


4 360 PAGES OF THE BESTTHE * HOLIDAY ANNUAL™]

360 Pages - Price 0/-

SCHOOL,
SPORT, AND
ADVENTURE

STORIES

[N THE

HOLIDAY
ANNUAL!

NOW ON SALE!

Tae MacNer Liemany.—No. 921,

e

TO AND FROM
| YOUR EDITOR !

"TH‘E HOLIDAY AMMUALI"™
T HE demand for this world-famous

volume has exceeded all expecla-

tiong—everywhere the cry Is [or the

“H., A.* It behoves those of my
readers, therefore, who bave made up their,
mingds -to get & copy, and who have not yek
visited the newsagent’s, to do _so right
away. This is wot jdie talk, belleve me, I
should hate to thick that aoy of my loyal
chums met with a  dsappointiog  “ Sold
out I* simply because they were . careless
about “ giving tle order.™

.PRAOCTIOAL JOKES!

We know somethiong about these humordus
affairs, lor we are all possessed of o sense
of humowr, stherwise the Maigxer would oot
be such a ** pull.” There's a limit, however,
to japing. When jokes burder on ‘bad tuste
it's time to leave them severcly alone, like-
wiga their perpetrators. A letter from Man.
chester ' reached me yestérday, aod the
writer, & typical Maguetite, complains that
his schoolmates say that he can't see or
take a joke. The joke in question took the
form of & pumber of tacks placed on, my
correspondent’s ehair. When he sht down—
well, ‘you cun imagine the: rest lor Your
selves, A very paiuful aflair altogether, and
certainly “nothiog bhumorous in it for the
vietim. It takes a remarkable sense ol
humour in o case like thut to see the polot
of a joke—as well as feel it! No, my Mop.
chester cham, you oeedn't think that you
are lacking in hpmour. It wounld appear
that the fellgws who-sprang that *f joke ¥

| on you were possessed of a misguided aod

rather vicions semse of homour. [ wonder
how they would take the joke I[ 1t were
played oo them?

—

S1GaN WRITING !

John E. Willizs sends me word from Eath
that he is taking uwp sign-writing. Like all
arts, the art of sign-writing takes time and
pafns to learn, but the reward is great for
the fellow who masters the busloess. Qood
luck to my chum in Bath! He must re-
memhber ope thing, however. If he takes to
paintwork he should knock off before he has
his lunch. Some enthusiasts ruo their meals
into their work, and It does not pay. 1'm
thinkisg of the enthuslast who carred on
with his art work and snatched at his food
while he was hard at it. He got lead-
polsoning from the poaint!

Mext Monday's Programmae.

«THE BOUNDERS WAY "
By Frank Richarda.

A maunificent, new loug complete yarn of
Harry Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars, featur-
ing Tom Redwlng, the fisherman's som, and
Herbert Vernon-Smith. A real treat!

HTHE PHANTOM BATIM

Another prand {pstalment of this splendid
serigl etory, with Ferrers Locke aod Jack
Drake well to the fore,

FRUGQER! ™

Rugger is mot over-popular at Grexfriars,
but Harry Wharton & Co. have given us a
special Supplement dealing with this winter
game, in which those who are in support of
Rugger, ditto those not iu suppart, ali
their views.

PORTRAIT GALLERY!

Another topping portrait of o Greyfriam
celebrity to add to your set.

your €ditor.,
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PALS ! Iits nof often that Billy Busler of the Gregfriars Remorve iz able o clain: the friendship of a Sixth Form prefect
Duk wehen the chance does come his way he mmakes the most of it — cven to the point of overdoing it !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter to the Rescua!

L 2 HI5 iz awful!"
William  George  DBunter

rolled to the door of Study

MNo. T in the Remove passage
at Greviriars and gazed anxiously up
end down,

It was nearing fea-time, and Bunter
was hungry. There was erhing new in
Bunter being hungry. Really, it would
have been a novelty had he been other
wize. Bunter was alwavs hungry, but
just mow he was more hungry than
ustial,

And to make matiers worse, Bunter
was in that tragio, but not altogether
unknown state of being broke. In
fact, at that moment the fat junior pos-
peszed Jiterally not a bean in the wﬁglﬂ
wide world—if he had he would have
eaten it there and then?

“Ow ! he groaned., “It's awiual!
To think that in a school like Grey-
friars a fellow can starve to death so
easily! Waw! I ean't stamd it much
longer! With & delicate constitution
like mine I nead constapt nourishment
to keep mwe poing. I wish some beast
would invite me to tea—I'm starving !

The Owl of the Remove blinked
lugubriously through his big spectacles
up the passige again, but not & jumor
hove in sight. He groancd again, but
this time it woas not hunger that caused
the groan.

If the worst eame to the worst, Bunter
knew he could at least partly appease
his enormous appetite with & few dozen
slabs of thick bread-and-butter washied

down by a quart or o of weak tea in
Iall.

But mere Droad-and-Lotter did not
appeal to Bunter—if he conld possibly
obtain anything bettor.  The irouble
was, however, that the chance of getting
anything botler seemed to the fat junior
remote—very remote indeed.

A gentleman deseribed by Fisher T.
Fish, tho American member of | tha
Remove, ns a Ywise fish," once stated
that truth will out; and that Leing the
case, 1t must be placcd on record that,
at the moment, 13lly Dunter vwas ot

P
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exactly on what might be called rollick-
ing terms with the remainder of the
Removites.

In fact, quite recently, they had been
giving him a wide hertil\. This was one
of the reasons—among many others—
that Bunter’s chances of obtaining tea
othoer than in Hall were remotea.

Neither Bunter nor hiz manners pos-
sested that mark which is supposed to
cast tha stamp of Vere de Vere. In
short, the Owl of the Remove had beon
behaving much after the manner of that
animal he so clesely resembled in ap-
Ennranm, the domestic pig, and he had

cen given the cold shoulder in conse-
quence.

The Roemovites were fed up with
William George Bunter, and they were
endeavouring ta make him mend his
wayi by not speaking to him until he
had polished up hizs manncrs a bLit.

When Bunter had first heard of this
resclva on their part he had mentally
consigned them to a place ho termed
“Thump,"” and had decidod to lot them
zee that he could get on quite ui-:'r,-!}‘
without them.

Now, however, since he waz: more
hungry than usnal, DBunter mag-
nammonsly decided to overlook their
conduct and find somecone upon whom
he might infliet hiz fa<cinating society
at tea. DBut he realised that he would
have to proceed warily about 35, So,
closing lng study door belind him, he
rolled a3 softly as hiz excessive avoirdu-
pois would permit, up the passage to-
wards Suady No. L

That eelebrated  apavbment  was
occupted by Harey Wharton, the captain
of the DRemeove, and Frank Nugent.
There hed been & time in dayvs gone by
when Ilunter had been an inmate of
Harry Wharton's study. Buat, like the
Israelites of old, when they had gone
forth from the land of lgvpt, Billy
Bunter had looked back with great
regret at the Aesh-pots he had quitted.

Study Mo, 1 seemed like a land flow-
ing with milk and honey to the fat
g’unim‘, anid whenever in zearch of fool
e was =Ll drawn to it by some irresist-
'i:h-i{!' fﬂr'l'.‘“l."‘..

Billy Bunber continued his way to the
study in & more cheerful frame of mind.

A Magnificent New
Long Complete
Story of Harry
Wharton and Co.
of Grevyfriars.

BY
FRANK RICHARDS.

ITe pauwsed outside the door, mentally
debating whether to spy out the land
first or boldly to announce hiz arrival,
Fven asz he did so there came a moan
from within.
“Al, sparc me !
Bunter jumped.
The voice was that of Frank Nugent.
“White fool!" hiszed another voice.
“Myv day has comefnlly arrived ™
“Inky !" gasped Duntor.
Bunter would have no difficulty in
recognising the voice and the weird
English of Hurvee Jamset Ram Singh,

Spare me !

the dusky Nabob of Bhanipur, awyv-
whore.
“All these pstoemed years" went on

Inky, “have I watchfully waited, and

NowW—now—:"

There followed a sibiilant hiss like that
of a blood-thirsty tiger.

Tho Owl of the Remove felt o cold

shudder run  down  his  well-covered
spine.
“Oh! Yoop!” he gasped.  *He's—

he's mad !”

Bunter. torn between the desire to run
for his life and an inzatiable coriosity
to know more, stond rooted to the spot.

Then his padgy hand felt for the
handle of the door.

It the door waz locked.

“Teholdfully ohserve the bodies of
thy friends,” went on the naliob in the
ramg soft, strange voice, " Already they
have departfully gone 1o the Valhalla of
their people, where xou. fool, shall
sconfully join them! Then, and not
befare, i.riil the naboly': rovengoe bo of
the esteomed complotefulness,*

“ (ooooooner | gasped Bunber.

There followed a low sobbing sound
from within the study.,

Onee again Dunter's nstinct was to
turn and Hee, bt once again he failed.
The Owl of the Remove possezsed
curiosity amd cowardice to an cqual
tegree. But the fact that he was on
the right side of a locked door caused
iz enriosity to trimuph momentarily
over his fears,

Trembling Like an enormons  jelly.
Buntor bent down awd applied lus eve
to the kevhele. Buch a point of vantage
would not have revealed muoch to most

Tue Macscr Lisnany.—MNa. 921,
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juniors. But the Owl of the Remove

was a2 past-naster ot peering throagh

keyholes,

It was some moments before Billy
Bunter could accustomn his sight to the
dim light within the study, but
eventually lie made out a queer shape
moving on a level with his head, about
a yard from the door. 'The shape
gradually resolved itself into the head
of the Nabob of Bhanipur,

Bunter realizsed with a start that he
was wearing a turban, and that the rest
of hiz form was covered with Howing
Oriental robes. The Owl of the Remove
could zee the eves of the duzky junior
glinting with an orange fire, and that he
was trembling with suppressed excite-
ment.

Inky seemed to the junior in the
passage without to have become sud-
denly transformed. He was no longer
the quiet schoolboy he had always
known, but something panther-like and
sinister,

The fierce spirit of iz forefathers
who for countless generations had rule
with a rod of iren thousands of savage
men in the wilds of far-off India, seemed
to havae burst into flame through the
veneer of civilisation.

There was a look of fierce triumph in
his gleaming eyves that mwade the fat
jufiior shiver with a dread he could not

ava named,

The nabob was bending over someone
on the HAoor, his talon-like fingers
working convulsively.

That someone was Frank Nugent,

In the junior's eves was a look of
deadly fear.

“Bpare mel Spare me!” moaned
wWugent again. “ Think of my wife and
chee-1ld 1"

Inky emitted a fiendish chuckle and
peinted dramatically to a corner of

the study.

“Behold the gorefulness of thy
friends, O foolish white sahib!" he
said. " Behold their- crimson ber-lud,
with which yours shall soonfully mix!”

“Mercy, great one!"”

““ Blood, lﬁnﬂd, bload * hisszed Inky.

“HApare me "

“"Mora bloodfulpess ™
ne 3
“Oooooovocer i gasped Bunter from
the passage without,

The Owl of the Remove's solitary eve
followed the direction of Hurree Hingh's
outstretched hand. Then he hehe]:gl a
spectacle which held him frozen with
hﬂrrqirr.

Lying with their backs propped
against the wall in a eorner of the study
ho made out two more figures.

Thay were Harry Wharton and Bob

arry,

Wherton's face was splashed with red.

Nearby was an inverted ink-bottle.

ut s0 fascinated was Bunter by the
two figures that, while he saw the
hottle plainly enough, his brain failed
to register or attach any meaning to the
fact. His teeth rattled like castanets,
and his hair seemed to turn to millions
of pine in his scalp. His fat face turned
a agkg,' colour, and he let off & terrific

L L]

“ Qooocoonooooer 1

Even as he did so there came fresh
cries from within the study, followed by
the sound of heavy blows,

Biff ! "Thud! Bang!

::Il':lrzei, w]i'iit]e f?]nlli" N

elp, help, help !

“Iie, die, diel¥

"Thud !

Crash !

There came the sound of a falling
brody and a mufled groan,

Bunter shrieked.

Tue Maicxer Lispsry.—Na, 921,

sneered the

“He's killed him !

As though in reply to the fat junior’s
exclamation, came a yell of Hendish
langhter.

“Ha, ha! 8o perish all my esteemed
enemies ! The nabob's revengefulness is
complete !”

e Ow! of the Remove waited for no
more. He lumbered to his feet and fled
down the passage as fast as his fat litile
legs would carry him, yelling at the top
of his voice.

"Help! Fire! Police!™

Bunter's face had now turned to a
pale green colour. His brain wasz in a
whirl, He seemed to be conscious of
nothing but a dusky face surmounted
a scariet turban, glaring into the terr:-
hed eves of Frank Nugent.

He continued his headlong flight along
the passage, utterly obliviens of his sur-
roundings.

Three juniors loomed up before him,

They were Harold Skinner, tha cad of
the Hemove; and his two precious pals,
Stott and Snoop.

They gave a yell of alarm as they saw
the heavy form of Bunter charging
down upon them.

“ Look out, you fat ass!"

But if Bunter heard, he heeded not.
His one and all-absorbing ambiiion was
to place as great a distance between
himself and Study Ne. 1 as was possible
In 2 minimum of time.

“Ow!l Helpl” he
“They're all dead!”
Skipner & Co, endeavourad to get oub
Bunter's way.

But they were too Jate!

Crash |

Bunter charged full into them. Skin-
ner & Co. and the Owl of the Remeove
collapsed to the hard and unsympathetic
linoleum in a struggling heap.

i {}w 1!;-

Y] ?an [

" Gerroff 1

Skinner & Co. yelled.

Bunter let them yell.

Hardly conscious of what he had done,
ha struggled fo his feet and sped up
the passage again.

" After him1” yelled S8kinner,

"T'll smash him!”

“The fat worm!"

Three sore and vengeful juniors fol-
lowed in Bunter’s wake.

On and on went the Owl, running as
he had never run before. Straight for
the junior Common-room he made, at a
speed besides which a Marathon runner
of old would have locked like a modern
messenger-boy with 'an urgent telegram,

And close behind him, yelling threats
of vengeance, sped Skinner & Co.

William George Bunter sveached the
Common-room ggm-‘, hiz eyes rolling
with fear, and panting for breath,

Several juniors, ineluding Mark Lin-
lay, Bulstrode, and Fisher I, Fish, were
standing just inside the door disenssing
a chess move, But at ithe sound of
Bunter’s heavy footfalls and Skinner's
howls they turned,

velled wildly.

of

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Sold !

L Y hati®
“Jumping Jerusalem [#
“"What the thump——"
The juniors in the Com-
mon-room stared at the excited face of
Bunter in amazement.
“They're all dead!"” yelled
unable to relax his speed.
'em! He's killed them!
They're all dead! Ow!¥
Bunter tripped over a hole in {he
linoleum and erashod inte Mavk Linley,

Buntes,
[ 1] IlIlllﬂ H'I.’.'EHI
He's mad!

=

- —

Linley erashed info Bulstrode, Bulstrode
orashed into Fisher T, Fish, the Ameri-
can vrasied into the junior next to him,
and the next moment the whole erowd
crazhed to the floor other,  the fat
form of the Owl of the Remove benecath
thonr.

Bump!

Y w1

“Yoop

A sphit second laler Bkinner & Ceo.
sped in from the corridor.

. They saw the heap of stiuegling
Juniors on the floor, tried to dodae ﬁitm,
and failed.

Bump!

“*Yow-wow ™

Crash !

. Skinner & Co. joined the heap of yell.
ing juniers on the floor one  after
another,

“Wow IM

“ Draggimoff |

Yaroooh! Help! My back’s hroker
it WIJW I.“ ) ;

A vell of laughter went up from the
rest of the juniors in the Common-room.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“On the hall i*

Bulstrode broke away from the com-
batants. His nose was minus a portion
of skin, the linolenm where that organ
]];:E' Et:ruck Jlt was Elus i}lﬂl skin, and

n ois aural appendages felt as though
they had been L‘?ﬂked bﬁ mule. i

Bulstrode was hurt—and e

ANEry, ]tnu! 3

o glanced around for someone to ae-
sault. As he did so Billy Bunter's head,
followed by his fat shoulders, appearcd
from under the mass of struggling
juniors.  Bulstrode’s werful hands
gripped the fat junior by the soruff of
thE l;LEL‘II. and he commenced to pull.
o l've got the fat rolter1” he shouted.

Here he is! Gimme a hand to vank
him out, someone |

Beveral juniors rushed to Bulstrode's
assistance. But to pull the weighty car-
case of Bunter from beneath Iui? a dozen
juniors was no easy task. What the
juntors lacked in skill, however, they
made up for with force.  And after
several minutes’ hard tugging, Bunter
was hauled free and dragged to the
middle of the Common-room,

(4N ]
u

vas

, “Ow!” he gasped, rubbing the in-
ured parts of his anatomy. ** '&mp! I'ni
urt! M-my back’s cracked in a dozen

places, and I've broken iny h ! Owli™
by b ¥ heart! Owl
:'R.en]ly, you fellows——™
"Never mind about that!” snorted
Bulstrode. *“I want to know what the
Coma o Snd, pording et thi
-room  an ' '
dnﬁm ) | nocking people
y now the rest of the juniors h
struggled to their feot and] had sartzg
themselves out. They gathered round
Bulstrode and Bunter threateningly,
“What's all this rot about some
%alu-ut:a being dead?” demanded Fisher
v Fish, tenderly caressing his - loan
aw, where & heavy boot had struck it
' Hd ;n,-.:iu don't ox ia:ui why vyou wenl
mad, guess and caleulate wou'
e I you'll be
Bunter blinked at his interrogators
dazedly for & moment. Ha had not ve:
fully recovered from hiz rongh-and-
tumble on the foor. Buddenly, however,
tha memory of what he had witnessed
in Study No. 1 returned to bim, and he
let off a roar.
“Oaoooocer ! Keepimolf! Qooooer!™
'The Removites staved at cach other in
amazement. That Bunter was secaved
nearly half out of his fab wits wes
ohvious enough.
“What's the matfor,
“Explain !
* Expoimt i

psg i
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Somewhat assured by the juniors
around him, Billy Bunter pulled himself
taﬁethf:n : .

It's =it's Inky 1" he exclaimed. * He's
turned native again—"'

“(reat Scott!”

“Turned whatta "

“Turned n-native!” stuttered Bunter.
“I—I went along to Wharton's s-study
to invite him to tea, you know——"'

“Don't robt 1" cut in Bulstrode sharply.

" 0Oh, really, Bulstrode——"

Bulstrode’s jaw squared.

“Anvway, vou chaps” resumad
Bunter hu rried[;.-‘, “when 1 got there 1
heard awiul groans. I saw poor old
Wharton and Cherry on the floor. They
were both dead, and Inky was just going
to kill, Nugent—"

“"You—vou thumping Ananias!"
snorted Mark Linley, nevertheless
ﬁregﬂy puzzled over the fat junior's be-

aviour,

“I'm not!" execlaimed the Owl of the
Remove, with a show of anger. “1 saw
them both with my own eyes. Inky
was all dressed up in a turban and robes,
and he kept sayiug something about hav-
g waited vears for his revenge, Ow!
1t was horrible!™

Bunter's face turned a shade paler as
his mind went back to the scene In
Study No. 1. :

The crowd of Removites regarded him
curiously, It was obvious to all of them
that for once Bunter was telling the
truth—or, at leasi, what he believed to
be the truth.

“"The study was full of blacks,” went
on Bunter, hiz imagination getting the
botter of him.  *Inky had a—a blow-
pipe in his left hand, a chopper in the
rvight, and—and & whacking great In-
dian sword in the other.”

"“Ha, ha, ha!"

“It's nothing to laugh at!"™ gaszped
the Owl of the Remove., “Nugent was
on the fAoer, and kept begging to be
spared, Then there came a f)iﬂw and a
shrick, agyd I—I—*

“Bunked ! put in Skinner,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

_I_Blét the Removites' mirth was short-
ived.

Homething was wrong in Sindy No. 1.

The ;uniﬂ-ra’ grins gquickly faded to
looks of alarm.

Inky, though one of the most popular
members of the Remove, had always
been something of a mystery. After nﬂ,
despite his European training and the
time he had spent at Greyfriars, he was
an QOriental still, and the juniors realised
they would never knew or understand
the strange workings of his complex
mind.

“Look here, vou fellowsz!" exclaimed
Bulstrode, in alarm. “We've wasted
enough time with this fat ass already.
Let's cut utnng te Wharton's study and
see what's up.”

And pushing his way out of the Com.
mon-room, the burly junior raced along
the corridor towards the Remove guar-
ters. The rest of the fallows needed no
weging. They streamed out after him,
leaving the Owl of the Remove to follow
on_behind.

Bunter's gquecr story had spread like
wildflire, and before the ¢rowd of juniors
had proceeded very far thoy wers joined
Ly a number of others who came racing
from all quarkers.

The crowd reached Study No. 1, and
stopped by common conzent, fearfully
surveying the closed door.

A deep silence fell on the assembly,

“Buppose that, after all, Bunter was
right¥ The juniors had heard gueer
stories of civilised Indians suddenly re-
verting to native ways. They had heard
stories, too, of certain countries 1 the
East where o man would suddenly run

g K¥
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and he commenced to pull.

Bulstrode’s assistance.

Bulstrofle’s powerful hands gripped the Owl of the Remove by the scrufl of the neck
“I've got the fat rotter ! ** he shouted.
he is. Gimme a hand to yank him out, someone ! "’
But to pull the weirhiy carcase of Bunter from beneath
hall a dozen Juniors was no easy task.

‘*“ Here
Several Junicrs rushed to

(See Chapler 2.)

amok, and become for a while little
better than a madman.

It did not seem possible that the
usually cheery Nabob of Bhanipur, one
of the best-tempered fellows in the Re-
move, could have changed in such a
manner. But— .

An ominous and hrooding silence
seemed to hang over Study No. 1, If
the inmates were alive and well, they
were certainly keeping very quiet,

Bulstrode approached the door and
gripped the handle.

“Get ready to back me up, you
fellows,” he said softly. “I think the
door’s unlocked new. When I say go,
all rush in anmd collar Inky !

* Right-ho I™

Bulstrode turned the door knob. As
he had thought, the door had been un.
locked. Ilo pushed the portal in several
inches, and torned to the waiting Re-
movites.

“ Collar him !™ he shouted suddenly.

Crash !

Half a dozen juniors hurled themselves
into the study.

Fven as they did so there came o well
of alarm from within.

“ Hallo, hallo, halle ™

“What the thump!"

“¥ou burbling jabberwocks|"

“Chuck ‘em out!™

“ Chorry—"" ejaculated Bulstrode in
Amazcment.

“1'll Cherry wou, you cheeky assos!”
roaved the stentorian voice of Bob, “I'll
teach you te rush into a study like &
gang of lunatics! Hold that—and that !*

Biff I BSmack ! Thud!

Bob’s hard fist shot out righs and leit.

L1 G_ﬁr [l!

111 Ym !_'J

Smack ! Thudl

“On the ball ™

“The Lalliulness is terrifie I

In less than a couple of minutes Study
No. 1 was in a state bordering almost
on ‘chaos. Ornaments were swept from
the mantelpiece, the study table was
overturned, and pictures were zent Hy-
i’”F from the wall.

Kow !

i U I"I:H:lh: !1‘]

13 fE |

As though in a daze, Bunter's rescue
party realised that something had gone
wrong with the works, The Famous Five
were certainly not dead. They were
very much alive and—punching! And
they seomed to be punching very hard
at that. .

“ Chuck it!" velled Mark Linley. as

Tee MacNer Lisnary.—No. 921,
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Frank Nugent's fist caught him on iha
nose. " Heold vp, FPranky, it's all & mis-
take '

“It's all through Bunter!” exclaimed
Bulstrode, fractically dedging the flying
fizts of Havrry Wharton.

“Owl!l Yoop!”

“ Mo taid you were all dead ™

The Famouns Five suddenly ceazed
theiv onslanght, and glared at the in-
trinders.

“ Dead, arve we i* gnorted Johnny Bull.

“Ow!  Yoop!” groaned Bulstrode,
Llinking at the chums of ihe Remove as
though they were visitants from another
world. “You're—you're not dead,
then ¥ )

“Doesn't seem like it,” grinned Bob
Cherry, sucking a split set of knuckles,

i D‘H !II‘

“My hat " X ”

“ And Inky dido't kill sou, then®

The Famous Five gazed at cach other
for a moment, Then a look of under-
standina came into their oyes, Bud-
denly gfw;lr smiled, then they laughed,
then they doubled themselves up and
roared,

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“My only Aunt Jemma !”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Bob Cherry staggered round the study.
His usnal ruddy face was a deep purple.
Ho held his hands to his sides as though
in pain. ‘Tears streamed down his face,
and ho langhed until it seemed he would
choke.

% %&, h:i,l ha]j” »

“¥You silly chumps

“Tain't jlr'J-D lafing matter” hooted
Fisher 1, Fish ang‘l‘_ﬂj’. “That fat
galoot Bunter rushed into the Common-
room like a blessed tornado, snd told us
that Inky had killed you all. Yoooop!
T'm hurt | . ,

At length, but not without consider-
able effort, the Famous Five seemed lo
regain control of themselves, They
ceased laughiog, and stared.

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“f think Bunter must have made a
mistake,” he said slowly, )

“ M-mistake 1” echoed the Removites,

“That's it, We don’t look as thﬂu’gh
there’s much wrong with us, do we?’

i H-]"I'I.]:'I'lﬂli} tu

The rescue party starved.

Tt was true enough, Apart from the
injurics snstained in the study fight, the
Famous Five secemed to be as vight as
rain. There had been nothing wnusn
about the study or it occupants when
the reseue party dashed in, bub in their
excitement that fact escaped them.

“But tho fat fraud said Inky was wear-
ing robes and a turban,” said Bulstrode,
puzzled, ;

" Are you wearing robes and a turban,
Inhi?” asked Bob Cherry, turning to the
dusky Removite, .

“Tha esteemed answer is of the nega-
tive order, my worthy chums” purred
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh., “As you
can scefully observe, I am wearing the
Eton clothes as preseribed by my hon-
ourable preceptors.”

Bob Cherry had asked Inky a plain,
straightforward guestion, and Inky had
answered in a plain, straightforward
manner. Ho certainly was wearing
Etons, but he failed to mention that he
had only donned them about five minutes
bofore the arvival of Bulstrode & Ce.

“Well, Pm themped l” gasped Bul-
strodo at length, “ And you didn’t have
a chopper or a sword in your hand ?”

Inky shook his head.

“ Bunter must have been pulling your
leg, or imagiming things,” said Frenk
sugent,

“The fat fraud [™
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* 1 valculate T'H smash lnin ™

“ Rame here !

“"Where s hoi”

But  Williaan
nissing.

He had waited jnst long enough to
learn his mistake, He felt, after that,
1t would not bho oxactly wize to stay.
Ho, emulating the exploits of the Arab
gentleman in the poem, and wnobserved
by the rest of the juniors, he had swiftly
—and silently—stolen away,

“Well, we'll get that fat spoofer
later,” growled Bulstrode. *It's jolly

Georpe  Bumler  was

queer he should have behaved like that,

anyhow, There's something I can't
understand about it all.”

"In the ecires, we'll overlook the way
you treated us when we camo to rescue
you,"” grinned Mark Linley.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

"Thanks for nothing ! snorted Harry
Wharton, surveying the wrecked study.
“Oanly dan't rescue us too often.”

The Famous Five commenced to
straighten their littered apartment.

The rescue party regarded them in
silence for some moments,

“(h, come on!” growled Bulstrode at
length, “Let's clear off 1™

And the juniors cleared,

When they had gone the Famous Five
broke into & series of subdued chuckles.

“That was & near thing,” grinned
Frank Nugent.

“They nearly spoilt the whole blessed
show

But if the rescue party gecepted Whar-
ton'as statement that nothing unusual
had happened, they were not aliogether
convincad. As Fisher T. Fish guessed

and caleulated, there was “more in the

funny business than met the giddy
optic,'

And that was the opinion of the rest
of the party,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The School Cinema !

LANG, clang, clang !
“My only Aunt Jemima "
“What tﬁa thump was that ¥
Mark Linley and Dick Penfold
uttered those remarks.

It was the evening following the re-
poited demise of Harry Wharton & Co.
in Study No. 1. Lessons were over for
the day, and Linley and Penfold were
standing on the School House steps with
a number of other juniors getting a
breath of nir belore going in to-tea.

Clang, clang, clang !

The brazen notea of a hand-bell rang
out again,

Almost immediately there came a yell
of lavghter from a group of juniors on
their rght.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Marl: Linley & Co. surveyed each
other in amazement. Then, led by the
Lancashira lad, they dashed down the
stops and sped across the Close in the
direction wheneo the sound of the bell
had come.

Even as they did so they made out
the figure of Dicky Nugent of the Becond
Form, and hiz two pals, Gatty and
Aryors,

The three faps were survounded by a
crowd of Removites, who zeomoed to be
siffering from an advanced form of
hysteria.  As Mark Linltey & Co. ap-
proached oloser they quickly szaw the
veason for it

The three I'n!ﬁ were parading up amd
down with & big hoard on the %B.r.: and
front of them, suspended from thenr
shouldevs by straps, much after the man-
ner of those uzed by the zandwich-men
in London,

ME LITERATURE EVERY WEEK!
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“My onlv Bunday topper!? 5
Dick TPenfald. £ O caaped

"If this isn't the outside cdge!™

In their rvight hands the three fogs
each held a bell, which they were swing-
ing with more vigour than a rabid
muffin-man,

Clang, clang, clang!

Mark Linley & Co. pushed their way
thiovgh the erowd, and razed at the
boards, 'The boards, which were doue
out m Inrid colowrs, read as follows:

“Roll Up! Rell Up! Raoll Up!

THE RUPER-MAJESTIC CINEMA
ILATE WOODSHED),
The Close, Greyfrars,

GRAND OPENING CEREMONY AT
5.55 TU‘HI[‘IHT-

Bole Lessees, Proprietors, and Managers,
Harey Wharton & Co., Ltd,

SPECIAL OPENING ATTRACTION!
THE XABOB'S REVENGE!

A Thrilling Drama of the Wild and
Woolly Jungles af the Mystic Orient,
Featuring Famous

HURREE JAMSET RAM SINGH.

: Followed hy
THE TUTREYFRIARS ANIMATED
- : GAZETTE.
seenes,  Intimate and  Otherwise, of
Celebrities aml Nonentities,
Admission: 2d., 3d., and 4d. No Free
Lict,

ROLL UP! ROLL UP"

The Removites gazed at the sandwich-
boards in amazement.
A cinema show ™

i iddy aunt !

i ﬁgﬁupiv-}hjentin o

"“In the woodshed, too!”

:Ha, i, hat"

Bure you fags are not zpoofing us
demanded MHazeldene,

Emk:.r Nnﬁgut looked alarmed.

oo Here, ld up!” he exclaimed,

This iz straight, Wharton gave us
tuppence apiece for this, and promizcd
us a free seat in the show to-night.”

“Well, I'm thumped

The Removites chuckled,

“Won't old Fish teay his hair when he
hears of this!” grinned Peter Todd.
“He's got Jeft this time

The juniovs grinned,

Fisher T. Fich, the self-stylad business
man of the Remove, waz a junior who
devoted a great deal of hiz time think-
mg out schemes whereby he could
transfer the wealth of his schoolfellows—
if any—from their pockets to his own.

Ie bad worked many weird and won-
derful gchemes sines his arrival at Grey-
friars, but thiz time ibe Famous Five
seemed to havo erept in and stolen his
copyright. A school cinema, or a Grex-
friars Animated Gazette, was a wheeze
such as the ** slick ® American junior
had never thought of, :

The juniors were still chuckling at the
discombiture in store for the American
member of the Remove, when there came
a sudden vell from Bulstrade,

“I've got it!™

"“{zot what, a=zs?"

But Bulstrode did nob reply, Instead,
he turned and raced across the Cloza
in the direction of the Bupcr-Majesiic
Cinema (late woodshed)., And within a
couple of minutes the whole assembly
of juniors followed in his wake, leaving

Dicky Nugent & Co. staring after them

In amazement,
BSeveral things that had béen pugzling
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the Removites were now boginning fo
become clear. Bulstrode's  remark,
coupled with the notices displayved on
the Second Formers' boards, had sct
them thinking—and running.

As they neared the woodshed they
heard a sound of shouting, [ollowed by
an oceasional blast on a bugle, resem-
bling a country fair. Fromm the babel
the stentorian voice of Dol Cherry rose
predominant.

“Roll up—roll np—roll up! Come and
sce the grentest show on carth!”

"Ila, ha, ha!”

“(io it, Dob!™

{ome and see the wicked nabob in a
rishing, roaving tornado of  ternfic
thrills—— i

“Ia, ha, La!™

* Admission tuppence, (hreepenee, and
fourpenece a kick, Every scat guarantecd,
Standing voom only—- i

“On the ball

Bab L:h{_,ri':_.', mounted on an upturned
goapbox, was flourishing a bogle, ancd
oxhorting tho crowd of juniors to rt
with their penee to see the wicked nabol.

A sheot of canvas, stuck on the wall
behind him, depicted in lurid eclours a
dusky gontleman, attived in a scarlet
turban, who scomed to bo juggling with
hall a dozen white men with one hand
and a dozen heavily-jewelled choppers
with the other,

Bob Cherry Banged the sheet with his
bugle from time to time, lo emphasise
his remarks, Just behind him, with a
haversack slung from lis shoulder, stood
Harry Wharton, gathering a rich harvest
of coppers into iﬁn treasury.

“Rall up!™ yelled Bob Cherry, as the
fresh crowd arvived, " Uome along, my
lucky lads! Any more for the jolly old
nabab ¥*

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Mark Linley, Dulstrode, Petor Todd,
and several others who had belonged to
the resene-party, pushed  their  way
through to Harry Wharton, and paid
thoir twopences, Skinner & Co. followed,
while Twinple, Dabney & Co., of the
Upper Fourth, forgetful of their dignity
in their desire to seo tho show, yelled to
them to ot a move on.

A cheer went up as Horace Coker, the
genial ass of the Iifth, loftily laid down
a shilling for the adinission of himself
amd hiz pals, Potter and Greene, to the
beust seats the " house ¥ bhoasted,

“"Mind the wicked nabolb, Cokor!
yolled” Dolsover from the back of the
crowid. “He'll have you if you're
nanghiy 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Coker grunted, and pushed his wey
inte the woodshed,

It was alrcady packed with juniors
and seniors. There was no doubt abiout
it, Wharton's idea of a Greyiviars
Jinema had canght on. Bubk the big
attraction was, without a doubt, ithe
Greyfriars Animated Gazette,

Where or how the Famons Five had
obtained the film wos & mystery. If an
animated gazotte photoprapher had heen
near the school, or the wvillage, the
Greyfriars follows thought they  wauld
have heard about it

Quite a number of juniors were of the
private opinion that the Famous Five,
for some reason of their own, were in-
dulging in an claborate log-pull. In-
tecd, many of the fellows, less ente than
Buolstrode, still had a fecling that the
chums of the Remove had been findulg-
ing in a leg-pull at Bunter’s—und their -
cxpenzo the evening before.

They comforied themselves, howevoer,
with the reflection that if there was any
leg-pull about what they had paid fwo-
pence to see, they could nmke Hary
Wharton & Co. it up for it afterwards,

hen Coker & Co. entered the shwl,
Johnny Il was at the far ond, potting

the finishing touches to the “sereen,” a
sheet  specially  borrowed  from the
Remove dormitory for the oceasion,
fastened to the wooden wall with draw-
INg-pins,

At the other end was the “operating
box.” Tt was an affair of heavy eanvasg,
with a hole pierged in the front for the
pt‘c?c-.ﬂm' iens. Behind it, Frank Nugoent
and Inky, Ins assistant, were working
industriouasly.

" DBuck up!” shouted several voices,

“Wea want to zee the wicked nabob !

“Ha, ha, hat"

Harry Wharton put his head inte the
“hall ** and grinned.

By now the place was packed. All the
seats, nostly wooden farms, were acen-
pied, while the rest of the available snace
was erammed with jupiors standing and
peering over eaclh others' shoulders,

“Right-ho!” sang out Wharton, “Loet
her yip!™

“lood ege!”

The two lanterns with which the place
was  illuminated were  suddenly  ox-
tinguizhed. A beatn of light shot from
Nugent's box at the back, The nudienee
waited expectantly. The great show was
about to commence.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Seen on the Screen !

RRRRRRRRRRR!
Thers came a soft buzzing

nol=¢ a3 Irank Nugent com-
meneed to turn the handle of a
mintafure projectar.

The noxt moment a zub-title Aickered
on the sereen.

“THE NABOR'S REVERGE!"™
A Stirring Story of Mystic Adventure in
the Backwoods of India.
Written by Harry Wharton.
Adapted by John DBull,
Produced by Frank INugent.
Sub-edited b Frank Nugent.
Photograph ﬂ'y John DBull,
Fdited by Harry Wharton,
Suls-titles by ol Cherry.

Produced by
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
Coensored Ly No One,

A roav of laughicr went up from the
audienee.

“Ia, ha, ha!™

The sub-title flickered off amd another
taok its place.

“THE NADOD'S TEVENGE!™
A Stirring Story of Mystie Adventure in
the DBackwoods of India.
Clostumes by
Lazaruz & Co, (Friarvdale),

Exteriors by Nature,
Inteviors by TUsing Study.
CAST O CHARACTERS.
Colonel Heeza 8kamp  Harry Wharton.
e, Bawyer Bones Yoy Cherry

Signor Corta Tarta I'rank MNugent.

Ima Cheose John Bull.

THE NAPBOR OF RIITTMPEM
HURREE JAMSET RAM SINGH.

Billy Buntier tried to execute something in the nature of a double somersaull
on the study table, forgetful for ihe moment that one of the legs was kept in place
by the friendly aid of a piece of string. The table, minus one leg, was not meant
to stand such a weight as the Owl ol the Remove’s, and it didn’t !

eollapsed to the floor, and Bunter collapsed with it !

Crash [ It
(Hee Chapler 6.)

Tue AMwexer Laspany.—No, 921,
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Another roar went up f{rom the
andience.

“My only hat!”

“ My only Sunday topper

m H:: itE!:Ij mmi?!” i

“Ha, hn, ha ! )

The fact that the sub-titles were
obviously written on a slate, and then
photographed, seemed to matter not at
ali. "There was no doubt about it,. Harry
Wharton & Co. had done their work well,

The audience waited expectanily for

what was coming next. They were not
kept walting lunﬂg‘.
'f"i:m sub-title flickered away, ils place
boing taken by four figures creeping
stealthily through what seemed o the
juniors to be remarkably liko Friarvdale
Woods, but which, in reality, was eup-
posed to be the jungle of the Indian
State of Bhumpen:.

Two of the figures carried a cricket-{ he

stump each, while the other two were
armed respectively with a {tenms-ball
stuffed into the toe of a foolbnil stocking,
and an Indien elub. Judgiog by the
cxpressions on  their fzees, oud t]lﬁ
ferocity with whick they swung their
weapons of assault nbout, they appearved
to be locking for someoue to use them

01,

Suddenly the leader paused and pointed
shead.

Sitting cross-legped on the ground was
n Gpure atlired in Oriental robes and
wearing a great iurban, By the side of
ihe figure was a hookah pipe filled with
herbs, The pipe was giving off & cloud
of smoke which almost rivalled a chim-
noyv-stack on fire,

“Inky 1" gasped several voices in
UNISoN,
“The wicked nabob 1"

The leader of the four figures crept
closer and raised his stump.

There ceme a sudden yell from the
back of the hall,

* Look behingd, ass!”

* They're going to dot you ovc "

* Ooooooooer I

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Bhut up, young Nugeni "'

“Colonel Heegs Skamp and his evil
associates have been hired to slay the
voung Nobob of Bhumpem,” Bashed the
sub-title. “Unaware of his danger, he
tiks 1dly watching the chutney petals
heing walted from the curry plantation
on the gcented evening breeze, Will
Colonel 3kamp succeed, or—or——"
Apparently Colonel Bkamp did not sne-

ceed

The next pieture showed the Naboh of
Bhumpem wading into the colonel and
his pals right and lefi.

Heeza Bkamp went down to a zh:mﬁng
blow o the jaw. Dr. Sawyer Bones, an
Signor Corta Tarta followed in quick sue-
cession,  Suddenly, however, when all
secmed lost, Ima Cheesa, who was less of
n cheese than he looked, handed 1he
ll:abi:rbha blow over the cranium with the

Coh T

The audience yvelled with cscitement.

“How's that, umpive ¥

ifl}l‘tllﬂ

The nabol slumped to his  knees
Colonel Bkamp & Co. seemed quicklr to
recover, and, rising to their feet, fed
through the jungle for all they were
wortli.

There Hashed another sub-title.

“Ten years later, seeking revenge [ov
the attack made upon him in the jungle,
the MNabob of Bhumpem tracks Uoclonel
Skamp and his mu‘gllinea to the snoke-
room of the Titanie Club, London,”

Tue Maorer Lispary.—No. 921,

The film fickered for a moment, and
the audience made ovt the nabob cree
ing into what looked more like Biu
| No. 1 of the Greylriars Remove than a
club smoke-room.

Colonel Skamp & Co., otherwise the
remainder of the Famous Five—excapt-
ing Jobnny Bull, who was working the
camera—sat apparently oblivions of his
presence.  DBut they were not oblivious of
it for long. In about two seconds the
vengeance-seeking nabob got to work.

With zeveral well-gimed blows he put
three of hiz opponents down for ihe
count,

“Go it, nabob ! yelled the audience,

“ (O the balki 1™

“(Five "em zocks!™

“Ha, ba, ha!”

The nabob went at it. He may have
had to wait ten vears for his revenge, but

Wag settlirg it now, with a Vi
geance, Ouly Bignor Coria Tarin, other-
wise, Frank Nugent, remainet to be
dealt with. He lived up to hiz name. and
went down wilh a left 1o the jaw. The
nabob eprawled over him, his talon-like
fingers working ronvulsively.

==
==
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“Ooooooooer ! gasped  Galy and
Myers from their frec seats.
P " Ain't he hevce ™

The most dramaiic moment of ihe
thrilling story of mystic Oviental adven.
ture had arrived.

Frank Nugent, in order to aid fhe
dramalic effcet, cranked the handle of his
projector slower and slower,

The audience weve almost breathless
with exeitement.

Suddenly the solemn notes of the
Dead March burzt mowrnfully f(rom the
front of the hauee, ! .

Johnny Buil had brought his concerting
into play !

Bull was not a great musician, but
what he lacked n artistry e made up
for with noise, 1t secmed, however, (o
urge the nabol to geeater efforts, what
aver its eflect on the audience might have
heen.

'The nabol’s dark eyes volled and Dis
teeth glemmed.

The nnfortunate Sigeor Coria Taria
begged for merey.

Anotlier sulb-tiile fastied for n cecond,

“My day has comefolly arcived, O
white fool!  All (heie esleemed years
have [ watehfully waited, and now-— pow
W p—"

Even as ihe sub-title fikered awny
there-came & swkden hiovl fram the hack
ui the hsll.

b rapidity and veality with which thinFﬂ

“1 say, vou fellows—"

¥ E‘i?::tf up, Bunter !

“Oooooccer! I told you so! I saw it
all. I didn't—nunno, I mean, of course,
I knew it was a picture. I wasn't reaily
afraid, Ow! Yoop! Shutitoff! I
can't stand it "

There came o feirific vell of langhier
from all over the hall, -

“*Ha, ha, hal”

“You silly ass ™

By now, of cowse, the reason [fov
Punter's tervor of the dav before was
obvious enough. Indeed, wauy of thoe
jnniors had guessed at the explanation as
soon a: they had scen the postera Dicky
Nugent & Co. had heen carrying in iho
Cloze,

But ihe mentality of William Georgo
Bunter was not ns keen as that of most
of the Removites, It was not until he
had seen the whole scene being enacted
over again that be fully realised what
was happening.

He had not so far fully vecovered from
the shock to his nervous system, and the

hed happened on the screen had broughu
all the old terror rushing back nto lus
mingd.

Bunter collapsed inlo his seat, gasping.

The avdience concentraied their atten-
{ion on the pabob again. He suddenly
ecased working his fingers.  Then, as
though having comeo to a decision, he
picked wp & cricket-stimp and com-
menced to polish off hiz vietim.

AMeanwhile, John Ball worked his con-
certina frantically.

At length the wicked signor collapsed
to the ground, and the thrilled audience
were treated to the spectacle of the naboh
standing over his fallen foe much after
the monner of Ajax defying the light-
ning.

The concertina slowed lo & mournful
wail, and the stirring story of mystie
adventura in the wild and woolly
jungles of the Orient closed with anothes
Aickering sub-title;

“So perish all my esteemed enemica,
May their soles rest in peace. The
nabob's revengefulness is complete. [
have spoken.”

The audicnee roze to their feet aml

§ yelled.

Cranoash, ta-ra, crongsh !

'The applause was interrupled hy
Johnny Bull's concertina, as it broke
into & jazz melody. Almost immediatel v
No. 1 of the Greyfriars Animated
Crazette flashed on the screen.

“Pilly DBunter takes a little exercize

afler an unofficial visit to the studio
during the filming of *'The Nabolys
Revenge,”

The picture showed the fat juniar
scampering down the Remove passage
with his arms waving wildly., In the

foreground could be observed Hurree
Jamset Ram  Singh, still wearing Ins
robes and turban, And around him, now
resurrected, stood hiz late enemies,
Colonel Hecza Bkamp & Co., otherwise
tha Famous Five, grinning like & crowi
of Cheshire cats.

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the audience,
going almost mad with mirth.

“Look here, you roiters!” hooted
Buntor, starting from his seat. I dido'c
run like that. That's not me. It's all
liez, You can't pull the wool over my
oy pg——""

“Ma, ha, ha ™

“Wharton feked that ont of pure per-
sonal jealounsy e

*Ila, ha, ha !

Bnter's protosts were drowned by tha
ynkrs’ Lowls,
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Then came No. 2 of the Gazette.

“When the cat’'s away the mice _\1.1[1
play, Grevfriars juniors enjoying a little
vaoficial reloxation.”

Thera followad a close-up of three
juiors standing inside the door of the
woptl-shed. They were puffing with well-
siraulated enjoyment at a cigaretre, which
was being handed round one to j’he other,
The three juniors in  guestion were
Harvold S8kinner and his two precions pals,
Stolt and Bnoop.

An angry yvell went up from Skinner.

“You—yvou rotter, Wharton [”

“Ha, ha, ha ! howled the andience.

“Caught in the giddy act 1™

*This is great !

“My only Aunt Jemima!l™

Skinner jumped from his seat und
mnde & wild dash towards the improvi=ed
operating-box, behind which Frank
Mugent waz handiing the projector.

“ Look out !”

¥ Stop him 1"

Skinner's face was white with angee

Had he reached the operating-box there
would have been litile left of the pro-

cetor. But, unfortunately for Skinner,
illﬁ tripped over the extended leg of
Horry  Wharton and crashed to the
ground.

Bump !

“Yoooop !

“Ha, ha, ha!"

¥Berve him righi !

Mugent suddenly switched off the pro-
jector, and the performance camo to an
ubrupt end.
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“Look here, vou bl spics
hegan Skinner, serambling to his feet.

Dut no one was interested in Skinner
just then.

“Three cheers for the nabob ! velled
a voico.

" Hooooooray ™ .

“An' now tell us how yez did it, in-
toirely, yez bpa.llpaen,” demanded Micky
I:jlamnnd, the lad from the Borrowful
Islo.

Harry Wharton grinned and juwnped
on Lo a form.

Ho explained in a few words how a
“ Home Cinema Camers and Projector ™
had been sent to Lovrd Mauleverer, the
Slacker of the Remove, by his uncle, who
had recently entered upon & business
vareer in the film trade. DMauly, how-
ever, had been too lazy to try the camera
out, 50 Harry Wharton & Co. had
borrowed it to sec what they could do
with it.

“The camera we took the films with
iz in my study now,” concluded Whar-
ton, “and any fellow who wants to come
and have a look at it is welcome. Mean-
while, I propose a vote of thanks to
Mauly as ihe founder of the feast—or,
rather, the camera.”

“Liood egg "

“Come o, Maunlsy !

But Maunly did not come on,  His
name was shovied apain and again,
"The only answee the juniors recoived,
however, was a =nore from o bench in
the front of the *house.”

The schoolboy ear]l was fast asleep!

“MNever mind about Mauly now,”
grinned Tom Drown. *I vote we potb
hack and bave a look at thizs blessed
camera.”

“Hear, lear!™

And excitedly discussing the possi-
hilities for the futore vse of the fhn
eamera, the juniorz trooped out of the
wogdshed and across the Close to the
Schaol House.

All unconseions of the 0wl of the Remove's presence, the bold blades of the Sixth

eommenced their game.

When they had properly got going Billy Bunter carefully
poked the lens of the stolen film camera round the

began to turn the handle.

agi: of the curfain and slowly

{:See pler 6.)

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Wharton's Seoop !

it A, beasts!”
i Billy anter
remark.

Ho stood outside tho dezerted
woodshed and glared through Ins big
spectacles at the retveating Juniors,

Bunter was angryv—and his anger was
due to more reasons than one,

For several days the juniors had given
him the cold shoulder. That fact had
made Bunter wvory sore.  But he was
even more sore from the bumping he
had received at the hands of Bulstrode's
rescente party after their adventure in
Study Ne. L.

Then had  come
Animated Ciazotie.

Bunter had temporarily possessed the
power yearncd for by the post—he had
seen himself as others saw him. And he
had not found the spectacie of himself
flecing wildly down the Remove passage
very edifving. Inderd, it seemed to the
fat junior to be adding insult to injury
with a vengeance,

“ Reasts ' snorted Bupter again. “I'Il
show "em !

The fat junior rolled info ithe School
House trring to think of some scheme
whereby he could get even with the
Removites—Harry Wharton & Co. 1
particular—for what he had suffored.
But think as he might, no idea would
come to him.

IF'or the rest of the evening Bunter
walked shout with a heavy frown on lis
fat brow. But by the time the juniors
refired to the dormitory be was just as
far from getting hiz bright idea as he
hiad been in the imgiuning.

wttered  that

the Ureyfriars

Lessons passed the next day, but still
Bunter's plan for getting even had
failed to form itself. The Remorites,
however, save for an occasional grin
when they recalled the figure he had cut
in the Animated Cazette, took no notica
of hima, It seemed that, as far as they
wora concerned, no such person as
William George Bunter so much as
graced the earth with his fat presence.

“Ow! It's no good !’ moaned Bunter,
a5 teatimo approached. “I can't get
any blessed 1des! I'm too hungry ¥

As the pangs of hunger began to affect
the fat junior, the 1dea of revenging him-
self on his Form-fellows seemed fo abate.
There was not room in Bunter's power-
ful mind for more than one idea at a
time, And the sole idea that dominated
hiz mind now was to find nourishment—
and lots of it—for the delicate constitn-
tion ho persuwaded hintself ho suffered
from.

As the hour of tea approached nearer
Bunter began to relent. Bunter would
have forgiven his greatest enemy for a

oughnout,

“ After all, it's rotien to bear malice,”
he toeld himself, with a fat smirk, “T
hiope I'm generous enough to overlook
the faultz of minds smaller than my
own. It's not Wharton's fault that he's
s0 beastly jealows of me. I can't help
being so—s0 good-looking and—and so
talented, It's only natural, I suppose.
I [orgive the rotter!™

As Bunler's process of relenting pro-
ceeded be grew almost. mellow towards
Wharton. After all, there was usually
a well-latd table in Study No. 1, he
thought, and if he was big-hearted
enough to focpive Wharton, perhaps the

Tue Muoxer LigrisRY.—No. 8921,



10 LONG COMPLETE STORIES _ﬂF HARRY WHARTON & CO. EVERY WEEK!

uoﬂtnin of the Remove, shamed by his
noble example, would endeavour to
muke amends by inviting him to tea.

“That's it,"” murmuraf:ﬁuntcr to him-
gelf. “I'll go and tell them they're [or-
given. Personal jealousy is a %mrrible.
thing. It's not my fault I'm so blessed
talented—I wish I wasn't sometimes.
Still, I suppose if Wharton was as clever
as mie I should be the same.”

A succulent adour of fricd eggs wafled
{from an adjacent study clinched the fat
junior’s decision.  Opening his study
door, he made hiz way ount into the
yassage and procceded towards Study
No. 1.

Heo had not gone far, however, when
he met Bulstrode coming down the
passage with a parcel of tuck under his
artn. Bunter thought that if he was

oing to forgive Harry Wharton & Co.,
ﬁe might as well throw in Bulstrgde, too
and do the job properly. He u.[:pru&chuﬁ
tha burly Removite with & smirk on his

fat faco.

“Hallo, Bulstrode, old chap!” ho
Lbogan genially. “Can I help——"

o Rﬂﬁ away !

“Heally, DBulstrode, you look tired,
you know, old fellow—" .

“Buzz off |7 roared Bulstrode, swing-
ing up his powerful fizt threateningly.
“énmﬁ back when you've learned to
behave like a gentleman instead of like
a pig! Bavvy ™ (ot

“ Wow ! Bunter gasped ; and deciding
that discretion was the beiter part of
valour, he rolled on in no very pleasant
frame of mind. ¥or a moment he was
tempted to reconsider lhis decision to
forgive his  Form-fellows, but the
fragrant odour of freshly made tea from
the end study caused him to go on.

He thought of Bruce and the spider,
and decided to try again. So, en-
deavouring to put on a pleazant expres-
sion, he arrived at Study No. 1 and
pushed apen the door, —

The Famone Five, who were sitting at
tea disoussing the making of another
film, looked u? W surprise,

“1 say, you fellows,”™ bogan Bunter, by
way of a real friendly opening, “I
haven't zseen you for quite a long time,
vou know.”

The Famous Five stared.

“I beg your pardon, sir?” said Harry
Wharton, with mock polifeness,

“0Oh, really, you rot—I mean, how
sre you, Harry?” inquired Dunter, in-
wardly seething with rage. "“I—I was
;.a,g,ring, it's a long time sinco I saw vou

Bunter bhlinked expectantly through
hiz big spectacles. far, lus friendly
overtures did not seem to be going glite
the way he had hoped.

“Tie eny of you fellows know this—
phem — stout  gentleman ! inguired
Wharton, turning to his chums.

“He, ha, ha!"

“ Nunno I

“And don't want tol”

“Thea nofulness 13 terrific !

“Look hore, you silly asses ! suddenly
roared tha “stout gentleman.” exasper-
ated bevond all contral. “Foun can't
meke me look a fool—"

“No. need to,” said DBob Cherry
swectly,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Can't improve on Nature,” added
Frank MNugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the rest of the
Famous Five.

Harry Wharton turned to Thunter with
il_ serious expression on his vsually cheery
ace.

“It's like this,” he said. “As we told
vou the other day, we don't want any-
thing to do with you until you alter.
Stop spying through kevheles. Stop
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raiding study cupboards. Step telling
lies, SHtop being an awiul, fat, swind-
ling ugluttun—th&n woe might tolerate
you.

_ "And the next time I catch you play-
g Paul I'ry through the keoyhole 1'11
take a shot at you with the film camera
andl sond the resalt te the Head,”
threatened Bob Cherry grimly.  “ Now,
buzz off, before wo bump you I

C" Hear, hear!” added the rest of the

0.

" Lt the buzefulness be terrific”

Bunter glaved.

“You—vou rotters!™ he hooted.

L1 S{!ﬂt!”

“1 eamie to forgive you——-="

“ Buzz off 1"

“Y overlooked vour rotien personal
jealonsy—="

“Vamoose 1™

1;' Int T don’t want to know you after
a '_'_-J'

“Good 1”

Bunter was blinking rapidly through
his big spectacles. Tﬁu lack of interest
in his remarks seemed to infuriate him
still more,

"¥Yah, cads!" he shouted.

The chiums of the Bemove restrained
themselves with an effort. Had they not
been at tea the fat junior would have
been thrown out en his neck long hefore.

“ Buzzfully vamoose, my plump chump-

fulness,” advised the Nabol of Bhanipur,
" ¥ou — you rotten black-faced
nigger ! hooted Bunter, letting himself

O,

€ There 13 a limit to all human endur-
ance, Harry Wharton & Co. had reached
that limit, Bunter’a last remark was
more than they could be cxpected to
stand. They did not stand it They rose
suddenly to their feet, their faces suf-
fused with anger.

“Collar him!"”

Bunter realised that he had said too
much., He made a rush to escape—but
he was too late. The angry juniors sur-
rounded him, and he was promptly
collared.

“Bump him!” yelled Johnny Bull.

Many hands gripped the fat junior,
He yefled and sguirmed, but in vain.
He was yanked off his f[eet, and the
next moment his heavy carcase struck
the hard and unsympathetic linoleum
with conciderable force,

Bump !

Bunter let off 2 wild howl

“Yawoooh I

Bump, bump, bump |

“Ow! Yooooooop!"

“And again!®

Bump !

“Yarooaooh 1

The fat carcase of the Owl of the Re-
move smote the linolenm many more
times in rapid and painful suceession.
Then, feeling that justice had at last
heen done, the Famous Five dribbled
him out into the passage.

“Ow! Yooop!™ howled Bunter, ach-
ing.in every bone. ¥ My back’s fractured
in three places! Wow ¥

“That's only a sample ! snorted Bob
Cherry. “Now buzz off before you get
the rest!™

“Ow! You rotters!” groaned Bunter,
glaring weathfully at the Famous Five.
“T'I—=I'll make you sit up for this, you
beasts ! Groooooough I

The Famous Five withdrew into their
studv and slammed the door behind
them. Bunter remained on the floor
ﬁhtmﬁ' at the portal. If looks could

ave killed, Bunter's look would have
withered -the door, and caused the
Famous Five to expire behind it.,

“Ow! DBeasts! groaned
apain,

he Owl of the Remove picked him-
self up. Adjusting his spectacles on his

¥

Bunter

|

fat nose, he proceeded up the passage
all the brotherly love he had mnmif&&
for Harry Wharton & Co. some ten
minutes before turning to hate again.

Bunter had not gone far, however,
when the form of Gerald Lader, the
bullying prefect of the Bixth, loomed
up before him. In Loder’s hand was a
stout ashplant, and on his face was an
cxpression that plainly denoted trouble
for someone,

Farlier that day, Buanter had made an
unoffictal vizit to Loder’s study cup-
board. Loder had not been in his study
at the time. But Dunter was not a
wouth to stand upon ceremony. He had

clped him:elf to what he had wanted
—as much as he corld get—and had de-
parted, forgetting to mention the fact.

Bunter often forgot little things like
that. In fact, he did not trouble to
remember them, But what he had tried
to remember he had forgotten—and that
was to keep strictly out of Loder's way,

The fat junior saw Loder at pma_-l"se?;r
the moment der saw him,

“Ow 1 he yelled, in alarm,

“Come here, Bunter!" shouied Loder,
swishing the ashplant.

Bunter did not accept Loder's invita-
tion, however. He felt it was not given
in a spirit of friendliness.

“Ow 1™ he yelled again.

The next moment he turned and
bolted,

Loder was afier him like a shot,

Az the fat junior reached the end of
the passage, the prefect’'s hand closed
on the collar of his jacket.

There are moments when the human
mind works with a rapidity that would
make a slow-motion flm lm{ like a flash
of lightning.,

Bunter's mind worked like that now,
He gave a yell of fear, and, wriggling
his arms from his jacket, dashed on
down the passage, leaving the infuriated
prefect holding the collar of his empty
g‘an&cnt. Liiad -

“"You—yon youn oun rat
Loder, - YO8 &

“Ow! Lemme go!”

A wyell of laughter went up from
several Juniors at the top of the stairs,

"“Ha, hn; ha I*

“Old ele’ I

Regardless of the vells of the Eemow-
ites, er sped after Bunter. The pre-
fect reached the top of the stairs a split

Ll
+

second behind the fat junior. The next
moment, Loder slippe uﬁ on the shiny
linaleum, and shot, feet first, down the
entira flight.

Bump, bump, bump!

Bunter was not expecting Loder at
that moment. And before he had time

to jump out of the way, the prefect’s
outstretched legs caught him up like a
cow-catcher, and the two finished the
journey together, landing with a loud
ump at the botlom.

“Ow! Yeroocoooogh!™

Laoder was still elutching Bunter's
jacket with one hand and the ashplant
with the other. Before the fat junior
had time to rise, the prefect had flun
the jacket over his head, and commence
to wade in with the ashplant.

Thwack, thwack, thwack!

Y ! étﬁppit, vou beast! Yooooop !

“"Take that—and that—and that!"”

Each “that * was a heavy swipe with
the ashplant. DBunter held them! He
had no choice in the matter.

“You thieving young rascal!” ]]'ba;uted
Loder, d::rinlg deadly work with the ash-
plant. “I’ll teach you to keep your fat
paws out of my cupboard!™

Thwack, thwack, thwack!

By now a crowd of juniors had assem-
bled at the top of the stairs, and wera
urginf the prefect on to greater efforts
with loud wyells, But Loder needed uo
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urgings, He waded inlo the unhappy
Dunter until his arm ached. At length,
however, he desisted, and flung the
groaning Bunter away from him,

“That'll do for now!™ he snorted,
“"I'm going to give you the same to-
morrgw, and 30 on [or the next three
dayz. I'll core you of pilfering, vou
voung rotter!”

And with that, Loder proceeded on his
wavy.

L) ﬂw[ﬂ'
dring I

He staggered painfully to his feet to
ascend the stairs. As he did so, he saw
the Famous Five standing at the top.
Harry Wharton had Mauleverer's film
camera In his hand, and a smile of
tumrked satisfaction on his face.

“AllL right, Harry¥” demanded Bob
{'harry.

“Got the lob” replied Whartorn.
"My giddy aunt! Won't the
fellowa roar when they see this!?
It's the biggest scoop we've got
for the Ammated, so far. Come
on, chaps, lel's get back and
develop 11"

And still grinning, the Famous
Five wvanished,

A cold feeling ran down DBun-
ter's spine as the meaning of
Wharton's remarks dawned upon
him. To suffer as he had done was
Lad enough, but to have his suffer-
inga filmed for other fellows to
laugh at, he felt, was the absolute §
Linnat. :

Bunter stapgered awar. There
was one thought only in Ins mind
vow, atd that was tugﬂt even with

groaned Bunter, *I'm—I'm

'y

iarry Wharton Clo.—and ,I'_
Cierald Loder—at all costs! 4
»
THE SIXTH CHAPTER. %
Bunter’s Brain Works ! .

ILLIAM GEORGE DUXN-

TERL reached Study No.

T in no very pleasant

frame of mind. He

settled himself in the arnnchaic

and scowled ab thoe emply fireplace.

“Yah! DBeasts!™ he snorked.
“T'll show 'cm!"”

The Owl of the Remove thought
Turiously [or some moments.

Instead of baving only Earry
WWharton to get even with, he had
now Included Lodor in his ven-
detta.  To score off the Famons
Five was no small task in itself;
Lut to score off Harry Wharton &
Lo, and Loder as well, seemed to
the fat junior o very tall order
indeed.

“Ow!"” proaned Bunter. Itz all
through that blessed Blin camera!™

At certainly seemed that since the arri.
vul of the film camora Bunter's troubles
had inoreased, and ha had a vague feel-
itg that those troubles were to increase
etill more.

First, there had been the business in
Study No. 1, whon Harry Wharton &
o, were flming the “Nabob's Re-
venge.” And as a direet resolt of that,
there bad followed a rough-—very rough
—handling from the reseue pacty after

wards.

Eidicule had Leen added to pain by
the picture Bunter had secu of him:ml?f
oit the GreyFriars Animated Gazette, and
it lodked as though more ridiculo was to
follow when Harry Wharton developed
the DBl of the ncident with Cerald
Loder,

“Ow ! proaned Dunter apain, “The
wwlul beasts ! Life tn this blessed schiool
'l worth living !

Dol Cherey's threal to  photogeaph
b, and lo send the resultant filin to

the Head if he {taught Lim at any of
hiz “keyhole tricks,” flazhed back to
Bunter's mind,

“It's blackmail, that's what it fz!"
groaned the fat junior. “The awlul
rotters! It isn't even safe for me to
bTrraw a znack from a oupboard now.
The rotters might be sneaking about
at the time and make a Glm of it! Owt”

The thought of what the owner of the
“borrowed ¥ grub would say when he
zaw the “borvowing * taking place on
the screen in the woodshed caused the
Owl of the Remove to shiver with
upﬁrehens{am

unter had been filmed without his
knowledge or consent once, and he
realised that 1t could easily be done
again, The more Buuter thought, the
more he became convineed that the film

ramera was the cange of all hizs troubles,

FRicE
TWOPEHLK. Il
. The frown wvanished [rom DBunter's

face as though by magic, its place Leing
taken by & fat grin.

he next moment he commnenced to
execute a wild danck round the study
until the ornaments trembled and
jumnped on the mantelpiece and one of
the:" pictures came crashing from the
wall.

*“*He, he, he 1" he cackled. *The very
thing! They can’t make a fool of me—
I'm fop flyl He, he, ho!”

In hiz exuberance, the Owl of the Re.
move tried to execute something in the
nature of a double somersault on the
study table, forgetful for the moment
that one of the legs was kept in placa
by the friendly aid of a piece of string.

The table, minus one leg, was not
meant to stand such a  weight ns
Bunter's—and it didn't!

It collapsed to the floor, and
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True, there was Loder, But the
trouble with Loder eould not be blamed
to tho same cause.

Bunter felt Loder eonld wail.

Then be remembered Loder’s threat !

The Sixth Form prefect had promised
iy two wore lickiugs: one to-imorrow
and one the day alterwards, And kuow-
g Loder as well az he did, the fat
juwimor vealised that iz thecat was not
an idle one,

Buwnter fell thal Loder could not wait,
after all!

The Owl of the Remave thought of the
old tag to the ¢ffvet that trovbdes never
coine =gy,

“w !l Tlas is awful!”

William George Dunter was fecling a
vory meeh imjnred person.

“What T want is some wheezo lo do
Wharten  and  Twder in the eyve
tagether,” ke mutteved, eoulinnivg to
blink futo the empty grate. "My anly
hatt" he cxelaimed suddenly, b
very ddea ! Ile, he, hel”
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saves
disappoiniment.—Editor,

Bunter, unable to save himself,
collapsed with it.

bz !
. “Yaroooogh!” he roared, Rirk-
ing himsolE ur and tenderly
feeling his ample carcase. “I'm

hurt | Groooght”

But the Owl of the Remove did
not permit the incident of the
collapsed study table to worry lum
for long.

Bunter wa= used to humps!

had thonght of the great
wheeze  whereby he loped  to
escape  the series of lickings

romised by Loder, and by which
we hoped to get even with Harry
Wharton & Co. st the same time.

“T'll do i1 he chuckled
delightedly., “What a really rip-
mng idea! I'll teach the rotters!™

The fat Owl zurveyed his ample
roflection in the cracked mirror
over the maniclpicee with marked
satiafaction. The fat Removite
had conceived many ideas for

/

! getting even with varions mem.
gy bers of Lis Farm in tho past. Un-
J.‘ll' fortunately, however, those ideas
i had como home to roost, as it
(M woere,  Now, however, ho felt he

had rveally got the one idea with-
out a single flaw that was going to
prove a winner all along the line.
The Owl of the Romove care-
fully went over the points of his
stheme apain. Boat think as he
might, ho could find no way of
mmproving upon it. As Fisher 7T
Fizh might have remarked, it was
the “real, gilt-edged poodst®
“Jolly good job I heppencd to

.
i

Al

dropp  into that Dbeast Lodee's
study, after  all!”  murmured
DBunter, to himsclf. “I don't

lelieve tho beaszt knew 1'd spoticd the
{'H::rl. and stuff at the back of thoe enp-
ward. Loder's going lo have ona of his
ratten smoking partics with Carne and
Walker!  Disgraceful, I call it!" la
added virtuously,

! William George Dunter pondored furs

b,

“Lomme see, now,™ hie went on. “I'd
better grab that camera, first of all, and
got it along o Loder’s study in readi-
ness, [ expect Wharton and Nugent are
up in the box-room developing that
blessed film they took a little while ago.
te, he, ho! Things coulduw’t have worked
out better.”

He glapeed at hiz watel,

It was about time that Leder, in Lifa
capacity of prefect, would be visiting
Wingato, the head prefect, 1o make his
report. Bunter realiced that if his schemo
was to have any chance of success, Lia
wonld have to get to work quickly.

The first part of his rcheme involved

-:r'utaininF auleverar's filin eamera from
k T'ar Micwer Lisewry.—No. 021,
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Wharton's study before the chums of the
Remove returned from the box-room,
snd pgetting it to Loder’s study during
the prefect’s absence. .

* He, he, he!"” sniggered Bunter again.
“I'll teach the rotters!” i

And with that he quitted his own
apartment and made his way in the
direction of Study No. 1.

When he arrived there, as he had ex-
pected, he found it was empty.

Across in a corner near the window the
fat junior made oiit the object of his
visit—Mauleverer's film camera.

e camera was a small affair, not
much larger than an ordinary J:En!urllai
camera. 'The only difference was that it
was fitted with two metal drums to con-
tain the negative film, and a small
handle to turn it through the lens,

“My hat " murmured Bunter. “This
is & Lit of luck, and no mistake !™

Bunter entered the study and made a
rapid examination of the camera. As
ho did so a gront of satisfaction escaped
him.

It certainly secmed that the fickle God-
doss of Luck was emiling upon the fat
junior ; indeed, it might almost be said
that she was leaning down and caressing
him.

The upper spool of the camera was
charged with a roll of negative film in
readiness for use—just as Harry Whar-
ton & Co. had left it.

Bunter’s knowledge of film photo-
graphy was far from being exkensive.
But he realized that, with the camera
charged rcady for use, all he had to do
was to open the lens shutter and turn
tha handle. .

True, Bunter knew next to nothing
about developing, but he saw it would
be an easy matter to detach the lower
spool when the film had been used, and
get the result developed by somcone else
—probably the chemist in Friardale
village.

“Sa far so pood,” thought the fat
junior, “If I can get the blessed thing
up the passage without any rotters spot-
ting me, nearly half the job is over™

The Owl of the Remove picked up the
camera and orept to the study door.
Carefully opening it, he peered up and
down the passage. Most of the Re-
movites wera engaged on preparation
for next day's lesson in their studies.
Mot a soul was in sight.

Bunter stepped out of the study and

cautiously rolled along the passage to-
wards the Bixth Form quarters, He
reached ILoder's study without encoun-
tering either & junior or a senier, and
tapped on the door.

Silence. .

Bunter was not expecting any veply,
but he thought it hest to be on the safe
side. If Loder had returned unexpect-
adly, or before time, the Owl of the

move was hoping to mumble some
excuse to account for his presence. But
no excuse being now necessary, he
pushed open thae deor and stepped inside.

Even as he did so footsteps sounded
in the passage without. AT

“Wow!" gaiped the fat junmior in
alarm. *“He's coming!”

The 1
guickly around in scerch of a Ilidmgiu
place.” The heavy curtains were still
waving from the draught caused by the
opening of the study door. :

Bunter scunttled behind them with a
sigh of relief. ;

he eurtains, which had been provided
by Loder himself, were made of thick
velveteen, They reached from the cor-
nice-pole at the top of the windows to
the floor, and, providing he remained
still, there was little chance of Bunter's
presence in the study being suspected,
so completely did they screen him.

A second or so later the study door
opened, and Loder entered.  Behind
him were Carne and Walker, his two
precious pals,

i My ﬁ:t-!” gasped Bunter softly.
“The beast is back early. I was only
just in time.”

“Maka yourselves at home, you
fellows,” exclaimed Loder gemislly.
“Wingate and North have got the job
of seeing lights out, 5o we might just as
well get busy now.”

*All gerene ! .

There came the seraping of chairs and
the sound of the study cupboard being
openad.

“Lucky for me I planted the stuff at
tha back of the shelf,?” came the voice
of Loder again. “That fat clam Bunter
was rooting around here this morning.
If it waen't for the fact that he was so
busy stuffing himself with the pastries
I'd got in ﬁle'd have seen the hottles,
and thon the fat would have been in
the fire.”

“The fat vyoung spy!" grated Carne.
“You neced to watch him, Loder.”

Bunter stood beohind the curtain, the
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Owl of the Remove glanced

film camera in his hand, his fat-knees
knocking together with fear. When he
had first conceived his great wheeze 10
get even with Loder, the idea of hiding
himsell in the prefect’s study had reemaed
simple enough, But now it came (o
carrving it out, he was beginmng lo
think he had been over bold, Had
Bunter been able to seuitle nway from
the study he would willingly have done
so. But it was too late for him o
change hiz plans now. There was only
ane thing for it, and that was to remain
hidden, and carcy out hiz plan as at
first intended.

“Wow [ he groaned softly.
awful 1

All unconseious of the fat junior's
presence, Loder produced from the study
cupboard two bottles, Next followedl
drinking glazses, a pack of playing-cards,
and a box of cigarcttes,

“Help yourselves, yon fellows,” said

Er.

“What-ho!"

“This is something like 1™

His heart beating like a hammer, the
Owl of the Remove pesred round the
edge of the curtain. Tho three black
sheep of the Sixth were scated at the
study table smoking and drinking.

Dazpite his inward fear, Bunter per-
mitted himself a soft chuckle, 'That the
seniors had no inkling that they were
observed was obvious enough. Loder
undid the pack of ecards and shufled

them with a dexterity born of long
practice,

“What shall it be?” ha demanded in
a low voice. “Nap or banker ¥

“Oh, make it banker,” suggested

arnc,

Right-ho, then! Tl deal.”

Loder dealt the cards, and the gamo
commenced. As it proceeded Bunter
felt his courage slowly roturn. He [elt
that his luck was in with a vengeance,
So far, his great scheme had carried
without & hiteh. If only he succeeded in
getting away from the study again with-
out his presenco being discovered, the
rest of his scheme would be as easy as
rolling off a form,

Loder drained his glass, and reached
out for a bottle to replenish it. As he
did so Bunter carefnlly poked the lens
of the stolen film camera round the edge
of the curtain, and slowly commenced
to turn the handle.

An hour passed slowly by.

“Wow " mutlered Bunter, upon whom
the strain of standing still behind the
curtain was boginning to tell. “I'll be
bedtime in a few minutes, and I can't
get away.”

Angther five minutes
Loder rose to his feet,

“Got any more cigs in your place,
Carne?" ho asked.

Carne nodded,

“Goosd!  We're running a bit low.
Let's go up and get them. It'll stretch
our legs for a fow minutes, then we can
sattle down for another counle of hours,”

A few minutes later the three seniova
left the atudy.

Bunter breatned a sigh of relief,

Detaching the lower drumn of the
camera, which now contained the ex-
Posed film, he hid it beneath his jacket.
Then, placing tha camera on the Hoor
behind the eurtains, ho stole ont of the
study and seuttled for all he was worth
to his own quarters.

“My hat!” gasped Bunter, as ho saw
Wingate shepherding the juniora to their
dormitorics. * Just in time! It worked
like a blessed charm. He, he, he!™

Bunter retired to bed that night tt-itjm
a feeling that he had done a good day's

“This iz

passed, and
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vark, As for Loder & Co., all uucon-
scionz of what had happened, they re-
turned to their game, and plaved bliss-
fully on until the crowing of a cock m &'
field at tho back of the school warned |
it of the approach of dawn.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Sorry Spectacle !

i HAT fat thief's pot it right
enoigh !
Harry Wharton nttered that

remark,

1Tis wsnally cheery face was clonded
with an angry frown,

Hoe waz standing in  the Junior
(Commen-raom, surrounded by the rest
of the Famous Five and a number of
ather joniors.

It was Wednesday afternoon, a half-
haliday at Greyfriars. The juniors had
arranged to spend the aflernoon with
AMlanleverer's film camera. The sun was
stiining brighily in tha Close. It was
an wleal day for their purpose. There
vas one flv in the ointment, however,
The filin cawera was missing !

Most of the Hemove had been ques-
tioned, but they appeared to know no-
ety about ik, It seemed, therefore,
that there was only one junior who could
have taken it, That junior was William
Ceorge Bunter. But Bunter was miss-
Hig, too!

"'ﬁ‘-'nit- till I find him 1" snorted Johnny
Ehacli.

“Tll smash him " .

“The smashfulness will be of the ter-
rific order!™

“ Hear, hear !

At that moment Loder of the Sixth
piat his head round the door.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exelaimed Bob
Cherry, " What's up, Loder "

Seern Bunter " Jdemanded Loder.

A yell of laughter greeted the prefect’s
rpaeskion.

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Anything funny in that?" snarled
the senior.  “I'm looking for Bunter "

8o are we,” grinned Johnuny Bull,

“ He's pinched our film camers,™ added
Frank Nugent.

Loder snorted.

In ks hand was a stout ashplant. Late
hours the night before had not improved
the prefect’s temper, He was thereloro
=ceking out the fat junior with the kindly
mtention of giving him his promised
licking for the day, s a means of reliev-
g his [eelings,

“All right ™ he growled.
g clown to the village.
byi 1

Loder strode on,

“Poor old porpoise!” grinned Frank
f'«'ugl:]'li'. “If Loder mects him in the
village and wallops him, and then he gets
another walloping from us as soon as he
wels e the school gates, il be the end
of a perfect r;]ni.*. L

““Ila, ha, ha i

Loder returned to his study for lus cap,
and five minutes later was striding down
the voad leading to Friardale willage.
‘The prefect evenfually reached the little
Iligh Street, where he made several pur-
cvoases, He was about to turn out on to
thie Courtficld Road when he observed a
innior wearing 8 Graylriars cap cmerging
fvom the chemist's shop.

It was William George Bunter!

Bunter observed Loder at precisely the
sue moment that Loder obzerved him,
From instinel more then anything elze he
turned fo bolt, But, as though suddenly
changing s mind, he staod his ground.

Loder grinned savagely, and, derting

“I've got to
I might meet

ST L L EL R LY B B

nivoss the voad, gripped the fat junior
L s ear,
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in amazement.

A great yell of Jaughler went up from the Removites assembled round the school

gates as Gerald Loder and his new-found friend, William George Bunter, appeared.

** Well, if this doesn’t beat the whole giddy orchesira ! "' gasped Harry Wharton

The Removites roared again and again,

Georald ** clinging affectionately to Bunter's fat arm was certainly funny.
(See Chapler 8.)

The speetacle of ** little

“"Wow ! Legego! Yoop!" gasped the
Owl of the Remove, “Don’t you touch
me, er, or you'll regret it. Lemme
aloue, or the Head'll know about your
robten party lask night—"

Loder suddenly released the fab junior
and gasped.

“Whal do you mean, you fat spy 7 he
hissed.

“You know what I mean!” exclaimed
Bunter darkly. *“You can't pull the
wool over my eves. I'm too fAy! He,
he, he !"

The prefect regarded the fat junior
t‘:uri{mﬁﬁ, There was something about
Bunter's attitude he could not quite
understaned. He felt it would pay him to
move carciully for & while,

“1 know all about your rotten smoking
and dunking !"" went on Bunter threaten-
ingly,  * Andd you call yourself a prefect !
He, he, he! You can’t afferd to quarrel
witit me 1

Loder's face paled,

It dawned upon him suddenly that not
only did Bunter know what had passed in
his shudy the nght belore, but that he
had zome oflier card p hiz sleeve az well,

TAre von suggesting there avas smok-
ing and drinking in my study last
night*” demanded Loder, in a quicter
voles,

“That's i£1" smiggered Bunter,

“1 see,” said the Sixth-Former grimly.

“1 almost feel it iy duby to report the
matter to the Head,” said the Owl of tho
Remove, with a well-assumed air of
virtue. * For the sake of the old school
[ should feel 1t v duty. I've got the
reputation of Greviviars at heart, and I
wouldn't like to seo its—its concussion
besmirched by o rotter like you I™

“You fit spy!” grated Loder. “Do
vou think the Head's likely to take your
word against mine ¥

Bunter sniggored.

“I've got proof ™
triumphantly. :

Az he spoke, the fal junior tapped a
tin box e had beea carrying beneath his
avim. Loder snatched the box from
Bunter's hand, and stepped to the side of
the road. The next moment he had
wrenched it open and wa: exaomining the
contents.

The Owl of the Remove regacded him
with o fat sinirk.

“You—you awful toad!” enorted the
profect suddenly, his face turning from
pale to purple. “ You—jyou fat rotter!
Ho this 13 your pame, 15 it? Youn—you
are—"

Waords failed the Sixth-Former. He
stood and glared at Billy Bunter, his

(Continwed on perge 16.)
TaE Macser LpBany.—No.
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INDOOR FOOTEALL.

On Wednesday afterncon we were to
have played footer against the Upper
Fourth, on Little Side. Owing to the
fact that rain was pelting down by the
pailful, and the ground was more sut-
able for a swimming gala than a footer
mateh, wo arranged to play tI}e mateh
under eover, choosing the junior Com-
mon-room  a¢ our arena. Temple beat
Wharton in the toss, and elected to kick
towards the fireplace, whilst the Remove
kicked towards the door. We played a

wnarter of an hour each wav. The first
alf was fought at a fierce pace, but
produced no goals. It produced plenty
of exciternent, however., Temple, n
clearving a hot attack by the Remove,
banged the ball clean through a window ;
and the spectators seated on the sill re-
ceived a shower of glazs on  thew
craniums. The ball was retrieved, and
play waxed fiercer than ever. In the
second half, Wharton scored with a
powerful shot which nearly put the fire
out! It was our turn fo kick towards
the freplace in the second half, Then
Nugent bagged & goal, and we had high
hopes of winning, when Mr, Queleh
appeared on the scene—just m fime (o
veceive the football under his classicat
chin! The Remove master sat down
with & bump and & roar, and the players
stampeded wildly in oll dircetions,  The
match, of course, had to be abandoned,
and the memnbers of the Remove Eleven
were awarded a hundied lines apiece, for
“riotous, reckless, and reprehensible
conduct in the Junior Common-room.”
The Upper Fourth eleven were reported
to Mr. Capper, and Temple was crdered
to pay for the broken window,

. " * =

THRILLING- CHESS FINAL!

The “Rag * was the scene of another
exciting encounter on Wednesday even-
ing, when Hurree Singh and Mark Linley
miet together in the firal for the Remove
Chess Championship. Both players were
veported to be in fine fettle, having gone
inta strict training for the great event.
Hurree Singh had existed on a fruit diet
for a fortmightf, and Mark Linley had
bean payi vigits to the pawnshop in
Courtfield, m order to learn how pawns
were taken! Interviewed before the
match, both juniors were confident of
suecess, I shall sweep the board with
my duzky opponent!” declared Mark

Tne Magxer LIBEARY.—No. 821,
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Linley. “I shall dustiully wipe up the
Aoorfulness with the Lancashire lad!™
declared Hurree Singh, There was o
vast crowd of half a dozen fellows pre-
sent when the great duel began. The
kick-off was at seven o'clock, and for a
solil hour the two contestants did
nothing but glare at each other across
the table. Meither attempted to make a
move., At eight o'clock, Linley called for
a wet towel and a block of ice, to enable
him to think out his firsk move more
clearly, The evowd looked on in silence,
Either they were speechloss with the ex-
pitoment of the situation, or theéy had
nodded off to sleep! At nine o'clock,
Mavrk Linley at last made a move, and so
did his opponent. They had to make a
move, because it was bed-time! The
{hess Final wili be continued next Wed-
nesday evening, and is not expected to
last more than sevon years!

= L] =

A FEAST FOR THE GODS!

A really wonderful banquet was held
in ths Common-room on Saturday even-
ing, to ceclebrate the Remove's victory
over Hookwood., The feazt wnz financed
from the funds of the Remove Football
Club, and there were forty guests. Billy
Bunter, the champion gorger of Grey-
friars, wasz admitted to the feast, after a
great deal of argument. It was a very
merry gathering, and the ginger-wine
flowed frecly. !%.hrr;-f Wharton made an
appropriate specch at the close of the
festivities, and he was cheered to the
echo. Bunter also made a speech, “(zen-
tlemen,” he said, “it grieves me more
than I can say that T have not been able
to do justice to this truly handsome
spreacl, As a vule, I've a jolly good
np_pctila, but I'm feeling right off-colour
this evening, baving barely recovered
from a severs bilious ﬂltﬂ.i"i.‘. I feel
ashamed of myself for having made
such a miserable meal, Apart from half
a rabbit-pie, and a tin of tongue, and a
small cold chicken, and a dozen or =o
assorted pastries, I have been unable to
nibble at anything at all! But if you
will do me tho honour of inviting me to
vour next celebration, I will do my best
to make amends for my feeble appetite
on fhis cecasion.” Needless to add,
RBunter won't be Invited again In a
lrry !

NEXT WEEK :
A “RUGGER?”
SUPPLEMENT.
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By Harry Wharton. E
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HE Jusicr Comroon-room, dezeribed

by Its occupantzs as **The Hag™

and described by Mro Queleh as

sithe most rowdy and riotous room

in all GreylIriars,” has pever yvet been the

subject of one of our weekly Supplements.

There bas heen a Dormitory Number and

a Gym Number and 8 Tuckshop Number;

but the “ Nag?™ bas somechow beco over-
locked.

Let mie fake yon by the hand, as it were,
aod escort you into this room, which hos
t heen the seeme of 80 mauy feuds, fghts,
debates, rags, and revels. It is o siJut:iuus
apartment, containing very little in the way
of furpiture; sod what furniture there Is

looks ns if it has been through a battle or
a shipwreck. The table—a really handsome
table in its younger days—is mow scored
aud scarred by the penknives of many Grey-
friars generatlons, Names and initials have
heen engraved all over its legs, and under-
peath it, and on ite surface, SOme  are
pames which have long been forgotten.
Others are names which have becoms famons
all the world over, There I3 ao admiral's
name and a statesman’s name, apd the
initinls of n fellow who Is now a couoty
cricket captain. AlF through the years
theze relics have endured, just as you may
gtill see¢ Tyron's mame carved at Harrow,
along with other jllustrious names.

1 have stood oo that Common-toeom table
“many o time and oft,” sddresging stormy
roeatings, and !Ia].'rnﬁ down the law to a
rebellious throng, have also sat om the
table, and sprawled on it; and, I regret
to add, I lbave becn holsted across it for
corporal  punishment, administered by a
prefect !

Wihen Mr. Queleh comes to tliat ehapter
of his * History of Greyfeiars * which des-
gribez the Junlor Common-room, he ought
not to forget that historic table. It has
a wonderful history.

At the -far end of the “Rag,™ youw will
gege 0 Are lWaziog merrily in fhe prate.
{Bob Cherry interrapts me to say that the
hlessed fire wouldn't be blazing merrily on
the floor! He declares that **in the grate @
{n superflnous. Dut, ns some famons johnny
once said: “What I have writien, I have
written ')

Zeated aroond the fAre you will eee o
number of fellows, with flushed foeces and
georching eyebrows, roasting chestuuis on
the Bars of the prate. Obhers will ha
gnthered around the table, telling each
other  * cliestnuta *  instead of roasting
them! Mark Linley will be perched on one
of the window-sills, buried in a book. Billy
Bunter will be “telling the tale” 1o a
scoffing  and  ineredulows group. Hurree
Singh will be indulging in the esteemed and
ladicrous ehessful game. O comrse, T am
assgming that when you peep into the
Common-room it will be one of the peaceful
evenlngs, when the raggers have eeased from
rageing, and the japers are at rest! 1f
you looked In whilst a free fight was fn
progresz, you would form a totally different
impression of the * Mag.” You would also
agree that it is aptly nansed!

me conclude my editorial pow.-wow
with the Latim tapg, *Floreat Raggiol®
which, heing interpreted, means, * Long may
the Junior Common-room flourish!™

HARRY WHARTOMN.
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“NOTICE!

clans in the Junior Coemmon-

room at eight o'clock this even-

ing. T have an important foot-
ball address to deliver to the meeting.
“(Signed) HARRY WHARTON,

“ Captain of the Remove.

I-'I-T HERE will be a gathering of the

TNOTE.—Those who attempt to in-
terrupt the spesker will be foreibly
ejected on their necks !

II.

(BCENE: The Junior Common-room,
Time: 8§ p.m.)

*Gentlemen—"" begins Harry Whar-
ton.

"I sax, you fellows—" bhegins Billy
Bunter,

RSy

“My worthy and esteemed echumful
comrades—" begine Hurree Singh.

“Listen to me, look you,” chimes in
Morgan.

“Faith, an it's meself that's addressin'
the meetin’——" roars Micky Desmond.

“Me tinkee you should all shutee up,
and let hLittle Chines gay a few wordee !
squeaks Wun Lung.

“Beo hyer, you chattering magpios, I

L kinder sorter guess and calelate that I'm

the galoot that's addressing the meet-
ing ™ wapz Fisher Tarleton Lish,

“Ordor, please!” bellows Bob Cherry.

“Bilenee, Cherry!l Dry up, Toddy!
I'm your chairman, everyvbody!” ex-
claims the poet Penfald,

“When you've all finished butting in,
gentlomen, I'll make a start with my
apecch ! says Wharton sarcastically.

A fresh clamour of tongues breaks
forth. Frank Nugent, Johnny Bull,
Bolsover major, Dick Russell, and a

gqueerfully

15

dozen others, each declares iliat he is
the #it and proper person to address the
mrecting !

IIT,

(SCEXE: The Junior Common-room.
Timo: 9 p.m.)

“Now that youw've all finished jawing,
I'll proceed to address the meeting!”
cried Harry Wharton.

“Oh, really, Wharton— You'ro
quecring my pitch[” yells Billy Bunter.

“It's my pitchfulness that is being
hed upon!™ exclaims
Hurree Singh. *“Friends, ram ‘uns, and
countrymen, lend me your earfulness!”

“ Arrah, now, ye spalpeens, will ye bo
quiet 1" hoots Micky Desmond.

“I guess you're o lot of slabsided mug-
wumpe!” cries Fisher T, Fish excitedly.

“(Order, pleasel™ :

“Zilence for the Chair!”

“Let me begin—"

“ Let mo Mﬂl:'nmnnmfu'llj kick off—"

“Let me stark in and say——"

“Let me politely mform you—F

“That it's bed-time!” chimes in the
voice of Wirg&tﬂ of the Bixth fvom the

il

doorway, *Up to yvour dormitory, all of
you |* )

The mecting ends exactly wherve 1t
began., Nobody has succeeded in ad-

dressing it !
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BUNTER THE OUTDOOR MAN!!
BY HIMSELF.

it g DOXN'T perfesa, dear readérs, to he very
much In love with indoor games., I'm
on outdeor mam, that's what I am—a
lower of the sunsbine apd the [resh
air, with its body-building Oxo-gen.

Put me on a fooler fleld, and I'm oot
really there at all, I'm in the seventh
hevyven! Put me on a mountain peek—Mont
Hlong, for preferense—and I'm happy. But
of corse, I shouldn't care about fzgping all
the way up there. I should eggspect to
he taken wup fon a lift, or houled wup by a
cupple of sturdy guides. (It would take
more thian two sturdy guides te haul Blily
Bunter to the fop of Moot Blaneg., Even
the eombined exertionz of Bamson and Hers
cules wouldn™t do the trick!—XEd.)

Ask me to peddle twepty miles oo mw
bike, of gallop around on a gee-gee, and
1'm in my ellyment. Put me in a punt, and
1"l po pliding dowostreem with o faee
wreathed in smiles. - Ask me to swim the
Chanpel, and I'Il suxxeed, even agoaiust the
wast powerful corrants.  (The only 7 eur-
rants 7' that Dunter can  sonccessfully
nepgotiate are those which are fouod in
cakes !—Ed.)

An out-door life sults me down fo the
ground. But put me in a stulfy study, bal-
luweiug o chess-board on my knees, aor
ratiling o dice-box, or shufing dommynose,
sud 1'tn 0% mizzerable as they make ‘em.

Of corse, when it comes to the push, I
can play ipdoor gumes with the next fellow.
I'm the Chess Champion, and the Ludo
King, and the Droughts Wizard, and all
the rest of it. I'm always breaking recovds,
{Yes, you broke two records beloogiug to
Browney's gramophone the other evening!
—Ed) But T can't pretend to Jike all
these kindergarten games,  Give me some
viggeruas, muscular sport, where hard nocks
have to be glven and taken. (Right! Meet
me in the gyvm tomorrow night ot elght
pclock '—Ed.) Give me the jovs of the open
air—tha  sweet songs of the duek, the
plezzant babbling of the brook, and all the
cheery sights and scunds of Nature.

My only objection to the zchool tuckshop
iz that it's an iodoor affair, instead of beiog

an open-air  establishment, I'm  going to
apitate for oo open-alr tuckshop in the
Cloze, Thoze o favour of this scheme

should call on me in Bbuwdy No. 7, and put

fheir names to a petition which will be
preseoted to the Head. I'm not going to
put my own name on the petition, bekawee
on the last oceasion I did 20 the Head gob
awlully ratty, for some reason or ather, and
gave me o mosb terrifick licking, I'm nok
going to risk apother dose!

I seldom honnmer the Junior Common-room
with my presence, for the simple reezon thng
It's a erowded, stully place, quite upsuitable
for an out-door man like me., Of corse, for
fellows like Wharton and Cherry, who love
to Irowst ipdogrs, jnstend of filling their
longs with the health-giving Oxo.gen, the
Common-room is quite all right, ut for
a strong, muscular, athletic He-mop, there's
nothing fo heat the open air.

If they were fo put the Common.-room
ot of bounde to-morrow, and make a hone-
firec of all the chess-boards oand draught-
bosrds aod ludo-boards, it wouldn't worry
me o the least. But Whartan and fthe
other slackers, who are always loaflog and
foungiog in the * Rag,” would find |il:ﬁ:m-
selves withowt n home! And serve them
jally well right! (What an amiable, charm-
ing chapple our plump contributor 12, fo
be surel—Ed.)

— ————ar

THE
SPORTIVE
FAG!

BY
DICK

PENFOLD.

OW _doth the little busy fag
= Im|llrmru each shining minute ?

aying lndo—what a rag!
t fierce excitement n it!

He takes the dice-box (frantic cheers!)
And rattles it with vigour;

And if, perchance, a “six ™ appears,
He gives a gleeful snigger.

Instead of fagging for his lord,
And frying fish or " sosses,”

He makes weird symbols on a board,
And calls it “noughts and crosses.”

Should Loder of the 8ixth look in,
The fap inguires: “ What wantest?

Hast come along to watch me win
The snakes-and-ladders contest?™

Loder may ramp and rage and shout—
The fag says: “Go to—Venico!

How can I fag for you, old sconi?
I'm piaying table-tennisl|

“1'1l cook not herrings at your fire,
And make your den a fishshop.

To play at chess is my desive,
With knight and pawn and bishop!

¥Bo run away and gather flowers!™
Sayvs he, in tones emphatic.

“Here will T sit, and play for hours,
For I'm a dranghts fanatic!

“We'ra happy ab onr games, T guess;
Gaily, the time doth roll-o!
With snakes-and-ladders, draughts, and
choss,
And good old table-polo!

“We want no prefects here {o mar
Our evening so delightful I

And Loder's opties gleaming are,
His azpect fierce and spiteful.

That's how the little busy fag
Improves each shining minute;

His caves ave packed in his kithag—
He's lively as a linmet ]
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s mea mor

Savaral

inonth working spasmodically. :
timae: he endeavoured to szay E:ﬁmf.‘:thlng',
Lbut all he achieved was a gasping choke,

Loder had an uncomfortable fecling
from the first that Bunter had some card
up his sleeve, otherwise he would never
have behaved as he had, And as events
had proved he had not been wrong.

“So—so that was the idea, was i£3"
spluttered Loder at length, his faco dark
with anger. “¥ou'd bave used it to
threaten me with—eh "

“That's what I said,” grinned Bunter,
{eeling thot he held the prefect in the
hollow of hiz fat hand.

“You fat little spy!  You're coming
Lack to Crevfriars with me, and I'm
woing to thrash vou until you howl for
mercy. The Head won't ever ses this,
because I'm going to take charge of it
unfil it’s destroved.™

There was no doubt abont it, if Dr.
Locke had scen the contentz of the tin
box lie had taken from Bunter, Loder's
carecr at Greviriara would have ter-
minated from that moment, The prefect
shuddered az he thought of his narrow
escape. He felt that, with the hox in his
pocket, however, he was safe again.

But if Loder timught ho had turned tha
tablez on the Owl of the Remove he was
mistaken—yary mistaken indeed,

Instead of wilting beforo his threats, ns
Loder had expected, Bunter continued to

CH.

“If the Head doesn’t zes that ona, ha'll
o tho copy I've got,” chuckled the fat
Removile, blinking at the profect through
hiz big-spectacles, ™ You can't spoof me.
I guessed you'd keep that one, so I
areanged for another, He, he, he "

Loder started.

“A-a copy " he gasped.

Bunter Eﬂ‘ndded, s

Lodor blinked at the fat junior as
thoungh he ware some strange insect. For

a moment he hardly knaw whether he I

was standing on his head or his heels,

“If vou think I'm speofing, vou touch
me and see!” went on Bunter, now
thoroughly enjoying himself. “I've put
up  with vyour rotten bullying long
enotigh, and I'm not going to stand it
any longer!”

“Oi " gasped Loder, all the fight sud-
denly gone from him.

“1 doa't wank to be hard en you,
Loder,” continued Baonter, with a pat-
vonsing air; “but I warn you—any more
Lwtlving, and you're fer it '™

“Oh ! gasped Loder again, unabla to
th}in'[-r of anything bettor to say. “Oh!
Ah ™

“So il vou like to be pals, I'm will-
g, concluded Bunter, with a fat smick,
“Lave and let ive—that's my motta 1™

Loder stared at the Owl of the Hemove
for a moment. But he was beaten, and
he knew it! He gritted his teeth with
mortification and anger, To be tricked
as e had been by anyone was bad
enongh, bot to be tricked by the fat and
vsually obtuse Owl of the Remove, of ali
people, was the absolute limit. He
venlized that there was only one thing to
do, and that was to feign Iriendship with
the faf junior he was far from feeling as
the only price of silence.
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“Well, what's it to bel® demaniled
Bunter., “Arc we friends or not?"

“Yoe, I'll ba friends, you—you—I
mean, Bunter,”  almost choked thé
prefect,

“Good! Then let's shake on it !

As he spoke, the fat junior held out one
podgy hand for Loder to shake. Loder
affected not to see it, and commenced to
stride back in the direction of Greylriars,

“I eay, Loder, wait for me!”" gasped
Bunter. “Iet’s go back together.
We're pals, you know.” .

Loder gritted his teeth, but said
nothing,. He was just beginning to
realise  what friendship  with Bunter
would mean. That the fat junior would
gtick closer to him than a long-lost
brother he was certain. And he was
wondering how he was going to explain
the sudden friendship with the Owl of the
Remove to the rest of the fellows.

Cold beads of perspiration stood out on
the Sixth-Former's brow, despite the heat
of the afterncon. He increased his pace,
hoping to leave the fat Removite behind,

But Bunter was not to be lefy behind
c0 easily.

By the time the two were within a
guarter of a mile of the school gates the
Owl of the Rmove was pufiing and
blowing.

“Look here, Loder !" gasped Bunter at
length. “I'm puffed. I propose we have
a little rest.”

*0h, come on ! gnarled Loder. “I've
got no time to waste !™

“If that's the way you talk to a pal
-——" bogan Bunter, his eyes gleaming
behind his big spectacles.

“ Borry ! gasped Loder, gulping some-
thing in his throat. *“I1—I forgoet !

“Well, den't forget agamm!” said
Bunter warmly. "You wouldn't like it
if I forgot we were pals.”

Lader bit his lip.

The way of the transgressor was cer-
tainly hard—especially when in the power
of a yvouth like William George Bunter!

“Look here!” exclaimed Bunter at
length, " You'll have to help me, Loder.
I'm fagged. I can't go your pace. You
hold my arm and help me along—"*

“ Look here, you fat hound—"" began
Loder, exasperated almost  beyond
control.

“Really, Loder,” exclaimed Bunter,
“if that’s the way vou speak to a pal

Lader glared round him helplessly.
At that moment he hated Bunter more
than he had ever hated anyone in the
whole of his life. For a moment he was
termpted to give him a bBeking he so
vichly desevved, but then he remmembered
that Bunter poseeseed a copy of the con-
tents of the tin box in his pocket.

He groaned.

“0Oh, sll right! I'll held your arm,
vou—you—old fellow !

Bunter smirked.

" Mow, that's what T call rveal pally!”
he said. *“Grab hold, and don't forget
I'm vour pal any more.”

Loder took Bunter’s fat arm as though
it were something unclean and pro-
coaded up the road again.

“Really, you might hold it as though
you mean it, Loder!” complained the
Owl. “It won't bite you”

“UNWNunno!” gasped Loder,
assuming & deep purple huo.

The prefect took another hold on the
junior’s arm and rounded the bend in
the roard. The school gates loomed up
about fifty wards shead. A crowd of
junior: were standing outside chatting.
They were the Famous Five—Bulstrode,
Mark Linley, and Micky Desmond, the
lad from the Emerald Isle,

his

foce

“"Look here, DBunter! exclaimed
Loder in & low voice “I've helped you
along so far, you can [finish without me
now.”

“OF courze, if you've ashamed of your
pah” snorted Bunter, with well assumed
:!:gmtg.-,l“-.-rc‘rl better break the friend-

ship—"'
“0Oh, all screne!™ gmuued Loder
desperately. “Come on!”

And, still holding Bunter's fab arm,
the wunbappy scntor approached the
crowd round the pates.

rogred sgain and

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's New Pal !
] Y gildy aunt—"
“YWhat the thump—"
“The lion and the lamb ™
“Ha, ha, ha!"

A great yell of laughter went up from
the emovites  assembled round the
school gates as Loder and his new-found
frioncd, William George  Bunter,
appearad.

The Removites stared.

“Waell, if this doesn't beat the wholo
giddy orchestra!” gasped Havry Whar-
toi 1n amazement.

“ It must be some new game!" ejacu-
lated Frank Nugent.

“ Perhaps they're playing robbers and
coppers, and Bunter’s the robber!™

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“Or elee little Gerald has learncd the
crror of his ways and forgiven his
cnemies,” suggested Bob Cherry.

“The forgivenoss must be of the very
tall and csteemed order, my worthy
chums,"” purred Hurree Jamezet Ram
Singh. *The dishonourable Loder looks
as though he has lostfully mislaid the
worthy bobfulness-and found the humble
sixpence.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

The Removites
again.

The spectacte of “little Gerald,” other-
wise Loder, of the Sixth, clinging affec-
tionately to Bunier's fat arm was cer-
tainly funny. More cepecially sinee the
last time the juniors had =een him he
was seeking the blood of the [at
Bemovite.

“Well, weo'lb goon see what the little
game is " exclaimed Wharton,  *“It's
olly thoughtful of Loder to bring Bunter
Ln.c: like this: we've got an account to
sottle with him over that camera he
boned from my study.”

“Hear, hear !

“T eay, yon fellows!” exelaimed
Billy Bunter, pushing his way t-hrmt!gh
the erowd. ** You might make room for
me and my pal Loder, you know—"

“Your p-pal Loder” gasped Nugent,
staring curiously at the Sixth-Former,

“Yes, certainly, Nugent. Loder and
I are great pals, ain’t we, Loder?”

“No, hang you!” enarled Loder
savagely.

“Heally, Loder——"

“Y mean—of coursa !’ gasped the pro-
fect hurriedly. “JI=I was only joking,

you know. It's all right, Bunter !”

“You can call me Billy,” smirked the
0wl of the Remove,

“ Oh, my hat!" shrieked Wharton.

“Call him Billy—goat "

“My only Aunt Jemima!™

“Ha, ha, ha'”

*Really, vou fellows " gasped the fat
Removite. “I don't soe anything to
cackle at, Christian names are alwaysz
used between pals, And Loder’s my
pal. Ain't you, Gerry 1"

The Removites went off into another
roar of laughter, which could be heard
the other side of the Close, The idea of
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Buntor and Loder being pal: was funny
enough in iteelf, but the idea of the
burly Sixth-Former addressing the Owl
of the Remove as “Rilly " and being
called “Cerry * in return struck them as
even funnier,

“1l1a, ha, hal”

“Thiz 1= the limit ¥

“The limitfulness is terrific !

As for Loder, e glared at the fat
Removite as though he lhad suddenly
gone insane, A wave of white chased
the purple across his face, and he all
but foamed at the mouth,

Without & word he furned and strode
across the Close in the divection of the
School House.

But William George DBunter had not
linished,

It was seldom indeed that anvone
would own him as a pal, and having a
Sixth Form prefect at that to do it was
entirely a new sensation. Had he been
lcas obtuse he would have realised that
the juntors would guess he had got Loder
in his power by some means or another.
IBut as it was he put their laughter down
io personal jealousy, and it was only
personal jealousy, in his opinion, which
prevented him being, if not coptain of
(ireyfriars, at least captain of the

elmnove.

He trotied after Loder as fast es his
fat little legs would ecarry him, and
gripped  the prefect by tho sleeve.
Harry Wharton & Cs. followed.

“1 say, Loder, old man—?"

“Get away ! hooted Loder.

“Very well, then, If you want to
break the friendship——"""

“(h, dear!” gasped Loder, realisation
of the alterncon’s happenings coming
back to him, “It's—it's all right,
Bunter. You mustn’t mind if I'm a bit
short sometimes. No offence meant—it's
mdigestion, you know [

Harry Wharton & Co.

stared  in

amazement,

This was something they could not
quite understand.

“I wonder what the fat rotter’s game
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1577 whispeved Bob Cherry to Harry
Wharton, *“He's got Loder on a piece
of toast right enough.”

“We shall find out what it 15 in time,”
grinned Wharton, “8till, it must be
a pretty big pull he's got for Loder to
stand for all this.”

“ My hat, yoz "

"Well, Loder doesn’t scom to want
him,” chuckled Frank XNugent, “so we
might juszt as well settle about that filim
canicra before he gets a chanee of sneak-
mg away again,”

i Gﬂﬂd epE !',"

The Removites closed up to DBunter
and ms pal Loder.

“I say, Loder, do you mind if we
speak to your friend Billy for .a
moment ' asked Wharton.

Loder did not reply.

“Really, yvou fellows,” said DBunter.
“I can't keep old Loder waiting, Fou
know—-"

“I'l

“No hurry,” growled Loder.
wait 1*

Buntor blinked.

“ Now, look here, you fat frand,” said
Wharton, comiing straight to the point.
“Bome fellow’s boned Mauly's  film
camora from my stndy. We've ques-
tioned everyone in the Remove except
you, and none of them know ansthing
about it——"

“Really, Wharton,” gasped the Owl
of the Romove uneasily. “T hope you
don’t suspect me of having had the

rotten camera——"

“Well, we do, to ba perfectly ecan-
did,” replied Wharton, “If you don't
tell us where it 1z we're going to bump
you and then chuck you in the herse-
F-Und. But if you like to own up we'll
et you off with a bumping only. You
can take vour choice.”

“0h, really, Wharton—"

“We're waiting [

“Look here, voum rofters,” hooted
Bunter, "if youn touch me yon'll have
my pal Loder to deal with—"

i Rﬂfﬂ !JJ
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Bob Cherry advanced uvpon the fat

junior. .

“I say, Loder!™ gasped Bunter in
aglarm. ‘" Keep 'cm o%i I'm your pal,
you know., Ow! Lemme alone !

“Leave him alone!” commanded
Loder ungracionsly, **He might Le in-
nocent, for once,™

“He's bhoned our camiera, aml he's
going to suffer for it,” snorted Wharton.
“The fat bandit! He's gpoilt the best
pavt of the afterncon for us as it is.”

“Nomp him 17

“Give him beans !”

“Wow! Yoop! Btoppit!” howled
tho fat Removite. “I—I haven't got
the blesged camera, Its in Loder's study

behind the curtain—"

Loder startod.

“In whoso study?” demanded Whar
ton in amazement.

“In Loder's,” gasped Bunter. ” Loder
asked me to b-borrow it to show him.
He s-said he'd take it back and explain
to you f-fellows, but he must have for-

gotten 1t !

“¥You—" began Loder,

“Aly giddy sunt!” gazped Johnuy
Bull, staring first at er and thon at
Buntor. I believe he's even lyving
now, tho fat fraund!®

“0Oh, really, Bull! That's right, what
I'm =aving, ain't it, Loder?”

Loder turned to the Owl of the
Remove with a furious face. But there
was an  expression in Bunter's cyes
which he could not mistake.

“I—I—that's right,” he stannmered
uncomfortably, “Tt—it must have been
left behind tj'ac eurtain, as Bunter saya.
I'm sorry, you chaps!”

“0h, that's all ri%ht " gaid Wharton,
gazing hard at the ushed prefect. "I
dou't see why you couldn’t have said so
bofore, thongh., You knew before yow
went ont thiz afiernoon we were looking
for it.,” .

T must have—it m-must have slipped
my memory!” gasped Loder, mentally
devising soms new toriure to inflict on

(Continued on nexd page.)
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the cumming Owl of the Remove so soon
&3 it was safe to do so.

“I reckon it's up to you chaps to
apolorise to me,” zaid Bunter, blinkin
at the Removites, * You're quick enoug
at accusing me of pinching the rotten
camera, but when you find you've m_nﬂﬁ
& mistake, you've g:.:-’s nothing to say.

Harry Wharton. & Co. did not reply.

The information that the missin
pamera was in Loder's study ha
obviously come as much of a surprise to
&a Sigth-Former as it hed to

emselves, Yet, if Loder had had
g@othing to do with it, why had he
-l.lmr..'eﬁ himself to be dragged into the
affair by tho Owl of the Remove?

These and many similar questions
were buzzing through the Removites'
brains; but, fry as they might, they
oould find no answer to them, save that
Buntcer seemed to have got Loder into
his power. And if this were so, by what

ieans had it been achieved? E{..t-der, as

he Removites knew full well, wae far
from being o fool; while Bunter, gen-
grally speaking, was the exact opposite.
L.It was strange, to say the least of

‘But whatever the juniors might have
'l:]:m::nu_g'l'n:l:t they had no sympathy to waste
on the bullying prefect. If he had got
irto any messz that Bunter was holding

pver his head, he would have to get out]

of it as best he could, or take the con-

e nces,

“Well, if you rotters don’t want to
apologise, you needn't I snorted Bunter,
*Me and my pal, Loder, are going to
the tuckshop, Ewaa going to ask Loder
if:- I could invite you ps. too—bit
now I won'ti™

*“{+0 hon!"

“What about those jam-tarts you pro-
mised me, Loder, old [ellowi” de-
manded Bunter, a(.idressing the prefect.

“1 dido't promise you any tarts,”
growled Loder. * Think again!”

“Roally, Loderl As one pal to
another, it's up to you to stand me a
little-snack now and again, ¥You know
whnt a delicate constitution I've got.
Of eourse, if you're going to spoil owr
friendship for the sake of a paltry snack

Eader groaned.

The Removites waited to see what was
going to happen next.

But Loder seemed to have lost all his
apirit. He glanced helplessly around
him, and drew his hand wearily across
his brow.

" Look here, Bunter A

“RBillv, to my friends,” smirked
Bunter.

"L-look here, B-Billy, then,"” almost
choked the unhs Py Benior.

“Ha, ha, ha!l" yelled Harry Whar-
ten & Co.

“My giddy aunt!”

Loder mopped his brow. He was be-
ginning to wonder, after all, if the game
was worth the candle. Bunter was
rather more than any human being
gould be expectad to stand.

* Look here,” he blurted again. * Sup-
pose 1 give yoéu half-a-orown to go and
stuff vourself with? I've got an ap-
pointment.”"

“Oh, please yourself ! said Bunter
loftily, yet in & tone Loder could not
mistake. “If I'm not good enough to
be zeen in the tuckshop with, our friend-
ship had better cease”

“0h, come on, then!" growled the
prefect, gritting his teeth.
“Lead

HGood!" grinned Bunter,
on "

And only too plad to get away from
the grinning Removites without losing
Bunter's valucd friendship, Loder led
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the way across the Close to the little
tuckshop kept by Dame Mimble.

“My giddy aunt!” éjaculated Frank
Nugent. “I thought lﬁder wias going
to slaughter him more than once.”

“This is the richest thing I've ever
struck!"

And once again the Removites went
off into & how! of lavghter,

“Ha, ha, hat”

“1 proposefully huggest we escort the
unworthy Bunter and the absurd Loder
to the honourable tuckshop to seelully

observe the rest of the funfulness”
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
'“-Hﬂ_ar. h'E‘RI.':"

Their faces purple with merriment,
the juniors followed on in the wake of
their fat Form-fellow and his new-found
friend,

When they reached the tuckshop they

found Billy Bunter seated on a stool at |

the counter with an assorted array of
sticky pastries bofore him. Bunter's
jaws were working overtime, and the
pile of good things on the counter were
disappearing down his eapacious throat
at & terrific vate,

Munch, munch, munch1

dDunter champed away, breaking all
his previous gastronomic records, while
his unwilling bonefactor stood nearhy
with a heavy scowl on his twitching
face.

“Clear out !” hooted Loder, as Harry
Wharton & Co. appeared in the door-
way.

“Yes, clear out, and leave my pal,
Loder, alone " added Bunter, his mouth
full of cream-puoff.

But the Famous Five did nothing of

the sort,
"Go it, Bunter!"™ chuckled Bob
Cherry, urging the fat junior on to

greater offorts,

“Ha, ha, hal"

Bunter needed no urging.

Meanwhile, the news of the extra-
ordinary scene in the tuckshop had
spread round the rest of the school, and
every few momenis fresh juniors were
arriving to crowd round the doorway.

As for Cerald Loder, ho glared at
the Owl of the Remove as tﬁuu b he
i.:'_c-uld have liked to have slaupghtered

inm.

The limit of his endurance had been
reached, however,.

Logking neither to right or left, and
before Bunter could prevent him, he
pushed his way through the crowd of
junipra  round the door, and fled

ignomuiniously across the Close in the

wrectign of the School House.

“If this isn’t the limie!”

“1 say, you fellows—"

The voice was that of William George
Bunter.

But if the juniors heard him, they
heeded him not.

Instead, they favourcd him will an jey
stare, and, without a word, turned and
mada their way towards their own
quarters.

Billy Bunter had certginly made
Loder sit up, and he intended to make
him sit up again. But, so far, he
realised he had not made much head-
way with the Removites.

“Beasts ! he snoried.
"l',‘-'l'.l.'l i

“T1'11 show

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Turning the Thumbscrew !

“ P CAN'T understand it!"
I “There's something jolly fishy
about the whole bisney.”

“The bvsiness 15 cortainly of
the piscatorial order, my worthy

ochume™

the top of the chairs for the vaulk,

Tea was over, and the Famous Five
were standing in the junior Common-
rgom discussing the strange affair of

Billy Bunter and Loder.
“"There's that blessed camera.” re-
marked Harry Wharton. * Liodes

soemed o be
in his study,

“But he must have koown somethin
about it, otherwise whv should he admi:
to borrowing it?”

“Dunne! The whole affair’s a Llessed
mystery.”

*Anyhow, we found it there,
enough,” grunted Johnny Bull.
didn't grow legs and walk there.”

"“T suppose not '™

“Well, never mund about Loder
now!" exclaimed Frank Nugert. *'I

opose. we have a turn at leap-frog be-
ore we start prep.”

“Good wheeze 1"

“Down you go, Franky!™

Nugent arched his back, and one aficr
another the rest of the Famous Five
leaped over it.

“And again!"

“Let's go all round the room!™

The lean form of Fisher T, Fish, the
American member of the Remove, ap-
peared in the doorway.,

“Keep the pot a-boiling!™ shouted
Fish encouraginglw.

Bob Cherry, who wae doubled waiting
for Harry Wharton to leap, glanced up.
Wharton, who was in the act of spring-
ing from the ground, was not preparcl
for his movement. He gave a gasp of
alarm, misjudged hiz distance, and co'-
lapsed on the iemlg.r junior's neck.

he next moment they both erashed

-._jnh_'r surprized thak it na-

right
Tt

to the ground,
Thud !
“Owl Yoooop!"”
“You silly ass!”

a, ha, ha!” yelled Fisher T. Fish

from the doorway, “Jevver get lefr?”

The two juniors growled, and picked
themselves up.

“I guess you jays don't understarnl
leap-frog,” wheezed Fish, in a nasa’
voice, I caleulate you should see ns
play leap-frog over there.”

“Over there ¥ waz the United Siates
of Amoriea, and, oaccording ioc Iish,
nothing dono in any part of the world
could paasibl;r cxcel the way it was done
“orer there,”

“I reckon we know how to play leap-
frog—some |” went on Fish, “ Jumping
Jerusalem ! I've seen a guy leap over
ten backs at once, balancing a cigaretlc-
paper on his nose, without batting an
eyelid—yes, sirree! ‘That's what I ea!!

lﬂa..p-Eru i
‘tﬂﬂibmi!" murmured Wharton sae-
castically,
“You don't say so!" grunted Baoh
FPEY,

“Yep! Lemme show vou!"

_ "0h, all serena ™ gasped Bob Cherey,
in alarm, * You're not trying it on me.
Let's zee you do it with a chair”

Fish grinned.

“Yeah! I guess that's easv!™ Le ex-
claimed.

As he spoke, the American junioe
arranged two chairs in 1be middle oi
the room, while the prest of the Remon:
ites ceased theic game to watceh.

Having arranged il ¢lisirs to Li-
liking, the Transatlantio junior steppw:d
back several paces, moistened hizs handg-,
rubbed them together, and deied them
on his trouscrs,

“I guess thiz is what yon jaya cun'i
do,” he grinned. “You watch your
Uncle Fisher."

Fisher I'. Fish took a short i ol
jnmped, his two hands extended lo gi;i;-

!“!
his handes never veached their oljentive,
Something seemed to go v rong with ha
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The excited Removites unrolled more of the llm Bunter had taken and held it up to the light. They made out the interior
of Loder’s siudy as it had been on the night of his lit{le party 1o Carne and Walker.
actions from the {ime they had entered the study until they left were clearly depicted on the roll of Glm.

& Co. stared and gasped, (See Chapter 8.)

The whole of the three senjnrs’
Harry Wharton

works, and the next moment, with a loud
vell, chairs and junior crashed to the
ground,
[F] Yl}ﬂl}ﬂﬂp !!:I' ;
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Removites,
doubling themselves np with mirth,
“ Look at Uncle Fisher now !"
“'That's how they do it over there!™
Fish jumped to his feet, and gripping
one of the unoffending chairs, hurled it

with all his might at the wall.
Crash! :
“Don't boe a fool, Fish!® shouted

Johnny Bull.

Even as the junior spoke the form of
Loder of the Sixth, doubtless attracted
by the noise, appeared in the doorway.

"Stop this confounded noise!”  he
snarled.

Then hiz eyes fell on the smashed
chair against the wall,

“What's the meaning of thiz ¥ he de-
manded, his -e:ifrs gleaming. * Wilfully
destroving school property, eh?”

“Tt's  all right, Loder,” exclaimed
Wharton, in what was meant to be a
spothing tone. “It's only Fish showing
ug how they play leap-frog in the United
States.”

But Loder was not to be soothed eo
vasily, Ho had been in o raging temper
ovar since he had left his friend Buonter.

“Take & hundred lines each!” he
gprated. “ And bring them to me before
hedtime to-night, I'll put a stop to this
horseplay ™

The Removites gasped.

As a prefect, Loder was entitled to
order or administer punishment to the
Lower 8chool. But it seemed {o the
juniors that to come down on the whole
{{}t of them with a hundred lines each
was rather more severe than necessary,

1 say, go easy, Loder ! remonstrated
‘i‘li'lhartctn. “It wasn't our fault, after
a “._.II

“"Youn take an eoxtra filty lines for
insolence!”  shouted Loder, glaring.
“And if you're not satished, yvou ecan
bring Mr. Quelch to see that chair, and
tnk% ]"-1-'11&1: e gives you instead.”

13 1 :J.“

Loder turned to go. As he did so the
fat forin of the Owl of the Remove
pushod into the Common-room, Bunter

had arrived just in fime to overhear
the latter part of the conversation.
While standing outside the door his fat
brain had been working overtime. Ho
s8w in what had just happened sn ex-
cellent epportunity to get into the good
graces of hizs Form-fellows again.

“I say, er, old man——" began
the Owl of the Remove, blinking at the
infuriated prefect through his big spee-

tocles,

“"Hallo, hallo, hallo! Bunter the
friend IV gasped Boh Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“Oh, really, Cherry! 1 don't see any-
thmi to cackle about, I couldn't help
overhearing what Loder said. I'm sur-
prised at Loder, really T am, you chaps!™

“Get out, you fat sncak!” hooted
Loder suddenly.

The Owl of the Remove regarded the
prefeet in mild surprise.

“Really, Loder !” he exclaimed, wag-
ging an admonishing forefinger at the
Bixth-Former. “That's not the way to
speak to a friend, you know. I'm a
staunch sort of chap to have for a pal,
but you can go too far. I'm not going
tl:llstand insults, even from my own
pal!™

The Removites grinned.

Loder elenched his fists, and glared.

“What do you want, anyway " he de-
manded.

“ Ah, that’s better,” grinned Bunter.
“You can't afford to quarrel with me,
you know. I'm too fly—munno, I mean
I'm too valuable as a pal to loze!™

“Look hera!” hissed Loder sulphur-
ously. “If vou're sponging again, why
don't you say so. How much do you
want this time

“Really, Loder! T trust I'm above
sponging on my [riends.”

“{h dear !” yelled Wharton.

“This is great 1Y

“"Ha, ha, hal”

“"How much? demanded Loder,
diving higs hand into his trousers-pocket,

“Wall, sinca yvou put it like that, I
could certainly do with five bob until
my postal-order arrives,” said Bunter,
blinking. "I didn’t ask for it, but since
you've offered, it wouldn't be pelly to
refusze™

The Sixth-Former handed two half-
crowns to the fat junior with a heavy
seowl,

“Oh, good!” exclaimed Punter,
pocketing the coing with a fat mirk,
“"You quite understand, Loder? This
is only a loan. When my postal-order
arrives—it'll probably be for ten hob—

1 hand you the lot by way of intereat.”

Harry Wharton & Co. watched the
junior and sonior with puzzled brows
Loder was ono of the last seniore to part
with money easily, and he was cortainly
one of the last to stand from Bunter
what hd was getting, if he could help
himself. But apparently he céuld not
help himself.

Having handed the Owl of the Remove
the two pietes of silver, the Sixth-
Former turned as though to leave.

“I say, Loder!” exclaimed DBunter
hurriedly. " Wait a minute.”

Loder paused uncertainly.

“I'm in a hurry [ he snarled,

“Very well, then. If our friendship’s
not worth a few nioments of your time,
I'm through ™

Tha prefect gritted his teeth.

“Well, what iz it nowi"” he almost
choked.

“Aboat these impositions,” began
Bunter. “These chaps are all pals of
mine. I don't call it friendly of you to
go and give them lines. Suppose you
cancel them ¥

“Dao what 7 thundered Loder,

“Cancel ‘em!™ explained Bunter,
waving hiz hand in the direction of the
amazed Bemovites.

“Well, of all the nerve—"" pasped
Johnny Bull.

“1 guess this jay Bunter takes the
tonic factory,” grinned Fisher T. Fish.

“Well, what about it, Lodert” de-
manded Bunter, now thumug'hl;; WA
mg to his work. “Is it a deal "

“ Look here, Bunter——"

“ Billy to you, Gerry, old man,”
“Hea, ha, ha!”
“Look hera R.Billy, yon fat—ah—

fellow,” finished Loder weakly. *Y-you
know I'd d.do anything to oblige you,
confoun—I mean, if it were possible—
No, hang you! Get out!”

THE Magrer Lriry.—No. 921



20

. -

Loder made & sudden dive at the fat
junior, and missed. i

“TI smash vou!” he grated, all his
friendship for the fat junior sceming
to heave evaporated., “I°ll break every
bone in your fat body., you sgquirming,
spring., over-fed, brainless toad! Come
here! I'Il slanghter yout™

The Owl of the Remove dodged behind
the burly form of Johony Bull for pro-
tection.

"Wow! Yooop! Keepimoffi!” he
howled. *“Grooli! He's mad! Yow!”
“Come here, you worm!” hissed

Loder, ‘his eyos blazing.
“YTow! Lomme alone!™
“I'll sinash you!"

“Bo thig is fricodshin ™
Ferank Nugent facetiously.

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

Billy Bunter refreated behind some
forms in the commer of the room.

*You—yort tonch ne, Loder,” le
Lleated, “and I'll complain to the Head.
T'll tell him about-—"

“ All right, Bunter!™ gasped Toder,
ull lus temper suddenly vanishing, ** All
right, old fellow., Only mny little joke,
vou know, Oh, sorev! We're pals,
then i
~"Well, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry
in amazement.

“That's a quick-change act, and no
mistake !

Loder’s change was cectainly remark-
ulde, His face, which a moment before
had been purple with anger, was now
u sickly yellow, while beads of perspirva-
tion stood out en his brow,

"Iz it p-pax?” askad Bunter, edging
out from behind the forms.

“Yes!" eaid Loder, wishing devoutly
that tho floor would open and swallow
him uwp. “It's sll right., The imposi-
tions are—can-cancelled, I don’t want
to hear any mora about it !”

“Oh, good!" grirned Bunter, his
courage refurning. “ That's what I eall
real pally,”

“Hang—I mean I want to be pally!”
gasped Loder,

“1 say, you fellows,” cackled Bunter,
addressing the wondering Removites, *1
got your lines washed out for you.
Don't forget, Loder’s my pal 1

“He looks it ! grinned Rulstrode.

“Look here, you youngsters' said
Loder in & more civil tona than the
Removites had ever heard him use to
them before. “¥You-—~you needn't men-
tion to anyone olse that I've cancelled
vour lines. I was a—a bit hasty at the
tune, and—and I didn’t mean to give
them to you. I wouldn’t have let yvou
do them in any case. Bunter only sort
of—of helped me to realize that T was—
hem—hasty aud unjost!™

1] H'mjll‘

And with that the thoronghly dizcom-
fited prefect turned snd strode hastily
from the juniors, lis eyes studiously
avoiding their astonished faces,

“He, he, he!” sniggered Bunter when
e had gone. “I know how to handle
him, I do. ¥You won't have any more
trouble from Loder. I'll look affer my
pals. It's sorprising what firmness will
da 1"

“Surprising what Dblackmail will do,
vou mean!” snorted Bob Cherry in dis-

ust. “You fat worm! I'd like to know

ww you managed to get Loder on a

piece of string. For two straws we'd
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fifﬁ you & bunping! Come on, vou
ellows "

Leaving the Owl of the Bemove blink-
ing rapidly throngh his big spectacles,
the Remwovites quitted the Common-
room and returned fo (heir own studies,

Y Beasts ! hooted Billy Dunter when
they had gonme. *“There's gratitude for
you., yah!™

—_——

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Clearing Up of the Mystery !

i OMIL nice crisp sosses——""
S “And some grilled bam——""
“With a few fried egps—-="
“My hat! TIt'll go down well!”
“The godownfulness will be of the
Joviul order.”
‘The Famous Five smacked their lii,;s.
It was the evening of the dny follow-
ing Bunter's ndventare with Loder in the
junior common-room. Bt the chuns
of the Hemove were not very interested
in Bunter at the moment, They had put
in & hard half-howr at the footer-nets.
Alveady there was a tang of aviuvmn in
the air, and it had given them a ravenous
appetite,
Karlier that day Harey Wharton hod

received an unexpected remittance from |

his unele, Colonel Wharton. And Whar-
ton had lost no time, with the help of his
chums, in spending that remittance In
&ﬂﬂd things at Mrs. Mimble's little tuck-

op in readiness for a cclebration when
fooler practice was over.

The Famous Five were more than
roady for thesa good things now,

“Buck up!™ exclaimad Bob Cherry
impatiently. “I'm starving !”

“Bame here!™

A few minutes later the
entered Study No. 1.

“¥ou shove the keitle on while I get
the grub out, Inky,” suggested Harry
Wharton.

i Gmd b E !:II

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh proceeded
to do as requested, while Johnny Bull
busied himself in giving an extra clean-
out to the frving-pan.

Wharton opened the cupboard door to
bring out the provisions. As he did so
he started back with a whistle of amaze-
ment.

“My giddy aunt!”

“Hallo, halle, halla!” exclaimed the
rtantarian vaice ot Dob Cherev.  What's
up, Harry ¥ :

“What's up *" almost shrieked the cap-
tain of the Remove. “ My only hat! Ii's
iﬁhalgruh! It's gone! Every blessed
if ‘-r!

i G‘G“'El !!1

“YWhat the thump——*

The rest of the Famous Five crowded
round their leader and stared. It was
true enough. COut of all that pile of
choice and goodly things that had been
laid in before they went down to the
playing-fields not a thing remained.

Like Mother Hubbard's celebrated
cupboard, when that excellent dame went
tor seek sustenance for her canine friend,
the cupboard was bare—not even so
much as o solitary crumb remained.

Harry Wharton & Co. groaned.

“If this isn't the limit !

The juniors survered each other with
mournful faces.

They eould havdly believe the evidence
of their own oves, Thev stood ns though
expecting that by some miraculons
chance the missing food would suddenly
veappear, But it did nothing of the sort,

The juniors gozed at each other with
angty frowns. The same thought was
now passing through the mind of each.

" Bunter I gasped Wharton at length.

“Bunter !” echoed I'rank Nugent,

Hemovites

— e e e E—
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“ Bunter ! almost soblbed Bob Cheves,

“The fat bandit !"

“The greedy toad !

“I'l smash him 17

“I'll burst him !*

The next moment, arming themselves
with whatever weapons camp first to
hand, the hungry juniors dashed ont of
the study to the apartment ocenpied by
the Owl of the Remove,

Study No. 7T was empte,

“He can't be far!” hooted Tels
Cherry. “Come on! We'll find him!"”

The Famous Five searched the rest of
the Remove studies in  furi. e
hunted high and low, and rownd and
round.  But William George Bunter.
like cFrm:lfather's spectacles in the poem,
could not be found.

"1 propose we trail a kipper vp ond
down the passage on a piece of string,”
sugpgested Frank Nugent facetious!y.
“Bunter's sure to smell the bait where-
ever he is, and when he comes for it ne
can spring out and grab hun™

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Don't be an ass, Franky!" snovted
Bob Cherry. “What about our blessed
grub? Bunter can't be far away !

“My hat! I've got it!” exclaimoed
Johnny Bull suddenly. “Let's tey the
ox-room [

“Good wheeze !

The juniors dashed to the Lox-roawm nt
reached it there came a soft groan from
within.

“Wow! Ido feel bad! Yoaoop!™

“Bunter " exclaimed Bob Cherry,

“Collar him !

The next second the Removites flung
open the box-room door. And there, on

found the missing Owl., The remains of
the wonderful feed which he had raided
from Harry Wharton's study lay around
him, while his collar and jacket were

jam-tart and cream-buns,

“Yooooop " groaned Bunter, blinking
fearfully at the Removites,

“Vou fat bandit!” snorted Harry.
“Where's our grub i

“Ow! Really, Wharton, I haven't
touched your grib! Wow! I didn't
touch those rotten jam-tarts! You hid
them behind the ham, anyway| Groooh!
I'm ill *

The Famous Five wasted no further
time in words. They Frobbed ithe fut
junior by the scruff of his neck awd
dl'a.%gﬂd him out into the passage.

“Bump him " exelaimed Johuuy Bull.

“ive him beans!™

“Let the bumpfulness be terrific!"

Bunter attempted fo rise to his *feel
and break awav., But he was almost 10m
full of the stolen provisions to move.

“0w " he gasped. " Lemme go !l

Mauy hands gripped the fat junmior,
and g heavy carcasd smote the hard
and unsympathetic linolewm many thines
in rapid suecession,

Bump, bump, bump !

“Ow! Yooooop!” ho howled. * You
trlt_:tt-?n bullies! I'll make vou sit up for

is 1

Yooooop !
“And again !
Bump, bump, bump !

“I think that will do for the prezent,
vou chaps ! panted Harry YWharton.

And, feeling that justice—or a little of
it—had been done, the juniors, with u

the Remove to the floor, and left him -
FOATLIOE.

As they did so someathing dropped fren
Bunter's jacket-pocket and rolled across
the floor,

the end of the passage. Fven as they

the floor, as they had expected, they’

spattered and splashed with particles of

Wait till I tell my pal Lodee!

loud and final bump, dropped tho Ouwl of. .

AL P
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“ Hallo, hallo, halla!" exclaimed Bob
Chesry, guickly picking it up, * What
tho thump's thisi”

The juniors stared.

Tt was o voll of film!

“{3ive it to me, you robters!™ roared
Billy Bunter, suddenly springing to his
feet, his fat face purple with rage. ' It's
mine ! Give it to me !”

*“Hold the fat porpoise while we have
a look at it, Bob!? exclaimed Wharton
quietly. " I've got an idea we're on the
cerge of cleaving up the Loder mystery.

Despite his struggles and protests, the
Owl of ihe Remove was firmly secured
'ni|ili.'! the Removites examined the roll

film.
q“ Ay
ull saddenly.
Waiker jn ife—"

= And Carne, tool”

*I'ha rotters ave smoking cigarettes.”

= Aud playing cavds 1"

“Oh, my hat!”

The execited Roemovites unrolled moro
of tha film and held it up to the light,
Fhey made out the infevior of Loder s
«tndy as it had been on the night of lus
little pariy to Carne and Walker, 'l he
whole of the threo seniors” aclions from
ihe time they eptered the study wuniil
they bad left to obtain more eigameties
woern olearly depicted.

Harry Wharlon & o, gaspad,

“Whew!"

* Great Seott !

My only Sunday fopper !

“J—T1 say, you heasis!”
1illy  Bunter.

giddy aunt ! exclaimed Johnny
“There's Loder and

splukl el
“Give it o omel! 1Es
mine, vou koow 5

The Famous Five looked at thoe sirip
of il agsin, and then at ihe fat junior.
I'he reazon Gerald Loder of the H'th:h
had been so anxious io retain Bunter's
friendship was ebvious enough now.

Kuowing what the fat Removiie pos-
«psgeel, the prefoct had been completely
in his powey !

“You deep bounder ! gasped Nugent,

* Poor old Lodey ™

“Sepve him Blessed well vight 17

“This is rich!"

Yhe next moment ilie Famouz Five
went off into o loud and prolenged roar
of laoghter,

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

“No wonder Bunter knew tha Llesaed
vapera was behind the curtain in Loder's
~iudy, e must have left it thera when
he Led done filming them!” exclaimed
Johnny Bull.

Jveu as the junior spoke there came a
aild howl of alarm from Billy Bunter as
the apgry face of Gerald Loder himself
-ueldenly appeared round o corner of the
|RssAge.

“Wow ! Keepimofl

l.oder saw the roll of film in Wharlon's
lund, and iu a fraction of o second he
realised what hed happened.

“ Look out!” roared Bob Cherry,

But he was oo late.

The inforiated prefect chavged full into
the craowd of juniors, and before anyons
conld prevent himyg bo snsteched the Glin
(o Flarey Wharton's hands. The next
~econd he tured to his quondam pal,
awl, forgeiful of evervihing hut a desive
1o puniizh the fat jumor for what he had
made him soffer, commenced 1o hit oul
il andld Jeft.

“Yuaoh!  Keep lom off I howled
Bowier. “Wow ! Stoppit I

“{30 eca-v, Lodee!” exclasmed Harey
Whavtan,

“Yan—youn  vourg  beund !
| T l-if’ Faeer puvple with rage,
- A - -

Weonls lailed the peelect, Now 1he
it was safely i bis own pocket heo
hetermine] to make Bonder zit op. DBat
.Irf = ﬂ"ll'

|8

ragecd
“You

“MAGNET?” PORTRAIT GALLERY.
No. 5.—Peter Todd (of the Remove).

Deeply interested in maiters appertaining fo the Law, and possessing the
“ gilt of the gadb,”’ Peier Todd enjoys the distinetion of being the School-
boy Lawyer. Shrewd and logical fo a marked degree, Poter Todd has been
responsible for solving many baffling mysteries that have puxzled his Form-

fellows.
erieket and [oolball elevens.

A gocd all-round athlete, Peter Is & prominent member of the
Cousin of Alonzo Todd, the D
friars, to whom he bears an exiraordinary llkeness.

tr of Grey-
Constitotes himself

the * goardian ** of Billy Bunter who, with Tom Duifon, the deaf junior,

and the two Todds, oceupies Study No, 7. A great favourite with Greylriars

In general and the Remove In partieular, who Invarlably refer to him as
““ Good old Toddy.™”

Cripping the squirming Owl of the
Remove by the scruff of iis fat neck, he
jerked him up the passage in the divec-
tion of his own study.

“0w!  lelp! Rescue,
shouted Bunter.

But Harry Wharlon & Co. did notb
mov e,

They felt that Dunter richly deserved
all he was going to get, 1le dl!

] ] - b ] L]

Remove )

Ten minules later the story of ihe film
ihat had been found in Duunter's pocket
was fairly common properly.

The explanation of the Owls exira-
ordinary power over tho Sixth-Forner
waz out with a vengeance,

At first the Hewmovite: had Leen more
amazed than osmused. Then they re-
iombered how Bunter, during his tem-
porury reign as Loder's pal, had made
the bullying prefect do lnz bidding—and
they howled,

No oue had any svinpalby for Leder.
Taowler was not exactly popular in the
Tawer Sehool, and they [elt that he
desvvved all be had got. And ihe fact
that he had gol it from the usually
obtuse Owl of the Remove made the joke
all tha greater,

Thiz incident, (T

l"ll'l1.'I.-E"‘|.'1"‘I'. Tarlk I'L 1"!1.1

tatled  hin, actions  did not.evd of 1lie <cobaol eivema, Harey Wharion

& Co. realising that a film camera was o
decidedly dangevous arlicle if it [fell into
wrong hands.

When William George Bunter next
appeared in the Remove quurters he
could lardly walk., He was aching in
every bone, and wildly flicking one fat
hand to and fro, whilst with the other he
kept tender guard over a certain part of
liis anatomy whera Loder had been busy
with a ericket-stump.

“Ow! The smoking votter!™ he
groaned. “I'm hurt! Groocoghl!™

The only sympathy he rvecaived, how.
over, was a loud vell of langhter,

“HHa, ha, hal” _

“Serve you jolly well might 1™

Bunter staggered away to huz slody.
where for the rest of the evening he we-
engaged in treating his damaged cavea-v
with embrocation. It was a lang time
indeed, however, Laofors he  fully  re-
coverad from Loder’s licking, anmd sl
longer before lie hieard the last of the
time when he was Loder'z pal.

THE EXTD,

(Faok aul fur anether powérful sehon!
atory of the riums af !'Frry,i'n'unr, £l
titled " The Rownder's Wayl!" by Frank
Richards, featuring Tom Nedwivg, the
fisherman's sov, and Flerbert Vernon-
Suith, better kunwn az the Rovider.)
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A SUPER-MYSTERY AND ADVENTURE YARN!

¥YHE MASTER MIND! RBechind the depredations carried ouf by the enrious phenomenon that has come fo be siyled
the Phontom Bat there is the confrolling power of o very carthly aond material genfus.
Nl is that snan 7

the investigations corried ouf by the police are kpown,

T i

Unfo hing all things affecting

A full-of thrills detective story featuring Ferrers Locke, the private investigator, and his clever boy assistant, Jack Draxe.

The Clue of the Cloth!

ONDERING deeply on the events

P of the previous night, Jack

Drake was finishing hiz breakfast

somewhat disconsolately “'hnp

the door of the reom opened to admit
Ferrers Locke,

“ Hallo, guv'nor!™ said Drake, start-
ing from his seat. “I found the note
you left on the table to say that you
were not to be
I'd better get on with brekka.”

“Quite right, lad.”

“ Anyhow, now you're here I'll tell
Bing-Sing to see about something hot.
These kidneys, or what's left of them,
ara cold.” )

“Don’t bother about anything beyond
a cup of coffee for me, Jack,” Locke
interrupted as the lad was darting to the
bell-push; “you can tell Bing-Sing to
bring up & fresh supply.” .

And, settling himself in an armchair,
the eriminologist stretched out his legs
with a sigh of satisfaction.

“Pet long odds that you haven't had
any rest all last night,” Jack remarked,
when the Chinese servant had departed
to execute his order.

“And you'd be right, Jack,” laughed
Ferrers Locke, *“Anyhow, I'm fairly
well satisfied with my night's work.”

“Good for wou, -guvnor, for that
means that you've struck a clue!”

“As to that, I've eertainly gathered
some information that will form the
basiz of our future operations.”

“ About the letter bronght by the mes-
senger-boy ¥ queried Drake.

“h, that!” Ferrers Locke shrugged
his shoulders. 3o far it only conhrms
myv belief that the man against whom
we have pitted our wits iz not only pos-
sessed of a thorouwgh knowledge of
chemistry, but iz also marvellously well
informed as to what's going on around
him, otherwise he wmﬁdn't have gone
to all that trouble to have attempted to
give me my quietusz”

“Which, thank Heaven, [fatled,

uv'nor! DBut what licks me 15 how the
ellow could have found out that you
wore on the case”

“Just so, my lad; but if that's going
to lick you, I'm thinking vou stand =

dae Maicxer Lismary.—No. 821,

disturbed, so I thought

chance of having a good many more
lickings before this case 15 over. As I
said, we're not up against an ordinary
crook., For example, take the way in
which the lock of that safe Wwasz re-
duced to powder. Why, if applied in
the right direction, there is a fortune
awziting any man who could place such
an easily-handled and formidable means
of fusion on the market.”

Jack nodded.

“Did the envelope give vou any elue
as to where it came from #* he inguired.

“Haven't had time to go into that
vet, my lad. For the moment, I'll leave
that problem to Pyecroft. He can put
a man on the job fo trace the mes-
senger-boy. Though I don't think we'll
get much out of it, even if he succeeds.
Ah, bere's Bing Sing with the coffee !”

=

CHARACTERS IN THE STORY.

FERRERS LOCKE, the famouws private
detective of Huaker Streot,

JACK DRAKE, hisz clever boy assistang,

INSPECTOR FPYECROFT, a leading light of
the QLD at Seotland Yard.

“THE CHIEV,” a mysterious personage,
who directs the coups of the Phantom
Bat, the nowme given to the weird, in-
fiman-leoking object, capable of Aping
like an oeroplune, about which, so far,
very liltle is known by Scolland Yard,

HUSKY and the SNARK, twe prominent
members of the Chief's gang.

aoon after the Phantom Bat iz scen flying
over London comes the wews of a daring
robbery at the howse of Juan Fernandez—an
agent of a Spanisk Grandec—in whose care
sontg priecless emeralds have been entrusted.
The emeralds are stolen, and the few clues
left behind point €0 the work beiig that
of the Hatl,

Ferrers Locke f2 invited to invesfigate {he
cake, and forthwith the elewth and L
assisbant make thelr way o the scene of
the robbery. On the refurn journey Prake
dizeovers 4 stray puppy in the car, and,
being fond of anihals, he takes it info the
house. From Sing-Sing, Locke's servant, the
detective learns that a messenger-boy Tad
called with an uwrgent Icdler. The Ictter in
guestion gots Rnocked on to the floor, wheres
upon the puppy, in playful mood, begine to
tear it wp. In legs than five seconds the
antimeal liez stretclhed out in a Nfeless heapn,
having inhaled a deadly pmeder contained
in the letfer—evidently intended for Ferrers
Locke.

(Xow read on)

With silent steps the Celestial croszed
the room, and at a nod from his master
E:umd out & cup of the fragrant

verage. Locke sipped it with evident
relish, whilst Jack leancd back in his
seat, anxiously waiting to hear more,

At length the empty cup was replaced
on the table. Then turning to his
assistant, the investigator drew a small
envelope from his pocket, from which
he abstracted & minute fragment of
some dark material.

* Although youn didn’t notice it at the
time, I removed thia from the head of
& rusty nail protruding from the outer
framework -:J;l the window of the room
in which the safe was placed,” he re-
marked as he passed the object over to
his assistant.  *Now, Jack, let's see
what yvou make of it?"

The lad pored intently over the
material before replying.

“Can't say that 1 can make much of
it, guv'nor,” he at length remarked,
“except that it looks as thowgh it had
been torn from a larger picce, and
scems to have been mcss«eé’ up with
something sticky.”

“Yery good so far as it goes, It
cectainly was torn from a larger picer,
and alzo, as yvou ecxpress it, been moessed
up with something sticky, for it has
been coated with a rubber solution.”

“A rubber solution?”

“That's so. In my opinien, It
originally formed a portion of a roll
of similar material, and had beon nsed
ko mako a hasty patch cver a rent in
some larger object.”

“Iut what*

“ Ah, there you've got me, old chap.
Like vourself, all I can say at present
is, ‘but what? Anyhow, this little

iece of silk, for silk it is, tells o tale.

arcful investigation under the micro-
seope shows that embedded in itz meshes
ara not only grains of ground coral,
but also of lapis-lazuli, clearly proving
that at onc time it had borne a design
painted on 1t by a Japancse artist, for
many of those worthies wse lgnely-
powdered minerals mixed with =a
medium as & means of ebtaining colour
effects impossible to be produced in
any other way.”

Jack whistled softly.

“Japanese ' he muttered. ©+ “D'you
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think it's a Japauese crook who's at the
back of this?”

Forvers Locke laughed.

“Running away with yourself, my
lad ¥ he asked in return. “It's far too
carly days 1o make an assertion of that
cort, though whoever the unknown i3,
it's evident that he possesses a thorough
rosight inte the ways of onr friends in
ihe land of the Mikado.”

The lad glanced up sharply.

“You may remember that I got the
Spaniard, Fernandez, to hand over his
collar ¥ continued Locke.

*Bhould rather say that 1 do,
guv'nor! And my brain's been kickin
pretty badly about it ever sinee,” sal
Drake. .

“Well, my reason for deing so was
that ¥ was instantly struck by the man’s
aecount of how the ' mysterious shape,’
uy he designates it, leaped at him and
that his face instantly hecame damp,
then icy cold, belore ﬁa lost conscious-
nesa, A quick searching of his face
revealed zome minute green specks on
hia skin as well as some which showed
np on his collar. In order to assure

myself, therefore, as to the corrcetness
of my theory, I brought the collar away
with me,”

“And you found—" Jack inter-
rinpted.

“Exactly what I expected I should.
The ansthetic with which the Spaniard
had been zsprayed 13 one at 13

jrractically unknown to Western science;
one that ects with startling rapidity,
And, moreover, here’s the pointy The

exact composition of this anmsthetio is a
icalovsly-guarded seerot of the "priests
of Bhinto, and this mysterious Japanese
wect have christened it * The Slesp of
Bilence.”

l'l'""fellr

I'm jiggered ™ the lad

|

lgasped, a3 Ferrers Locke paused. Then

unexpectedly he added: *If this stoff
15 a secret of these Bhinto priests,
guv'nor, gur man obviously must have
ik sent over from——"

“There you're altogether wrong, my
lad, and that’'s the one thing that's giv-
ing us a start on his trail”

A start? How? Hang me if I
gquite follow. ™

“Simple enough when you under-
stand, But T'll explain, This anees.
thetie, in order to efficacions, must
be maxed within a few hours prior to
ita being used, otherwize it lozes its
strongth. So that—"

“1 follow you, guv'nor!™ exclaimed
Drake. “There must be some of those
Shinto johnnies kicking around over
here, who keep the crook supplied with
the stuff whenever he wants 1it.”

“That's my theory,” eaid the detee-
tiva qguietly. “8So now it’'s up to us to
dig them out. Once we locate them,
it ought to be a comparatively easy
matter to locate their customer.™

The sleuth glanced at his watch,

“ Jova I" he exclaimed, “Didn’t know
it was so late! We ought to have heard
from Pyeoroft by this time "

“You won't be long before you do,
if I'm not mistaken,” grinned Jack, as
he darted to the window, “ Thought
501" he added. “Here's a jolly old
taxi pulling up, and I'm cock-sure the
ingpector’s inside, by the way the con-
tra:]::ticln SWAYS.

“You'd stand a good chance of pget-
ting & box on the ear if onr friend the
mspector was present to hear you,”
langhed Locke.

"E}.ruﬂk% for
grinmed Prake.

A few minutes later the porily form

me he's not, then”

of the police official stood framed In
the danrwu‘z

“Hallo, Locke!” he cried heartily.
“Thought I might have seen you at the
Yard.”

nrNuthing deing in that line yet, Pye-
era iT

“Too early for you, I zupposa?” the
C.I.D. man answered jﬂkﬁ?ﬂ]}" as he
flung _himself in an armchair, “Wal,
Eﬂf'a’llll dong 1

n that brief manner that was
peculiarly his own, the unofficial -detee-
tive narrated the strange happenings of
the ﬁreriuus evening.

" tg thunder ¥ burst out Pyecroft at
length. “Tha dirty skunk! Well,
there's one thing, Locke, he's shown hia
hand, and we shall have to keep our
eyes skinned.”

“You're correct; but forewarned is
forearmed, Look here, Pyecroft,” said
Locke quietly, " I'm going to get you to
Eut & man on to trace the messenger-

oy. We may learn something in that

quarter, though I expect whoever
handed tha letter in took jolly good care
te cover hiz tracks. And now I sup-
pose you'we brought the list of men
Fernandez gob in touch with regarding
the sale of the emeralds”
_ “3ure thing! Here it i3,” replied the
inspecto®, produting & picea of paper
from his wallet and handing it to his
sOMpanion.

“Umph I” Ferrers Locke grunted as
he let hia eye ran down the list. * Mor-
rig Gruenbaum, of Hatton Gardens,
Bast-known dealer on the market; Sher-
wood Forrester, 8t. Mary Axe. Let’s see !
Ah, he’s the man who's reputed to have
finareial- dealings with half the crowned
heads on the map, let alone sundry other
illustrious personages. th sound men,
and—— Ah! Here's Count Majorea—

With a snarl of rage ihe Japanese in the detective’s rear sprang to his feet, ghrieking out that a foreign devil was profan
the terople, He followed up this assertion by hurling himsel! at Ferrers Locke, endeavouring to pin him to the

e e T T

ground, {See page 256,

Taeg Maicxer Lisrany—No. 921, .
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as well known in London =ocial life as
snyone. Bit of a collector himself, 1 be-
lieve. Did all these three men actually
inspect the stones?” he asked, turning
to Pvecroft. .
“No: (ruenbaum and Forrester did,
but the count, on learning the figure
Fernandez wat agking, cobtented him-
golf with stating thal, as bhe wasn't a
multi-millionaire, he'd have to ery off.”
“As far as can be judged, thenS
Locke went on, “every one of these men
is absolutely above suspicion. Btill, it
would be interesting to interview them,
for they may haye someone in their
employ who, "h;u’iuﬁ’l lcarned of the pro-
posed transaction, has passed word on
to undesirable quarters. dF 1 wero you,
Pyecroft, I'd make it_my business to
give them a look up. In a m:piplacatejd
case like this promises to be, it doean’t
do to let a zingle chance rtiu:l-.”
““(ilad that’'s your opinion,” agreed
the inspector. * As a matter of fact, I
was on my way to Hatton Gardens when
I thought I'd call in here first. And
that reminds me. If ' going to see
CGruenbaum this morning, I haven't any
time to lose. So-long! I'll phone you if
anything worth reporting turns up,”
And scrambling from his seat, the
olica official, after fripping hiz col-
feaguc's hand, stamped down the stairs.

A Dangerous Mission |

(] QUPPOSE  vou've already
I sketched out some plan, gnv'-
nor ?"" asked Jack, turning to his
chief as soon as the footsteps of

the YVard man had died away.

“Why, ves. My intention iz to pay
& visit to a certain spot in Lambet
where these Shinto priests have Oxed
up s %emple.”

“ Lambeth "
astonishment,
hera in London "

“Yes, and where, it’s reported, they
practise rites that are—well, not Etricﬂ{r
in accordance with our Western ideas,”
was Locke's reply.

“I get you, guv'nor! Think you'll
be able to spot who's been supplying
thiz anmsthetie?™

“Hardly that straight away; but I an
hoping to establish the identity of the
priest, or priests, and that will be a
start in the right direction. Forbunately,

ﬂé&cuhted Drake, in
“They've got a place
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this evening is one on which the fol-
lowers of Shinto hold high festival, thf;-.i
oceasion being the * Feast of Hyoshani,
as they call &, An oceasion on which
every member of the sect makes a point
of being present and bringing offerings
with lim. With luck, a strange face
will not Dbe noticed as on ordinary
occasions.”

“ Pretty hot stuff, though, aren’t they,

uv'nor, about any foreigner enmriu%
thewr Eilrmns, or whatever they cal
them "

Ferrers Locke zmiled grimly.

“It's hinted, my lad, that any for-
eigner who is unfortunate enough to be
detected i3 never seen alive again.”

“Then it looks as though we are in
for something spicy.”

The criminologist leoked up sharply.

“We? What d'you mean by *we’'f"
he asked, with a tantalising smile.

“Why us, guv'nor, of course,” replied
Drake instantly, * You're not thinking
of leaving me out. My middy aunt! 1t
wouldu’t-—I mean, why, who knows, on
a E{Eun_t. !ike this, f mig'ht come in handy,
an f—"

“Thaere's one thing ' that absolutely
preclodes you from attempiing such a
thing,” replied the dctective kindly.
“You can't speak a word of Japanese,
and this fact alone would almost in-
stantly give the show away.”

“I&now I can't, guv'nor, But who's
to know that? Hang it! I could be
ns dumb as an ovster,”

Forrers Locke patted his assistant on
the shoulder.

"1 appreciate vour motive, my boy,”
he said, * I know well enough that when
there’s danger about, youw're always
anxious to share it. But though it will
be impossible for you to be with me, I'll
see to it that you're not far away "

Drake's face brightened considerably.

The details that Ferrers Locks had
carefully mapped out were soon ex-
plained to his assistant, with the resalt
that, just as daylight was merging into

night, two forins silently quitted the
Baker Strect Fremisea.

The first to emerge was a2 man whose
thin, grey locks and bent back gave him
the appearance of great age, whilst
though arrayed in shabby,
clothing, his zallow skin and eyes, that
by a masterly touch of make-up seemed
but mwere shts, would have caused an
observer to have at once proclaimed him
as an Asiatic,

Carefully elosing the door of the yard
at the rear of %ha premises through
which he had passed, Ferrers Locke,
after one keen glance round, shuffled off,
almost at the same moment as a lad
bearing under hiz arm a wooden tray
covered with a cloth, stepped briskly
from the front door.

With an old cap pulled well over
features that would have been greatly
improvoed by the application of zoap and
water, his threadbare trousers and
jacket, with a big slit above the elbow,
none would have recognised Jack Drake,
the criminologist's usually spick-and-
span assistant,

Yet such was the individual, Mot
many minutes elapsed before he had
Eaiued the thoroughfare along which his

isguised chief was shuffling, Drake
keeping well away on the opposite side
of the road,

Ho the distance between the detective's
headguarters and a dreary street in
Lambeth was ﬁlc:rrr]f traversed, till the
psendo-Japanese halted before a dingy
shop, in the dirt-grimed windows of
which were displayed a collection of
articles scemingly only fitted for the
scrap-hesp. )

A moment's close scruting, and then,

Furopean.

without hesitation, Ferrers Locke boldly
entered.

Previous residence in Japan had not
only gained for the investigator a fluent
knowledge of the language, but had also
initiated him into much of the ritual
observed at both sacred and public fune-
tions, It was to the manner born, there-
fore, that he kow-towed toe a man who
instantly came forward, one whom he
inwardly noted was about as evil-look-
ing a specinten of a Jap as he had ever
set eyes onn.

Very few words, however, passed be-
tween them, and after a searching look
at hiz vizitor, the custodian of the pre-
mises drow aside a curfain at the far-
ther end of the shop, and, pointing to
a flight of stairs that led uwpwards, indi-
cated that Locke was to ascend.

With the utmost calmness, the investi-
gator stepped forward, though it was
with a sensation the reverse of pleasant
that hizs cars caught a loud clang of
moetal, assuring him that an unseen
metal door had closed behind him, effec-
tually cutting off any chance of retrae-
ing his steps, should he desire to do so.

A ii%ht touch on his pocket, to assure
himself that his automatic was at hand
in case of emergency, and then, without
o0 much as turning his head, he com-
menced the ascent.

Some twenty steps, and he found his
way barred by a heavy curtain, Feom
behind the curtain came a confused mur-
mur of voices that, gradually increasin
it volume, burst into some weird sort
chant, above which now and again
floated the harsh notes of reed instru-
ments.

Drawing the curtain slowly on one
side, Locke passed through into a long,
low-roofed chamber., The walls were
covered with fowing draperies, and the
whole place was illuminated by scores
of emall tapers affixed to brackets around
the walls,

A swift glance round assured the de-
teckive that some fifteen or sixteen man
(some, like himself, wearing European
clothing, and others the flowing gat-
menta of the East), gmup&d before a
shrine or altar, which supported a
hideous carven efligy, men who, at the
moment the detective entered, pros-
trated themselves to the ground. Fol-
lowing their example, Lﬂ-ﬂiﬂ flung him-
self gﬂwn, though taking care to re-.
main in sich a position that he was en-
abled to zee around,

Almost instantly, a strange, wailing
note - from some barbaric instrument
echoed out, as there slowly entered one
whose shaven crown and gorgeous robes
proclaimed him to be the officiating
priest, and who, after a low obeisance,
mounted the altar stepa.

Ferrers Locke took a peep at the fel-
low, and started iunvoluntarily.

“Where had he seen the man before?”
was the thought that surged through his
brain,

Far above the average height of his
countrymen, 1 priest was not only
nosiceable on that account, but also from
the fact that a curious triangular scar
disfigured hiz left cheek.

That thoy had met before Locke was
firmly convinced.» But where? In vain
the detective racked his braifi for an
answer, a3 obce again he bowed his head,

Little did he dream how near to upset-
ting, not only all hiz well-thought-out
plans, but even imperilling his life, that
unexpected tecoguition was destined to

rove,

F When dressing for hiz assumed char-
acter, Ferrers Locke had discarded his
collar, subsiituting a somewhat worn
scarf. The-staré %:m had._involuntarily
given at the entrance of the priest had
caused this to shift slightly, so thai
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when again prostrating himself, a thin
line of neck in its natural colour ap-
peared below the material, & line of
white skin, in vivid contrast to his other-
wise sallow features, :

This thin streak of neck, shown up n
the flickering light of the tapers in-
stantly caught tﬁe eve of a wrinkled
Japanese in the detective's rear, who,
with a snarl of rage, sprang to his feet
shrieking out that a foreign devil was
profaning the temple. He followed up
this ascrtton by hurling himself at Locke
and endeavonring to pin him to the
ground. - .

The efect was magical, the ery being
taken uvp on all sides, and even as the
slenth flung his attacker on one side,
and leaped to his feet, it was to find
every man in the room, many of them
brandishing weapouns, rushing towards
him.

There was no time to draw his avto-
matic, for, with eyes gleaming with hate,
the fanaties were almost upon him. But
Locke was not one to be easily overcome,
even though taken at a disadvantage.
Like a fash, his left flew out, the fore-
most man staying & pile-driving blow on
his chin that not only lifted him from
his feet, but semt him hurtling back
amidst his comrades.

A second shared a similar fate, and
then, before his enemiez conld realise his
intention, Locke had sprung backwards
towards the wall, causing those who
were shrieking out curses at the ‘‘for-
cign devil ” to pull up with a jerk, as
they found themselves covered hy an
ugly-looking, blue-barrelled aufomatic,
grasped in a4 hand as rigid as though
carved ont of stone,

“ Btandd where yon are, or I'll shoot ™
lissed Locke in Auent Japancse.

The pack of Asiatics paused, snarling.

For the moment Locke was holding
his foes at bay, but he well know that,
should they make a concerted rash, Ins
number would be up.

To attempt to cross the room ond
gain the door by which he had entered
would be worse than useless, besides
which, should he suncceed, there would
still be the stee]l door at the bottomn of
the atairs to bar his progress. There
was only one chance for hin.  The
pricet had entered the chamber from
somewhere at the rear of the altar,
clearly demonstrating that at that par-
ticular spot there must be some means
of egress,

With Ferrvers Locke, to think was {o
act,

Crack, crack! His automatic harked
spitefully, though harmlessly, he having
purpaeely aimed above the heads of
those confronting him. Then, covered
by the momentary confusion his action
had canzed, Locke dashed across the
intervening space, to find, as he had
anlicipatedd, a narrew dJdooerway, through
which ho darted jost as the infuriated
followers of 1he priest, recoveving [rom
Ltheir panie, raeed aftor him.

Onee more, to face vound and lash ouwt
at the lecring face before him was the
work of & moment. In doing so, how-
ever, some nequality in the flooring
caunsed the sleuth to stumble, with tlie

ragili that his auntomatic Jdvopped from
his hand,

There was no time to altempt to re-
cover it, so, turiang, he sprinted up Lho
Right of steps that lay  before hin,
speeding upwards, he knew not whither.
- Tp hee went, with the howling, screech-
g moh close af lis heels, Several doors
the detective passed i i I]nnd]ﬂug
Might, & hasty examination showing that
they were secneed, So oon, Gl wwhat was
avidentlv the ten [amding was esainmd,
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from which a ladder
led upwawrds to o
trap in the roof,
'ﬁliﬂ the sleuth in-
stantly mounted, and
with a heave of his
shoulders ho foreed
the heavy covering
upwards. Another
second, and Locke
had drawn himself
through. Then,
slamming it back
into its place, the de-
tectiva flung himseif
panting upon it
e was just in
time, for as the
woodwork  clatlered
into position the
nearest of his zallow-
faced foos had
guined the lower
rung of the ladder.
Glaneing  around,
Ferrers Locka found
that ho had arrived
on tho flat roof of a
huilding that formed
the end of the raw

n:-_t' houses, On onu
gide, and at s
back lofty walls

reached upwavds {0
o height precluding
an possibility  of
sealimg  them. e
fore hun lay a sheer
drop of some sixty
feet to  the street
below, whilst the re-
maimng  side, pro-
tected by a low para-

pet, overlooked n
narrow passage, fac-
ing which was a

sinmilar fAat - roofed
structure, but too far
away to attempt the
risk of a leap to gain
it,

Fervers Locke was
in an awkward posi-

The deteclive reireated up the narrow flight of stairs with
ihe howling mob at his heels. {Seethiz page .}

tion, and he know
it. It was npos- i
sible for him to move, for it was the
weight of his body alone that prgwn’md
those below from forcing their way
throngh. Should that happen, unarmed
as he now was, the detective knew ke
would ba abszolutely at their merey. '

A few blasts on the police whistle in
his pocket would, he knew, bring him
aid, but that was the last thing he de-
sired in the circummstances,

So far, his investigations had met with
unquuliﬁ'm.l suecess, He had secired a
mental photograph of the only priest
of Shinto in the country, for had thero
been others they would never have
abzented themselves from the tomple on
that day of all days. All Locke desired
now was to gobt away without his iden-
tity being discovercd. But how?

Suddenly, from the street below, a
shrill ery waz wafted upwards,
“IMere yvor are! Only a penny !V

It was Jack’s voice, As arranged, the
lad, in order to remain near the pre-
mizea  withont aliractine notice, had
vigged himsell out as o street hawker,
in which gunise he had boen perambu-
lating up and down, offering tho toys
on hig tray ab a penny a-picee.

Snatching an electrie forch from los
povkel, togelber with his  letter-case,
Lovke, vath the nid of the hght, 'r'n|lml|}'
soribbled 2 fow words on an envelope,
Then, wrapping the piece of paper ronnd
a enin, ha paneml, for s sodden tHhad,

accompanied by a jerk that almost vn-
scated him, told that his yellow-skinmed
enemics, failing to dislodge him by other
means, had procured a heavy beam of
wood, which they were evidently using
as a battering-ram,

There was no time to lose, and in-
stantly Locke whistled three times in
suceession, a signal he knew his assiztant
would understand,

A sceond later, and the welcome
sounds of an answering whisile rang
out, and knowing that Jark would b»
on ihe look-out, the delective flung the
weighted message into the street helow,

—

The Interrupied Message 1

ACK DRAKE, as he sent back ilie
answering whistle, bundled the
contents of hiz tray into a bay
slung acrods his shoulders, %0 as

to be ready for any emergency., 'Then,
as he tried Lo picrce the gloom in the
direction fromn which the signal hadl
seemed to proceed, the claiter of sonu-
small object [alling on tho pavement
caught his ear.

Darting across the road that wa-
almost deserted, Jack's keen oves soon
delocte] something white an the side-
walk, and stooping, he snatehed it up 1o
diseover that it was a piece of papey
wrepped round & cgin.

Toe MacNer Lismany.—No. 821,
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A couple of strides, and he was be-
neath a street lamp, ripping open the
paper as he did so.

The message ran:

“(et to the roof of the corner house

where they are doing repairs.”

he message was short, but the lad
instantly realised what it was his chief
wished him to do, though why, he was
at an utter loss to understand. However,
that mattered little; he had received bis
instructions, and he was going to carry
them out,

he corner house referrad ko was un-
doubtedly not the one which Locke had
entered, but one on the opposite side of
Ap narrow passage, one against which
builders’ ladders were still reared. To
clamber over the hoarding surrounding
it, and fing sside his mow useless bag
and ‘tray, was to the young athlete but
the work of a moment. Then, gaming
one of the ladders, Drake swarmed up 1t
with the agility of a bluejacket.

In a very few secconds the staging
round thé coping of the building was
gained.  Pausing, Jack repeated the
whistle,

“That you, Jack?" came a voice that
he knew well from somewhere amidst
the gloom on the farther szide of the
passage,

“Me, right enough, guv'nor!”™ he
called back., “ Where are you?"

“Can't show mrself, lad. But can you
find a plank up there long encugh to
bridege over this pagsage? If s0, get it
across as quick as vou can”

Too accustomed to act on an emer-
geney to waste time in asking questions,
Jack instantly measured the distance
between the building with his eye, and
then glanced at the planks of which the
sca.f[ﬂfding was composed.

Thers were plenty long enough, but
how could he get one across the gap¥

“My hat!” he jerked out suddenly,
as he glanced up. “The very thing !

SBwaying above his head, attached to
a rope, was a long plank, presumably as
the workmen had left it when knocking
off tune had arrived.

Nothing could be easier. Al he had
to do was to rest one end on the scaffold-
ing, and then, swinging it round so that
tha other end pointed outwards, lower
away the rope, and allow it to drop mn
the required position.

Without wasting a second, the lad
secured the end of the plank in position,
then, with & mighty shove, sent the
other end over the passage. To his dis-
may, however, he found that there was
not the least possibility of lowering away
the rope as he had mmtended, for no
sooher had he turned aside to attempt
it than the planking swayed back again
towards him.

Again the end was secured, and once
again the fimber swung outwards. Only
this time Jack did-yot leave go his hold.
With a warning shout to his chief to
stand clear, he wrenched & sheath-knife
from a belt around his waist, and with
a swift stroke seversd the rope support-
ing the length of wood.

With a resounding crash the timber
landed on the opposite building, the
impact causing it to bounce up belore
finally settling into place. No sooner
had thiz happened than the rays from an
electric torch unexpectedly flashed out,
and & form thak; even in the uncertain
light, Jack recognized as Ferrers Locke,
sprang upon the extemporized bridge,
and, guided by the light he carried,
commenced the perilous passage.

1

Too astounded to speak, Jack stared
in  silent astonishment, though the
silence was not long unbroken, for &
chorus of yells sounded in the detective's
rear, as some four or five dim figures |
appeared on the roof the investigator
had just guitted.

Forrers Locke had also heard the
shouts. The weight of his body being
removed from the trap-deor, his enemies
bhad swarmed through the opening. |

Teo continue his comparatively slow
progress along the swayving plank would
he impossible, for long before the sleuth
could gain the farther end his pursuecrs
would, in their mad rage, sweep his
frail support away and hurl him to
eternity.

Swift to decide in moments of danger,
the investigator, raising tho light that
guided his footsteps, fashed its rays on
the building befora him, then, calcu-
lating to a nicety the distance to a eross-
beam that had arrested his attention,
he thrust the lamp into his pocket.

Next, before either his  relentless
enemies or hiz assiztant could determine
what his intentions were, the detective
had crouched low to give himself the
necessary lmpetus, and boldly leaped.

With a clatter the plank that had
formed his support crashed into the
street below, a clatter almost instantly
drowned by the vells of exceration that
rose from his pursuers;

But above the din there rose a frantic
“Hurrah!" from Jack, as his beloved
chief, having grasped the beam towards
which he had launched himself, dro ped
safe angd sound at his assistant’s EEEE.

It required but a very few moments
for Locke and Jack to descend from their
lofty position. Nor were they anxious
to remain, for the crash of the falling
timber, coupled with the wild shouts of
the Asiatics, had caused peoploe to rush
from the noighbouring houses. And, as
it was, Ferrers Locke and his assistant
had barely gained the ground before the
passage was filled with a shouting, ges-
ticulating mob.

“Blip on the other side of the road,

Jack,” whispered Locke, as  they
wriggled through an opening in  the
fencing surrounding  the  building.

“We'll get out of this az quickly as we
can I

Drake, followed by the detechive,
darted past a number of people hurry-
ing towards tho scene of the exeitement,
and gained the comparatively deserted
pavement, A rapid walk through shert
cuts with which both were familiar
brought them n the vicinity of West-
minster Dridge, where a taxi was soon
secured, Inside half an hour the famous
criminologist and his  assistant were
mounting the steps of the former's cham-
bers in Baker Streetf.

Barely, however, had Locke opencd
the deor with his key than o light flashed
out from a landing above, and a voico
that unmistakably emanated from Pye-
croft roarced out:

“That vou, Locke?
vou've turned up!"

“Oh, yeg, I've turned up, hike the pro-
verbial bad halfpenny,” came the laugh-
ing renly. “And what's brought you
round here at this time of night®" he
added, as he mounted the stairs.

“Brought me round I’ snorted the in-
spector. “Rang vyou up some dozen
times, and as all I could get out of your
confounded Chink was *No savvy,’ I

By gad, I'm glad

guess I had to come.”

“Well, don’t stand there puffing like
a grampus!” the private investigator
went on, .as he flung aside his wig.
“You can geb on with your yarn jusk
as well in & comfy chair. Now, what's
the trouble?’”

“Well, it amounis to bthis,” blurted
out the inspector, as he lowercd hia
put'tii,; fraine te a chair. “The 'han-

f

tom Bat's been seen agnin.’

“Come, that sounds interesting,™
Locke commented. “Any develop-
ments

" MNot up to the time I left the Yard,
but I thought you'd like to know as
SOON A3 sible,™

“Thanke! Jolly sporling of you, old
man. And now, when was it seen, and
by whom ¥ :

“ Aboub & couple of hours ago, and by
oung Harry Dimsdale. You've met
tim, haven't you!?"

“(Oh,.yes, more than once! Xe's the
fellow whe's perfecting an invention of
his own, something to do with silencing
the engines of aircraft, isn't he?"

“That's the chap, Well, he was
making a mﬁht fight in one of his own
machines when all at onea this Bat
thing, emerging from a bank of cloud,
passed straight in front of him."”

“And what did he make of i£7

“"Well, to tell the truth, he saw very
little of 1t, for if shot swiftly across his
bows, so to speak, though the rough
deseription he is able to give tallies
with what young Jack told ws, though
ha is as much at a loss to understand
how the wretched thing is propelled
as vou or I."

“Where was Dimsdale when he came
across b7

“Ovor Aldershot.”

“And was the Bat proceeding towards
London, or from 1t?

" Neither [

“Neither?" queried Loeke, raizing
his eyvebrows, .
UNo. Dimsdale states that it was

flying practically due mnorth, so that,
unless it altered its course, it wouldn't
pass within some miles of London™

“Making duc north was 1t%" As he
spoke, the defective rose and removed
a map from the wall; then, placing it
on the table, began ruling pencil lines
across it. ]

“What's the stunt?” inquired Pye-
groft, from the dopths of his armchair,

“Working out a little problem, that's
all. Let’s see. On the night the
emeralds were lifted from Myrtle House
the IRat passed over here in a nu}"'-
westerly direction, as was proved by its
being #oen over Hampstead Heath.
Got me?"

“Well, thai's stale news!”

“May bo: but usoeful all the same.
MNow, see. I'm ruling a line through
London exactly nor'-west, and now
that's done, I'm going to rule another,
taking Aldershot as the base and con-
tinuing the line due north!”

The detective’s pencil streaked across
the paper as he spoke,

“D'you follow what that's for?” he
askeod.

*“To spoil & good map, I should say!”
grunted Pyecroft. . _

“No, my worthy oflicial {riend,
nothing of the sort. Of course, to a
certain oxtent it's guesswork at ]{J_rusmlt.
But mysterious objects like this Bat
don't go dodging around scooping in
emeralds and other ftrifles  without
having some base of operations. Now,
taking it for granied that on each occa-
sion on which it has beén seen it con-
tinned on & straight course, as marked

The

Frinted and poblished Eurhunndu h¥ tha Prunrlamraﬁtrut".&[ug;ﬁ;nmnud Pross (172, Ltd,, Ths Flestway House, Parrlogdon Street, London, F.O.4.

Advertisspiont ‘ofcea: The
raten: Inland and Abrosd, lls. pér annum: 5a.

Australis and New Zealand: Messrs. Gordon & Gotch, Ltd.; and for Oanada, The Jmoerlal News Oo., Ll (Uanada).—3Snturday,

setway House, Farfin

A
« Tor pix months,

E.0.4. Hegistsred for transmission by Canad
Hals agents fuuf Bouth Africa: Tha Central News Agency. Ltd

lan Magazine Post. Bubsoriptica

; & agenta fop
Octaber 3rd, 1925,



EVERY
MONDAY.

PRIGE
TWOPENCE.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

il

A

il 153

LA T

|

A
i

-

o ,I""
3

3‘1
ik
1F

- _.'-" _-i!;.,‘ =

- I
.q.H
rrat
J
L

#

a

. -
o
e

Before either his releniless enemies or his assistant guessed his intenilon Ferrers Loecke crouched low ito give himself
the necessary impetus, and boldly leaped. With a clatfer the plank that bad formed his support erashed into the sireei

below. (e page 20.)

by these pencillines, 1 find that they
bisect at the Chiltern Hills, which, as
it is a sparsaly populated distriet, would
be & handy spot for stowing away this
aerial curiosity.™

“By thump, but there's methed in
your madness, after all ! the inspector
agread., “For, after all, the blessed
thing must have a garage, or hangar,
or somethmg [

8o far, so good [ )

Removing his coal, and donming an
old dressing-gpown, Locke i:x-::lmnﬁed his
boots for & pair of old carpet s mEeru.
Then, selecting a pipe from a rack on
the wall, he stuffed it with black tobacco
and lit up.

“Found ont anyithing about the
messenger-hoy who brought that letter
for the guv'nor?™ Jack asked the
Inspector. i

“By jingo, yes, my lad! With my
head so full of this blessed Bat, I for-
got to mention it,” Pyecroft answercd
apologetically, ) i

“Oh, that’s all right I smiled Locke.
" Anvhow, what's the result?” '

“0Odd thing, but Jackson, who's one
of my best men, has visited every Dis-
trict Messenger office in the metropolis,
and not from any one of them was a lad
despateched with a letter to you.”

Jack Drake whistled.

" Anvhow, it jolly well was & messen-
gor-boy who came,” he remarked, * for
next morning I made Sing-Bing fully
deseribe his uniform,"”

“Uniform or no uniform, Jack,” the
detective  interrupted. ' according fo

the inapector’s
wrong.”

“But if he wasn't a messenger-boy,
who was he, and how could ha have
got hold of a uniformi” the lad per-
sisted,

“Uniform. Ave you forgetting, Jack,
that there are such people as theatrical
costumiers "

m Gh 5r

“Bomehow I didn't think that an
individual like the one we've evidently
got to deal with,” said Locke, “ would
have fallen into such an error as to em-
p]n;,' a public servant who could be
easily traced.”

“ﬁ:eru I'm quite with you!" Pye.
croft agreed. “But when sending the
messenger, why rig him out in uwniform
at all "

Ferrers Locke shrugged his shoulders.

“Who can say? Yet there are two
ragsons that are not unlikely. One, to
give the transaction an appearance of
urgency ; and the other, which, to my
way ot thinking, seems the most prob-
able, to provide against the contingency
of his messenger ieing recognised, for,
at a casual glance, one lad in wmform
closely resembles another.™

“Btrikes me, guv'nor, that it wouldn't
bo half a bad stunt if I make a round of
these theatrical people to-morrow, and
if any of them have recently let out one
of these uniforms, I might be able to
drop on something.”

“Quite a good idea, my lad. You can
easily pitch a yarn that you are g_mng
to a fancy-dress dance. But, while

statement, you're

think of it, Pyeoroft, how. about your
interview with those fellows who in-
gpected the emoralds? What transpired
in that guarter ™

“ Absolutely nothing, as far as Gruen-
baum and Forrester were concerned.
Thay .at once admitted that they hed
beeh negotiating for the purchase of the
stones, but had been unable to coma to
terms. Forrester, in particular, seemed

retky sore that he'd Iiq::usl; them. Faney

e's in touch with some rajah, who'd
got his eyo on thom.

““And their employees "

“All old hands. DBeen with
donkey's years!™

“Good! And the count?”

“The count? Why, hang it all, man,
what was the good of bothering him?
Boyvand having an interviow with Fer-
nandez he ha.ﬁ nothing to do with the
mattoer.”

“Oh, well, of course you please your-
solf as to the line of investigation you
intend to follow, but for m Eﬂﬁ, I should
certainly have interviewed him."

“ And wasted your time!” Pyeeroft

them

grinned, ]
“Possibly, or possibly net,” Locke
answered  dryly. “Anything fresh

oceurred at Myrtle House

“No, don’t think sa! Oh, did I men
tion that the day before the robbery
some surveying fellow with a theodo
lita, and all that, was measuring up
the grounds there?”

“No. What for?"”

“ A new branch tubo that thé Cosme

Thne Maaoner Lsrirr.—No. 821,
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politan Railway are going o run under
the biilding. A line that is te vun to
Beekenbeane

“You've scon the mant™

“Oh dear, no! Heard it from the
hpamm‘d § servang ™

“hen all I've got to say i3 that the
man . was ap impostor, for I was dining
with the trallic manager of that coms-
pony’a few nights ago, and he then told
e that 1.1:1:-;, had definitely given up
the ‘ided of opening that line somo
monthis ago. I'l" pop across {oanorrow
aid see the servant,”

Leaning back 1o lis cheir, Pyceroft
L u Ll
“Why, L:)-:,L::-, uhul, mare's nest have

you got hold of now?” he asked.

“Can't say hll T've climbed the tree.
But one thing's certain; wmen don't go
lugging theodolites around in private
grmm{.ﬁ; without having some definite
roason. Mo, take it from me, that fellow
wasn'g pm“]mg avound thore for a
change of air.”

CPerhaps not oy but &l the same, what
earthly cmr:w:,tmit can ho have with the
mﬂ.ftm we've gob in haud‘f

{ absolute silence,

“Not pood at gucssing riddles, old

1.1:1.[: Bt I psay
o glay !

The wspéclor grunted and reached Fm
lis lit, :

“Guess I'll have to be shifting.  1t's
jelly snug here, butthe best of Frieads
must part,” he remecked.

“Right-ho!" said Locko. *IF theve's
wuy news of u forther exploit, by the
Hold on, there's the phone! Wait till
I find wlo's ru:lgllt YT 1I['.i|” And
crossing the room, the investigator un-
hitehed the reeciver.

“Halle!™ he shouted. ™ Yos, :
vight, Ferrers Locke speaking! Who
are vou ¥ Then, u.m.ngmg raund with
a start, he held up his band to enjoin
and remained with the
instrument glued to his car for sevoral
ionents,

At length he replaced the receiver.

“ Looks as though developments may
be, -31 eoled,” Le said quictly.

Y hat d’}ﬂu mean ' asked Pyecroft.

”'ﬂ-'hv just as whoever it was who
rung mie up the lines erossed, and I
eanght part of a E-D:Il".?ﬂr::-&tll:l-n carried on
between two others.™

“Well 2"

be able to tell vou

you're

“Apparently somncone was giving in-

sbriierionts Yo anotlicr, but the odd [mrl: is

that those instructions referred to me.
*“To vou?" cried Jack, in astonishe

tnent,

“Yus‘, for 1 distinetly caonght the
words * You know the house,” to which
the reply came, *Of. course I dol
Borsn’t ovefyone ‘know where lerrers
Locke hapgs out?" That reply brought
forth a sharp reprintand for mention-
ing names over the phone, followed by
thiz  remark. ‘Then see that cvery
thing’s wveady to be there mmglt
at—" whicl was all I was able to hear,
for at that instant the iines became dm:
engaged, and T found I'd been cut off !

“Put what, in the name of all that's
wonderful, can it mean?” stammered
the inspector in  astonishment. ' To-
uin;']'lt at—"

“Simply means this,” said Locke
erimly, and an ugly gleam came inlo
hiz -eyes.  “There’s some devilment
afoot, and you and I, Jack, my boy,
will have to keep our cyes open!”

(What adventure docs this mterne*pt:r?
phone message Tead to? Mind you read
nexd week's theilling tnstalment, chums.)
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