to
him. But there was a limit. The worm
will turn; the tamest animal will put
up a fight in defence of its young. I
anything could have bucked Bunter to
the extont of reckless hercizm, it would
have been the H;Eht. of tuck—hiz long-

expected tuck—raided by Jawless hands.-

Had that bag ‘been stuffed with Mr.
Bunter's securities and sghare certificates
Bunter would not have moved ; he would
have bean only toe glad to see Linky
vanish over the horizon, bag and all.
But Bunter's . cake was a different

mratter | -
Lioky, running hard, came abreast of
the spbt where Bunter stood seen.
Eike+a holt from a crosshow, Thilly
Bunter leaped out at him and grabbed

hin.

Linky, with a startled yell, went on,
crashing, :

Bunter rolled over him,

“OhY? gasped Linky.

“ 0w " spluttered Bunter. o

Bunter's spectacles had brushed off in
the fall. Without them the fat junior
was & good deal like an owl in the day-
light. Linky was a misty form to him.
Bunter could scarcely sce him, but he
punched at him with desperate energy.

Bunter’s courags was screwed up to
the sticking-point once more; and this
time 1t stuel.

Linky, startled and scared by the
sudden attack, was striving frantically
to throw Bunter off and escape with the

bag. Bunter cluiig to him, and punched
desperately.

Crashl

“Yoooop!" yelled Linky.

Bunter's fat fiet erashed-on hiz nose,
and, with Buoter's weight behind it,
the punch was a terrifie one. .

Crimzon spurted from Linky's nose,
and the water rushed into his eyes. Ho
rolled on the towpatl, and Bunter rolled
blindly over him,

Punch, punch, punch! : .

Bunter realised. that his antagonist
was trying to escape, and that en-
couraged him wonderfully, Linky jas
mara scarad than he was! '

“Owl Wow!" roared Linky., "Let a
bloke go! Ow! Yow!"™

Ha hurled Bunter aside, and

rambled to his feet. He had dropped

s bag in the struggle, and ho was not
thinking of his plunder now, but only
of escape,

But he had to reckon with Bunter,

The sight of o fleeing enemy's back
wag more than enough to imspire the Owl
+f the Remove wiﬁa the courape of a
Paladin. , =

He leaped up like & jack-in-the-box,
wiel fairly hurled himself upon Linky,
Linky spun round, with DBunter’s arm
round his neck and Bunter's hefty right
hammaring hiz featurea.

' Yow! Ow-ow!” g

“Take that!” gasped Bunter. “Yonm
sneaking thief, take that—and that—and
that—— Grocoocogh 1

Linky was hitting out frantieally.
Bunter ceught & bony set of kiueckles
with his nose, and then with his chin. |
Then o fat. fist, fortunately catching
Linky right in the eye, sent the young
loafer spinuing, and he sprawled an the

grass, :
" 1'mE MaaxET Ligrany,—No, 500,
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0Ll Ow! Mmmoun!" spluttered
Yinky.

He leaped up and Hed. .

Bunter rushed valorouly aftor bim.

”m, ou funk |"" roared Bunter,
real Linky was a greater funk
than he was himself, and thay was all
that was needed. DBunter was fawdy

bursting with cou and ferocity now,
“Yah! Funk! 'Stop! Im jolly well
going to smash you! Stopi”

Ianky did not stop.

He vanished along the tow-path, geing {4

gtrong, and turped into ths wood, and

was lost. :

“Oh 1" gasped Bunter, halting breath.
lessly,. “Ow! Rotten funk! Oh
doar!"” Ile debbed his nose with tus
handkerchief, and the handkerchief came
gway vad. “Ow! Oh! Where's my
gpecs! Oh dear I”

Linky was gone. The bag iay in the
grass, Mr. Bunter was coming up at a
trot, gasping for breath a: he trotred.

Bunter turned back,

“William 1"

“Ow] My nosa!"

“My dear boy!”

“Wha-g-att" ]

“Mry denr, brave boy !” exclaimed Mr.
Bunter.

Bunter jumped.

J never expected this of

“Quite so!. And you rushed wu thie
thief to rescue my property in the most
COUTAZOOLS way.”

Billy Bunter rubbed his nose, and
rubbed his eve.  Praise from My, Bunter
waa
cakol

“I nmbi:-lﬁﬁﬂd with you, William 1”
wenk on M. Bunter, beaming, *'From
the accounts I have heard of you, I
o, I regret now
refused to bring
¢ cake your mother wished to send
VO

::Ym;-yu_u refused ¥’ pasped Bunter,

I was displeased with you, William !
I considered that it was no time for
cakes !" said Mr. Bunter.

Billy Dunter trisd to answer, but he
conldr’t. Words failed him. He had
gatherad up this eye and this nose, as
well as several -bumps and bruises, in a
sttuggle with Linky—for what?

Nothing ! ;

ghnm uﬁ.s no cake!l - _

ome silly papers in a bag! But for
the paternal tFraaanm Wilham George
Bunter would have kicked the bag,
papers and all, intoe the middle of the
viver. Thers was no of

It seemed too awful to be true! But

—ves, { rogret—that

Tlis was not the greeting ho had ox-| there it was! Thers was no ca

cted from his father. The fat stock-

roker picked up the bag. o

“You came to meet me, William ¥

“Ow! ¥Yes! My nose!” mumbled
Bunter. .

“Are you hurt, William

Bunter blinked at him. Ay, Bunter
wae short-gighted, like hizs hopeful =on.
But, rcally, the guestion seemed super-
fluous. Really 1t was guite obvious that
Bllinta:-r waa hurt.

“Groogh! Yes! Ow!"

“1 ghould never have dreamed of this,
Williaa—"

LY wﬂw !ﬂ

“1 had never supposcd you possessed
such courage—7="

[ 13 Eh ill.l‘ . .

% Buch recklass bwavory, in fact—"

Bunter blinkesd,

“Buch devotion—" continusd Mr.
Et‘:fnt.ar Ff-ﬂfmly.

“That hulking ruffian who tried to rob
ma i3 almost twieo your size, William, yet
wyou rushed mipon him and seized him in
the most gallaot manner to prevent
from robbing ine of valuablo papers—"

“Of-of whati”

“You have saved mo from a serioua
los:, William."

“You?" gtuttered Bunter. The Owi
of the Remove had been under the im-
ression that he had been saving himself
rom & loss—a serious losz indeed —that
of a cake!

“Ye:, my boy! That bag contains
most hnporiant ’?upars."
“P-p-papers?

“I had to sec n client at Laniham,
William, and I ealled thers on my wuy
to Greyfriars. That bag contains 8 num-
ber of extremely important papers rela-
Jtive to stocks end shares.™

" 3-s-stocks—-sh-sh-shares 1

“"Yes;, WilliameT. They would have
been of no value to the thief, had he
succeeded in getting away with them,
but tho loss would have caused mo &
great deal of trouble. By your brave
conduct, Willinm, you have saved me
from very great inconvenience. I sup-
pose you guessed that there was some-

thing of value in the bag?”
thﬁ es," gaspod Bunter, “I thought
ﬂt_ll‘ ”

“ Xou thought that perhaps it contrined
secunbigs—naturally,” said Mr, Bunter.
- T Macner Limzazy.-~No, 800
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long-expectad cake, the only solace for
the paternal visit, was not therel And
that desperate sorap with Linky had ali
been for ahsolutely nothing, = It was
really too sickening,

Mr. Bunter, fortunately, was not a
thought-reader. He rattled on brightly :

“Yos, William, I really regret now
that I declined to bring you tho cake
I should be very glad, William, to pre-
gent you with a cake, after your gollant
conduct in defence of ‘my propecty. I
would, in fact, give you ten shillings to
buﬁ a cake—-"
- Bupter's face brightened,

“But for the fact that money is so
ﬁzieadmgh' tight at the present timo
and—="

Bunter's face fell again.

“But you have the plessure, William,
of knowing that you have earned vour
father's good opinion, and—and, yes,
gratitude, William."

Bunter did not answer. This was all
very well, of course; good opinion and

ratitude wora very pgratifying. But

unter would rather have had the cake.

Dt
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“Come, William, walk with mae.lo Lhe
school,” aaid My, Buntor. *I have
changed my opinion of you vory much.
I eam scarcely beliave that you are so
slack, ao lazy, so inerl, as I have sup-

. aftor zeping you rush uwpon that
ootpad, so moch hugger than yourself,
with the singls-hearted purpose of saving
your Iather's property.”

“The-—-the—- Oh, yes! (Of-—-ot
course ! stuttered Bunter,

“It was nohle, William !

Buoter cheeved wp, After all, he had
licked Linky, and he hatl won his father's
pood opimen. Not so  valuable, of
course, as o cake: but still, useful in iis

way.

'l':':!iu Owl of the Remove began o
realise that tho intervicw was not going
to be tho painful one he had dreaded.
Had he not, after &ll, done a real genuine
athletic stunt? Had he not demon-
strated, in the plainest possible way, that
he was & hefty fellow with his hands,
that when it came to pluck and muscle
and fery Wﬂl‘ﬂ%&, and 8o forth, he—
William George Dunter—was the goods?

He could not quite forget the cake
Like Rachael of old, he mourned for that
which was lost, and could not be qinte
comforted. But ho Talt that he might as
well annex what was going in the way of

lory. It was not so good as the cake,

ut it was anmething.

He trotted along beside the fat stock-
hmﬁﬁt‘,*ﬂﬁmfﬂrtﬂd,

"I shall describe this to Mr. Quelch,”
said Mr. Bunter. *I shall point out to
him that he has scarcely done you justico,
William. [ shall mention it to the Head.
Mi,- son must recoive due credit for a
galiant action.”

Bunier smiled. o

“All Greyfrinvs shall know of this!™
said Mr. Bunter,

Bunter purred.

“As for my idea of taking vou away
from the school, that, of course, I shall
think of no further, A school which
trains up a lad to be gallant and bLrave
and recklessly courageous, is il proper
place for my som ™

“Oh! Ah! ¥es!" gasped Bunter,

And he boaamed.

L] L

Many cves were turned on Billy
Bunter as he walked in at the gates of
Greyiviars with a fat stockbroker, o
black eve, and a swolien nose. In an
hour few at Greyfriars had not heard of
the way Billy Bunter had distingnished
himself. After Mr. Bunter waz gone—
greatly pleased with his eon, and almost
meg him a paternal benediction when
12 want—tha Remove f[ellows crowded
round Bunter. Some of them asked for
details of the adventure, and some in-
auired after the cake,

When they learned the facts, ns they
gsoon did, there were roars of fsughter.
Nevortheloss, although Billy Buanter'y
heroismm had been ingpired wholly and
solely by the thought of tuek, tha fact
remained that he had licked Linky, And
upon that Bunter swanked very consider-
ably for quite a long time.

And still more agreeabls to the Owl of
the Bemove was the fact that the danger
was past. Greyfriars no lonper stood in
peril of losing itz brightest ornament—
and it was no longer necessary for
Bunter to buck up!

THE EXT.

(Now look out for ™' Pep’® For the
'Eriarg Y—next week's magnifieent rxtra
long ztory of Forry Wharion & Co,
featuring Hiram K. Parks, an dmerican

educational awthorily, who takes over

"

the reins from Dr, Locke.}



EVERY
MONEAY.

.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

= £

- FRICE
FWOPENLE.

21

L.

- ¥HE OPPORTUNISTS!
revalver tn the honds of on

remiy To nip any such

R EROCTRY

the riak, Ferrers Locke and goung Jack Drahe take thelr chance.

Bristow Springs a Surprise !
OCKE paid & final visit to Dr.
Lampton to report what he had
found in  Mardyke's study.
Fhen the detective and Jack
Prake took their doparture {rom SBtorm-
F:}int College, though mnot before Jack
wmd had an opportunity of bidding au
revoir to Val Terry and his chums of
the Remova,

The White Ilawk saced glong the
couniry roads abt almost breakneck
speed, for dusk was now falling, and the
detective knew that it would be fatal
Lo wasto time.

Scarcely a word passed between. him
and Drake during the whole of the
journcy, Ferrers Locke giving hia atten-
tion to driving the car, while Jafk was
too much wrapped up in his thonghts
to waut to talk.

Accustomed as he was, throvgh his
association with Locke, to running up
agamnst mystery, Jack Drake had to
agmib o himsolf that this case of the
Golden Pyramid, as he now called it
himself—was easily one of the most
baffling problems that either ha or
Locke had ever beem called wpon to
clucidate, '

Much hght had beenr thrown on the
cvents leading up to the present stage
nf the case by what Locke had told De.
Lampton, and Jack knew the detective
well enongh to appreciate the fact that
Ferrers Locke would never have ox-
pountded his theory ab such length or in
mach detail had hoe not felt tolerably
sire in his own mind of its soundness.

That Gordon Carr had been taken
prisoner by Mardyke purely because
Uarr had accidentally  stumbled upon
one of the secret hiding.places of the
toot stolen by Dristow and his gang—
of which Mardyke was obviously a
member—seemed to Jack to be the most
plansible and logical explanation of
Carr's diseppearance. And that Mr.
Rewnie snffered a like fate for & similar
veasou—lor, bad he found the under-

ground cryph, he weuld certainly have §

3

]
]

!

e

digcovered Gordon Carr’s whereaboufs—
was an cqually sound argument.
1t all “locked in " like the segments

THE OPENING CHAPTERS:

FERRERS LOCKE, the world-fomous
detectine,

JACK DRAKE, his clever boy assistant.

INSPECTOR PYECROFT, of the CJJ). at
scotland Yord,

SIR MERTON CARR, a South Ajfrican mining
g rate.

GORDON, hir zon,

GERALD ARTHUR BRISTOW, a projessional
crook, nephew of Sir Merton (knoton also
as Arthur the Dude),

SEPTIMIOS MARDYKE, the taasler of Che
Fifth Form at Stormpoint, and

EBENEZER HOBEBS, ¢ habilual eriminal,
both collcagues of Arihur the Dude.

The story hos centred arownd Gordon Carr
and Mr, Kemnie, hizs Porm master, whe dis-
appeared in a mysteriovs Fazhion fron: Storm-
point College.

Locke, in takivg up the case, hits upon a
bty fhyramid Y of gold whick, he feels
iwre, supplices the motive of the dual dizap-
pearance, for it belongs Lo Sir Merton Carr,
and rencated atlempts by Bristow and his
aceamplices have been made (o sieal QL.

Frome the oulzet Locke f¢ astornizhed by Sir
Merton's peculiar attitude towards him, for
the mintng magnate tmplores dhe defective
ta throw un the sase. This, naturally, Locke
refures to do.

Wihile Lhe detective ir exploring some secret
capesd in the region of Moorvale, Proke s
iteepatehed to Stormpoint College. He foom
leavna that Mr. Mardgke, the Fifth Form
master, I8 responsible for Carr and Mr.
Renwie's abduection. Nob long afierwards he
dizcovers the boy Carr o prisoner in a vanlt
beneath the old Abbey ruins. But Carr has
enflered o lapse of memory, and from a pami
of piew of evidewnce iz of little ure to Drake.
Onr tep of thiz dbacovery Locke—wfio kax
arrived af the school In reaponge Lo an urgent
fummaons from Drake—finds My, Reénnle a fait
captive in a disused loft at the zchool,

The case {3 almost complete. Mr. Mar
dyke's duplicity {8 tald hare, and Dr.
Lampton, the Head, sends for him. But the
seowndrelly Form master kas neade himaseif
searce,  Locke deduces from certam clues
Ffound in Mardpke's room, however, that he
g flown to Lowndon, awd thither the delec-
tire anwgunces his infeniion of procecding
tpith all speed.

(Nowe réad on)

—

"Tin nof cxactly o pleasant thing Lo maoke a hold bid for Hberly achen therve's o loaded

alitemnpt in the bud! And wet, despite
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- THE
GOLDEN
PYRAMID!

.

A baffling mystery story
featuring Ferrers Locke,
the wizard detective, and
his plucky boy assistant,
Jack Dralke.
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of » Cross Word puzzle, and, to Jack's
mind, was above question.

But the reason for Sir Merion™s
strango behaviour, his wild eppeal to
locke to threw up the case, and hia
ultimate strange - dissppeatance, skill
awzited an explanation. 4

Rnduhigfﬂst and most baffling g} -
blema of all—the mystery surrounding
that weird little emblem, the Golden
Pyramid, bad yet to be solved.

What was ‘the Golden Pyramid?
What was the reason for the frantio
attempts on the part of Bristow and
 Mardyke—yes, and the man Hobbs, toa
—to gain possession of it? Teo whom
did it originally belong, and why weas
such a tremendous value eet upon it?
What mysterious seeret, did it hold, or
what queer spell did it exercise over
these ill-nasorted poople that they were
willing, apparently, to go almost to the
length of murder to gain possession of
it?

Locke had previonsly explained to
Jack how it had been found, and had
allowed his young assistant to examine

it, Jack had turned it over and over
in his hand, studying it from every
angle.

Like Faorrers Locke, he had at first
thought that perhaps it was hollow mnd
that a hidden epring might serve f{o
open it, revealing, perhaps, some secret
within.

But though he exara’ned it inch by
inch he could Gnd ne such thing, and,
besides, as Locke had been at pams o
point out at the time, the very weight of
the thing mitigated against the possi
bility of its being hollow. It was ohvis
ously quite solid, just as it was obyie
ougly made of the purest gold.

Then why, if it held no hidden clua
or secret, was there such n desperato
series of attempts to get hold of it?

Thess and a hundred other guestions
chased each other through Jack Drake's
mind as tha White Hawk sped on ita
way Londonwards. And finally he gave
it nll up, realising that, at thizs stage,

THg Maicser LIBrary.—No. 90
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at any rate, it was hopeless to seek an
answer to the riddie.

The myriad twinkling lights of the
metropolis were spread outb like a glitter-
ing fan before them pow, and scon they
wore threading their way through 'a
maze of streets,  Through Hounslow
and en to Putney, thenee to YVauxhall
the specdy little cay raced, though, of
course, her speed was  considerably
slackened now.

At last they drew up outside Locke's
door in DBaker Street.

Night had now definitely set in, and
thore werve signs of the approach of a
thick fog, white a biting east wind
couzsedl Jack to shiver shightly as he
stepped out of the car.

They horried within and up the staires,
Locke feeling vaguely surprised that
Sing-Bing, their Chincse sorvant, had
not shown himself in answer to the
“honk-honk !” of Locke's car as it drew
up outsicle.

They found the detective's consulting-
room in darkness--another disturbing
discovery, for Sing-Sing usually pot-
tercd about eacly in the eveming, making
up the fire or putting away correspond-
ence amd so forth,

Jack IDrake pulled up with & sudden
ery as his foot prodded against some-
thing in the dark—something soft nnd
yielding, that gave out a mufiled moan
a3 hiz boot came into contact with

“What the dickens——" Lo began,
etepping cuickly back.

“What can have happened to Sing-
Sing " asked Locke’s voice in the dark-
ness,  “Where are the blessed lights

“There's somebody on the Aoor here,
guv'nor,”  retnrned Jack—"somebody
who's been injured or—-—""

Aocke moved forward quickly now,
Mecling along the wall #ill his fngers
closed round the electric switch. He
pressed it and the roomy was Hooded
with light.

And at the same instant Jack Drake
gave a cry of amazement and dismar,

“It's Bing-Sing ! ho exclaimed, point-
ing ko the heap on the floor. *“He's
hﬂt'dn attacked, gagred and bound,
an U],

Locke spravg forward, and stared in
blank amarement at the huddled heap
on the floor. , Undoubtedly it was the
Chinese servant,. Ho was aswathed in a
postttve tangle of cord, while an ugly
gaz protruded from his mouth, and his
eyes rolled in wild, mute appeal.

“Good  heavens " gasped  Locke.
;‘ 1\'-1]11:.'[. on carth can have happened?

He broke off at a fresh
Jack.

Turning, he gaw his young assistant’s
eyes staring through and beyond him o
the opposite slde of the room—the sideo
on which were sitnated the ecurtained
windows. And even as Jack stared
Locke gasped as he saw the young
fellow’s armis going slowly up above his
head in token of surrender,

The detective swung round like a
streak of lightning, and as he did so
thore came the sound of a light, mock-
ing laugh.

And then:

“Good-cvening, Mr. ¥Ferrers Locke!
Sorry to trouble you, but you might
please  follow your young assistant's
excellent example, and-—-put "em up 17

The light ghinted on the monocle in
the eye of Gerald DBristow, immaculate
and urbane as ever, his slim vight hand
extended, the long, sensitive fingers
closed round a particolarly  business-
Nike putomatic,
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A Roland for an Oliver!
ERRERS LOCKE gasped and fell

back & step.

Tho =ight of Cerpld Dristow
there, in his—the detective's—
pwn consulting-room, with a levelled
revolver, gave Locke a genuine sarprise,
Accustomed 82 he was to unexpected
happenings, he had scarcely beon pre.
pared for tas,

Tho man with the monocle was as cool
and urbane as ever, almost splendid in
hiz sheer, dazzling impudence, Locke
had & short way with crooks, but he
was unable fo deny this astounding
seoundrel his meed of sdmiration. Lhe
man was so amazingly aadacious, so
obviously erammed with courage.

Even in this critical moment Locke
could not help feeling a wave of real
pity for Bristow. It seemed such a waste
of real ability that the man should have
turned his talents to such distorted onds,

But this was no time for moralising.
Bristow was smiling, but thera was a
steely pling in his eyves, and the band
holding the automatic usver wavered by
so much as a hair's breadth.

“I hate to be rude,” murmurcd the
man with the monocle; “but I really
don't like to bo kept waiting, My time
is so valuable!”

. Yerrers Locke glared, and for am
mstant 1t scemed as if he would spring
upon the olher,

But he thought better of it. Aftor all,
it was useless to arvgue.  Bristow was
positively affable, but Locke knew only
too well that behind that dazzling smile
and those twinkling oyes was a brain as
coldly determined as his own. Bristow
was a desperate man, and would not
hesitate to shoot if necessary.

Locke put uwp his hands
further adoe.

"Thanks awiully,” drawled Dristow
with an ironical bow. “Do you know,
Locke, old man, if there’s one thing I
like about veu it's your sheer conumon-
sense.  Many another man in  your
pesition would have lost his temper and
ereated guite a szcene.  And then 1
should have had to shoot him to put him
out of his mizerry. And shooting's such
a messy game, 1sn't it? D'm really very
mnch ﬂhﬁged to you, Locke, old boan !

“We'll pet on with the job, if you
don't mind,” said tho deteetive betwoon
elenched toeth, **You've cornered us,
and done it very cleverly, Perhaps vou'll
be pgood enough not to waste linw
making frivelous remarks !”

“Wise words, King!" returned
Bristow with a8 mocking laugh. “You
are indeesd a man after my own heart!
Businesslike to the finger-tips. What a
vipping cvook you would have made,
Locke! They'd never have caught you,
pither !

Ilo paused, and, nntiﬂil'r{; a speck of
dust on his immaculate clothes, jerked
a snowy handkerchief of purest silk from
his coat-sleeve, and Ricked it with dainty
disgust over his trousers.

Jgust for an instant his gun drooped,
and in that instant Locke made to dash
forward.

It wus a Lold move, but it was doomed
to failure.

Swilt as ho was, the crook was even
swifter,  Almost like a lightoing-flash
the gun cameo up again, and ke's body
folt the jab of it as he rushed upon the
other., The detective gave a grunt of
disgust.

“MNow, now, nanghiy 1
fNo tricks, please!”
“What do yvou want
snapped Locke impatient!y.
with ik, for Heaven's sake!”
Locke was feeling very chagrined.
ﬁ:ridc had been hurt by this
lever move on the part of

without

jeered Bristow,

with  me®"
“Uet on

excecdingly ¢

|

- ——

Bristow. It was rare indeed ihat the
famous detective was caught napping in
such a flagrant fashion.

Bristow bowed low,

“As yvou pleaze,” he returned softly.
“I think wvou kuow the reazon for my
little wvisit. That little matter of the
Golden Pyramud—"

Ferrcr: Locke pave a haed, bitter
laugh.

“I thought as much,” ho rejoined:
“but you waght as well havo saved your-
splf the trouble, Mr., Gerald Briztow,
You'll not get the Golden Pyramid from
me, zo don't let’s fool about any more
on thab seore !

“1 fancy you're wrong there, old
friend 1" Bristow's eyes ghnted danger-
ously now, and the smilo faded from his
lips. *“I'm here to got that nugget, and
as I've got the upper hand %1‘at-her
fancy I ahall got what T want.”

“You faney yourself guite a lot, 1
s00," murmured Locke; “hbut you'ro
loitori in a fool's poradise. The
Colden Pyramid is in my possession, and
i yomnains in my possession. Please geb
that fixed in your crafty brain for good
and all!”

“Don’t be too hasty in vour decisions,
Locke ™ Hmlpped the other in a deadly
whizsper. “I warn you I'm a desperate
man., I'm absolutely determined to gok
that Prramid if I have to kill you firag [”

Locke laughed.

“Aned T'm just as  resolved vou
won't!" he retorted. “8Bo I'm airaid
it's a case of the irresistible force aganst
the inunovable object. You ought to
know me by now, Bristow: you ought
fto have learned, surely, that I'm not
likely to be intimidated by threats !

“And if I shoot?” hissed Bristow,
taking & step nearer. .

The blood had drained from his face
now, and he looked posibively liendish,
so  that even Jack Iirake felt & oold
shiver coursing down his spine.

Ferrors L-::-t‘il:: shrugged his shoulders
indifferently. Hiz coolness was amazing.

“If wou shoot,” he returned, *you’ll
put an end to me, especially as your
win is g0 unerringly directed at my heart.
fshau!d be sorry to go, of course, but
[ should bhe sorrier to live after capitue-
lating with a vogue! And at least, sf
you shoot T shall have the satisfaction of
knowing beforehand that you will surely
hang "

Tense stlence.

The two men faced each other, looking
nnblinkingly inle each other’s eyes.
And Jack Drake counted the Licking
sirokes of the clock on the mantelshell—
strokes which seemed Like tiny hanuners
beating into his brain.

And then—

And then Bristow’s nerve failed Lim,

His gun wavercd by the merest fraction
and finally drooped. He shrogged his
shoulders with an air of patient restggna-
tion, but he was unable to hdoe the gling
in his eves—the ghtter which toll Locke
that his adversary was & beaten man.

Beaten, but siili terribly dangerous.

“Veory well,” muttered Dristow at
last: “I thank vou for the gentle re.
minder. I, too, should be sorry to go,
especially by way of the scaffold. It
would be an offence to my dipnaty; nn
umI-.'r:rrt]l}' end for so accomplished a man
az LY

“Phe-e-w 1™ gasped Jack Direake wnder
his breath., “His colossal swanle licks

evervthing 17 —
“Weo'll postpone the shmtlnﬁﬂ:.’ went
on  Dristow, moistening his lips  and

abviously striving hard to flight hack the
white-heat anger which svrged within
him: “and we'll try another noethod.
You will accompany e, Fervers Locke,
and your yapping puppy of an ossistank
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as wall, We'll see what a little concen-
krated prossure cap do!”

He hacked towards the deor, keeping
his gun lavelled at them all the time.
Then he thrust hiz free hand behind
him wnd jerked tha door wide, at the
same timo motioning with his head to
Locke and Drake.

“Get in front of me,” he snapgbed
harshly, “and down those stairs! nd
kindly hear in mind that though I'm
behind you, my ﬁun is pointed at you
all the time, and will most assured]
bark if you deviate as much a5 an inc
from a straight line. I may not shoot
to kill, but at least I zhall put you out
of action for & very long time. Come
on; right turn! Quick march !

Locke glanced quickly at Jack, Thero
was a gueer glint in the detective's eyes.
_Bristow did not notice it, nor did he
notice the almost -imporceptible ned
which ' came from Jack in return. Had
ho done so, the scoundrel might have
had fresh =uspicipna arouszed, might
have realised that something was pazs-
ing between the two detcectives—a sore
of ‘unspoken message, perhaps.

Next moment Locke and Jack Drake
had wheeled obediently in response’ to
Bristow's command, and were making

their way past him, through the -door

and down the alaira, Locke taking the
tead, and Jack following close upon his
hecls.

Briztow kept the ravolver significantly
before him as they passed. .There. was
a slight smile on the man’s lips, and an
ugjlf took, in his ayes.

@ may have failed temporarily to get
what he wanted, but at least he had
cleverly nettod the great detective and
his almost equally elover assistant.

. He had trapped them ih their own
1air, &0 to ppeak, and at least he would

s

il

Put

Ferrers Locke swung ro
saw Drake's hands shoot afeft In token of surrender.|
There, before the eurtains, stood Bristow, revolver in hand,
“ Good-evening, Mr. Locke. Sorry fo trouble you, Dbut
you might please follow your assistant’s excellent exampla,
‘am up ! ** (See Page 22.)

unid ilke a streak of lightning as be

hava the intense
them out of herm’s way, and so ¢

El‘ﬂtiﬁtnbiﬂn of puliing
ring
hizs own path, ,

Abter all, it was nob such a shabby
sort of victory. Not many crooks could
boast of having trap ona of -the
world's greatest detectives oven onco in
their liferime.

And as for the Golden Pyramid—
well, Bristow was not worrying over-
much on that score. There were more
ways than one of killing a cat, and
before very long Bristow had no doubt
at ull that Ferrers Locke, self-assured
though he was, would begin to wish he
hadn’t been quite =0 **cocky.”

Ag Jack Drake followea hehind Locke,

1 Bristow swung smartly round on his

heel and followed, barely a couple of
paces behind, and so the procession
moved slowly down the gtaircase,

‘The stairs were divided intd two sets,
with a small landing intervening. Locka
and Jack Drake descended. the first set
quietly, and without comment, till they
came to the landing. -

. Bristow ‘was only a couple of steps be-
hind, calmer and more self-zatizbied
now, safa in the assurance that he had
the upper hand, and that' Locke had had
the good zense to realize his ponition,

Fand not o make a scchio,

.Bristow . felt " sure now that Ferrers
Locke would offer no ' further resistance.
Sueh was the sconndeel’s ineffable seli-
eiteem and vanity that he really be-
lioved he had overawed the pgreat
detective.

Just 8s Locke reached the landing,

and wos moving lowards the next flight
of steps, he appearcd to stumble, Ins

foot eatching against something, and

sending him with- a crash against the

wall, ) . \
Jock, who waa eloas behind him, was

brought up with a similar jerk, and fell
against the detective,

“Now, then, mind where jou're
stepprng 1" snapped Bristow. “Iaft wp
your feet, and— Holy emoke! What
tha thunder——*

His c¢urt instructions broke off in &

sitiva cry of blank amsazemept, and

12 lower jaw sagged inta & vacuons
gape.

Ferrere Locke and Jack Drake hed
completely vameshed!

Bristow fell back a step till his heel
caught the stair behind him, and. he
was all but precipitated upon his back.

Ho staggered and regained lis
balance, and then he passed his free
hand across his eyes as if they wera
surely playing him tricks,

But there was no migteking it. Thoe
spot where Lovke and Drake had been
standing but bhplf o minute before was
now absolutely deserted |

The detoctive and his assistant had
Eoma as completely as if they had been

gures wiped off @ slatel o
. For.e full mibute Gersld Bristow con-
tinued to stare before him like & man
poseessed, his eyes goggling, his ‘monecle
b dangling uselessly from ils cord,

. Then, with a roar like a wounded
enimal, he raced down the stairs, thrce
at a time,

“They vo jumir_:d the stairs, and gone
sliding down the bansters!” ho ex-
claimed, his voice thick with rage, " but
'l nab them, never fear!”

In hiz haste to clear the stairs he over-
reached himsali, with the result that Ins
foot caught against one of them _ﬂrlt:l'.
with a howl ofming'led fury and frighi,
he went crashing headlong, rolling help-
lessly to the bottom, where he lay for &

woment, groxning and cursing.
'Te= eNET LilBRaRY.—No, 2.
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-Then he picked himself up, planced |
stupidly at li:is now sadly rufled -and
dusty clothes, and dashed away towards
the rear of the house, his lips moving |
in & string of amazing language quite
out of keeping with his provious urbane
and polite behaviour. h

Barely had a door at the back of the
bkouse thudded bBelind him, when sud-
denly the landing on the siairs became
alive again with two grinning figures.

Ferrers Locke oud ?}.a.-ni-: l]ll%r&ka! ]

They: appearegd again a3 if by I_n&?;lc,.
and only & momentary glimpse of o
darkk recess in the weall belund them
gave the cloe as to where they had been.

Mext instant the hele in the wall dis-]
appeared, as o section of the panelling
.E? d noizelessly into place.

Drane brown!™ grinned Jack Drake.

“ Ahsolutely I” agreed Locke, inwardly
convulzed  with langhter. “That little
secret funk-hole comes in handy when
one is cornered, doesn't jt77

“It's & .wonderful wheeze of yours.
guv'nor,” said Jack, with an admiring
glance at the famous detective, “and
nobody would guess that by pretendir)
to gtumble against the wall you were.
really masking the touch of & fnger
sgainzt the sceret spring.”

Locke glanced round him swiftly. The {
smile had pgone [rom his face now.
which was once again grim and deter-
minad.

“Quick " he muttered, clutehing at
Jack Drake’s arm. " No time to waste!
You gea to ﬁocrr old Sing-Sing- while I
chase aflter Bristow! Huarry, my lad—
burey I*

And without another word the detec- |
tive streaked down the stairs and out!
of sight, leaving Jark momentarily
gasping on the landing.

- Number Two !

EXT instant Jack had spun
round, and was racing back to-
wards thet consulting-room, in-
tent on carrying out Locke's

orders, and thercafter. to cateh up, if
ible, with the detective, who, he
aw, had gone on the trail of Bristow,
Jack could hear the sound of moaning
coming from the consulting-room, erven
as bhe reced up the stairs. Evidently
poor dld Sing-Sing was in some pain,
thanks to the cruel bonds which held
him, - and  ths gag which had been
thrust Between his teeth, j T
Al right, Sing-8ing!” he called out
reassuringly. “Hang on a jiffy 1"
" He reached the top stair at last, and
Qung out his hand towards the door,
which, for' some reason or other, had
closed MY,
Then he fell back with & yell of
smazement as the ver‘v shadows around
himm seemed to.solidity into & human

shape, out of which the dull gleam of
an  auptomatic was  suddenly and
dramatically thrust forward till it

bbed him ir the ribe

Hard on top of thiz eame a ¢risp eom-
mand, uitered in & thin, rasping voice
which Jack Drake knew only too well

“Ye-ry clover, Drake, my boy; but
not guite clever enough i Uﬁ with your
hand:! Sharp, now 1™

“Mardyke!™ gasped Jack, o world of
sheer amazement in his voice.

Tha F;ﬁum chuckled, and stepped out
of the shadows till the light from the
consulting-room shone on his features.

There was no mistaking those gleam-
ing, ferrety eyes, those thin lips, and
those half-crouching shoulders,

K was SBeptimus Mardyke, the ex-
master of the Fifth Form at Btormpoint.
College. And it was a new Mardyke

many ways—a viciously leering, half
Tax Macxer Liarart.—No. 9& I

anarling animal of &8 man, whoso boady
eyes glowed with malevolent hatrea.

“You mre surp ised!”  he  hissed,
chuckling again. * You hard]y expected
to see me again so soon, my too clever
hpy detective! But I've beem here all
the time, and I congratulate you and
that 1mpudent detective cmployer of
yours on your wonderful get-away. Dut
i)usl; the same, we, too, do not do things

¥ halves, as you see, Now, put up
vour hands—higher, please!”

Jack groaned aloud and did as he
was told, and Mardyke chuckled again,
stepping forward,

ut in Jack's eyes was a look of des-
peration,

get free of this latest danger, Foerrers
Locke would nevgr forgive him, he
thought, ‘for lotting himself fall s0

casily into this second trap.

As Mardyke moved forward, Jack
Drake did a reckless, but infinitely
brave thing, born of sheor tiesperakion.

At imuminent risk of his life—for he
knew [Irom DMardyke's look that the
naster would not hesitate to shoot, if
driven fo it, Jack suddenly let his hands
fall, to drop like a pair of claws on to
Mardyke's shoulders, snd from there,

by & dexterous bwist, to his throat. And |

at the same instant Jack’s right leg shot
up in a neat and wonderfully agile kick,
the too .of hisz boot catching against
Mardyke's outstretched wrist with &
posikive crack,

The revolver went spinning through
the air and Mardyke fell back with a
how! of agony and ragpe—a howl quickiy
choked into & gurgle as Jack's hithe
hands {nstened like & vice round the
master's thin neck.

And then “the band began to play ™
with a vengeance!

Tha sheer foree of Jack's onslaught,
and itz complete unexpectedness, sent
Mardyvke reeling back to strike against
the wall with & resounding crash that
moméentarily knocked all the breath out
of his body. .

Juck hung on like grim death, resolved
to overpower his adversary, and for &
moment 1t looked as if he would have
an easy task,

But next instant, with surprising deft.
ness, Mardyke wrenched himself tem.
porarily Tree, lunging up. with one ann
and crashing his clenched fist against
the side of gnck‘s head.

Jack went spinning back, hizs  brain
reeling, and Mardyke, with o bellow of
fury, %DI‘E down u?tm him. _

More by good luck than otherwise,
Jack somehow contrived to skip aside,
and Mardyke went blundering on, Lo
come to & halt with a crazsh against the

npﬁ:rsitﬂ wall. _
e swung round, however, and Jack
saw that the man's face was positively
livid with bafled fury.

“I'Il  smash you {for
¥ o’

Mutterimg & skring of oaths, the ex-
master. came on again. But this time
Jack had to some extent recovered him-
self and was more or less prepared.

He met the man's hlllE-H!{B: rush by
crowching low, letking Mardyke carger
up to and level with him,

Then he lunged out with his right,
catehing the ex-mester a sidelong drive
against the face.

Mardyke howled with pain and fell
back, saving himgelf in the nick of time
from  tumbling " headlong down the
stoirs.

Thon he staggered round, and Jack
gasped as he caught the positively,
fiendish look in the man's eyes, the
;agg:ing. dribbling lips and the clawing

ands. :

MNext instant Mardyke, like o fear-
maddened wolf, bad rushed upon him
again. And now there was stark murder
in his eyves. :

that, you—

At whatever the cost, he must

But Jack was
ﬂufd'm drk Jacl
5 Mardvke came on, Jack T
forward to meet him. They c:lcr.ﬂ.gg :‘;;ﬁ
began to stagger back and forth on the
tiny, oparcow landing, missing the stairs
time and sgain by inches.

Mardyke had a partisl hold on Jack's
throat now, while Jack was busy trying
io force the man's jaw back. But the
ex-master was no mean fighter, added
to which he was in a fever of desperation
and would, as Jack knew, stick at
nothing.

They were inextricably locked in each
other's grip and swayed and staggered
dizzily gerosa the tiny enclosed 3&5&.

ort,

ready, every muscle

their breath coming and going in
'r]r{ sabs,

t was a terrible slruggle, & mead,
reasonless fight.

Suddenly Mardyke succceded im

wrenching an arm free. It shot up like
& Hash, catching Jack clean between
the eyes.

With s moan, he fell away, tem-
porarily blinded, his senses reeling.

On the instant Mardvke szeized his
chancd and rushed in, and, before Jack
could do anything to stop him, the
mazter had got him in a deadly “lock ®
and was slowly but steadily Eﬂruinﬁ the

5 the

‘Ind backwards, step by step, towar

stairs,

Jark gasped aloud.as he [elt hizs back
bending steadily before the other's pres-
sura till he felt 16 must snep In bwo.
He strove wildly to swing himself clear
of the stairs, buk to no evail, :

Inch by inch, Mardvke forced home
his advantage, and Jack's fect went soud-
ding reluctantly but unaveidably nesrer
atm:; nearer to the edge of the toproost
stair.

Next instant he felt his heel sagging
over the edge of the atair.

Merdyke's oyes, glittering with evil
fury and tha sense of impending triumph,
glowered into his with the light of med-
ress.

“Got you, you policeman’s whelp!”
he snarled.

Strive az he wonld, Jack was unsbla
to stop the hoarse cry of horror that
burst from his lips as he felt himself
pitching backwards into space. And next
moment his  already tortured
crashed against the stairs with & thu
which sent up a cloud of dust, caus:
both Mardvke and himself to coug
and choke, .

But Mardvke did not loosen hiz hold.
S0 blind was he in hia fury, that he
secrned content to fall with Jack, letting
the whole force of his body drop heavily
on to the bov'a chest, crushing the last
vestige of breath out of his lungs.

Down the stairs they went rolling and
fighting, like o couple of wild ammals,
to the accompaniment of & serips of
thuds and & running cloud of choking
dust, till &t lazt they reached the
second landing.

Even then they did not stop,. The
fall had been so great that their
struggling Lodies had gained impetus as
they rolled down the stairs, and .now
they went spinning across the second
landing and away down the final Hight
of stairs, gathering speed a3 .t
weonk.

Hight to the bottom they went. And
thery, &3 they rolled over on the floor of
the hall, the front deor suddenly burst
open and a tall. burly figure appeared
on the threshold, staggering back with
a gasp @8 he canght sight of tha two
fiercely-fighting figures,

“Well, T'll be jiggered!” he gasped.
“What in thupder—"

Next instant he had jumped forward
and, as if recognising m!.hnﬂliwﬂ:f the
right end the wrong side, he mede a
snetch et Mardyke as that worthy's

rolled towards him.
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Drake’s right leg shot up in a neat add wondeetully aglle kick, the toe of his hoot oatohing against
outsiretched wrist with a posillve erack. The revolver weni spinning through the alr, (See page 24.)

Mardyke's

Mardyke gaspod in amazement as he
felt a. pair of strong hands fastening
round his throat and felt his whole body
being dragged forcibly back. The new
obmer’s arms seemed like ginnt cranes,
irregistible in their power, and Mardyke
was ahsolutely compelled to loosen
hold for fear of having his arms
wrenched away altogether!

Jack Drake rolled over, snd,
lle-mug}ilil eves blinded with dust and
pain, he stared dizezily aft the spectacle

of a llaim. i:u.u*]:l.rh rman haldi:in' uig; the
wriggling, writhing, tioulatin ure
of Earﬁykﬁ a3 E:.E El?: wara % reak
speoimen from the Zoo!

I reckon wo've had cuough of this
ditty work for one night!” boomed the
voice of the big man. *“This iz where
little me takes a hand in the gams!™

Jack Drake’s brain waz recling, bu
the volce, distaut and vague though it
appeared to his dezed senses, was
instantly ramgn:sah!a.

“Pyecroft!” he whispered, between
bis sobsr “Gg-good  dld  Pyecroft!

nk heavens!™

And he rolled over and lay flat wpon
bis face, strangely still,

On the Trall Again !

NAPECTOR PYECROFT just caught
those whispered words from Jack
Drake's lips and his eyes softened
in pity for the yvoung fellow,

Then they bhardened and gleamed

dangerously az he turned them wpon
Mardyke, who was still gyrating madly,
suspended in  mid-air in  Precroft's
maesive and capable fingers!

“ Roiten little rat, whoever you are !

runted Pyecroft, disgust sll over his
eatures, “Too blessed cheap o he
given away with a pound of tea! Ugh!
Liat away—yon make me tired ! :
Without tho slightcst eompunction he

his-

flung Mardyke to the Bopr, where he Jay
mﬂafﬁng and apparently helpless,

For & moment Pyecroft stood looking
from one to the other. .

The whgle affair was in the nature of
a terrific surprise to liim. He had ouly
just rg:tume?rm London from Devon-
shire and had called round to_ Baker
Street in the hope of secing Ferrers
Locke.
hBt.'lIﬁ ho had hardly expecled to run ihto
this ! :

Jack Drake lay very still indeed, snd
Pyooroft was about to cross to the boy
and soe if he was seriously hurt, when
a slight, but suggestive movement from
Mardyke t,n.usedg ?ﬁm to pause and then
swerve round. _

“2till got some kick left, have yout”
he wuttered, striding rowards the
crumpled heap that was Mardyke.
"Waﬁ, we'll soon clip yvour claws, you
dingy hLttle freak !”

In & trice he had whipped forth s
pair  of handeuffs and snapped them
noatly on the ex-master’s wrists,

“ And you can keep your compliunents
to yourself,” he grunted, az Mardyke's
voice, weak, Lut sulphurous, and
breathing sundry terrible oaths, cume to
hizs ears. “You'll need 'em for consola-
tion before we've finished this little
picnie, I'm thinking !™

He turned on his heel with n snort of
disgust, and hastened across lo where
Jack Drake still lay inert. _

The hoy was lying on his face and
sprawled out in spread-cagle fashion, lhis
clothes torn and smothered with dust, lus
coller wrenched away, and his hair look-
mg ke a doormat.

Pyooroft dropped to one knee and
gently turned the young fellow over.

Then he gave s mutter of sympathy as
he saw Jack's face, brujsed and bleeding,
his cyes closed, and hiz breath coming
and going intermiliently.

“Great Beott!” whispered the inspec-
tor. " Must have been a terrible fight.
But Jack's made. of the right stuff—one
of the pluckiest kide I've ever mef.
Pretty nearly done for this time, though,
I'm afraid!” )

“Don't yon believe it, old fruit.”

Inspector Pryecroft feoll back with a
gasp as the words, in Jack's voice, came
back to him even as ha censed speaking.

Jick's eyelids flickered, and finall
stayed open, and his blue eyes, shot with
pain, but grinning cheerily, nevertheless,
stared mto his own.

“AlRl sereno, old buck!” muttercd
Jack. “Give us a lift up, there's a good
chapi"

“Waell, if youw're not the giddy oculside
edge I gasped Pyocroft. 1

Ho extended & hend, and Jack, with
‘clenched teoth, d himself arect,
where he awayed gi ‘1? for a montent,
passing his hand tremblingly ecroes hie
ayes,

“You're a hospital case, young 'un,”
said Pyeoroft anxioualy.. “It's no good
tryin' to daceive an old hend like me,
you know,”

“ Hoapital Gddleeticks 1" returned Jack.
with a forced laugh. *“1've had a bit of
s gruelling, but if you'll give me half &
jiffy I'll be as right az rain, Where's
Meardyke” :

Inspector Pyecroft glanced over his

“If* you mesn that pasty-faced old
freak who wae helping y:l:uﬁ tg play roly-
poly down the stairs,” he growled, * he's
over there, playin® with hie rattle—ofher-
wige, the darbies round his dear littlo
wrists, I thought 1'd better tick him off,
in caée ho iried to do elever things while
my back was turned.”

Jack Drake glanced past the burls
form of the inspestor, noting the huddled

TrE Magyer Linrary.—Nna. 900,
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ropped against the
owering savagely.
much hurt?’ asked Jack

figure of Mardyke
wall, his dark eyves

“Is ho
anxiously,

It was typical of Locke's assistanl to be
woneerned for othors, even though they
were his enemies,

Pyecroft stared at him and grunted in-
differcntly.

“Wish he was,® he replied tartly.
“But vou can't hurt freaks like that.
Their hodics are like their conszcicnces,
mada of robber. But what's been the
trouble, anyway "

"Il explain in a jiffy," said Jack, whe,
now feeling considerably better, was
starting off up the stairs., * Meantime,
keep an eve on that fellow while I lend
a hand fo old Sing-Sing.”

The C.1.D. man muttored something.
but did as he was asked, and Jack
hast_nncd up the steirs and into the con.
stilbing -room,

In a few moments he had slashed at
the cords binding the Chinaman and
taken the gag from his mouth,

Sing-Sing rolled over with a groan and,
F:th Jack's assistanee, clambered to his
eet,

" “Me plenty sickee," hes mutlered,
ewaying slightly. #*T'ank youn vely
muchee ¥

“Don't thank me., old eport,” said
Jack, rega.rdinﬁ him anxiously. ‘Are
¥ou hurt anywhere?” '

Sing-Sing rubbed the back of his head
reminiscently and made a grimace,

Mot muchee hurt,” he muttered.
* (ot nasty biff on head and see plenty
much pretty stars.”

“ You'd better toddle off to bye-hye,™
seid Jack. “And T'll send the medicine
man round to gee vou.™

- No wantee medicine man,” returned
Sing-Sing, startled. “Sing-Sing allee
eame first-class now. Sing-Sing have
{E;-ﬁ?m bit sleep, and then be allce
1 g

“But T think you'd better see the
doctor just the same,” said Jack, noting
with some concern that the Chinesa
manservant looked very shaky,

. Mo savyy,” muttered Sing-Sing, shak.
ing his head obstinately,

" You might be very ill if you don't,”
went on Jack, “and Mr. Locke and I

i

are foo busy just now to look after vou.”

“WNo savvy,” repeated Sing-Sing deter-
minedly,

Jack shrugged his shoulders resignedly.
Ho knew it was useless to argue with
Sing-Sing when he was in thiz mood.

“Clear off to bye-bye, then,” he said
af last, "and voun can tell the guv'nor all
about it when he gets back.”

The lad turned on his heel and left the
roont, '

Sing-Sing  looked badly shaken, bui

Jack felt now that he had not been really
hurt, and that thers was ng cause for
undue anxiety. -
_ As to how Bing-8ing had come 1o get
into such parlows trouble, Jack was con-
tent to leava that till Jater on. He had
a pretty shrewd idea that the Chink had
been surprised by Bristow and Mardyke,
and knocked out from behind.

Anyway, Sing-Sing could explain later,
Time was too precious now,

Jack hurried downstairs and rejoined
Inspector Pyecroft, to whom he briefly
explained what had happened.

“ And Mr. Locke's gone off on the trail
of Bristowe, then 77 said the inspector, as
Jack coneluded.

Jack nodded. g

* He wanted me to accompany him, or,
at any rate, to follow," he said guickly.
“But, of course, neither of ns reckoned
on running into Mardyke. I'm glad you
turned up when you did, Pyceroft, old
man. I'm afraid things were going pretty
badly with me.”

He stretched out his hand, and Prye-
eroft took it, blushing like a schoolgirl.

“1t’z nothing, old chap,” he muttersd,
“Glad T came. -And now, whal about
this dirty httle rat?

He jerked hizs thumb over hiz shoulder
in the dircction of Mardyke, who still
reposed upon the floor,

** Better mareh him off,” said Jack,
afiter & moment’s reflection.  “ Charge
him with assault, just to enable you to
keep him locked up. The guv'nor will
probably bave a much more seriour
charge to bring sgainst him later on.”

Pyecroft nodded.

“ And what about you?®’ he asked.

“T'm going to try to ind the guv'nor”
smid Jack at once.  “It'll be a ticklish
job, T expect. He must have got a good
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distance awny now, on the trail of Bris-
tow. If he'd missed it he'd bave come
back here. Anyway, he'll be T.‘!!-Lpﬁﬂhin%
e, and wondering what I'm np to if
don't lnrry.”

* But—but vow on ecarth are you going
to find him," ecspostulated Pyecroft,
“when you don’l even know how to
begin?”

“Don't know,” fHashed Jack, turning
on his heel, and wmuking for the door;
“but Tl find out. 8'long, old spork 1™
And, with a eheery nod, he disappeared
mtoe the street, whistling a tune as ho

went,

i b to see to Bing-Sing, while he

himself chased after Bris-

tow, the detective, of conrse, had not the

slightest inkling of what was in store for
his young assistant.

Indeed, his mind was already centred
on getting on to Bristow’s trail before it
was too latep for him to stop to think of
anything else, .

He had himself beon very much sur-
prised to find Bristow in London, and in
his consulting-room of all places, and he
knew now that he had a golden oppor-
tunity of tracking the man to his lar if
only he was smart enoogh,

Ho streaked down the stairs like a

e

A Startling Diseovery !

HEN Ferrers Locke rapped out
his instructions to Jack Drake

j flash, end raced along the passage which

led to the rear of the house. ia run-
ning feet made no sound whatever as he
went, so well yersed was he in the art of
ghadowing, He - moved . swiftly and
silently hike & human panther, his eves
everywhere, his ears attuned for the
slizhtest sound.

He reached & room at the extreme rear
of the house, just. in time to see & man's
leg disappearing over & window-ledge.

“What a bit of sheer good luck!" he
muttered, and fell back out of sight.

When he was sure that his quarry had

{ not heard or seen him, he crept forth

again, racing across to the window and
pearing ouk.

The window overloocked a small yard
flanked by & high wall, in which waa a

narrow wooden deor, And even as
Locke peered out into the darkness the
light from a street lamp some yards

wway revealed to him a swiftly movin
figure in the very act of slipping t‘hrau;ﬁ
the door, which had somehow become un-
fastenad,

“"Here goes ! muttered Locke.

He vaulted lightly through the window
and streaked across the yard just as his
qf,;,arry disappeared from sight. He
slackened speed as he neared the door in
the wall, and then crept noiselessly for-
ward, peering caubiously through the
opening,

A pair of dazzling headlights from. a
cat shot away into the darkness on his
right, the back of the car being turned
towards him. IHe saw at a glance that
Niristow had already clambered in, and
was even then in the act of starting her
up.

The cart’s engines purred warningly,
and the wheels began to move.

Theu like a flash Ferrers Locke,
eronching low, sprd across the interven-
ing space and clambered on to the back
of the ear just in the nick of time,

Next instant he was being whirled
away through a maze of streets, the car
heading steadily ecastwards,
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Locks was thankful that it was night.
time, the darkness increasing his chances
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of cicaping deteclion, not only on the 1§
pavt of the man driving the car, but of
anvone in e troffe-loden strects through
which they were passing. Tt would be
nothing shart of calmmity for Brstow to
get any gort of inkling thal he was carry-
g the very man whom he had so
cleverly tried to capture but a few min-
utes before. .

After o few minutes the ear turned off
ard slipped into & nelwork of side streels,
nlready half deserted. {

It woved faivly gquickly theough these, |
heading all the time for the Iast Et'.d,-l
und quoekly leaving the myriad ghitter- |
ing lights of the West far hehind. 1

‘Booen the streets had changed to a
drab, gloomy, 1lllighted procession of
narvraw bywaya throurh which the car
crawlod with scaveely more than elbow
100,

Then, after traversing many cgroers
anc a long =uecession of ugly thorough-
fares ilanked by dingy tenements and |
cheap  shops  lighted, by evilamelling |

o ——

naphtha lamps,, they came fo a_part of | Commences in our grand Companion Paper,

East London which Tocke instantly
vecogntzed as being Limehouse, Indcrmi":
tha car was cven then feeling ite way
ah:lnﬁ a narrow, bwisting lame barely a
few hundred yards from the Causeway.

The car slackeped - speed now, and
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Locke, warned of its imminent stoppage,
slipped quickly fromi lis perch to the
ground, ddiving at onee into the shadow
of a recess, '

A few yards farfher up  the car
ﬂ_t-:t;inimi_'.' hialeéd, and Bristow clambered
olit.

Another figure appeared, apparently

from" nowhere, ' and for sdme moments

4+he two scemed to be conversing.

Then the second figare clambered into
the car and drove it off, while Bristow
hastened zlong the dank, evilsmelling
alley.

Locke stepped quickly forth from his
hiding-place and followed, keeping to the

‘oppostte side of the' road "and walking

alimost on tiptoe lest ihe “echoes of his
footasteps on the Hagstones should be
canght up by the man ahead of hiin,

Bristow came to a halt ab lagt outside

a  dingy-looking tememont, whore- he
knocked three times on a rickety door.

There was a moment’s waiting, then
the door swung ereakingly inwards, and
a pair of glowering eves peered forth.

rislow inuttered somcthing, at the
sane tune |J115h;t!g rudely past the figure
i the dearway.

Next instant the door had thudded
closa again, and Locke found himself
surveying a blank wall of boarded win-
dows, out of which no light shone. '
. He seratehed his chin reflectively for a
momenk.

Then, making up his mind, he moved
acroaa the 1:3)&-:] towards a narrow passage
that lanked one side of the builtjing.

After u precautionary glanee aboul
him. he darted down tlns passage, keep-
ing well in under the shadow of the wall,
his vight hand theost inte his jacket
Ewket, ithe fingers gripping the butt of

g anlomatlio.

The passage was 1o contplete darkness,
save for the fechle ravs cast obliquely by
a street lamp, but which served rather
to intenzify the gloom and wake the
shadows the more pronounced and un-
certain of delinition,

The passage ran rvight down the side
of the bhuikling aned terminated in a brick
wail; beyond which a group of chimnoy-
stacks denoted the vear of ‘another and

sinilar tenewment facing the next parellel.

strect.
Locke pauvszed uncertainly before he

had quite reached the end of it, wonder-,

mg how he shiould move next.

Theve appearod o be no back yard . to
the tenenent, or, at any rabe,. no means
of ertry to it from here. Indéed, the
reasan for the cxistence of such a passage
seamed a mystory sinee it ended only fna
hlank wall,

Finmally he crept back to where he had

sech o low window, the panes long since

shattortd and fided with strips of brown
praprer.

He stood listenibg intently for u few
seconds, and then, withoot further ado,
he pulled a knife from his pocket and
quickly cut away the brown paper in the
pane nearest to the - cateh. It was a
matter of seconds ere he had thrust in his
hand, slipped back the caich, and then
geotly eased the lower sash, inch by inch,

L upwards,

"It was a tedious and nerve-testing task,
for the window had obviously not been

ened for a very long time, and creaked
and rattled . disconcertingly, despile his
great cavtion. Dut at last it had been
talsed high enough to enable him to
squeene through. ) .

He found himsell sianding in a small
and apparently guite empty reom, the
loor of which was thiekly econted with
dust, whtie the walls were teeming with
cobwebas and filth, the paper curling

downwards like grent leaves, and exud-
| ing the damp of years,

He was juzt able to make out a door
way, and crept towards it, finding to his
velief that it stood ajar., It gave on to
a narrow passage, and here he stood
Listening for a moment cre procecding
farther, )

All around was ntter darkness and com-
plete silanee—szo complete, in faet, that
he might have been persvaded that he

had broken into the wrong -house were

he not alrendy too sure of his ground.
He crept along the passage turning
sharply to the right and coming upon a

Hight of narrow stairs which disappeared:

into the darkness above. And now he
canght the sound of voices, low pitehed
and mattering, and a sicklyv-sweet odour
which he instantly recopnised.

“Chinese opium den!™ he multered,
with & grimnace of disgust.

The voiers came from above, but as
vet he eould see no licht. Bvidenily the
stairg turned off and the landing above
was hidden till one climabed half-way up.

The woices cecased I_H'ld silenco. fell |

‘and

again.  And then, while Locke waa
standing there at the fool of the stairs
there, eame  mnothor sound—a  sound

which caused him to jerk round and
catelr up his breath,

It camo, or so it seemed, from under
his - feet—a" low, half:whispered moan,
barely audible.  Indeed, had he not been
geteally listening for the slighteat saund,
]i.: would ‘most probably have escaped

in.

It came again, even as he halted, and
there waz no mistaking it this time. It
was a groan of distress, of despair—a
halting, balf-choked sound, but unmis-
takably hoaran,

Locke’s eyes glinted, abd jwmpulaively
he pulled an ecleetric torch f]:-um his
pocket ard Aashed it just for o feeting
secotrd belore him.

I revealed s small door which gave
readily to prossure, and next instant he
found himself slowly descending some
stebp steps which seemed to po down into
the very depths of the carth, but which,
as be very well knew, would bring him
to the cellars,

He came to the end at last, on carthy
goil and broken flagstones. The thick,
dust-laden odour of cozl met his nostrils,
and the groawing now was cleaver and
mgre ceriain than cver. He located it
onod again switched on his torch,
flashing it around.

The cellar was an vwnusually large one,
piled high with packing-cases, lengths
of rope, sacking, and a little eoal and
wood. ‘For a few moments it was diffi-
cult to sen anvthing olse, and ho was
forced to pick his way aimong these things
til! at last he came aecross a hoddled heap
in a eorner, completely hidden by a veri.
table wall of wooden boxes,

The figure was irussed up, with its faco
to the wall. 1t was obvibusly a man,
and even in this position, Locke fanciecl
there was something remotely familiar
about those broad shoulders and that
cloze-cropped grev, haiv.

Then he started ‘back with a low ery of
horritied surprise. .

“Great” Scott '™ he gazped, " It—it's
Sir Merton Cary!”

(Dan't wiiss the concluding clinplers of
thiz fine storyg, bops. Order your eopy
af the MAGNET now.)
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