4 MORE FREE GlF'l‘S THIS WEEK!

—

HNo. 9156. Yol. XK\"II]
Week Ending August 22nd, 1925

Complete School Stori 195

EVERY
; MONDAY.

cP M&EA D
WWWHYSALL

. Q F.E.WOOLLEY

U,

()

{ORE RIPPING
§D-UP CUT-OUT

/// / / ) OS j /ffffrzz/ //

| LONG COMPLETE SCHOOL YARN, BAFFLING MYSTERY STORY, SPECIAL
HUMOROUS SUPPLEMENT. EASY COMPETITION. Etc.-inside,










4 LONG COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. EVERY WEEK!

“Yurrregghh! Vou cheeky rotte
Walsingham—

“By Jovel” .
“Grrererere! I owon't hrm%' vou any
more grub, you ungrateful votters!

Groooooocogh !

“Great pip!"” ’

Bunter was hot aweke yet. Slumber’s
golden chain had evidently bound him
very tight. Johnny Bull's shaking war
apparently forming a part of his horria
dream, =nd, from his grunting ejacula-
tions, if scemed that he was dreaming
that he was in the grasp of Mr. Pilkins,
the estate agent, and Walsingham, the
late butler of Combermere Lodge,
Though why Bunter should be dreaming
of those two individuals was & mystery
to the Famous Five. It would have
been moro like Bunter to be drezming
of his dinner.

s Yurrrg'gﬂ'h i I‘-EE{II L Epring‘ing on

a chap like a tiger! Ow! Wow! I'll
jolly well leave you to starve! Ow!
Grooogh !"

“\g’aka up [ r::u.rﬂd Johnny Bull.

“Gurrrgggeeg !

Shake ! Sﬁuﬁ:e! Shake !

Tommy Bull put his beef into it and
administered @ series. of shakes that
would have awakened Rip Van Winkle
or Epimenides of old

Bunter’s little round eyes opened
behind his big spectacles, and he
blinked udazedly at the chums of the
Remove.

“ Grooogh !”

“ Bunter— "

“ Pilkins, you rotter——'

Crash !

“Oh ' roared Johnny Bull ,

Billy Bunter's fat fist came ount with
unexpected suddenness, and it landed
on Johnny’s nose with a terrific smite.
Johnny Bull went over backwards, as
if & cannon-ball had smitten him. A
lacquer table with a coffee-tray on 1t
was in Johnny's way, and it flew, and
coffee cups crashed right and left as
Johnny Bull sprawled on the floor.

3

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Mysterious !

L H " roared Johnny Bull.
Billy Bunter fmnped up.
The mists were clearing from
his fat brain, and he realised
that he was in the presence of the Grey-
friars fellows, not of Pilkins, the estatse
agent, and Walsingham, the butler.
: g}‘;[a blinked rather dizzily at
janiors, :

“J—I—T've Leen asleep!” he gasped

“Go hon!® said Bob Cherry, with
deep sarcasni.

"]E must have been dreaming,” zaid
Bunter. “I thought it was—ahem | —I
mean, I didn't think—"

ohnny Bull serambled up. There was
a crimson smear on his nose, and there
was fury in his face. He did not speak;
he hurled himself at Bunter, and his
comrades grabbed him and dragged him
back, only just in time.

“Let go!” roared Johuny Bull,

“Hold on!”

“I'm going to smash him!"”

“Hold on, you ass!”

“Look at my nose!”

* Bother your nose |* zaid Bob Cherry,

the

holding the infuriated Johnny back by
main force. ‘"You can’'t punch your
giddy host! Remember your manners,

old man.” 1
“1 say, you fellows keep him off !
yelled Bunter,
All serene, fatty!”
n"'l;[.nuk at my wosel” raved Johnny
ull.
Tue Macxer Lisrary,—No. 915,

L

1 of the room.

'was punching,”

hurriedly,

i
“Well, you asked for it,” said Bunter, | house, and that they had
blinking st him “I didn't know it was | Youn overdid it at dinner,
Euur s1lly mnose. I thought it was| *Of course, thal was it,” said Bunter,
ilking——" relieved. ° Just indigestion, of course,
"“Why the thump shnuld you want to ] Nothing in it, you know.”
punch Pilkins' nose, even if you thought| “OI course not,” said Harry blaukly.
it was Pilkins?” demanded Nugent, “Pilkins and Walsingham are not here,
“ Because- I mean—I didn't——" and if they were, you wouldn't be scrap-
“What 1" ping with them, I suppose. What do
I mean, I didn't think it was Pil-| you mean?”
kins! That was what I really meant to] *Nothing. old chap.”
say,” stammered Bunter. “Well, 1 ﬂm‘m all right, well get
'"Chuck it, Johnny. old man!"” said jback to "Arcy,” said  Wharton.
Harry Wharton soothingly. *“You woke | ““Better cut supper to-night, or you'll
Buuter up rather suddenly, you know, |have it again.”
and he didn’t know it was your nose be :%lllfi"ruu fellows——"
ell

-Il-Did

Sprung un you
gpruilg J0U.

“Look at 1t!” breathed Johnny Bull
sulphurously cellars?
“"Better go and bathe it, old chap.” | *The wine-cellars!” ejaculated Whar-
Johnny Bull nodded, and tramped out{ton. “Not that I heard] I suppose you
He realised that it would § weren't dreaming about wine-
not do to punch the fst junior who was {cellars!”
his host at Bunter Court. He simply! *“Yes—I mean, no! Of course not!”
yearned to punch him; but he sagely | said Bunter. *“Why should I be dream-
want to bathe hiz nose instead. There mﬂ' about wine-cellars! Ridicnlous '
was no doubt that it needed bathing. ugent and Bob and Hueree Bingh
“All ri:ght. now, fatty?’ asked | went k to the terrace. But Bunter
Nugent. ‘*You were making a horrid [laid & fat hand on Wharton’s arm and
row, you know., We heard you from |detained him. He blinked at the cap-
the terrace.” tain of the Remove with great uneasi-
**1 was dreaming,” grunted Bunter. | ness,
“Those two beasts sprang on me-— [§ 1 Ba.]}'. Harry, old chap—"
mean, they didn’t sprine on me-—" “Well 7 said Wharton, rather curtly,
“What two beasts 1" He was Bunter's guest, but he did ot
' Nobody—nothing ! I mean, it was a | wholly like “Harry, old chap® from
nightmlre,” said Bunter hurriedly, *'1|the Owl of the Remove,
—1 say, you felluws, have I been saying | * You—you're sure I didn’t say any-
anything " thing more?”
The Owl of the Remove blinked with| ot that I noticed.

b “ Honest injun?” asked Bunter,
e Do At e gmous Five- They [ w¥es, “you ass!” paid Harry  impa-

. t' tlv. i ¥
It was obvious that Bunter feared that dﬁt?'tlfbe Euin:,fﬁg?ﬁié;ﬁghf ;‘,ﬂ;ﬁt
he had talked in his sleep, and given|iLink that vou had some awfully shady
away some deep secret that he was

ﬁp:mus to keep from the knpwledge of Seﬁrlf;t;,tﬁ';’f;i? ?{t:;miiﬁﬁu ‘ifiﬁt,_.;,f_,:._;::f?*
18 guests, ‘

gasped DBunter, in alarm, * Deon’t yon

“I say anything about the wine-

“¥You were gurgling and T‘a‘ﬂ-ﬂnmg," run away with a silly idea like that,
said Harry., “Chattering a lot of rot, | Wharton! I haven't got any secret.”
too.” y “You j%lly well talk as if you had,”

“Oh! Did—did I 1mention any |growled Wharton.
names " I “What rot! You’re suspicious, you

“Yes, Pilking and Walsingham.” know,” '

“Oh, dear!” gasped Bunter, *I—I *What?”

“It's jolly low to be suspicious,” said
Bunter, shaking his heaa at the captain
of the Remove in a manner of lofty
admouition.

Harry Wharton breathed hard and
deep, Yt was useless to take DBunter
seriously ; but some of the fat junior's
manners and customs were hard to toler-
ate, Wharton shook off the fat hand,
and walked out on the terrace.

“I'm going to bed,” called out Bunter,
g | suppose you fellows will be going
soon 7’

“Yes. (ood-night!”

“Good-night, old chap 1™

Billy Bunter rolled away., He wanted
to finish his nap; but, apparently, he
would not trust himself to hinish it in the
chair. Obviously, he was afraid that he
had let out some secret, though what
that secret could possibly be was a per-
plexing puzzle to the chums of the Re-
mave. But in the great four-poster bed
im Lord Combermere’s state bed-room,
Bunter's secrets were safe—he could
mumble and umble a3 much as he
liked without Egr..-r-a.r-nf being overheard.

say, you fellows 1t ain't cricket to listen
to a thp_tainm% in his sleep, finding
cut his private allairs—""

“You cheeky owl!” roared Wharton.
“We came in to wake you because we
thought you were Ellﬁl}ﬂiﬁnﬁ;* Do }*ﬂui
think we want to know anything aboutl
your silly affairs, you chump®”

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“I'd jolly well kick you, only—"

The captain of the Remove paused, re-
membering, like Johnny Bull, that he
was Bunter’s guest. Really, it would
not have been a seemly proceeding to |
kick his host, much as his host descrved
if.

““No offence, old chap!” said Bunter
“What are you getting your
rag out for? I haven't said anything to
ﬂﬁnd you, have 17"

Wharton stared at him, and burst
into & laugh. It was not much use to
taka Billy Biiuntar seriously. Apparently,
he saw nothing offensive In acousing
fellows of listening and Rr},rmg.

“Look here, if I've said anything, youn
fellows tell me what I said,” exclaimed
Bunter anxionsly.

“What the dickens does it matter 7%

“It does matter!” sna Bunter.

‘“Blessed if I remember—something
about Pilking and Walsingkaw, and
bringing grub to somebody.”

Bunter jumped.

“Oh, crumbs! Is—is—is that all?”

"“That's all I remember,” said Harry. |
“You seem to have been dreaming thaty M
Pilkins and Walsinghamu were in the had broken-up for the h

|

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Poor Old Bunter !

ARRY WHARTON'S brow was

H thoughtful as he sank into his

chair on the terrace,
troubled in mind.

Many tiowes since Greyfriars School

ﬂlyida}'s, and the

He was
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leaving D'Arcy in the dark, was not
cvicket, Tf a erash was coming, as
’avker had warned him, it would not be
playing the game, to clear off and leave
the unsuspecting St, Jim’s junior in the
midst of it,

Worried as lie was, Wharten felt that
it was up to hiny, at least, to stay on
till I’ Arcy's week at the Lodge came to

an end. Then he could decide whether
to stay or go.
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy—in  the

intervals of tenderly caressing the bump
on his aristocratic head—glanced several
{imes at Wharten's frowning, thought-
ful face,

“YWhat's the wowwy, old mani” he
asked, at last.

Wharton started a little,

“0Oh! I was thinking——"

“ About Buntah "

“Well, yes!” Wharton locked atten-
tively at the swell of Bt. Jim's, He
wondered whether some misgiving had
penetrated even into Gussy’s innocent
and unnsuspicious mind,

“It’s wathah wuff on him, isn't it?”
said D'Arey. 1o mentioned it to me,
you know,

Wharton started again,

“Hea's told you——"

“Yaas; wathah!™

“My hat! Then you know how he's
fixed ¥

*0Oh, yaas!

“0Oh,” said Havry, puzzled, “If I may
put the question, I Arcy, has he asked
you to help him out in any way?”

“ Not at all, deah boy; you see there's
nothin’ I can do,” sawd Arthur Augustus,
“Y ecould only advise him to see a
doctor.”

“ A doctor 7 ejaculated Wharton,

“Yaas; though weally, my pwivate
opinion i3 that f old Buntah would ecat
a little less, he would find it a!l wight.”

“Eat 'a little less?” =aid Harry
Elankly.

““Yaas, wathah.”

“T—I don't uite follow,” said Harry.
“Do you mean that the bills would be

L]

emaller if Bunter went easier on the

tnek ™

“Eh? Buantah isr't wowwied abont
bills, is he1” asked Arthwr Awngustus, in
sHrprise.

Wharton bit his lip. Evidently it was
not of Bunter's financial difficulties that
the swell of 8t Jim'e was thinking.

“¥You said that Bunter had mentioned
something to you, and you know how
he's fixed,” eaid Harry, *“What swere
you speaking of i

“Hig sleep-walkin’, yon know.”

“His what?” almest yelled the cap-
tain of the Remove,

“Didn’t you know, deah boy?”

“Eh! No!*

“The poor chap suffahs fwom somnam-
balism, so he told me,” said Arthur
Aungustus. “That feahful nightmare
you woke hiim out of iz romethin’ of the
samo gort, I suppose, What?”

*“(Oh!"” said Harry blankly.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! ﬁﬂ Bunter a
jolly old sleepwalker, then " asked Bob
Cherry.

“1 suppose vou fellows knew, of
course,” said IDVArey., I happened to
mention to him that I heard somebody
movin' about at night, you know, and
he explained that he war subject to
sloepwalkin’, and that if I ever hap-
pened to see him abiout at night, that
was the weason.” ¢

““Oh, my hat!”

Harry Wharten & Co.
glantes,

They remembered & certain night,
during their stay at Bunter Court, when
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exchanged

they had found Bunter wandeving about
the house at midnight, and had taken
him for a burglar,

Evidently he had been night-wander-
ing again; and apparently there might
be more of it, as he had [lurnished
IY Arcy with this explanation in advance,
as it were,

Bunter, certainly, had not Leen eleep-
walking the night they had taken him
for a burglar, He had been very wide
awake indeed.

This was, in fact, one more of his
unoumbered * whoppers.” For some
utterly inexplicable reason, DBunter
roamed the house when everyhody else
was in bed, and a gtory of sommambu-
lism had come into his fat mind as a
plansible explanation to give of his
AMAZINE Pr inge.

Undoubtedly, Bunter was at liberty
to walkk about his own house at any
hour of the night or day. DBut it was
extraordinary. DBunter was the last
fellow in the world to leave his com-
fortable bed at mnight except for the
most powerful reasons. What reason
could he possibly havel

Arthur Augustus turped his eyeglaes
on the surprised faces of the Famous

Five.
dida't know?” he

“Yon
asked.

“No fear!” said Johnny Bull, I
know he trots about at night sometimes,
but goodness knows why.”

“TWea found him one night, and
collared him for & giddy burglarl”
chuckled Bob Cherry. ‘“He babbled
something about the wine-cellars.”

“PBai Jove! DBuntah doesn’t dwink,
surely I

“Ha, ha! No. But he keeps the
kev of the wine-cellars about him, for
gore leason. Perhaps he's afraid we
shall roid the giddy wine-binsl”

Arthur Augustus grinned,

“Yaas, I wemembah he lost the key
and I found it and handed it to the
butlah, not knowin® it was his. Ile
geemed feahfully upset about it.”

“That was the day Walsingham
went,” said Harry Wharton thought-

fully.

"{'(;’a vawy wulf on poor ¢ld Buntah
te be twoubled with sleep-walkin'!"
said Arthior Augustus. “You see, a
fellow might fall downstairs, or some-
thin', I Eave been thinkin’ ovah this
vewy eewiously. My ideah 1is that
' Buntah would find it all wight H he
put away wathah less in the gwub line,
Of course, it's wathah a delicate mattah
to mention; but a little advice might
be vewy useful to him. I have been
wondahin’' whethah to give Buntah a
'hiﬂi: on the subject. ITe might not like
it!

And Arthur Augustus looked very
seriously at the Greyfriars fcllows,

They grinned,

4T don’t think a hint would keep
Bunter away from tuck!” chuckled
Bob. “I rather fancy that wild horses
couldn’'t do that!”

“Yaas, but sleep-walkin' iz o howwid
thing, you know.”

“Hem! Very!” agrecd Beb.

The chums of the Remove did not feel
called upon to explain that this was
only one moré of Bunter's ‘' whoppers.”
Bunter was, after all, their host.

Thomas, the fuutmun—]immuteﬂ
butler since tho departure of Walsing-
ham—hovered on the terrace. Whar-
ton. laoked at hjs watch.

“Nearly ten]” he said,
bed 7

“Bead !1"” said Bob Cherry,

“Yaaz, wathah!”

fellows

“Who says

to their rooms,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
At Dead of Night!

is OTTEN [
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy

addreszed that remark to
sPaACE.

His weary head was turning on his
pillow, wooing slamber, but wooing in
vain,

It was past midnight, and the great
house of Combermere was very xtill and
silent.

Long since, the last door had closed;
the last sleepy head had sunk wpen @
pillow. But IYArcy was still wekeful,

The bump on his noble head was the
cause. Billy Bunter had bowled, not
wisely, but too well, when ho landed
the cricket-ball upon the aristocratic
“napper © of Arthur Auvgustue 1) Arey.
It was a large bump, and 1t was a

painful bump, and it kept Arthur
Augustus wide awake,
He had dozed for a time, and

awakened again. Then he had turned
on the light and read his * Iloliday
Anunal ? for an hour or so. Then his
tired eves blinked, and he switched off
the light and sought his pillow, But
he sought slumber there in vain. If he
dozed off for a few minutes he was sure
to wake up again.

Tt was, as he remarked, rotten.

He was tired, and he was sleepy, and
he could not sleep. 'That aching bump
was sure to awaken him if he nodded
off. He turned his tired head oun the
pillow again and again, and still sleep
wonld not come.

“Wotten !” groaned the swell of St.
Jim's, ~ Weally wotten, bai Jove!
That howlin’ ass Buntah ought to be
pwohibited fwom playmm® ewicket!
Bangin’ a cwicket-ball on a fellow’s
nappah, bai Jove! Oh deah!”

Arthur Augustus sat up m bed.

Moonlight glimmered in at the
windows., It was a beautiful summer’s
night. Arthur Augustus thought -of the
moonlit terrgee, and wondered whether
a stroll there would help to banish hie
restlessness. But the house was locked
up. And D’Arey was o6 considerate
fellow; he did not want to disturb
anybody. But sitting in bed, sleepless
and restless, was a bore, and he was
fed-up.

[1¢ turned out of bed, and slipped on
a dressing-gown over his beautiful silk
pyjamas, and put his elegant feet into
a pair of soft slippers. Then he went
to his door.

Outside there was a wide corridor,
with a Jlarge window at one end,
through which the moonlight streamed.
The other end of the corridor gave
upon the great landing, below whirh
lay the staircase in deep darkness,
Arthur Augustuaegmcet} along the corri-
dor, finding relief in metion, and hop-
ing to make himself sléepy by constant
movement. .

Up and down the corridor he went,
soundless in his soft slippers, occasion-
ally running his hand tenderly over the
bruise on his head. As he was Billy
Bunter's guest, he did not like te think
hard things of Bunter; but he would
really have liked to tell the Owl of the
Remove what he thought of him as a
ericketer. It was too bad to be pauing
a lonely corridor like this towards one
in the morning, sim because Billy
Bunier fancied that he could bowl

A sudden sound in the silent house
caught his ear, and he stopped,

The sound thrilled him for a moment.

For, soft and stealthy as it was )t

And Bunter's house-party dispereed | was unmistakably a footstep; and a

{ootstep in the house at that hour was
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with him, for rcasons utterly lnexpli-
cable to his guests. He had lost it once,
and D’Arcy, finding it, had naturally
handed it to the butler—a circumstance
which had disturbed Bunter greatly,
(iussy could not even guess why. Now,
obviously, it was in Bunter’s possession
nga]in, or he was unlocking the door
with ik

The oak door was pushed open, and
Bunter stepped through, and vanished.

D'Arey hurried on to the doorway.

He could hear the footsteps of the
fat junior. descending the winding stair
to the cellars. Bunter's footsteps were
fess stealthy now; he was taking less
sare, now that he was far from the
slceping quarters of the house, The

leam of the torch vanished beyond the

end below,

D’Arey paused a few moments, and
then hegan to descend the steps.

1le was quite alarmed for DBunter
now, i

It was odd that the sommnambulist’s
wandering footsteps should have led
him to such & remote recess as the wine-
ecllars under Combermere Lodge. That
was a dismal and lonely place for a
sleep-walker to awaken 1n suddenly; in
such a case, a fellow like Dunter was
liable to have a fit from sheer funk.
Arthur Aupustus debated in his mind
whether he had better take the Owl of
Greyfriars by the arm and lead him
gently back to bed, ai the risk of
m-;;ahening him, lest worse should be-
fall.

Softly, silently, the 8t. Jim's junior
drscended the oaken staircase, and the
gleam of the electric torch was visible
agaln.

Bianter was standing at the bottom
of the stairs, close to an oak door that
shut off the staircase from the cellars,

He had slipped the key into the lock.
and stood with his fat hand on it, as if
hesitating to tuwrn,

There was a faint click, and the elec-
iric torch was shut off. All was dark-
ness—thick darkness—and the Owl of
the Remove vanished from the gaze of
the junior a few steps above him.

1V'Arcy stopped, veguely alarmed.

The lower door was apparently
opened by the same key as the upper
door; but Bunter, who had not hesita-
ted at the upper door, was hesitating
ptrangely at the lower one. X

IIad he been awake, conscions of
what he was doing, it would have been
clear thet he feared to open the second
door, uneasy of what might lie behind
it. But to D'Arcy’s unsuspecting mind
hie was a sleep-waltker, and D'Arcy won-
dered whether this long pause meant
that he was about to waken. He won-
idered whether he had better speak.
While he was wondering he heard a
muttering voice below; the fat voice of
Billy Bunter,

“ Beasts!"

Apparently Bunter was talking, as
wa!lpaﬁ walking, in his sleep—if he was
aslcep !

“Rotters! They ought to be fast
asleep now—but suppose they spring on
a chap as soon as he epens ithe door!"

This was so much Greek to Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy; merely the mum-
bling of a fellow 1n a mghtmare.

“I've got to chance it—I1 can’t let
them starve!” the muttering went on.
"“Beasts! Trying to bite the hand that
feeds them! Roters!™

Arthuy

Augustus
sympathy.

The bag was explained mnow; the
gomuantbulist was dreaming that he
was taking food to somebody whom he
imagined to be in the wine-cellars!

That was how it seemed to Arthur
Augustus, It was, indeed, all he could
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felt & wave of

think—little dreaming of the extraordi-
nary manner in which Billy Bunter had
relieved himself of the troublesome Mr.
Pilkins and Walsingham the butler.

Another pause.

Then D’Arcy heard the faint sound of
a key cautiously turned.

In the dense darkness he knew that the
lower door opened—he heard a crash
as Bunter's bag was hurled in.

Blam ! :

The door slammed again almost in-
stantly. But quick as 1t was, a sound
escaped from the cellar—the sound of
& human voice calling out something in-
distinotly.

Arthur Augustus almost fell down the
stalrs, . .

There was somebody in the wine-
cellars! Somebody was there, and who-
ever it was, was locked in! Bunter had
already turned the key in the lock
again, and D'Arcy heard it withdrawn.

As he stood in blank amazement and
consternation, he heard & fat chuckle
Hoet up from below.

“He, he, he! Neat! He, he, he!”

Thump, thump, thump!

Faintly, for tﬁe oak was thick, Lhere
came & sound of hammering from the
other side of the door.

Arvthur Augustus leaned on the wall,
almost overcome, Clearly into his
mind, at last, it came, that there was
somebody in the wine-cellars — a
%riﬂuner who was locked in by Billy

unter! Dunter was not a sommnambu-
list—he was wide awake! He was not
dreaming—he was taking food at that
silent hour in the dead of night to tho
prisoner of the wine-cellars

Arthur Augustus D'Arvey understood
it now; but the discovery was so
amazing, so utterly overwhelming, that
he leaned weakly on the staircase wall,
almost doubting the evidence of his own
Lenses,

There was a footstep, Bunter was
coming up. The gleam of the electric
torch was seen again, Bunter dim be-

hind it. The light flashed on the pale,
startled face of Arthur Aupustus
D'Arcy on the staircase, and Billy

Bunter stopped deail, with a startled

gasp.
“Whoe—wha u
“Buntah !” gasped Arihur Auwgustus,
“Oh erikey 1™

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Arthur Augusius Makes Diseoveries !
ILLY BUNTER stood trensfixed on

the wine-cellar staircase, his little
round eyes fairly bulging behind
his spectacles,

He stared at Arthur Augustus as if the
awell of 8t, Jim's in his natty dressing-
govwn had been some grisly spectre.

He could not speak; his fat jaw
dropped and he blinked at Arthur
Aungustus in sheer terror,

D' Arey blinked back at him.

He was so astounded that he did nat
know what to think, what to surmise.
Unless Bunter was miad, there seemed
no explanation of his extraordinary
actions. A sane fellow could scarcely he
keeping a prisoner locked up in the
Combermere wine-cellars, And it was
idubitable that there was a prisoner
there; even yel the faint hanunering
could be heard on the caken door,

“Buntah " gasped D' Arcy again,

It was not a pleasant thought, that of
being shut vp on a subterranean stair-
case, far from help, with a lunatic!

*“You P* stuttered Bunter,

“Yaas! What——"

“You! You cheeky azs, what are you
deing here?" gazped Bunter.
on a chap 1™

“Bpying |

D' Arcy crimsonod.

“You fat wottah !

“What i

“How dare you accuse me of spyin” "
exclaimed Arthur Auvgustus furiously.
"I followed you because I supposed you
to be sleep-walkin'; you told me you
were subject to it "

“Oh!” gasped Bunter.

Not for the frst tune, DBunter's
“whoppers ¥ had come home to roost,
at it were,

Had D’Arey known him to be awake
he certainly never would have dreamed
of following Bunter to see what he was
doing. The thought of it would not
have crossed his mind,

Bunter owed this dismaying discovery
to his own tortuwous methods—his pre-
ference for untruths when: truth would
have served his purpose at least as well.

“I was afwaid somethin' might hap-
pen to you!” went on Arthur Augustus,
“T was alarmed about yon! T believed
you were sleep-walkin'—"

“Oh! So—so I was!” gasped Bunter.

“RRTT

“It's all mght.
I'm fast asleep now—

“What?’ yelled Arthur Aungustus,

WI—Y mean I—I've just woke up!”
said Bunter hastily, *“I—I say, where
am I7" . .

D' Arey starved at him. Lymg, which
was Bunter's usual resource, was his
resource now, as a matter of habit, He
did not realise that it was, so to speak,
a chicken that would no lenger fight.

“Where am I 1'e]3eate:l unter,

“You uttah ass!" shouted Arthuy
Augustus. “Do you think I am goiw’
to helieve yon now "

“0Oh, really, D'Arey——" _

“7 fancied you were sleep-walkin’, but
it was nothin' of the kind, There is
somebody shut up in that cellab, and
you were takin’ him food.”

Bunter jumped.

“Nothing of the kind, old chap!
There's nobody there! 1 haven't pitched
a bag of grub in "

“You uttah duffah, T heard it dwop!”

“I—I mean—"* _

“There is somebody there!” enid
Arthur Augustus. “If rou are In your
wight senses, Buntah, what does 1t
mean "

"There's nobody there——"

“PBai Jove! I can heah him ham-
mewin' on the deor, whoever he i5!”

Bunter jumped again. Once the
upper door was closed that sound of
thumping would be inaudible in the
house. But on the cellar staivease 1t
was quite mudible, though faint through
the thick oak.

“Ara vou deaf, Buntah?' hooted
Arthur Augustus, ‘T suppose you can
heah it as well as 1."

“Oh! Oh, that!" gasped
“That—that’s the wind]”

“The wind? stuttered D'Arvey,

“Ves. old chap! It—it's very windy
in—in these cellars, you know. I—I'm
going to have it seen to,” stammered
Hunter. : .

Arthur Angustus D'Avey jammed Dis
eyeglass a little more tightly into lns
eve and stared at Bunter. In the glim-
mer of the electrie torch Bunter's fat
face loocked startled, dismayed, but it
ccrtainly did not look insane. Bunter
was not out of his fat senses, as the swell
of St. Jim's had feared, But, that
theory being dismissed, there seemed no
explanation whatever available to the
amazing state of affuirs. . _

But one thing was quite certain.
Arthur Augustus D' Arey meant to know.
Whoever it was that was locked up
the wine-cellars was going to be released
now that Arthur Anpgosties know of his
imprisonment. M Danter was  nol

I was—in fact, T am;

1y

Bunter,
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“Oh, bai Jove!
think that you are
for your actions, Buntali, I might
weally have puessed it, fwom the way
you play ewicket, Give me that key
at onee !

“If you don't believe me——"'

“QGive me the key; yvou fat duffah!”

“Look here, then, I'l—I'll tell you
exactly what's up!” said Bunter des-
eratoly. “Mind, T rely on you to stand
y e if I tell you. P've got to keep
them locked in, or I shall be booted out

I weally begin to

of Bunter Court, They—they're—
they' re—"
“Well, who are they?” demanded

Arthur Augustus,

“One of them's Pilking, the estate
agent, and the other's Walsingham,
the hutler!” said Bunter desperately.
“Now do you understand ? 1f they get
out I've pot to clear, so I rely on you
to keep it dark, old chap, as—a= a pal,
you know."

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Caught Napping !

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY
stared blankly at Bunter., That
fat youth blinked at him
anxiously,

“Pilkins 1” repeated D'Arcy. * Wal-
singham ! Oh, my hat! Oh, bai Jove!
Are you pottay, Buntah "

“Oh; really, you know—>"

“Give me that key at once !”

“Look here, D'Arcy, do listen fo a
chap !” urged Bunter, “I'm taking you
into my confidence, you know.”

“1 wefuse to be taken into your con-

fidence, Buntah!” hooted Arthur
Augustus.
“You see, it's a delicate matter,”

pursued  Bunter, “That estate agent
chap, Pilkins, is a distrustful beast.
You'd hardly believe it, but 1 shouldn’t
have got hold of the house at all if he
hadn't been knocked out in a motor
accident and had to stay in a nursin
home for & time. But for that, an
pulling Walsingham'’s leg, 1 should
never have got the place for the
vacation at all. These house agents are
a downy lot, you know.”

“ Bai Jove "

“It was a stroke of luck, getting him
locked up in the wine-cellars the .day he
came here to see me, Preity good
strategy, too,” said DBunter. "1 wasn’t
standing any of his low impudence, you
know. He refused to take my word
that the money was all right—refused
to let me the house in any circum-
gtances! Fancy that, you know!
Luckily, 1 got here and turned the key
on him " .

Arthur Augustis T;a:ed at him.

Obviously, the Owl of the Remove was
extremely satisfied with his masterly
strategy in dealing with the Comber-
mere estate agont.

"As for Walsingham," resumed
Bunter, “it's your fault that ho's locked
up along with Pilkins.”

“My ?ault?” stuttered D' Arey.

“Yes, rather! You gave him the key
of the wine-cellars, and he went down
and found Pilking. What was a fellow
to do 7"

“Oh dear!™

““If he hadn't left the key in the out-
side of the door when he went into the
cellabs it would have been all U B,”

said DBunter impmssivel{. “and it
would have been vour fault.”

o Wen.llf, Buntah——"

""Luckily he did, and I nipped down

behind him and locked him in along
with Pilkins. Tt was a narrow escape,
I can tell you,”
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hardly accountable.

“I woally begin to believe that you
sre not quite wight in the head,
Buntah !™ gasped Arthur Augustus.

“Oh, don't be an ass, you know!, I
think I've shown myself equal to the
situation,” said Bunter. * Precious few
fellows could kave handled it as I've
done. Now you see how the matter
stands, D’ Arey.”

“Yaas, wathah !”

“You'll keep it dark, old chap "

“Certainly not!” honted D’Arcy.

“Now, look here, old fellow, you
can't give ma away. If those fellows got
out, look at what would happen. They’'d
be in a frightful rage! ey haven't
the slightest feeling of gratitude——"

“"Gwatitude 77 said Arthur Augustus

faintly.,

“Well, I've been feeding them—
teking a lot of risks, too,” said Bunter,
“Every time I've opened the door to
chuck in a bag of grub they'd have got
out if they could., They're simply
destitute of anything like proper feel-
ings. I've given them jolly gnud grub,
loo, at my own expense. L'm paying
for it all—at least, I'm going to. That
man Pilkins would think nothing—
simply nuthin%h—nf fetching a bobby to
‘turn me out of this house, Gussy. That's
the kind of man he 12"

“Buntah !

“"As for Walsingham, he's az bad as
Pilkins, or worse. As likely as not he

| thinks he won't get his wages now, and

you know what servants are about their
wages—greedy, you know. If he got
out I shouldn’t wonder if he actually
had the cheek to lay his hands on me.
His voice sounded like it, at least.
What menservants are coming to in
these days I really don't know. 1It's a
time for gentlemen to stand by one
another, Gussy. I'm sure you see that!™

“1 do not wegard you as a gentleman,
Buntah !"

“Oh, really, D'Arcy——"

“Fwom what 1 can see,
bilkin' wottah !”

"“"Oh, draw it mild !”

“Your only excuse is that you are
such a sillay idiot that you weally do

T

do not know what you are doin’',

“Well, T like that—from an ass like
ou !” said Bunter warmly. ‘“Of all the
wwling aszes, in fact—"

“I shall leave this house the first
thing in the mornin', Buntah. I shall
feel bound to tell your Gweyfwiahs
schoolfellows the facts, so that they can
also withdwaw, DBut, first of all, I am
goin’ to welease those two persons whom
you have shut up in the wine-cellahs.
I will not allow you to delay one minute
longah., For your own sake, if for no
othah weason, they must be weleased
A8 qui::kljr as possible. Give me the
key.”

“But I've explained—"

“You uttah ass! Give me the key.

I twust, Buntah, that you will not dwive
me to take it fwom vou by force.”

Dilly Bunter blinked savagely at the
swell of St. Jim's,

Apparently his explanations had had
no ag:zct whatever npon that youth, Ins
explicable as it was to Bunter, Arthur
Augustus could not see that he was in
the right all along the line.

It was clear enough to Bunter,
Bunter's amazing intellect moved in
mysterious ways its wonders to perform.

But Arthur Augustus plainly took o
different view, Argument was wasted
on him. Bunter realised that.

A cunning gleam came into his little
round eyes behind his spectacles,

you are a

I'

o

Arthur Augustus was prepared to
handle the Owl of the Remave, to get
possession of ¢he key. Evidently it was a
case for strategy—more of Billy Bunter's
masterly strategy.

“I think this 15 rather unfecling,
D'Arcy,” said Bunter, shaking his hand.
““I've asked you here, and given you a
good time, and never told you what I
thought of you. After that, you turn on
me like this. I've given up expeoting
gratitude of anybody, but really, this is
rather thick. If you insist, though——"

“I do insist, Buntah.,”

“You want me to open that door?”

“Yaas, wathah !”

“If you don’t leave me any choice in
the matter—"

“None at all, you wottah,” said
Arthur Augustus sternly, “If yon do
not unlock that door immediately I will
take the key fwom you and unlock it
myself.”

“ Here goes, then!”

Bunter turned back to the door of

1 the wine-cellars.

D'Arcy followed him.
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The Owl of the Remove laid the
electric torch on the bottom stair. It
glimmered on the oak door as Bunter
put the key into the keyhole. He blinked
round at D'Arcy.

“1 dare say they've settled down to
sleep again. Do you think we ought to
disturb them, Gussy 7”

“Open that door at once, you ass!”

“Suppose they jump at me? They're
capable of it.”

“ Fathead !

“Well, vou jolly well go in first,”
said Bunter. “You can talk to them,
see, while I nip off.”

“Vewy well.”

Bunter turned the key softly and
gilently. Arthur Augustus stood ready
to step inlo the cellar.

The door opened.

All was darkness beyond; but a sound
of breathing could be heard. Mr. Pil-
kins and Walsingham had apperently
settled down again on the rugs Bunter
had kindly furnished them with and
turned off the electric light to sleep.
But théy were not tleeping, for a sound
of stirring was heard as the door opened.

Bunter breathed hard,
His fat heart was beating [ast.
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Week Ending August 22nd, 1926.

plezzure of Master Jack Jolly's

company at a BIG BUST-UP

—-0F, as the vulgar would say,
a bankwett—to be held on the Head’s
lawn at four this afterncon (whether
and funds permitting), This first-rate
feed, stunning spread, and tip-top tuck-
in, 18 to sellybrate the Head's ninety-
ninth birthday, Master Jolly is per-
mitted to bring as many of his pals as
he likes.—R.B.¥.P.”

Jack Jolly of the TFourth, fauly
heamad as he read that invitashun
allowed to nis chums.

It wusn't very often that the lordly
and diggnified Headmaster of St. Sam's
kondessended to invite Fourth-Formers
to a sellybration. Being rather a snob
at hart, the Head usunally looked down
from a great height upon the 8t. Bam’s
Juniors, like the giant Gulliver looked
down upon the teeny-weeny Lily
Putinns.

But on this oceasion the Head had
suddenly become aware of the juniors'
eggsistence, and he had actually invited
them to a tip-top fuck-m on his lawn.

“ Awlully decent of the old buffer!”
remarked Jack Jolly.

“Rather!” saidl Merry and Bright.
““Y¥ou'll take us along, Jack, of course?"

“* Natcherally !”

“And you'll take me 7" pleaded Tubby
Barrell,

* And little ws 7" entreated Leene and
Hungery, the wasters of the Fourth.

“Certainly I’ said Jack Jolly jollily.
He could afford to be jennerus at the
Head's eggspense,

“Woander what
nmused Merry,

“' Really Stunning Veal Pies,' I egg-
spect,” said Tubby Barrell,

“Agg!” said Jack Jollv. **That's
Spannish. It means ' Reply-sivvoo-play.’
I'll send a pally note along to the Head,
thanking him for his invitashun, and
formerly axzepting it.”

Jack Jolly did so; and he and his
chums loocked forward edgerly to Hfour
oclock, They “cut” dinner, so as to
leave plemnty of room for the good things
which the Head weuld provide,

TaE Magrner LiBearY.—NoO. 915,

1
i DR. BIRCHEMALL rekwests the

‘RAV.ES

mcans 7

brdﬁ""!

3

Dicicy NUGENT

ell

Apltier Screammngly Fumey
Story of S5~ Con'ss

Long before the appointed time, the
Head's gucsts changed into their Bunday
best, as a mark of respect for the old
fogey,

At last the great moment arrived, and
Jack Jeolly and his fellow-guests trooped
on to the Head's lawn,

It was trooly a tip-top feed which had
boen spread out on the grass. The
juniors’ eyes watered at the sight of it,
and a sparkle eame into their mouths.

The Head, attired in plus fours, was
squatting en the turf, He was singing
softly to himself ;

“I'm the Banderillo
King, with the sward for pillow.”

But Jack Jolly & Co. were not mter-
ested in the Head's warblings. They
could hear the kettle singing a short
distance away; and that was the only
musick which fessinated them,

Very politely, the juniors lifted their
toppers.

“Merry Christmas, sir!” said Jack
Jolly. "I-—I mean many happy days of
the return—that is to say "

“Cut it short, Jolly!” said the Head
jeninlly. " Bquat down, my infants, and
make yourselves comfortable.”

The juniors seuted themselves on the
grass, They were told to “pile in,” but
they found it rether difficult to comply
with this rekwest. Jack Jolly was about
to pass round a dish of assorted pastries,
when he enught sight of a card on it
bearing the words;

“THIS DISH IS RESERVED FOR
THE HEAD.”

A similar card appeared on all the
gther dishes, with the egg Tiﬂn of a
dish of very stale buns, which were as

MIND YOU GET
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hard as brix, and quite unfit for human
consumiption.

" Oh, what a giddy sell!” gasped Jack
Jolly. "The Head has reserved all the
good things for himself, the greedy old
gormandiser ™

“Now, boys,” said the Head briskly,
“loock ofter your host! Don’t sit these
locking like graven images! Pass the
jolly old doe-nutts! Pour me out & cup
[

of tea, somebody !

The juniors found themselves rushing
here, there, and everywhere, instead of
taking their ense and enjoying a feast of
the gods. They were compelled to wait
on the Head hand and foot; and ihe
Head enjoyed it no end. DBut the
waiters didn’t!

Tubby DBarrell {ried to sneak one of
the faney pastries, when he thought 1he
Head wasn't looking, But Dr. Birche-
mall seemed to have eyes in the back of
his headd,

“Barrell ! he thundered. " Take vour
grubby paws off that dishi! Can’t you
see it's specially reserved for your host 2"

“Oh crumbs!” groaned Tubby, "Isn't
there anything reserved for the pguests,
gip

“There is a dish of holesome, new-
trishus buns,” sai] the Head.

“ But— but they're as hard as bullets,
sir] I tried to eat one just now, and it
broke my {ront teeth!”

" Astonishing ¥ murmured the Head.
“And 1 specially saved thoze buns from
last Good Friday! They ought to he
i fine condition by now."

The Head seemed to think that buns
improved with age, like port wine,

Jack Jolly & Co. spent a thoroughly
nuizzerable afternoon, acting as surfs and
henchmen to the head, and watching the
old buffer enjoy himself.

The Head's capassity wag marvellus,
His appetite scemed to have grown
keenier with the vears, instead of feebler,
Being in his second childhood, however,
he had doubtless recovered the appetite
of childhood. He tucked in as if for o
wager, and the dishes were rapidly
cleared., As for Jack Jolly & Co., they
sharvad the fate of Mother Hubberd's

dog in the nursery rime,

But they had their revenge next day.
The Head had to pay a bitter price for
his birthday exccsses.

Jack Jolly & Co. were quite hartless
and unsimperthetic—in fact, they fairly
gloated with glee—when they saw fthe
following announsement on the school
notiss-board ;

“The Head is confined to his bed with
a billious attack, and is not eggspected
to recover for a week, All messages of
simperthy, bunches of grapes, ete., ave
to he conveyed personally to the Head's
bedside, Meanwhile, the school will be
m charge of Mr, Justiss.™

“8erve the old buffer right for lis
meanness !’ was Jack Jolly's commaeont.













































