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BILLY BUNTER TAKES THINGS EASY AT BUNTER COURT!

(With servants all vound lhim ready to satisfy his cvevy whim and funey, Billy Bunter thoroughly cnjoys himself.
Read the magnificent Greyfriavs story - inside.)
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"Whﬁf'ﬂ‘ﬂ
sald Bunter.
my cushion yet,
not careful!”

Bunter blinked round
many-windowed front of

that dashed footman?”
“He hasn't brought back
1'll szack him if he's

towards the
the great

house, James had not yet reappeared,
Harry Wharton &  Co, smiled
serenely, They had watched Bunter’s

antics, as lord of Bunter Court, with
considerable amusement, ever since
they had arrived et that great estab-

lishment.
Bunter's swank had tickled them, and

they had rather wondered how Walsing-
ham, the butler, and the footmen stood
it.

Bunter emphasised his importance by
incessantly giving unnecedsary ordcts
fn & sharp and dictatorial tome, being
under the happy delusion that that was
the way to demonstrate that he was
accustomed to a magnificent establish-
ment.

He was not aware that the staff at
Combermere Lodge took it for granted
that he was a “new-rich " young fel-
low, basing that opinion on his man-
ners, and on the way he scattered
lavish tips. But for the lavishness of
the tips Walsingham & Co. certainly
never would have stood Bunter. Even
as it was they omly stood him, tips and
all, because hiaz cecupation of the place
was only temporary, and they wanted
to make hay while the sun shone.

Bunter began to _blink angnly.
James had been gone five minutes, and
etill had not returned,

"“Where's that cheeky f[ootman?”
gaid Bunter. “He hasn’t come back
with my cushion! I shall have to
sack him! T say, you fellows, some of
you run in and tell him to come at
once.” )

The chums of the Remove sat tight.

A certain amount of swank they were
prepared to take smilingly from their
host; but really they were not there io
run about et Bunter's orders afier a
footman, as if they were footmen them-
gelves,

“Do you hear?” snapped Bunter.
“You go, Cherry, Sharp's the word !”

‘* Fathead ! said Bob,

“Oh, really, Cherry——" ,

Bunter blinked at the house again.

James, the footman, had received many
tips from DBunter., Keeping wp his
character of a wealthy fellow, with whom
money wns like wate®, Bunter had
=¢attered pound notes far and wide. He

helieved—or, at least, did his best to be- |

lieve—that he was admired and obeyed
because he was one of those naturally
aristocratic fellows who are born to com-
mand, and whom common persons felt it
an honour to obey. But in his heart of
hearts it was probable that Bunter
realised that the tipping did it

Lord Mauleverer’'s currency notes had
enabled him to moke a terrific impres
rion i the servants’ hall at Bunter
Court, alins Combermere Lodge. Since
then Bunter had annexed loans from all
his guests, one alfter another, and so long
as the money lastod he made it fly, But
there seemed to be a limit to that re-
source, and for a couple of days past
thére imﬂ been no tipping, Perhaps the
servants’ hall was now feeling the
draught, so to speak., Walsingham, the
butler, was os polished and urbane as
ever. But Bunter had detected signs of
restiveness in other quarters. Now the
perfunctory performance of duty by
James, the footman, looked almost like
open rebellion.

Had there begen any more pound notes
about Bunter, no doubt he would have
reasserted hie authority by means of
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another shower of largesse. But the

horn of plenty had run dry.

There was nothing. for it but to assert
his personality, and bring James to heel
by the exertion of his natural masterful
superiority.

“I shall make &n example of that
fellow !"" gaid Bunter, blinking at the
chums of the Remove,

made

Harry Wharton & Co.
rejoinder,
hey had no abjection to Bunter

making an example of one of his men-
servants if he wanted to, Indeed, they
looked on the prospect with interest, as a
further entertainment.

“Hallo, hzallo, hallo! Here he
comes [”' murmured Bob Cherry.

And Billy Bunter sat upright, and fixed
a lofty, disdainful, and nrusﬁing blink on
the recalecitrant James as he approached.

no

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
The Turning of the Worm !

ARRY WHARTON & CO, de-
voted their attention to tea and
cake, with perfectly grave and
unconscious faces. Their cue, as

nicely mennered guests, was to remain in
absolute ignorance that anything of an
untoward mnature was going on at all
But although {heir faces expressed
elaborate unconsciousness of the existence
of James, the footmman, and the fact that
he was being called on the carpet, they
could not, of eourse, help observing and
hearing what passed. And their assump-
tion t}fg grave unconseiousness was put to
a severe test. It really was hard to keep
from sniling, at least,

James had brought a new cushion.
There hed been nothing the matter with
the first cushion brought by James.

Bunter had found feult simply for the |

sake of giving orders and keeping James
in his place,

“You've been o long time, James!™
snapped Bunter.

“Yes, sir. Mr. Walsingham stopped
mo to speak.”

"Did you not tell Mr. Walsingham
that I had sent you for a cushion 7”

“No, sir ¥

“You did not!” exclaimed Bunter
hotly. *‘Do vou understand that I have
been waiting for that cushion "

James murmured something
distmetly.

“I have been actually uncomfortable
for several minutes for want of that
cushion | exelaimed Bunter,

This piece of information ought to have
withered up James on the spot, If so
important a person as William George
Bunter was rendered uncomfortable for
several minutes, it was time for the skies
to fall, and for a footman to erumple up
like a withered leaf in autumn,

But James’ clean-shaven, almost expres-
sionless face took on a dogged expres-
sion, He did not answer, but stood with
the cushion in his hand, and an observer
might have detected that James was
thinking how agrecable it would be to
"“biff ? Bunter on the head with it. But
Bunter did not observe that. He was
not likely to dream that such thoughts
could pass through the mind of a man-
servant,

“You stopped to talk with my butler,
instead of carrying out my orders !” ex-
elaimed Bunter .angrily.

“Yes, sir!” murmured James,

in-

“You are an impertinent rascal,
James "
i Dh.j, Blr !fl

“And n low beast!” went on Bunter,
blinking at the Famous Five to note how

they were taking this. He was showing
them his masterly style of "“dressing
down * o careless servant. But the faces
of Harry Wharton & Co. expressed
nothing.  Whatever they thought of
Bunter and his methods, they did not let
their looks betray their thoughts.

“And a cheeky meniall” added
Bunter.

1] Bir !Jl .

“On another occasion, don't waste a
single instant when you have orders for
me to carry out !” said Bunter.

“Very good, sir!” - :

“Now place the cushion behind my
head.”

"Yes, sir."” '

Bunter moved his head for the cushion
to be slid behind it, and James shd it
there.

Perhaps he did not place it with a
gentle hand. Bunter uttered an angry
growl,

L " You clumey ass |

i Eir |.H'

“It’s rather hard cheese that a gentle-
man cannot be made comfortable when
he keeps a whole swarm of lazy ser-
vants I exclaimed Bunter. “Take it
away agam. That won't d6. You're a
clumsy fool, James!"”

“Thank you, sir.”

“I've a jolly good mind to sack yon!”

“Oh, gir *

“Don't jam your low paws on the back
of my head !” snorted Bunter. * Haven't
ou been taught to place & ecushion be-
ind a gentleman’s head without pawing
him? This s really intolernble. Ow !*

Bunter gave a aﬁ:l as James’ knuckles,
by accident or otherwise, clumped on the
t back of his bullet head.

The Owl of the Remove jumped out of

the chair. He turned his spectacles on
James with a glare of wrath,

“You eclumey chump! You're
sacked !"'

i Eir l'.ll

“Backed |” roared Bunter. “(Get out
of it! I discharge you! Go to Walsing-

ham and ask him for your wages, and
%%I Leave the house thia very day!
you hear 1"

And with that, Bunter gave his guests
a triumphant blink. This was the way
he kept his servants in order! He was
disappointed to find that Harry Wharton
& Co. were deeply interested in the view
of the park in the summer sunshine, and
did not even glanee in his direction.

Bunter expected James, in a crumpled
state, to limp away dismayed to the
house. That was what ought to have
happened, But things that ought to
hoppen, do not always happen. There
was o human being inside the plush
breeches and coat of the Combermere
footman, and that human being was in a
state of great exasperation by this time.

“Yes, sir,”” said James, and his well-
trained, expressionless face relaxed into
an untreined grinning visage that was
auite expressive. “I'll go, sir. But it
ain't any good asking Mr. Walsingham
for my wages, I've asked him more
than once, and he ain't paid me.”

"“Silence,” e

“T ain't been paid since Lord Comber-
mere went on Lhe Continong,” said
James, unheeding, “no more ‘ave the
others, and I can tell you, Mr, Bunter,

fthat we ain’t satisfied. Which his lord-

ship was ginerally be'ind with a man's
wages, but he was a gentleman.”

* What ! )

“But if a man’s serving & master what
ain't o gentleman, he can’t be left with-
out his wages,” said James cheerily.
“Tipping & man is all very well, but
wages 19 wages. I ain't 'ad a shillin
since his lordship went abroad, and

ain’'t ‘ad any wages from you, Mr.
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“1 knew the house was occupied,” Le
stuttered, “There have been [arge
orders mm'm¥

¥

Combermere from the Lodge.. I—I rup

posed that you had let the house, sir, to-

the-client you weré seocing on the day you
were hurt in the accident.”

“Good  heavens!” eoxclaimed Mr,
Pilkins, aghast.

The Gra¥fi'iura fellows looked at one
another. ' They were making. discoverics

now, with a vengeance, on the subject of

Bunter Cdurt, _

“But what was Walsingham thinking
of 7" -howled Mr. Pilkins.- " He had no
right to let a tenant. into the housae with-
out an agrecment duly signed;-and an
inventory taken, and a substsntial swm
aid in gddvanee. . Nothing of the kind

ns been done. Besides, the house-could
not be let to a schoolboy —a minor.
What does it mean, Parker 7"

But ‘Parker could only gasp. He did
rot knew in-the least. what it meant, any
more than Mr. Pilking himsel did,

“Oh gad!” mnrmiured Lotd Maule-
verer, "I seem to have stirred up a
giddy kettle of fish here. Wish 1
hadn't come, by gad !”

Mr, . Pilkins clutched at his scanty hair.
He was utterly astounded and dismayed
by what he had discovered.

“What can Walsingham mean by it?”
he babbled. “The man must be mad—
mad!  What can it ‘mean?
s}:pnk to him at once, and find out what
tms means, Excuse me, Lord Mgule-

verer.”
" Oh, yaas!”
Mr. Pilkins rushed back into his

private office, and grabbéd the receiver
off th:la telephone, and rang up the
butler's room at Combermere lfud' .
And—befriended by fools luck—Billy.
Bunter took "the call in Walsinghamn's
veom ot “Bunter Court.”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Stuffing Mr. Pilkins !

ol ILKINS—is that Pilkins?” de.
mandec Billy Bunter into the
transmitter,

Bunter had pulled himself to-
gether.  The estate agent’s. veice had
Irightened him almost out of his fat wits
[or & moment or two. But the fat junior
realised that the position was seridus, and
that it had to be handled with care. He
vollected all his fat faculties for this deli-
cate affair.

The tones of the ecstate agent revealed
the fact that he was excited and enraged,
and Bunter had no doubt that he had
made a stnﬂlinE discovery—which he
was bound to make as soon as he left the
nursing-nome, That had always been a
cortainty ; but Bunter had given theé con-
tlﬂgﬂﬂ.lﬂj‘ no thought at all, It was but
seldom that the Owl of the Remove
allowed his fat thoughts to stray beyond
the passing moment.

Bunter's weird gifts as a ventriloquist
came n  useful mnow. Instinctively,
nimost without thinking, he imitated the
rather full and fruity voice of Walsing-

ham, the butler—just as he had imitated

the nasal tones of Mr. Pilkins in tele-
phoning to Walsingham, wecks before,
ihat the house was let 1o Mr, Bunter.
There were few things that Bunter could
tlo well, but ventriloquism was one of the
fow, and his skill in imitating voices was
really unecanny.

_ Often and often had he been kicked for
it in the Remove passage at Greyfriars,
where the fellows knew him {oo well to
le in doubt about it when Bunter played
his knavish tricks on them. But bis
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to all the tradesmen in-

I must’]

weird gift, which had earmed him more
kicks than hallpence at Greyfriars, came
in very useful now. Rather by instine-
tive cunning than. b';.f thought, Bunter
imitated Walsingham's fruity tones, so

that Mr, Pilkins should suppose that he| ¥
had got through to the Combermeré |

hutler,

Mr. Pilkins undoubtedly did-suppose
g0. Apart from the voice sounding like
Walsingham's, he was not likely to sup:
pose that anyone was in the butler's

‘room ‘at the lodge; taking the call in the

place of tho portly Butler,

Fuming with
‘anger and anxiety, while Harry Wﬁnrtbn

& Co. and Lord Mauleverer waited in

the outor office, Mr, Pilking fairly bawled

mto the telephone, under the. imipression
that he wns talking to Walsingham.
“¥Yes, it's Pilkine! I'm Pilkins!" he
shouted. * Walsingham, you ass—"
L Whlt?"

“Is the Lodge let?™ bawled Mr.
Pilkina,

“Oh, yes!"

“To whom? Quick! To whomi"

shricked the estate agent.

“To Mr. Bunter.”

“A fat fellow in spectacles?”?

“Oh! Hem! Ah! VYes!”

"The fellow who pretended to me that
he was Lord Mauleverer?' shirieked Mr,
Pilkins wildly,

Bunter jumped,

He had almost forgotten that he had
first gained the ﬂnnggenf-e of the un-
fertunate estate agent by passing himself
off as Lord Mauleverer, the schoolboy
millionaire of Greyfriars. That had been
the first of his tricks, and caused chiefly
by swank, Bunter not foresccing at the
time what it would lend to. Step by step
and trick by trick the Owl of (.!:reyfrin.ra
had proceeded from that vainglorious
swank to the hagging of Lord ber-
mere's house for the vacation.

“Do yon hear me?” yelled Mr, Pil-
kins. “Is it the sama follow "

“Oh, yes! That was only & little joke
of—of Master Bunter's, He wae simply

Eulling your leg that time, Pilkins. No
arm done |

“No harm ! roared Mr. Pilkins. “If
T hadn't supposed him to be Lard Maul-
everer, Walsingham, do yon suppose I'd
have brought him to the hounse, and ae-
cepted him as a tenant, and tipped you
the wink to make sure of him1”

“Oh!” gasped Bunter.

“Now I know why be didn't want me
to mention that he was Lord Maul-
everer I” howled Mr. Pilkins. “He was
already thinking of this—this frand—
this swindla—this—this hold-up——"

“"Wha-a-at?"

“He could never have brought it off
if T had not been knocked out by a
motor accident that day. But how dil
he impose on you, Walsingham? How
did you come to let him into the housde
without sceing me or my clerk, or know-
ing whether any agreement had becn
signed or lease taken or anything of the
sorti"

(1] I_ »y

“Believing him to be Lord Maul
averer, I tried hard to nail him, and
tipped you the wink, as vou know. But
if he's taken the houso in his own name
he can't have led you to suppose that he
was Lord Mauleverer.”

“Nunno!"” gasped Bunter,
who 1 am, of course—"

“What "

"“T—I mean T know who he i=.”

“Have you been drinking, Walsing-
ham 7"

“Eh? Oh, no!” stuttered Bunter,

“Your talk sounds like it. Look here,
I was keén to bag Lord Mauleverer:
but, cf course, T sheuld not have let him

“1 know

l

s

the house personally, as & schoolboy and
a minor—his guardian would have had
to deal with me. You seem to have let a
schoolboy take possession—unquestioped |
What do you mean by il, Walsingham?
ou are answerable to Lord Combermere
for this; I disclaim all responsibility I

Bunter gasped.

He wondered dizzily what Walsing-
bam would have thought on hearing that
he had been hﬂtinq the call. Fortun-
ately—from DBunter's point of wview—
Walsingham was not there.

* Are you deaf?” raved Mr. Pilkins.

ad Hl.lﬂﬂﬂ III

“Then speak, you ass!”

“You—you see, I—I——" Bunter was
willing to speak, but he hardly knew
what to say. It really was a difficult
matter to' deal with,

“Who is this Bunter?” shouted M.
Pilkins. *'1 suppose n sclicoliellow of
Lord Mauleverer—and of these boys who
are now in my office——"

“Oh! Are they?’

“But who—what is he? Has he anv
money?! Is he an arrant swindler and
adventurer ™

“"Oh crumhbs !

“It looks like it. By the way he has
ncted in getting poseession of the house.
No paper whatevér has been signed, no
inventory taken was simply
knocked over when T learned, a few
minutes ago, that the house was let to
this—this young scoundrel who has taken

possession ! He must be ejected nt
onée |”

? ]ﬂfh}:.” h 1 "

o e has stolen anything—

8. g-atolen nnyth?ng 172 stuttered
Bunter.

“Yes—if he 1= a thief ns well as n
swindler, and has stolen anything, you
are answerable, Walsingham 1"

“Oh denr "

“How ran we tell what he may or
may not have taken? WNo inventory ol
the contents of the house has been
signed. There are many articles of great
value—some runmng into hundreds of
pounds. The fellow may be an ex-
perienced thief !”

“ Phew |"

“You are responsible, Walsingham!
I wash my hands of it!” howled Mr.
Pilkins. ‘““You let this—this voung vil-
lain into the house while T was detained
in & nursing-home, unable to attend to
bosiness. 1 had not the faintest idea
that anv step was being taken in the
matter of letting the house, I was
astounded to hear that it hed heen let
to this—this villain—this rascal—this—
this Bunter I

o Phe"? !I#

““Has he paid you anything?’ shrieked
Mr. Pilkins, ‘‘Is there any possibility
of indemnification for this loss? Lord
Combermere will expect his money if he
hears that the house has been oceupied.
Hns this rascal any moncy? Ilave the
scoundrel’s people any money? Do you
know? What possessed you to let ham
into the house at all?”

Bunter grinned.

It was Bunter, telephoning in the voice
of My, Pilkins, who had induced Wel-
singham to believe that the house was
let to its present tenant, But the cstate
agent was not likely to guess that.

“Answer me, Walsingham!" hooted
Mr. Pilking, “Cannot you understand
that T am on tenterhooks? Who is this

fellow? What are. his people? Have
}hﬂy any means? Are they worth going
or "

“Calm yourself, Pilkins!" said Bun-
ter, in Walsingham’s fruity tenmes. “It

.is all right, I assure you "
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Parking the cars in a convenient open
space some distance from the street in
which this house was situated, Locke
and the plain-clothes men set out to
cover the rest of the journey on foot,
spreading themselves out fan-wise, n
order to make & more or less complete
circle of the house, and thus prevent any
possible escape on the par! of whoever
might be within,

-

They found, ss Pyecroft himself had

stated, that the house in gquestion was
situated in one of the dirtiest of tho
many back streets existing in that part
of suburban Johannesburg known as
Vrededorp, the resort of some of the
imost notorions of South African crooks
and confidence men,

Immediately in froot of thiz house was
the Kafir restanrant—or “ native eating-
house,” 8s these places are called oul
there—to which }]]?;',recrnft. had made
reference, and the place wherein Jack
was believed to be stil l-:?zl; prisoner
stood well back, hidden amid a forest- of
chimney-stacks, with & narrow stone
alley @as the only means of entry,

The planning of the raid was rendered
the more difficult because it happened
to be taking place in daylight. This
meant that the plain-clothes men bad
to disperse pretty freely, and take every
precavtion against attracting atiention.

The sight of a stranger in these parts,
as in some similar localities in the KEast
IEnd of London, was often the signal for
suspicion, and even. perhaps, sudden
ancr violent action on the part of the
more obstreperous denizens of Vrede-
dorp.

EI:I.I; Ferrers Locke, who was in sole
charge of the party, was a past-master
in the gentle art of raiding, and he set
out his men with the tactical strategy
of o general on a battlefield,

Locke himself approached the house in |

company with only one of the plain-
clothes men named Williams, )

As they drew near, strolling with
studied wunconcern along the opposite
sicle of the road, Locke saw that the
Kafir eating-house was almost deserted,
and that the narrow alley-way leading
to his objective was entirely devoid of
people.

They slipped easily round the bend
in the wall. and cime at last to the
dilapidated-looking door, which the
detective found was now locked,

In the ordinary way he would have
knocked at the door and demanded ad-
mission in the name of the law, this de-
mand being the signal to several of the
other pluain-clothes men to appear from
their hiding-places and follow behind
him as he entered,

But Locke decided to adopt other
tactics this time.

Quickly pulling a skeleton-key from
his pocket, he inserted it into the lock
of the door, and the next moment the
door itself was pushed open, and the
detective crept warily within, his com-
panion following closely behind.

More from a sense of precaution than
from any other reason, they both held
their automatics at the ready es they
entared.

They found themselves in a narrow
passage, surprisingly dark, considering
that the time was about midday,

Locke signed to his companion, and
began groping his way forward, halting
a3 his foof came into contact with some
obstacle, which he afterwards found to
be the bottom step of a fight of wooden
stairs leading steeply upwards.

A?]paremly the passage ended abruptly
at these stairs; but whether there were
any rooms leading off from the passage
iteelf remained to be seen,
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Locke decided that there must be,
unless the rest of the house—or, rather,
the rest of the ground foor—was shut
off, as is often theé case in buildings of
this type.

But after waiting for fully & couple
of minutes in absolute silence and find-
ing that no soupd was to bhe heard any-
where, the detective resolved to make
his way upstairs, more especially as he
had now caught the faintest of move-
ments from over his head—a sort of dull
“thud-thud,” as of the pacing about of
bare feet on the floor above, .

He cropt up the stairs, onv al a time,
for they creaked badly, and the scund,
slight though it was, thanks to his and
the plain-clothes' man's united efforts,

seemed almost to echo throughout the.

place. ;
At the tt:&p of the stairs the darkness
was relieved by a highly-placed window,

thick with dust and ccbwebs, through
which & certain smount of daylight
filtered murkily.

By this pale light they saw that they
stood on & narrow and rickéety landing,
with, facing them, three doors, all of
which were closed.

Locke hesitated a moment, and then
tried one door, It gave readily to his
pressure and fell back noiselessly.

But the room was empty and deserted.
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He was about to turn to the next door
when a fresh sound caused him to stop
dead in his tracks.

“Btand back, man ! he hissed, signal-
ling to his companion.

They fell back, stepping into the
empty room into which Locke had first
locked, remaining on the threshold, their
automatics gripped in reatiness for
instant use,

There came the click of a latch, and
the door of nn adjoining room was pulled
open, letting out a flood of light, ap-
parently from a window within, and
throwing across the landing a bulky
shadow.

For a moment the shadow remained
motionless ; then it moved forward, and
again Locke and Williams heard the
“thud-thud ' of bare feet.

Next instant the figure of a gigantic
native, whom Locke instantly recognised
as having been one of the kitchen staff
at 3ir Merton Carr's house, appeared on
the landing, peering about, this way and
that, suspiciouasly.

Only for an instant did he remain
thus. But it was enough for the quick-
witted London detective,

Making a swift sign to his companion,
Locke stepped noiselessly forward and

P
I

raised his automatic;

" Hands np!” he barked, speaking in
the Zulu tongue.

The native swung round with a gasp
of amazemeont, the whites of his eyes
rolling grotesquely in the half-light.
Then they dropped to the automatic
which Locke leld, as firinly as a rock,
pointed unerringly at the man's head.
His hands went up sharply, and he gave
vouk to a low mutter of anger.

Locke stepped out of the room on to
the landing., and, jabbing the muzzle
of his automatic into the native's ribs,
propelled him across the threshold into
the room he had just vacated.

“We'll deal with thiz fellow our-
selves,” he s=aid quietly to Williams.
“Your colleagues can then be summoned
to go over the whole house, from top
to bottom, though I rather fancy they'll
find nothing. I think I know my friend
Bristow well enough by now !”

“You mean he’s bunked "

" Bet your sweet life !” grunted Locke
with a bitter laugh. “Still, we can't
afford to take too many risks. Just run
through this native's pockets, will you?
These wily niggers sometimes carry
deadly weapous 'in the most unexpected
places,”

Williams stepped forward and began
to go systematically through the clothes
worn by’ Umlili, whila Lnrﬁ{n stood back
a fow feet, keeping lhis automatic pointed
at the native's head.

Presently Williams gave a grunt, and
Aung down an ugly-looking knobkerrie,
which he had found cunningly hidden oun

the native's person.

“That discovery alone will get you a
stiff sentence, my lad ! he muttered.

But the native made no answer,
though bhe well knew that the carrying
of kuobkerries by natives was forbidden
by law,

Suddenly Umlili flung up his head in
a listening attitude, Williams glanced
up, pausing & moment in his search.

“What's getting at you now?” he
jerked, Then he stared open-mouthed at
the nigger, whose eyes had suddenly
dilated, as with fear, his jaw dropping
and his limbs beginning to tremble
violently.

“What the thump's the matter with
the fellow !’ asked Williams, so amazed
that he momentarily forgot what he was
doing, and turned his head towards
Locke,

Next instant Willlams gave a sudden
vell of dismay as the native's burly arms
came down with a swoop and pinionet
his own to his sides in such a vice-like
grip that he was unable to move so much

L ns an inch.

In a flash both Locke and Williams
realised the meaning of the native's
strange behaviour.

That listening attitude, that fit of
trembling, had been all pretence!

It was an old trick, but one which is
ever new—a deviee to distract their
attontion, if only for @ moment.

And it had worked !

Ferrers Locke, though taken for the
moment off his guard, now rushed for-
ward, his finger instinctively pressing
against the trigger of his automatie.

" Release that man  instantly,” he
eried, “or I shoot to kill ["

But the native only laughed inso-
lently as, with a swift, dexterous move-
ment, he dragged Wi&liums, as though
he were & mere babe, in front of him,
so that the plain-clothes man stood
now, spread-eagle [ashion, before the
nigger, screening him from attack.

“PBans shoot now,” cried Umlili im

pudently, “but bullet him go-through
your friend, not through Umlili ["















