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This is the opening story of a grand series
dealing with the holiday adventures of Harry
Wharton & Co., the Cheery Chums of
Greyfriars. A Trip to the South Seas . . .
A Treasure Hunt . . . Dangerous Foes
. . . But you’ll read all about these things
for vyourselves. This remarkable series,
remember, begins next week.

A TOPPING METAL STAND.UP MODEL OF THIS FAMOUS
EXPRESS, IN FULL COLOURS, GIVEN FREE WITH EVERY

COPY OF NEXT WEEK’S BUMPER ISSUE OF THE “ MAGNET.”

THE MOST AMAZING SERIAL STORY
OF THE YEAR!

A Vivid, Pulsating Narrative of a Gold
Rush to the Land of the Midnight Sun, by a
well-known author who has ** been there.”

In addition there’s a full-of-mirth short
complete * shocker” by that juvenile genius
Dicky Nugent of the Second Form at Grey-
friars. His latest masterpiece—"* A Pest from
the Past ! ” will give you the laugh of the week.

All Magnetites are strongly advised lo give an order for
next week’s Free Gift Number of the “ MAGNET *’ to-day!

’ ON SALE EVERYWHERE
Price 2d. per copy as usual! SATURDAY, AUGUST 6th.




DOUBTING THOMASES! Lillly Bunber—in
Thus his Iatest tale of how he snalched o child from the jaws of death 14 nealicwed with

fought scores of batilea
Just hoxe funky he is.

and won through.

several groins of aclt. Yef for rmce Bunier, the funk, develops info Bunler the HeroJ

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
No Go!
b ETER, old chap'”

Billy Bunter rolled into
Study MNo. T in_the Remove at
Cireviriars, with great excite-
ment in his fat face.
“I say, Pcoter—"

Peter Todd, scated at the stedy table
with & pen in his hand, a stack of
impot papcr before him, snd & volume
of Virgil propped against the inkstand,
did not heecd.

It was a half-holiday at Greyiriars,
and a blazing Augpust alternocon; and
nobody who could get out of doors
wanted to remain in, Pcter Tedd hed
no choico in the mattier.

He had a hundred lines to write for
Mr. Quelch. Those lines had to be
written before Peter could get out.
Peter was turning them out at rec
B : and he had no time to waste on

illiam George Bunter. Russcll and
Ogilvy were waiting for him on the
aaiml raft, for Peter fo join them in &
boat; but Mr. Quelch had to be satis
fied first. DBosling up the Sark was &
much more 1mportant matter thau
writing lines; but it would have been
futilo te explain that te the Remove
master.,

“Peter, old fellow!”

Only the scratch of Peter's rapid pen
answered Bunter, He did nol even
lock  np.

“Look here, Pelop—"

*“Shurrup t”

“But I say—"

“Bunk "

“Ti's important—-—"

* Bcoot 1

“Look here, Peter—I
follow——" urged Bunter.

Pater Todd ceased scribbling for a
moment, to beitow a deadly glarve on
the Owl of the Remove.

“You fat fromp! I've got to get
these lines done before 1. go down to

say, old

the river! Shut up! Clear! Bunk!
Vanish I

“0Oh, réally, Pater—"

Beraleh! Scratch! Seratch!

“Look heore, you dummy!” howled
Bunter, “I tell you it's jelly impaor
tant. It's & picnie!”

“Br-r-r-r-r 5

“There ien’t any 1ime to  wasie’
urged Bunter. “Those beaste mey
start any minute. They've lecked tho
stuff up in the study cupboard—sus-
picious beasts, you know, just as if they
think a fellow would touch it. When
they come in for it, it will be too [ate!
Chuck that 1ot for a minute, Feter, and
listen io a chap !

Peter “chucked ™ it for s minute,
looking round him. appareutly for a
missile to hurl at Bunter. .

“They've got no cnd of stulf,” said
Bunter, his eves glistening behind his
big spectacles, “I saw thon doing the
shopping. Ginger-beer, and cake, and
tarts, and meringues, and biscuits, and
nuts—="

Peter Todd

“Where will
inguired.

“0Ob, really, Toddy——-"

(31

“Buzz, you fabt wasp!

“I want you to back meo up, old
fellow,” said Bunter, with a wary eye
on the ruler, and prepared to dodge.
“Those {fellows have iunsulted Ew,
Peter. I''m not having it, old chap,
because you're my pel, you know, My
idea 1s, to punish them by bagging the
stuff before they stark. sce? You'd be
just as keen as I am, if you heard what
they’'ve been saving about you.”

Pater Todd gazed at Dunter.

“"Wharton =sazid yon were &
legged freak, old -cfmp.”

“What

“Bob Cherry said you were a potly

Hmret.;rmv.”
“Did he?” breathed Poter Todd.

“Yesz; and Jnhm% Bull said you had
a face like a Guy Fawkes mask.”

“He did, did he?”

= Sgﬁrﬁugent said vou wore 8 funk.”

“ And Hurree Singh said yvou ought to
be in & lunatic asylum,” went on Bunter
checrily. “Made my blood boil, you
know, ta hear them talking about my
pal like that”

1cked up a ruler.

you have 1it¥” he

long-
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Peter Todd continued to gere at {he
fat face of the Owl of the Remoave. He
seomed to have forgotien even his lines.

“T'd jolly well have punched ther
heads, vou know, for t-nlkin? .about you
like that,” said ﬁunt&r, * only—only——
They'ke hardly worth & felfnw soiling
his _hands on them, Peter."

“Oh ! gasped Poter.

“Aly ides if; to -punish them by
scoffing that feed in the cupbomrfd in
Study No. 1, rattled on- Buater.
“After the way they insulted wou,
Petor, I ithink. they deserve it. It will
sorve them right, Not- that I care any-
thing about the grub, vou know.”

“Oh!" gasped Peler again.

“Just to punish them for insulting
vou, old felljow! I forgot to mention
that Wharton said you were a rank
outsider.”

ifﬂh 1"!.l .

“And Bob Cherry said he pouldn’t
understand why they sent you to Gray-
friars instead of to a home for idiots.”

The exprestion on Peter Todd's face
wai growing cxtraordinary.

“8o you come with me, old fellow
and bust open theat uupi}nnrd,”' said
Bunter, “ I'll keep watch 1n the passage
while yon de it: See?! After the way
they insulted you——"

Petor Todd rose from the table,

Billy DBunter pgrinned ‘with satisfmc-
tion.

Apparently he had worked up PEL“
b | r‘_
tainly, the complimentary expressions
that Bunter had recited, were sufficient
to arouse the most peuccable fellow's
1,

*{;ome on!” chirruped Bunter.

“Thn coming [ gasped Peter Todd.

And ho came. i

He came round the study table wilh
a rush, To. Bunter's surprise,
grasped the fat junior by the collar
with his left hand. Before Bunter
quite knew what was happening, he
was whirled face down over a chair
The ruler in Joddy's right hand roso
and fell.

Whack !
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“Yaroooh!” roared DBunler. “{h,
my hat! Wharrer you at*"

Whael !

“Yaow-on-o0w | Help ™

Whack " _

“Whonoop ! Help! Murder! Fire!
Regeue 1

hack! Whack! Whack!?

“I say, Peler—ol, erikey—yoocooop!
leggo!l Heli‘;\!” yelled Bunter, wrigg-
ling frantically in Peter Todd’s power-
ful grip, *I say—— Beast! Leggo!
Resene ! Oh, dear! Ow!”

Wheek! " Whack! Whack! Whack!

Peter Todd seemed to be under tho
impression that he was beating a carpet.
The ruler rose and fell with groat
encrgy., and rang lowdly on Dilly
Bunter's tight trousers.

" Yow-ow-ow-0w " roared Dunler.

“There,” gasped Peter Todd, “1
ihink that will de. I don’t mind your
telling lics, Dunter-—T've’ got mnsed to
that! DBut I don't like you thinking
1'm ass cnough to swallow them. Beel
1 objeet to that. Catch on®™

“ Yaroooh ! F

“There's one more for luck—"

llYﬂl}qulu

“Naow travel ! y

Billy Dunter was not a rapid
traveller, as a rule. But when Peter
Todd released his coller, he travelled
for the Remove passage at lightning

¥

specd. Peter Todd kicked the door
shut after him, and returned fo nia
lines,

“Neast '™ roarcd Dunter throwgh the
keyhole. i . .

Peter grinned, and <ipped his pen o
the iuk.

“Yah! Rotter!™

Heratch. scratch, scratch! .

“ Reast ! You come out of that study
and I'll mop up the passage with you!”
yelled Buntey. -

There was a sound in Study No. 7
of & chair being pushed back.

That was enm:gﬂ for Bunter.

On second thoughts—proverbially the
best—lie decided not te mop up the
Rewmove passage withh Peter Todd. He
departed from the door of Study No. T
at groat speed, and by the time Peter
!m!ged out he had wvanished., And
Peter grinned and returned to his lines,
uninterrupted  further by William
George DBunter,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing !

RACK ! o
It was & sound like a pistol-
shot.

“Hallo, halle, halla!®

Five juniors, arriving in the doorway
of Study No. 1 in the Remove, were
quite startled by that pistol-like crack
in the Iihldi’; _

“What the thump—"" oxclaimed
Harry Wharton.

“Bunter "' yelled Hugpnt.

Billy' Bunter was standing_ before the
study copboard in Study Neo. 1 when
Harry Wharton & Co. arrived. Bunter
had & chisel in his fat haod, broken off
short. Part of that chisel was embedded
between the lock and the socket of the
study cupboard.

Bunter jumped and swung round ns
he heard the voices of the juniprs. He
blinked at them with a startled blink
throngh his big spectacles.

“T—1 say, vou fellows!™ he stut-
CIQdt,

“You fot burglar!” roared Johnny
Bull.

“Oh, really, Bull—"

hat! DBurgling our study cup-
board 1" exclaimed Frank Nugent,
“Oh, really, Nugent——"
Tae MacNeT LiBRARY.—No. 1,016,

“Baguash him " roared Deb Cherry.
“I—1 =ay, wyou fellows, don't
Leasts, you kuow!"” gasped DBunter.
“I hope you don't think I was trying

to open that cupboard door?™

"What?" e

“Nothing of the kind, you know. I
hope I'm not the fellow to pry into =
fellow's study cupboard,™

“0Oh crumbs!™

The IFamous Five gazed at Bunter,
When 1t came to telling “whoppers,”
Bunter beat Aunanias easily, and even
Lacorge Washington could not have held
a candle ta him. It was not surprising
that Bunter should tell whoppers, that
being the nature of the bLeast, so to
speak., Dnt it was really surprizing
tﬁit he should hope to be belioved
when Lo told them. But as the poet
haz remarked, hope springs eternal in
the human "breast.

“Well, my word!” zad WNugeot.
“And what were you doing, theni™

“ N-n-nothing 1"

“And yvou Emka that chisel in ihe
Eui:rl:mra.rd door doing nothing with it?”
asked Johnny Bull, with deep sarcasm,

“Ye.es. Exactly, old fellow1”

“Squash him 1"
T say, you fellows, I—I was just—
tust ‘lesting  this chisel. I—I rather
thought you'd been done over it, Bob.”

“Is that & chisel fraom my tool.chest }™
pasped Bol,

“¥es, old chap. You're rather an
ass, you know! VYou thought you wero
buying good Sheffield ﬁtcelg. and it's an
American chisel after all. Look how it
snapped! I—I1 thought I'd test it for
you, old fellow, to—io =ave you a lot
of tronble!™

“Collar brm |7
_ Bunter dodged round the study table
in alarm,

“I say, you fellows, T—Y wasn't after
your mienie. I wasu't going to touch
any of the grub, I never saw vou
_shﬂ{:?mg, and I hadu’t any idea that
on'd locked the stulf up in that cop-

oard—not the faintest! Varcoolh!
Beasts [

Billy+ Banter dedged frantically as
severeal. boots lunged st him.  Ho

reached the Remove passage on his fat
hands and knees roaring.

Harry Wharton unlocked the stady
cupboard ; and the pood thinps within
werp transferred to several bags. The
Famous Five had planned a picnic in
the woods for that sunny half-holiday,
and supplics had heen laid in on a
liberal scale, For once, cricket was
not claiming the heroes of the Remove,
gnd a pienic under the shady beeches
and oaks of Friardale Wood scemed to
them an excellent "1der, especially as
Marjorie Hazeldene and Clara Trevlvn
of Cliff House Bchool were to join up.
Hazeldene of the Remnove had already
started for Chiffi House to feteh his
sister to the rendezvous.

Laden with excellent provender, the
Famous Five left the study. Billy
Bunter was leaning against the balus-
trade. on the Remove landing, still
gasping, when they came along to the
stairs.

"1 say, you fellows!” gasped Bunter.

“TLet’s give him some moral™ sug-
gested Jolmuy Bull, " Busting & cup-
board lock is past the limit!™

HThe rollfulmess down the stairs i3
the proper caper |’ said Hurree Jamset
Fam Singh.

“1—-1 say, you fellows, no larks!”™

asped Bunter. "I say, look here!
f’m jolly well coming with you. I'in
not thinking of the picnic. 1 never was
g fellow to think much abent grub!
But Marjorie will expect to see mo.
H‘-’ﬂi rather unfeeling to disappoint a
irl ]

“Ha, ha, hal”

i

, 'f'Marjuriﬁ will bear wup, I thinﬁ’,”-
seid Harry Wharion,
“Btill, you want your lady guests to

enjoy themselves,” argued Bunter.
*Don't be selfish! I'm quite willing to
ter

ﬁl?ﬁ up my half-heliday to locking
the girls. T am, really!” .
“But the girls wv:ruﬂ]u’t be willing,"
grinngd Bob Cherry,
- "1 dom't think wou ought to be
jealous, Bob Cherry, because Marjorie
18 rather sweet in my direction., That
sovh of jealousy of a good-looking fellow
15 rather ﬂi-‘:l‘-:&nin%'. vou know!"

“You fat idiot!"™

“0h, really, Cherryl
fotlows 17

“Oh scat!” growled Bob. :

M Nothing deing, Dunter!™ said

Harry Wharton, shaking his head.
“¥You see, the girls ean’t stand you, and
i, isn’t fair to inflict you on anybody.
Go and cat coke!™

And the Famous Five went down the
Remove staircaze,

“Yah! Think I want to come to
vour rotten picnie!” bawled Bunter
over the balustrade, “I wouldw't be
fornd dead at gt !"”

" Ha, hf;,h ha!™

Harry Wharton & Co. walked cheerily
out of the House and started for the

ates,  Herbert Vernon-Smith, the
lounder of Greviriurs, was lounging
near tho 'ﬁln,tes, and he (Fl&uced ot them.
Harry Wharton paused,

“Coming along, Smithy¥"

“What's on?"” asked the Bounder,

“Picnie in Friardale Wood. The
Clif House girls are coming. Glad if
vou'll join up.™

“The gladfulness will ba terriic, my
estecined Smithy,” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

The DBounder hesitated a
and then he shook his head.

“Thanks all the same, but I'm waitin'
for Skinner, Have & good time,”

“Right-ho 17

The Famous Five walked out of ihe
gates,  Herbert Vernon-Bmuth looked
after them rather moodily.

1 say, Smithy!™

Billy Bunter  rolled up from the
House. The Tounder looked at him
without speaking.

“I say, old chap, did those beasts
pass youl” asked DBupter. "1 say!
'hey're going on a picnic; they’'ve got
lots of stuff. . I'Il tell you what, old
fellow [P

“Oh, dry up ™

3 k here! Tt would be no end of
a lark to mop them up and cellar the
stuff,” said DBunter eagerly. *“You
could get Skinner and Sncop and Stott
ant Bolsover major to ]mlfr—the 'd be
on like anything ! Desmond and 'i"‘rEvﬁr
wnuql:.! help, too. SHeei No end of a
rdg !

“Fathead [™

“"You're up against them, Smithy,”
said Bunter. *“Look how you've been
turned out of cricket. ILook at the
way Wharton walloped you! They
haven't treated you well, Smithy 1"

“You fat idiot!™

“The way they tatk about you, too!”
urged Bunpter.

*What 7" .

¢ Ca.'['iinq rou all sorts of names,” saiud
Bunter. ° ﬁ'a,ir!y makes my blood beil,

vou know, you being & pal of mine,”

The Bounder looked at him hard.
Vernon-Smith was more receptive, as it
were, than Peter Todd, ond he gave
Bunter more attention. The Bounder
had a rathor suspicious mind, and it
was easier to make him believe ill then
cood of anvone,

“What do yvou mean, you dummy?”
he grunted.

“0f course, I'm not the fellow to
make trouble,” said Bunter. “Dut

I say, wyon

moment,
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Grack ! It was a sound like a pistol shot, and the Famous Flve, arriving in the doorway of Study No. 1, were quite siartled by
“ Bunter ! ** yelled Nugeni. Ellly Bunter was standing by the
study cupboard, and in his fat hand was a chisel, part of which was embedded betwesn the lock and the socket of the cupboard,
! He jumped and swung round as he heard the volees of the junlors.

Wharton.

(Hee Chapter 2.)

what I think is, it would sceve them
right to mop them up and get that tuck
off them, vou kuow. Leaving vou out of
the picnic—Wharton said bhe wouldn's
have vyou along with them at =sny
price.”

L1} Eh ?!!

“And Bob Chlerry said they could
stand you in the Bemove passage, buk
they jolly well weren't going to have
vou along with the Chif House girls.
Wharton said " Neo; quite impossible.” "

The Bounder breathed hard.

It was guite possiblo that DBunier's
nﬁmhiei-:nakin? might have produced
some cffeot on his suspicious mind. Tut
it was rather discounted by the fact
that, only a few minutes before,
Wharton had-asked the Bounder to join

up for tho picnic--a fact of which tho
Owl of the Remove was  blissfully
UhAWATD,

“¥ou asec—-" weat on  Bunler
cagerly.

T gee '™ assented the Bounder grimnly.

He reached out and geipped Bunter
by the collar.

Bang !

William Ucorae Bunter's bullet head
smote the pate, and amote it hard.
There was a vell that could have been
lieard on the other side of the ¢uad-
rangle.

Bang, b&ngl

"Ow, ow! Yow! Whasoooooop!”
roarcd Bunter.

“ Anythin' more to tell me? asked
the Bounder sarcastically,

“"Yaropoh !

IHerbert Vernon-Binith lounged away,
leaving Bunter rubbing his head and
roaring. Why the Hounder had ecut up
risty like ibis Bunler couldn't puess;
hut Soothy had cut up very rusty
indecd, Tt was not William George
Bupler's lucky allernoon.

———

THE THiRD CHAPTER.
Bunter on the Trail !

) ALLDO, hallo, hallo ™
“ W hat——""
T Dunter 1™

Bob Chorry was glancing
back [rom the stile in Friardale Taoe.
In the distance behind, & fat  figure
came plugging along thie lane. William
(reorpe Bunler was on the trail of tho

prichic.

Frank Nugent asmiled, Wharton
frowneod, Johnny Bull snorled. Obvi-
ously the Uwl of the Remove was not
fo be left out of that picnic if he epuld
help i, Dut all the Famous Five were
unanimous in ilhe opiaion that Billy
Bunter was superfBuows om this occa-
ston. Bunter was convinced that he was
a fascinating follow, and that the whole
affair would be spoiled for Marjorie and
Clara if he was nob present. :

Hce was completely and totally blind
lo the fact that the CLf House girls
found it difficult to tolerate him with
politeness.  Bunier's stfiiude to the
peatle sex waricd from lefty contempt
io odious familiarity, neither of which

recommended liim to the persons con-
verned. Ifad the chums of the Remove
Iwen picnicking on thoir own, Bunter
would have been sllowed to butt in.
But they declined emphatically to inflict
him on the CHIT House girls. .

“Wait for him to come uvp and jolly
?]lli squash Lim!" growled Johnny

hid:

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Io's not coming up,” he said. “He
knows hetter than that. He's trailing
us down, and ho's not geing to show up
till we've got the girls with us. The
fat villain knows we won't squash him
whon they are prosent,”

“Jwt's go back and burst him over
Lhe lane !

“Ie's stopped!” grinned Nugent.
“He's only keeping us in sight ™

Bunter liad seon the juniors halt ab
the stile, and had halted himself. There
was & 5|y grin on his fat {ace.

He was not coming. into the danger-
zone, but he was not to bo shaken off.
The (hwl of the Bemove had sagely
worked it out in hiz fat mind that, onecc
the (liff House girls were present, the
Famous Ilive would be on their best
behaviour, and would not be at liberty
to handle him as he deserved. So he
was trailing them, intending to keep his
distance till Marjoric and Clars had
joined up,

e stood in the lane, blinking at the
chwns of the Remove, waiting for them
to preaced.

“The fat idiot!" exclaimed Harry

Tue Magyer Liprany.—No. 1,016,
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Wharton, half-laughing and balf-vexed.
“Wa'd let him. come if the girls conld
stend- him, bBut—"

“But they can'i.” :

“No fear! It's mot fair on them
said the d¢aptain of the Remove, with
a shake of the head. )

“2it down a bit,” said Bob. “We've
got plenty of time, I've got & wheege.”

Thé Famous Five zat in 8 row on the
stile. Billy Bunter eyed them from =
safe distance, edging a little nearer, and
then a little nearer, till he came within
hail, but still prepared to dodge and

fee,
“F gay, you fellows!” he called out.
“Hallo, halle, hallo 1™ e
“You'll be late for the picnic if you

den’t get on ! :

“Oh, it's only & couple of miles to
Pege Green I answered Bob.

“We're not——"" began MNugent.

*Shush "

e {Hi 1‘“‘

The row of juniors on the stile
smiled. The picnic was to take place at
the old priory in Friardale Woeod., It
was probable that Bunter would deduce
from Bob Cherry's remark that it was
to take place at Pegg Green, a rural
spot in quite another direction, on the
othor side of the railway. :

“8till, you don't want to waste time,”
urged Bunter. “I hope you don’t think
I'm églhwing you "

i Q13

“The fact is, I'm. taking a walk to
Friardale,” said Bunter fatuously. “I
was_quite surprised fo see you fellows
35"-'-“1-" * ¥ "

“Pass on, friend, and all's welll
grinned Bob Cherry. “It's straight on
to Friardale ™

“I'm taking a little rest here.”

“Now, look here, Bunter,” said Bob
Cherry impressively, “if we see you at
P Green we'll iOilj well burst you !

e“‘ggh, really, Cherry——"

“ And if vou follow on through the
wood we'll wait for you and bash you
against a tree!"

“ Beast 1™

*That's & tip !” said Bob. “Come on,
you fellows !

The juniors descended on the farther

BARGAIN BOOKS FOR AUGUST

side of the skile and walked on through
the woodland path. They disappeared
among the trees az Bunter reached the
stile, leaned on it, and blinked after
them. )

Bunter grinmed seremely.

It was guite possible that these beasts,
who wented to keep him away from the
Clif House girls because they wers
jeslous of his good looks, might lay an
-ambush for him in: the wood. if he fol-
lowed on. Bunter was prepared to risk
that, if necessary. But it wasn't neces-
sary—now that he kpnew the destimation
of the picnickers!

All he had to do was to take another
route to Pagg Green and keep clear
of them til SJE-. pienic was going on,
with Marjorie and Clara present. Then
he would roll up and join in as per
programma.

The fat junior chuckled. )

It was not necessary to keep the
Famous Five in sight now at the risk
of being cpllared and bumped. Eil!i
Bunter rolled over the stile, followe
the footpath for s short distance, and
then turned into another footpath which
led towards Pegg Green. Harr
Wharton & Co. went on towards Ch
House.

Bunter rolled cheerily on his way. As
the Co. had to call for the Cliff House
ﬁll’]ﬂ, he was certain ta be at Pepg Green

rat, havitig much less distance to cover.
Ha would be there, waiting and watch-
ing. In guito a cheery mood the Owl
of the Retnove rolled onwards.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked back
several times as they proceeded and
smiled as they noted that there was no
further sign of Bunter. )

“Tha dear man's heading for P
Green!” said Bob. “1 hope the w‘ﬁﬁ
Prtt"'f’fh him good I May bring down his

i P

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Thera are the
girls!”

The ﬁunmra veached the end of the
footpath, and came out into the road.
In the distance the red roofs of CIifE
Housze showed up against the blua of the
sea. Hazeldeno of the Remove was
coming up thoe road from CLE House,
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with Marjorie and Clara on either sido
of hime, There were cheery grectings
asﬂtﬁa &‘.wn pml_:t.ies tljzmt.ld 3 oy :
nd now for the o riory I saic

Harry Wharton, Lt

Hazal glanced round.

“I thought you'd have that fat
bounder henging on,” he said. “He
was nosing after the picnic, I know.”

LuTha hﬁ;gf@@aﬁaﬂ Wﬁﬁ terrific  hut
CIMPOrary, ripne urree Jamsect
Ram Singh, ¥

NEh?M

“Bunter seoms to hove the idean
that the 'picnic was to bgg?tat Peogyg
Green,” chuckled Bob Cherry. “Got
the idea from eomething ho heard us
saying. Queer, isn't 1477

“Ha, ha, ha!®

And the picnickers started cheerily
through the weod towards the old
priory, and in the sunny ruins the pienio
Wwas s00n going strong: what time
William George Bunter, with perspiring
faco and weary, fat limbs, was still

plugging on hopeiull ;
ek g o opelully towarda Pepg

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.,
Not Nies !

o H, dear 1
It waa hot.
It was worth a tramp, éven

in an August sun, to bag a freo
seat ab B pienic, in the opinion of
William Gearge Bunter., Neverthaless,
it was hot, and it was dusty, and
Bunter found neither the heat nor the
dust grateful or comforting. He
tremped on after he had left the wood
behind him, by way of a narrow dusty
lane between hawthorn hedges, which
led directly to tho lovel crossing on the
ratlway, beyond which lay Pegg Green.
Perspiration streamed down his fet face
and ran in & little rivalet down his little
fﬁt :*i;am His gullag :us damp, and hia
cheeks were red, and his round ayes ha
& beiled look behind his hig npgctaelag
Bul Bunter plugged on valiantly.
There was to be a picnic in the shada
of old oaks at Pogg Green, with refresh-
m% ginger-beer and lemonade, and tuck
galore, at the end of thet weary traml?.
At least, Bunter supposed so. Tha
prospect spurred him on. Like tho
enterprising youth who did the &

I 1 Wisa
mountaing with the moitto of

gt Em]aiur,’i Bunter refused to look
back or ta give in. His fat mind dwelt
ot & beatific vision of jam-tarts and
ginger-beer. What he would have felt
like had he suspected that the pienia
was nowhere within two miles of Pegp
Gireen, cannot be guessed. Fortunetely
he did not suspect that—yet,

“Oh dear!™ groaned Bunter for
about the fiftieth timo as he dragged
weary fat legs along the dusty lane.

“Buy a coconut, sir
h_l?mntﬂr paused and blinked round

1Iik.

On & patch of grass by the side of the
lane a gipsy caravan was drawn up, and
a bony horse was nibbling the grass
along the hedge. A woman in & rad
ghawl was nursing & far from clean
baby on the step of the caravan, and a
derk-skinned gipsy had been sitting
aﬂajnsr; & treo smoking a dirty pipe
when Bunter eame elong. There was o
basket before him, filled with coconuts,
apparently for vending along the road
when the caravan was on the move,
The gipsy sat up and hailed Bunter,
and Bunter stopped.

“Coconuts, sir, only sizpence,” said
the gipsy, takiog his pipe out of his
OOUuLn.
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Bunter was thirsty, and the ginger-
beer at Pegg Green was still far away—
if it was there at all, The milk of &
coconut  would have been extremely
wolcome. Bunter eyed the coconuts
through his big spectacles, and eved the
gipay. .

“Threepence,” ho seid.

“Tanner a time, sir.”

Bunter fumbled in his pockets.

Owing to the non-arrival of a postal-
order, which the Ow| of the Remove had
been expecting for a very considerable
tine, he was suffering from a dearth of
that useful article, cash. Thore were
four pennies in Bunter's pocket; that
was the sum fotal of his wenlth.

“Make 1t fourpence,” he suggested.

The gipsy grinned.

‘SBixpence, sir,”

“You see, I've left my money at
home,” explained Bunter. “I've been
disappointed about a postal-order—I—I
mean, I left my purse in my study with
my banknotes in it. TI've only got
fourpence.”

The gipsy looked at the four coppers
i Bunter's fat palm, and nodded.

“I'll find you a fourpenny one, sir,” he
sald obligingly.

He pawed over the basket of coco-
nuts, selected & put, and handed it to
Bunter, and received the fourpence in
exchange.

Bunter plugged on with the coconuk
under hiz arm, the gipsy looking after
him with a grin,

A score of yards farther on was the
lovel crossing, of which the gates wers
closed for the passing of the next train.

The little gate at the side of the big
gate was, however, open. Dunter
stopped in the little gl?f.ew&f. leaned on
the post, and opened
negotiate the nut. Ie jabbed the blade
of the knife into the softest spot, ex-
cavated it, and placed the nut fo his
mouth, to allow the juice to flow into
his thirsty and capacious mouth.

The next m-c!:lmei-pt. & gurglingdhﬂwl

E sunny countryside,
rart‘l ong Wﬁ,ﬁ e sunny country

The coconut dropped from DBunter’s
hands, and crashed on the ground,
eracking open with the concussion.

(L1

“ Moooooooch !

Bunter spluttored wildly, spitting out
Furiously the juice that had trickled
into his mouth.

It was not nice.

It was, in fact, exceedingly nasty.
The gipsy who had picked him out a
“ fourpenny oné,” had picked it out with
care. The interior of the nut, now that
it was burst open, could e seen to be
quite black., And the taste of the milk
was simply horrid,

* Groocoocogh 1M

Billy Bunter stuttered, and splut-
tered, and spat, going off almost like a
squib.

“ Mooooch !
gerraoogh !

“0Oh dear! That awful
gasped Bunter., “A rotten coconut!
The awful beazt! Oh dear! Ow!
Groooogh

In great wrath, Bunter clutched up
the two halves of the broken nut and
plugged back to the gipsy camp.

The gipsy was smoking his pipe when
Bunter returned, with & fat face blazing
with wrath and indignation.

. "Look at that!” roared Bunter, hold-
ing wp  the blackened coconut for
m¥echqn.

‘he gipsy looked.

"It's rotten!” bawled Bunter.

“¥You want a lot for fourpence, sie,”
said the pgipsy cheerfully., “I've got

Doooch! CGug-gdg-gug—

rotier 1"

is pocket-knife to

better "uns than that for sizpence. Try
a sixpenny cne, sir."”

“ Look here, you give me another nut
for this rotten one !™ howled Bunter.

“T'm a poor men, sir. I can't afford
to give nuts away.”

“(zive me my money back, then!”

“1 don’t think [ raid the gipsy.

“Yeou rotten swindler!” roared
Bunter.

"Eht Whabk?"

“You thief! I'll give you in charge !
howled Bunter.

The gipsy scowled and rose to his feot.
Like many persons whose dealings are
unscrupulons, he did not like to hear
those dealings described in plain and
unadorned English.

“¥You 'ook it!" he said threateningly.
“You 'ook it afore you git 'urt! See?”

“Look here——" spluttered Dunter,
ba-::kim]e,; away in alarm.

qe ¥ it !."

“{five him another nut, Josoph,” said
the woman in the shawl, looking round
from the caraven stepas.

" You shut your mouth, Janeth,”

The gipsy picked up a large and
knobbly stick. Billy Bunter backed
farther off. He did pot like the look
of- that stick, and ke did not like the

TR H
'1i1|?‘|!']-!ii |
| T
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at your newsagent's
to~day. chum, and
give an ordef for
next week's . .

B N N L a W AT AT

1}1teat¢ning seowl on Joseph's unwashed

BOE.

“ You *ookiog it inquired Joseph,
“Oh, you beast!"” gasped Bunter.
Joseph made a stride towards lim,

twirling the stick. That was enough for

William George Bunter. He took to his

heels at once and zcuttled away towards

the level crossing again: end Joseph
grinned and sat down to his pipe.

““ Beast ! pasped Bunter.

He reached the level crossing and
leaned on the little gate at the side of
the crossing, gasping for breath., He
was as thirsty as over, and he had an
extremely nasty toste in his mouth in
addition, and he was feeling very ill-used
and irritated. Somewhere in the dis-
tance sounded the din of an approaching
train, and, though it was still out of
sight round & curve, Bunter sagely de-
cided to let it g&sﬁ- before he crossed the
line, He wiped his perspiring face with
s handkerchief and leaned on the gate
to wait for the train to pass.

And then——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.,
Plucky |

ILLY BUNTER became aware of
it all of a sudden.
It was soldom that Bunter for-
got himself and his own troubles
and grievances.

BUMPER FREE
GIFT NUMBER

of the MAGNET Library.

But at that moment Bunter, for
bably the first time in his Iif J::I;:E*
pletely forgot his own worthy self.

His fat face became suddenly fixed
with horror as he stared at the railway-
line in front of him,

In the middle of the line, sitting on
the metals, was a littler girl- of about
four or five yvears.

Her tattered and rather gaudy attize
as well as her dark, swarthy complexion
showed that she belonged to the gipaies.

She had gathered flowers in her hangs,
and was making them up inte a hunch,
fastening them with grasses, evidently
utterly oblivious of the peril of her

pasition,

Bunter gasped.

The boom of the approaching train
was in his ears; but it had not aroused
tho little gipsy, deeply engrossed in
bunching her fowers.

The train was in sigh
on round the curve,
shrieked nhriilir.

Still the child did not move.

And still Bunter, petrified with horror,
was motionless, ts little, round eyes
almost started thr-::uEh his spmtmfas.
To run on the line with the roaring train
booming down upon him was wunthink-
able. And the alternative was to see
the unconscious child dashed to pieces
under his eves,

William George Bunter waz known at
Greyfriars as a grub-raider, 23 s fiat
slac cer, as a funk of the first water; a
fabricator who left Ananias and Baron
Munchausen in the shade) He was
known as a fellow who never even
thought of stirring a fat finger on
aceount of any other inhabitant of the
carth. He had been known to flee from
the wrath of & Third Form fag. He
had taken maore kicks than he could
ever have counted, though certainly not
so many as he had deserved.

And yet—rvy

SBomewhere buried decp under Bun-
ter's layera‘of fat there was a spark of
genuine British pluck,

Em!:nahlil he had never suspected its
existence himself. Certainly nobody elds
ever had,

Yet 1t was there—it must have been
there. For all of a sudden Billy Bunter,
as if moved by a hidden spring over
which he had no control, bounded out
upoan the railway-line,

He hardly knew what he was doing;
he hardly knew that it was indeed he—
William George Bonter, the Owl of the
Remove—who was doing it. But he did
it! Certainly he had not thought that
he was going to do it. If he had d
to think probably he would not have
done it. As if moved by a volition that
was not his own, he hounded forward
and raced {o the metals, with the ter-
rible boom of the train deafening his
fat cars.

He snatched up the child and stag-
gered. forward. Some instinct warned
him that he had no time to turn back:
he plunged on blindly, ecrossing the
metals with tho child in his arms, and
staggered clear on the farther side, and
fell headlong, ithe child still in his
clutch,

A roar as of an carthquake almost
stunned him—it was the passing train.
The engine was dashing by over the
metals Bunter had clear only an
instant before, followed by a clatterin
line of goods trucka. A u.'hite-fa.ceﬁ
ongine-driver stared down at him for a
flashing second and uttered something
inarticulate, The train roared by.

t now, sweeping
and & wx'hggtlﬁ

(1] '}h ! Dw Ill‘
Bunter  spluttered helplessly  and
breathlessly. There was a yell of

affright from the little gipsy.
HE MacNET LiBraARY,—No. 1,016,
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0wl Oh dear! Wow ! spluttered
Bunter.
Bunter staggered up.

The child, frightened and a little
bruised, wos screaming.  DBilly Bunter
stood clear of *he ﬁne. jamuned  his
spectacles straight on his fat little nose,
and blinked at her dazedly.

“Grooogh | It's all right, kid; nothing
to yell about!” he gasped.

ut the child yelled vigorously.

A shriek from the lane answered—a
woman's shrielk. The clattering train
was stid botween Dunter and the gate
he had left; that wild shrick rang across
the clatter of the trucks. Bunter guessed
that it waos the child's mother—probably
the woman in the ehawl he had seen
bn the caravan steps,  But be could not
geo her till the train bad passed.

The last truck clattered by at last.

Then the gipsy woman came panting
across the line, Her swarthy face was
white and terrified, but she gavo a cry
of jog and relief as she saw the child
safe.  Bunter blinked at her as she
caught the little swarthy pgirl up into
her arms, He was still so dazed by what
had hoppened that he hardly knew
whether he was on his head or his heels.
He stood blinking dizzily esnd pumpming
in breath,

Tho gipsy woman hgged and soothed
the child, bobbling words in the Romany
tongue. Suddenly she turned to Bunter
and poured out & etream of words, still
in the Romany diaicct, and as incompre-
bensible to Bunter as Greek or Chinese,

“1 sav,” gosped Dunter, *what the
thump—— Blessed if I ean understand
& word of all that! I ea i

“¥ou saved her—my little Minna1”

“Oht Yes! Oh dearl I've bruised
my knees!” gasped Bunter. “I've torn
my trousers! Oh dearl”

“You have saved her life!”_  The
fears were streaming down Jaoneth's
face, “You dear, brave boyl  Sho
would bave been killedl 1 saw her
from the caraven when I heard the train
coming, and looked round fo zee it pass,
1 camne—>

Shé panted and zobbed. The pcor
woman had run madly to the level
croezing when she saw the child’s peril,
but the tragedy would have been over
long before she could have reached the
spot but for Bunter,

Jogeph, the gipsy, came slonching up.
There was a etartled lock on  his
nwarjiléf, unkempt face. The woman
hurried back across the line with the
child in her arms, still sobbing. Tho
Eipﬁ}' looked oddly at Bunter, sudﬁing

y appearances, Hilly Bunter was about
ihe lost fellow in the world he wonld
havo espected to run so fearful a risk.
But it had happened wnder his eyes:
from the distance he had seen Bunter's
desperate rush to save the child.

1 beg your pardon, sir,” soid the
gipsy very civilly. “You're a good 'un,
you &re, sir, and I'm sorry 1 was uncivil,
[

“He saved our Minna!” sobbed the
gipsy woman., *“8he would have been
killed!  That brave boy might have
been killed 1”

The gipsy nodded.

“You get the kid back to the van,
and zee she don’t wander agin 1" he said.

And the woman, with a lock ef tearful

gratituda to Bunter, carried the child
nwa{_.
" You're 8 good plucked "un, you are,
gir!” gaid the gipsy, still eyeing the
gasping Owl of the Remove curiously.
“1 don’t know ‘ow to thank you for
what you've done, sir.”

. Bunter had pulled_himself together a
Jittle hilihif time. It dawned npon his

LEr Macser LiBrary,—No, 1,016,

wring that e had done a very plucky
thing. He bad not had time to think of
it Lefore; but he realised now that i6
WaSs piutﬁy—very plucky—quite out of
his line, as it were. He began to swell.

“Oh, that's all right!” he said airily.
“That’s nothing I . :

“1t was something to us, sir,” said
the gipsy. * Humble folk is jest as fond
of their childer as their betters, sir.”

“1 meon it was nothing to me,” said
Bunter, “Of course, I wasn't going to
see the kid hurt. It's all right, my
man., Look here, if you feel so jolly
thenk{ul you can jolly well give nie a
good coconut. Scel"

The man started o little. ]

“Certainly, sir. U'be ’ole basket, if
you like, arter what you've dome.” °

Billy Bunter walked cheerily back to
the wayside camp with the E]lagﬁiﬁ
Joseph being so thankful and civil, Billy
Bunter considerod it judicious to put his
thankfulness angd eivility to the best

oszible use, Me sclocted three of the
attest nuts, as many as he could carry
with comfort, tho gipsy watching him
very curiously, Probably it struck him
that Duntoe’s present procecdings were
rather ocut of keeping with his herole
rescue of little Minna, But certait}!g
they were¢ more in  keeping wit
Bunler's usual character. _

“As mauy as you like, gir,” =aid the

glpsﬂ. .
“Well, I can’t carry more than three,’
gaid Bunter regretfully. )

“ Ever so much obliged to you, sir,”
said the man, as Bunter turned to go.

“That's all rizht,” eaid Bunter, guite
affably. " A mere nothing to me. Any
fellow who knows me will tell you that
I'u og-brave as a lion,”

in Dh -tﬂ

“7The lact i, danger’s nothing to me,”
said Bunter. “I rather enjoy it in
fact.”

“QOh "
| A:ild. Bunter Et-nrted ntnhce more I’n'?ar the
evel crossing, Joseph, the gipsy, staring
after him very ﬂunpé]u:lp

e ———

THE SIXTH CHAFPTER.
Buanter’s Latest §

1 EASTS 1
B VWiliam George Bunter made
that remark not once, but

many bimes.

He made it again and apain.

He murmured it, na shouted it, he
hiszed it, he faitly snarled 1t

What hiz vocabulary lacked in variely,
it made up in cmphasis.

“Beoasts 1™

Bunter had reached Fegg Green, He
had haunted VFegg Green for several
hours. Durinz those hours, he had
waited and watched for the Greyfrviars
picnickers. And they had not turned
up.

Bunter had found some comfort in the
coconuts, One after another he had
devoured them. Three coconuts would
have been considered a very consider-
sble snack by any feilow. To Wiiliam
George Bunter they were as & speck of
sgand in the desert, or a drop of water
in the ocean. Had he foreseen that there
would be no picnickers at Pegpg Cirgen,
certainly he wounid have contrived to
carty olf a larger share of ithe gipsy's
stock-in-trade.

* He bad not foreseen it, however; ke
had not even suspected ik, He had
had not the slightest doubt on thae
subject. Finding Pegg Green bare of
picnickers, he had swpposed that the
chums of the Remove were late. But
after hanging about for two or three

—

hours, he could suppose no longer. The
dreadful truth dawned upon h%m. His
fat log had been pulled: and the picnio
uﬁ.s uot taking place at Pegg Green at
H‘ -

“ Beasts | groaned Bunter.

He saw it all at last! Pegg Green

been specially mentioned in order

to pub bim on a falso scent. He saw
that now.

All the while he was waiting about at
Pegg Green, the picnic was going on,
pomewliere clse—miles nearer lo Grey-
friars, in all probability, Quite near
to CLiff House, as likely as not. It was
too terribly clear new—and Bunter's
feelings were almost too decp for words,

He had counted on that picnic. With
Marjoric and Clara present, the chums
of the Remove could not have booted
him out—and any welcomo, shert of
booting out, was good enough’ for

unter. And the incident of the level
crossing would have made such a
splendid topic for conversation! Bunker
had pictured himsclf relating the story,
under the admiring gazo of the Chff
House girle! ‘Their enthusiastic admira-
tion of his remarkable pluck would have
been very ‘soothing and agreeable
indeed, and the envy of the other fellows
would have mado it all the pleasanter.

. Bunter had prepared to spread himaelf

like & peacock and back in admiration,
Ho was not the fellow to hide his light
under a bushel, or let his uncomtion
quelities blush unscen. Even wheg he
had nothing to boast of, ho was piven
to boasting. And now he had something
to boast af—the real goods, as it were,
Sometimes he related, in the Remaove,
tales of derring do; descriplions of
terriic combats that had taken place
&t rather uncectain dates and J.'ucal?tiea.
which the Remove took the liberty of
disbelievirg from start to finish. Now
he had a true and thrilling tale to
tell, and there were no hearers! It waa
really too cruell

" Deasts 1Y

Up and down and round about Pegg
Green had Bunter rolled with weary fat
limbs, hunting for the picnic that was
not there.

He gave it up at last, and sat down to
rest with a dismal, fat face, tired and
dusty and infuriated.

“Bessts ! he groaned,

More than two miles lay between
him and home, and the thought of that
two miley tra.mp—-unre[resheg !:-3 a feed
—made Bunter's podgy heart sink into
the depths of despondency. But thero
was nothing clse for it; he had to {ramp
home, with an aching void instead of
the Tioj's share of a picnic inside him.
There was one consolation, if he had
thougtt of it. Had not Bob Cherry
pulicd his fet lz2g, and sent him on a
wild-goose chase to Pegg Green, he
would never have heen at tho level
crossing when the little gipsy was in
peril, and little Minna would not have
been saved from the rushing trein,

Bunter might have considered that a
consolation, if he had thought of .it.
Dut he did not think of it, He was
thinking of the picnic, of the ginger-
beer, of the tuck, of the jam-tarts; of
all the excellent t!hings he ']m.d intended
to scoff, and which were now never to
be scolfed by William George Bunter,
The picnic was gone from hiz gaze like
g beautiful dream. The Owl of the
Remove had no time or inclination for
thinking about anybody or anything but
his important self, There was po balm
in Gilead, so to speak, for William
George Bunter,

He movad at last, and dragged tired,
fat legs slong on his return journey.
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howl rang out over the sunny ¢oun

Bunter piaced the nut to his mouth to allow the jules to fiow irto his thirsty and eapacious mouth. The nexi momeni a gurgl
tryside. * Oooooch ! ** he gasped. The coconut dropped Irom Bunter's hands and

he coneussion. ** Mooocooch ! ™ The Iat Owl spluttered wildly, spliting ol Turlously

julce that had trickled into his mouth. “ It’s bad ! ** he oried. “ Oooch !** (See Chapter 4.)

to the ground, cracking open wiih ¢
He made it a point, after passing tho
level crossing once more, to lock for

the gipsy camp. If Joseph, the gipsy,
was still in & grateful mood, Bunter was
prepared to raid his basket of coconuts
to thae full extent of Joseph's gratitude.
Ha omftted a dismal groan when ho
camo in sight of the spot where the
CATAVAn haﬁ beer camped. The van
waz gonc: Josoph was ponce; Mrs.
Joseph and the baby and the little gicl,
were gone.  All these details did not
matter; but the coconuts were, ol course,
one also, and fhat was serious. DBunter
linked at the deserted spot, grouncil,
and walked on.

The sun was sciting over the downs,
but it was still very hot, and it was
very dusty; and innumerable flies
soomed to take a special fancy lo Billy
Bunter's pumplrlnﬁ fat  face, and
especially to his little podgy nose. Ho
waved his cap at them, and brandished
his fists, and drove thoem off, but thov
restarted after the inlerval, so to speak,
and gave DBunler no peace. Duonter was
foeling absolutcly fed-up, as. like Lho
ploughmap in the poem, he homeward
plodded his weary way.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!™

Bunter slared and blinked roond. He
had reached the rvoad that lLordered
Friardale Wood on the Cliff House side.

Six Greyfriars juniors were coming
cheerily along [rom ihe dbection of
Clilf Housze Hehool.

Bunier slﬂ'-per! and Dlinked at theumn,
They stoppod, and grinned at Dunier.

“Find it warm, old (at bean?” asked
Johnny Dull

“Oh deart™

“Had a nice walk?" ssked Nugent.

“ Beast 1"

“Lovely scepery at DPegg Green”
romarked DBob Cherry. 1 hope you
cnjoyed 16, Bunter?™

*Huo looks as if he wore enjoying
life,” remurked Huozeldene,

“a, bha, ha!”

“The enjoylulness of the esieomed
Bunter appears fo hoe terrifie,” said
Hurreo Jamset Rom Singh,

DBunter Llinked at tho choums of Lhe
Remove in deep reproach.

“You awful roilers!” he gasped.
“You nover meant Lo go to egy CGreen
for the picnic.”

“Lear me,”™ sald Dol Cherrv. “ He'y
gucssed that now?! What o brain !

"You were pulling my leg!” hooted
Bunler.

“ Right on the wickel ™ chuckled Tob.
“Your cstectndd company was Lerrifie-
allv superiuons ™

“Ma, he, ha!™

“Youeeyou  husl  the picoie, I
suppose 77 said Donter, wilth a faint hope
that there might be something left.

“¥es, Lhanks.” grinned Whartan,

"YWhere are Marjovie and Clara ¥

“Gene home; we've jusk walked back
to CllF 1louse with Lhein [rom the old
priovy.”

“You-=you had the pienie at the old
priory ¥ gasped Mhunier, Ol you
vellers!  All those wiles for nothing.”

“Ha. ho, hat"

“XNot that 1 wanied (o come (o vour
rollen pienic I sueered DBunter. "'V an

needn't think that for & minute.”

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“Blest if I sen anything lo cacklo
at! I corfainly shan't ask vou fellows
to my spread when my postal-ordore
comes !

“0h, do! gersped Tob Cherry.
“That will bo just the timo to nsk us,
old fat man. shall Lo abla to oash
your postul-order out of wmwy old-age
prenswan, '’

“ffa, ha. ha '™

Y Beasta ' .

“ But what have you been doing with

yourself, old fat wmwan?" asked Baob,
surveying 1ho Owl of the Romove
curigusly. " You've cut (ho knees of

vour bags and burst off a lot of buttous
from your waistcoak. Been taking a
fumble somewhere 7™

Ihily Bunder remcmbeced hat e wan
n boro.  1le had forgollen it {or the
mctent,

“1 fell dowpn on [ho rallway line,*
Ito zaid loftiiy, *Jolly narrow cscape.”

“¥ou sifly mss!™ exclaimed Wlar.
fon. “Mean (o zay Lhat you went over
the leve! crossing when 8 train  was
caming "

“You sce, I had 1o0.™

*“What rot!™ said Joluny DBell
“Bunter wouldn't cress the line i€ thore
waz a ftraip within lGve miles™

“I might expeck that from ut™
sueered Bunier. *I dare say vou would
have lot the kid be run over. Not my

Ei;‘lla,” ;
‘he juniors starved at Bucter,
“Eh? What kid?"™ gjaculated Tob
Cheiry.
Tz Macyer Lirmanr.—No, 1,016
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“Gipsy kid,"” said Bunter. “3he

was on the metals, and the train was
coming. I rushed forward just in
tima,’

“Wha-a-at 1"
"1 seized her In my arms and bore

her to safety,” said Bunter, “The
train rushed by—"

“Go it "

“Just missing me,” said Bunter. "1
had hur-ET{ time to get clear. I fell
with the kid in my arms just out of

reach of the train, You fellows wouldn’t
have deme it!"

“Well, Ilﬂ',“
“We haven't your

chap."
"]i"[-ﬂ-, hE,. h&!j:r

“You silly ass it really happened,
an‘]‘ Lk ]
::hgcn't think,”
¥, JOU=—¥ou—rou
gas ew_:il ﬁuntenth p ,
el us another funoy story,” szug-
ge:e:bed Johnny DBull. %
1t happencd ™ yelled Bunter. " The
tramn_was rushing down on me, and 1
jusk ﬁumpud clear. ¢ gipsies were
awhully grateful.” j
;:G"—' 11" said Nugent; laughing.

I cut my bags and bruised m
knees fa.lling_ down, you know, %
rﬂs::ued that kid at the risk of my life.’

“ Hear, hear ™

“Pile it on 1"
. Billy Bunter ﬁlared at the lsughing
juniers in speechless wrath,

It had not occurred to him that, when

relatod the tale of his heroi
vwould not ha hEIiE\'n. ¥ R,

HE was accustomed to dishelief when
he “told the tale.” But hitherto his
tales had been entitled to disbelief. It
was 50 seldom that Bunter told the
truth that he had got used to scepti-
ciam,

But this time it was true, and, being
true, ifsshould have been believed at
once.  And Bunter had not foreseen
that it would be regarded as onc more
of his yarns. He might reallv have
foreseen it, but he hadn't. is fat
face was crimson with indignation.

“"Mean to say you don’t believe me??
Lo %&spm’] at last,

:: a, ha, ha!"” voared the juniars

Believe you!™ sobbed Bob Cherry,
“Oh dear! Not quite!”

“The believefulness i3 not ferrifie,”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram .Singh.
“Draw 1t mild, my esteemed Bunter.™

agread Bob Cherry,
imagination, old

beast—"'

“¥Yeu beasts ! roarcd Bunter. “Ii's
trae !

“Ha, ha, ha I

“I rushed amecrcis in fromt of the

train—"

L1 BrFTﬂ !h.

“"Beizing the kid in my arms, 1
dashed away with her, and the train
rushed” by just behind me. Tt was a
goods train!™ gasped Punter. Every
one of those loaded trucks would have
gone over me if I hadn’t got clear, I
risked my life—"

:“I{:_E-Ep it uplt]" o
] ou can jolly well ask those gipsic
if you don’t Jheiie’va me. fibmes
o Where are they 1" grinned Nugent.

Produce tho gipsies,”

“They were camped in the lane by
the lavel crossing.”

“What about walking round that
way and asking the gipsies?™ sUg-
pested Bob Cherry, with a wink at his
euﬂuﬁlﬂﬁg. B

ey're gone how,™ sai :

"Ha,yha, E:!” d Bunter

“Yes, I rather fancied they would be

one ‘f we walked round to have a
ook at them,” agreed Bob,

“The gonefulness would be terrific!™

AGNET L1BRARY.—No. 1,016,

"You silly owls!” shricked Bunter.
“Do you think they’d stay on there
for ever, just because I saved their kid
from the train? They were awifully
grateful, The man gave me some coco-
nuts. '

e should have given you a cake,™

saidd  Bab, “¥ou take "the cake,
Bunter,;”

“Where's the giddy veward of
valour " asked Johnny Bull. "I don't

sci the coconuts ™

“I've eaten them, you ass”

“Well, that  part sounds troe”
rdmitted Johnny Bull. “If there was
anything catable about, I'm ready to
believe that you ate it.™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“T tell you—" bawled DBunter,

“Keep 1t till we get in,” eaid Bob.
“We slgu}a.ll be late for callover if we
stay hera listening to Bunter's fairy
tales. Tell we apan in the Rag this
evening, Bunter, and you cen think out
a few more details by that time. - This
story 1sn't really up to your usual
style, ™

“Benst !

“Ha, he, ha!"

Harry Wharton & Co. vesumed their
way to Greyfriars, and DBunter rolied
after them with a purple face, almost
bursting with indignation,

For pnee he had done a plucky thing
—a thing which Harry Wharton & Co.
would have been the first to admire, if
they had believed it, But they didn't—
there was no doubt that they didn't.
Bunter had told so many fibs that wheh
he told the truth at last, there were no
takers, as it were, Like the boy i the
fable who eried “ Wolf !" so often when
there was no wolf, that he was not
heeded when the wolf really came,
Bunter was paying the penaliy of un-
truthfulness.  From the glories of
Bunter Court fo imaginary. combais
with ferocious bargees, Bunter had told
the tale many a time and oft, and he
had told it not wisely but too well.
MNow, at long last, he was handing
out the truth, and it was merely re-
garded as ' DBunter’s latest,”

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Doubting Thomases !

T3 TUNTER ¥
B “¥es, sir,”

Mr. Queleh met the juniors
as they came into the House.

He stopped Bunter with a gesture,
fixing his eyes severely vwpon the fat
junigr,

“Bunter, I have had occasion to
speak to you many times for your
slovenliness, I have had to reprimand
you on MAany occasiohs., You are the
most untidy and slovenly boy in my
Form. ™

“Oh!" gasped DBunter.

“How dare you!™ tesumed Mr,
Quelely severely. "I say how darve you
appear in puble in such a state! Have
you no regard whatever for the school
tﬂuwihnih you belong? You are dirty.”

“¥Your clothes are in a disgusting
state—dusty and dirtv. Your trousers
are actually torn at the knecos  Veur
EEE’IBH is revolting, Bunter,”

Man ]g_rummg faces were tarned
towards Billy Bunter es the Remove
master let himself go.

It was true that Bunter was the most
slovenly fellow in all Greyfriars, It
wag true that Mr. Quelch had given
him many a “jaw ' on that angject.
It was also true that he locked, at the
present  moment, more hopelessly

slovenly than he had 2ver looked before,
His trousers alwavs ‘im ged at  the
knees, and generally inﬂied as if he
had been weing them to mop up dust
with, But it was rather a new depar-
ture, even for Bunter, to walk in the
public eye with great remts in  his
garments,

Y13 it vour desire, Bunter, to disgrace

your school by presenting a slovenly, a
rn.ﬁ;_ed, & tattered apprarance in
public " snorted Mr. Quelch.

" Nutineg, sir!” gasped Bunter,
:‘ Then hew dare yvou do so "
" You—you see, sir,"” stuttered Bunter,
“I':w.e had an accident,” '
Indeed! “What accident?"” sniffed
Mr. Quelch,

“I mean, not exactly &an accident——"
stammered Bunter.

* What do you mean, Bunter 2"

"I mean L fell down, sir; under the
train—-=""

Y] I“'Thﬁ-tl T”

“That is, nearly under the train, sir,
gesped Bunter, *It rushed by ot a ter.
rific speed, sir, and I hardly gpot clear.”

e ?uu-utterfy stupid boy," cicleimed
Mr. Queleh, “"do you mean to say that
you have been so foolish as to venture
upon a -railway line ™

“The—the level crossing st Pogg,

sip.”"
“The lovel ernssin%, is out of bounds,
Bunter. Have you bren out of school

bounds this afternoon?” demanded the
Remove master,

“Oh, no, sir!"” gasped Bunter,
at all, sip!”

“Then upon what railway have you
trespassed—a more serious matter than
breaking school bounds i

“I—I mean-—-="

“I demand an explanation immedi-
ately, Bunter!” rapped out Mr. Quelch.
“If you have been out of bounds I shall
cane ]-,-ﬂm If your have trespassed upob
& railway line I shall cane you mére
severcly, Now stete immediately what
you have done.”

“N-n-nothing, sir!” gasped Dunter,

“¥ou have seid that you fell down
on a railway line.™

“I—1 don't mean a railway line, sir.
I—1 meant a-a-another line, sir!™ stut-
tered the hapless Qwl,

“What line "

Bunter spluttered helplessly. Any lino
would have scemed good to him, if it
would have got him off the ecaning. But
Mr. Quelch was not likely to %E]iﬂt‘ﬂ
that he had fallen over & clothesline
or & telegraph line.

“ Not

Bob Cherry came to the rescue.
“It was my fault, sir,” he said
meekly., I pulled Bunter's leg, sir,

and he thought there was going to be
a picnic at Pegg Green. I forgot that
the level crossing was out of bounds.”

“¥ou should not have forgotten,
Cherry.”
“Oh! No, sicl”

“You have caused this foolish and
obtuse boy to go out of bounds,” said
Mr. Quelch. “Instead of punishing
Bunter, therefore, I shall punish you,
Cherey.  You will tske a hundred
lines!™

“Yes, sir,” murmured Heb.

“The fact is, sir—"" began Bunter,

“You need say no more, Dunter.”

But Buntor was keen to say more.
If he was not 5;‘:4:1:%.l to be punished for
breaking bounds, there was no reason
why he should net acquaint Mr. Quelch
with his heroic conduct of that aficr-
Toon, .

“¥es, sir, but when I was st the
leve] erossin

“Theat will do!™

“But, sir, it happoned—~—"

[1] -Eﬂ.ﬂ“ hl“
Mr. &e]csh rustled sway, leaving
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Bunter with his tale untold.  Bunter blinked after him
indignantly ‘The least that Mr. Quelch could have done,
in his opinion, was to listen to his story, and tell him that
he was a credif to Greyiriars. But Mr, Quelch evidently
hadn't the faintest suspicion that Biliy Bunter was a credit
to Greviriars.

“I say, you fellows, a fellow’s Form master might listen
to a f-ﬂ!uw,” said DBunter batterly. “I was going to tell
him-—""

“ Mot that yarn vou told usi” ejaculated Nugent,

“"¥Yes, you beast. It's the truth [

“ Not much pood asking Quelchy to believe that,” chuckled
Frank. “ You see, he knows you.”

“Oh, really, Nugent 1

“The knowfulness i3 too great, my esteemed Bunter,”

“ Beast |

Billy Bunter rolled away fo change his trousers and to
rub embrocation on his bruised knecs, He had a good many
marks left from hia tumble at the level crossing, which really
ought to have heen evidence of the truth of his story. Cer-
tainly they were evidence that he had taken a tumble, hut
nobody at Greyfriars was likely to believe that they were
evidence of anything more,

Rilly Bunter rolled down to Hall for call-over in a bitter
and pessimistic mood,

After roll-call he joined Peter Todd, whoso grinning face
showad that he had heard something of Dunter's latest,

“Tell us all about it, Bunter,” said Peter at once. I hear
you've been doing heroic stunts, Just in your ling, of
course,”

“¥ou believe me, Poter, old chap ¥ said Bunter. *1I say,
those other cads—I mean those cads—wouldn't helicve =
word of 1t [”

“INot really ¥ said Peter sarcastically.

*Yes, really, old fellow, after I saved a kid's life &t the
risk of my own!” said Bunter, * Heedlesz of danger I
rushed forward——"

“1 can see you doing it!” agreed Peter.

“Yes, old chap, and I seized the child in my arms—"

“ And bore her out of the burning house ¥ asked Peter,

Bunter blinked at him.

“It wasn't & fire, you ass. It was at the level crossing !

“Why not make it a fire?"

" ¥You—vou silly chump ! hooted Bunter.

“A fire sounds better,” urged Peter. “ Rushing into the
burning house, you seized the beautiful girl in your arms
and—"'

It wasn't & beautiful girl, you idiot ! It was a little dirty
gipsy kid " snorted Bunter.

“Make it a beautiful girl,” advised Peter. “It's niwavz a
beautiful girl in t'e magazines.”

“You silly chump, do you think I'm telling you & yarn I
read in 8 magezine ' shricked Bunter,

“Well, aren’t yout"”

“ Deast{”

“Only you've got such a rotten memory,” sald DPeter,
shaking his head. “ You nover can even remember that liara
should have godd memories. This varn isn't up to your
form, Buntar,”

“rL tell you—~ i )

“Let me give you a tip. Make it o burning house and a
beautiful girl. It scunds belier and it's just as true. Why
nwot tell & thumping good one, old bean? Beizing her in
vour arms, you leaped from the window of the burning house
amid deafening cheers,” suggested Peter. “Now, I put it to
vou, isn't that better than a silly tale about a gipsy kid on
a level crossing ™

“But it's true!” wailed Dunter,

“(Or what about a shipwreck!” suggested Peter.  “You
needn't glare at me like that, Bunter, when I'm trying to
hniF you, like a pal. The boat capsized, and the beautiful
pirl was struggling in the water. “Save me!’ she shricked
in agony., ‘I'm coming!” vou shouted back, and, leaping
inte the raging waves, you seixed her by her shingled mop
and awam ashore with hoer.”

“I didn’t1” howled Bunter.

“I know you didn’t. But the same applies to the level
crossing tale. Make it a good story while vou're about it.”

“I'li'l!i gobt my knees bruised and I cut my btrousers on the
metals,”

“Dear man, you conldn’,” said Peter. “ The metals might
bruise your knecs, but they simply couldn’t cut your
quﬁu’s_ers. You see, they'ro smooth, I sugpest leaving that
GG,

“I—I mean—T thought it was the metpls. I suppose it
was on the stones,” stammered DBunter. “ You soe, itk all
happened so quick.”

“Oh, guite! Dut you might have bruised your knees
clambering into the burning house ¥
“Lﬂ'nk I.'I'E!'E-*""""”

(Continued on -next page.)
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BRAVO, BUNTER!

(Continacd from preeiovs guge)

“Or you might bhave banged them on
the beantiful girl'a chin when  you
sollared her in the raging waves"

“ Deast1?

"Dt what about & rimaway motor-
car?” suggesiod Peter brightly, * You
nadn't thonght of that, Bunter. It's
cver 50 minch better than a goods trein
ut 8 Jevel ecrossing A ear, driven by a
Beautiful givl, cane rushing aloung, and
vou qumiped ——"

“Yah!"

Bunter  rolled  wiathfully  away,
foaving Peter Todd chucklmyg. Exvulently
Poter was 1o be numbered amoung the
uoubting Thomases.

——l

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
No Glory for Bunter !

6 A, ha, ha!” .
H Billy Bunter blinked wrath-
fully round the Rag, =
o=

Prep wae over i the

mpve, and the juniors had mostly
galhered i the Hag for the hour before
dorm. Billy Bunter rvolled in; and thero
was & burst of merriment the moment
lig appeared. It needed only the appoar-
ance of William George Bunter to set the

Hap 1n a roar.

Ubviously, the story of Punter's
“latect ¥ had spread. It was  net,
certainly, a lavghing matter.  DBut all

the Lower Fonrth believed that it was a
laughing matter, and they Jaughed.

“Here he is!™  chortled  Skinner,
" Here's the §iddy hero! Sing it over
agan lo us, Dunter !

“Let's hear !
major.

“Tell ws your funny story, Bunter !
chuckled Bob Cherry. I suppose you've
1huug’ht out & lot of fresh details by thes
time.”

“I say, you fellows!™

“Bilence for Bunter ! called out Peter

roared Boliover

Todd. *Give him a chance! You
fellows will find the &tory rather
improved. I've been helping Bunter
with suggestions,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yeou, do give us the [ul]l story,
Bunter,” said Jobnny PBull. * You've

liad time now to put frills on it.”

“I say, you fellows, it's truc!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Don't be so funny at the start” said
Herry Wharton, laughing.
“1 =say, you fellows, if you can't tako

word——"
*Oh, my hat*™
“I'I1 tell you exactly how i1t happened,
il you like,” said Bunter. “It's a bit
sickening for a fellow to have his word
doubted like this. Not that I'm going o
brag of what I did, you know, That’s
not my way. Any fellow would have
done it--I mean, any fellow with my

i T

boundless pluck, of course.”

i T’E ¢ |

“This 15 how 1t was!” went on
Dunter. *I was at the level crossing on
the way to Pegp::[ Green. 1 heard the
train connng. wasn't going to cross
till the train was by, Then I saw the
kid on the line. A little gipsy kid with

a grubhjr face and & bunch {:is%ﬂwerf-:,”
Not & beautiful girl?” asked Peter
Tadd, disappeointed.

“No!” roared Bunter.

"1 can’t help thinking that's a mis-
take,” said Peter. Eull, it's your
story, not mine, and you can spoil it if
vou like, T should have made it a
veauliful girl. as iz usual in such cazes.”

“Yah! When I saw the kid on the

Tie Macner Liprary.—-No. 1,016,

DON'T FORGET OUR SPLENDID COMPANION

wetals, and the train coming along, you
rould have kanocked me down with a
frather,” said Bunter impressively. ;
wias frozen with horror; in fact, -
fied with it.  Then I rushed forward and
sejzed the kid and careicd her to safety™

“Just what Bunter would do!” com-
mented Skinner; and there wos & roor
of lavghier in the Rag.

“Can't yon fellows seo Bunter rushing
i Tront of o tfain?” sabbed Bob Cherry,
SO, my hag 1™

“1 fell over ™ smid Bunter, I ool my
hags on somwething, ad banged my knees
and brnised them—my hands, too. T'm
hurt, But the child was safe—and, of
course, that's gll I cared about!™

“That's all Banter would care about 1™

cotntnented Bkinner, agein, amd thore
was another yell

“Thae train rouched by with a noise like
—like -like -—"

“Lika & railway
Poter,

“Like Dol Chevry tzking hiz boots
off " asked Skinnor,

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“Like: thunder ! spid Banter, A
neise absolutely like thunder., Deafen-
i ! Btunning ! Passengrers leaned ook
ol ihe windows and cheered wildiy™

e T

Wha ¥

“You conld have heard them for a
guarter of o muie 7 spul the Owl of tho
Homove impressively.

Panter's besottinge sin was Anding him
ot againy, Even when he was telling o
true story, he never conld let well alone;
he: woas bound to draw wpon his-fertile
imagination for convincing details, But
Bunter's details never did convines his
hearers They goenerally had  the
oppostle effect,

"1 thought the yarn wenld improve
with keeping |7 gasped Bob Cherry, " It
has, and no nestake ! Kaney passengors
vheering from the windows of a goods
train !

W gasped Bunter. :

He had forgotien, for the moment,
ihat it was a goods train, and that he
had mentioned that liltle civcomstance in
his firat version.

“Ta, ha, ha ' roared the joniors,

“1—1--1 mean--—"

" Now, let’s have this elear ™ wreed
Bob. “Was: it o poods train, with
passengere cheering from Lthe ":Til‘.ll’]ﬂ“‘ﬁ;
or was it & passengor train, with goods
cheering  from  the windows?  We're
ready to belicve one guiie sz much as
the aihor,”

“utte " chuckled Wharton.

“The quitefulness is terrific.”

“I--1 mean—it was a8 gogds train—I
told you fellows it was a goods train,
you know ! stamnmered Bunter.

“And the truck: had windows, with
paszengera " asked Bob.

“Munne!  I—I meant to say—there
weran't any passengers, of course [ stut-
tered Bunter.

“Then how did they choer #7

“Perhaps there woeren't any cheevet™
anggosted Poter.

“T—T meant io say, if it had_been a
passenger  train, the—the passengers
would have cheored ! pasped Bunter.
U Ae—as it wae & goods train, they—they
didn't, of course.™

*Then they couldn't have been heard
for a quarter of a mile, what ?”? roared
Boly Cherry.,

Y Nanueg 1

“Ha, ha, ha'"

" The woman shricked as the train was
Eplng by,” went on Bunter hastily--""the

1d's mater, you know. Shrieked like—
fike anything, When the train was gone,
she gmhheg up the kid-I mean, she
vlasped the cohild in her arms.™

“FThat's better.”

train " sugpestod

PAPER—THE *'GEM"'!

T

“And thanked me with tears in her
eyes for my wonderful covrape and—and
boundless pluek.™

“ Hear, hear!”

“The gipsy man offered me his whole
basket of coconuts. He was deeply
f,'ratbl'll.ll. I couldn’t help thinking how
ncky it was that I was there, you know,
and not one of you fellows. Precious
few fellows would have rushed acress in
front of the train.”

“And vou're not one of the few who
would do it ! *

“(h, reaily, Bull i

“But is that all ™ asked Peter Todd.

: That's all ! hooted Bunier.

Then I don’t think much of it.
You've had time to put Aounces on it,”
said  Peter.  “Youw're goetting  lazy,
Bunier,”

“*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“*1 say, you fellows, I've been thinking
of putting in for the Humane Society’s
medal for life-saving,” said Bunter, *0f
sourse, a follow docen’t want to swank
ah{nut a hittle thing like this.  Still——"

‘Poor, very r!" zaud Skinner,
shaking his head. "I could do better
miy=elf, though I don't c¢latm to be any-
thing like such a liar as Bunter.™

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“Oh, really, Bkinner! You jolly well
wonldn’t have done it, and chanee it !
hooted Bunter,

*About as much
chuckled Skinner.

“The just-as-muchfulness is terrific 1
chortled Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

“*I eay, you fellows, it's true!” howled
Buonter,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Lilly Bunter glared round at the
laughing faces in deep exasperation.
Mot a single, salitary follow believed a
word of it. It was just what Bunter
might have expected, and really what he
deserved, But he had not expected it ;
andd he never liked getting what he de
served,

“*1Don't you fellows helieve me® asked
Bunter, almost tearfully.

" Believe you! Ia, ha, ha !

I give you my word—honour bright.”

I'he brightfulness of vour esteemoed
honour is net great, my worthy Bunter !

“Well, T call it a rotten story,” said
Skinner. ' Bunter gencrally docs better
than this, Didn't you knock the train
out of the way with one blow of your
clenched fist, Bunter”

“Ne ! yelled Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha '

“1 say, you fellows——™

“Chuek it, old man,” yvawned Bob
Cherry. “You've said your piece, you
know; and I guust sav it was o rotten
performance, not at all what we had a
right to expect from o fellow with an
imagination like yours. Look here! Tell
us again to-morrow, and let's have some-
thing really thrilling.”

“And take my tip, and make it &
beautiful girl in 8 burning hovse !"* said
Peter Todd

*Ha, ha, ha !l

“ Beast 17

And Billy Bunter gave it up. It was
said of old that a prophet is without
honour in his own country, and certainly
there was no glory for William George
Donter in his own Form,

a3 would !

you

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Wanted—a Wiiness |

ILLY BUNTER worc a morose ex-
B pression the following day.

He had a grievance.

Bunter often had a grievance;
but on the present cecasion the grievance
WaS & Eenuin: on.
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As the train came sweeping on round the curve, a whistle shrieked shrilly. But the Little glpsy, deeply engrossed in bunching

het flowers, did not move. Billy Bunter stood petrified with horror. To run on the line, with the roaring {rain booming d

upon him, was unthinkable. Yei the only alternative was to see the unconsclous child dashed to pleces under hls eyes |

(See Chapter 5.)

Bunter really bad, in actual fact, per-
formed the deed he had daseribod to his
unbelieving Form-fellows, It was havd
that o I-::lﬁ:nw who, almost for the fbrst
time, was telling the truth, should find
no believers. Dunter felt that it was
very hard indeed. Morcover, he wanied
tho glory that was his due. So little
glory came his way, that he natarall
ihid not want to lose the eredif to whic
he was entitled.

There were [cllows in the Groyiviars
Remove who would have done what
Buntor bad done. and szaid no word
about it afterwards. Bub that was not
Bunter’s style.  He wanted to =av 2
good many words about it.  Having
surprised himself by doing a  really
courageons thing, he wanted to surprise
all Greyfriars, too. But the Remove
follows porsisted in treating the matter
as & jeat. And, having tived of the jest,
they told Dunter to chuck it

Bunter was not disposed to chock it
ITad it been one of his nsual tall storics,
cloubtless he would have chucked 18, In
the cireumstances, however, he declined
to do so. He was entille:d to credit, and
credit was denied him. DBunter felt that
it was unjust, and he cudgelled his {at
braina for somo means of provin the
truth of his story. Ile realised bitterly
that these suspicious follows were nok
likely to take his bare word. The more
Fact that Duanter satd that he had done
it, was a convincing proof to the Remove
that it was not so. Thoy would really
have been more disposed to believe that
be had done it if he had stated that he
hadn't!

A tea in Study No. 7 Dunter tackled
Peter Todd on the subject apam. 1ut
Peter was foed-up.,

“Now, look here, Bunter,” zaid IPeter.
“Chuck 1! I don't deny that it was
funny; but yon've worn it out as a
ke, Give o fellow o rest™

“Put it was true " hooted Buntaer,

“Chogre 1t I"

“"¥ou ought Lo be proud Lo have moe in
the stads, Ei'f:tu."t‘," sap] Bopler  * What
Pve done reflects credit on the study,
Yon've offen called me a funk. Don't
tlemy it—yvou have!™

“I'm not going to deny if, old bean,”
chuekled Peter, “I've ealled you o funk
lols of tunes, and 1T eall vou one now,
s0 that thera shan't be any misunder-
standing. You'vre a fat, foozling, [rab-
jons funk !

“And now I've done o splendidly
brave thing——"

“Blessed iz he that bloweth his own
trumpok I

“Well, I'm not the fellow to brag, of
CONPER=——"

“0h, vy hat!™

“HBuk, den’t voen see, Peter, it ought
to Lo proved, For the cvedit of the slady,
Fellows ave sctbing me down as a liap"

“Naturally [

“Beast! Took here, Yeter, that gpipsy
chap would tell you exactly what hap-
pened, if vou found him——"

“TFT prinned DPeter,

“ Most hikely he's hanging abont zome-
where,” wrged Bunter.  “Suppose von
take the malter up. DPeter. and—and
search for him? Then you'll know the
trath.”

“I know the frath now.”

“You don't!” howled Dunter. “Yon
don't believa that 1 resoued that kid at
the level-crossing at alll®

# Fathead I

“I swear H

“Chuek it! If you swear in this study
vou'll get o boot., I'm shocked at you,
Bunter 1™

“1 mean, I swoar——"

“And I mean that you're not gaing to
saear in this study. It's against the
rides of the House !

“Fou silly chomn! T swear—'

Petor Todd picked wip a vuler.

“Where will you have it?" he ia-
quirad,

" Beast 1"

Billy Bunter drifted out of Study
No. T, after tea, and rolled along to
Sindy No. 1. le found the Famous
Fivo ilicee, and five grinning faces
turned on him as he blinked in at the
doorway.

“1 say, you fello #s——"

“Ialle, halls, halla!  Tlere's the
giddy hero!” exclaimed Tob Cherry.
“Let's hea: the latest version, Bunter.
You've had time to improve on it"

“Ob, really, Chercy——"

“Give wuzs 2 rost, Bunter,” grunted
Johony Bull. “I'm fed-up with your
thumping whoppers, for one.”

“Tt's the truth ! wailed Dunter.

“(an it ™

“1 say, Wharton, I want you lo take
this up, as captain of tha Form, you
know," said Bunter, blinking at Harry
Wharton. “It's up to you. As Form
captain, you're bound to sce justice
done I

Harry Wharton laughed.

“I'm being called & liar,” said Bunier
sorrowiully.

“Go hon !

[Continued on page 10.)
Tae Maoxer Lisnany.—-No. 1,016,
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“ After risking my life—"
“Chuck it, old fat man,” said the cap-

tain of the Bemove. *'It's only a few
weeks since vou spun us & varn about

pulling & fellow out of the river. Even
if you told the truth for once, how
vould a fellow guess?”

“This 15 different” wrged Dunter.
*This really happened !’

“Ha, ha, ha "

Iz it still & level crossing, and a
gipsy kid 7" asked Nugent.

“Yes, you beast !

“Then don't tell uws over
We're fed-up on thet story.”

#The fed-upfuluess is terrific!”

“TIf that gipsy chap could be found
~—" zaid Bunter.

“He would want some
ghink,” eaid Bob. *Blessed if T can
make you out, Bunter! What are yon
sticking to this idiotic yern for? Can't
ou see that it won't wash?”

*“It's true ™

""Well, even if it's true, what are you
worrying sbout? Heroes ought to be
modedt, you kmow. If you're bound to
be a hero, can’t you be one of the sirong,
pilent kind, and shut up about it 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Tm jolly well going to prove it!”
howled Bunter. *"Then you'll be sorry
for dounting my word. I dare say wit-
nesses can pe found. Lots of poople
mav have seen what happened.”

“Well, trot 'em along,” yawned Dob

agaln.

finding, I

Cherry., “Dut you'll want some jolly
zood witnesses to make us believe that
vou're anvthing but a fat, footling
funk.”

“It's up to me fo

rove it now ! said
Dunter deflaptly., "IU'm not the fellow
to brag about a thing like that. But
my word's been doubted. I'm going to
find & wifrpess,”

“Run away and find Lhimm now,” sug-
gested Nugent.

* Beast ™

Billy Bunter rolled away from Study
No. 1 more moross than ever. A
chuckle fellowed him, Fellows not only
did not believe him, but they were
actually fed-up with the subject. No
wonder the Ow! of the Remove was feel-
ing morose and embitiered. But he was
going to prove the fruth of his story
somehow, and then all the fellows who
had doubted his word would be covered
with econfusion. It was quite possible
that someone had witnessed the oecur-
rence at the level.crossing, and if a wit-
ness could be found——

Billy Bunter gave that matter a great
deal of thought.

The outcome of his reflections was a
visit to the Second Form-room, where
he looked for his minor, Sammy of the
Second.

Bunter minor was there, sitting on a
desk, with a fat countenance almost ns
morose a5 his -major's,

A feast was going on, in the Second
Form-room,

Gatty, DMyers, Nugent minor, and
soveral other fags of the Becond Form
werg cnjoying & spread; and Sammy
Duynter was locking on, outside the
magic circle. ke s very podgy Peri at
the gate of Paradise.

He blinked round dizmally at his
Q) Or. .

Billy Bunfer gave him an affectionaie
grin.

“Bammy. old chap—"
H3tony M grunted Sammy.

s

_¥0ld chap,” accompanied by an affec-
tionate grin, from his major, conveyed

only one meaning to Sammy DBunter's
mind. He took it for granted that
William (George wanted to borrow
something.

“I've got a bob!™ said Bunter.

Bammy brightehed.

“Halves " %ue said.

“That's why 1 looked in for you,
kid,”  said  Bunter affectionately.
“Come on!”

Bammy rolled off the desk with
alacrity. If William Georpe Bunter, in
possession of a shilling, had lecked in
for his minor with the intention of
whacking 1t out, Sammy was not the
feliow to discourage him. It was sur-
prising, in fact astonishing, not to say
astounding. In the Baunler tribe,
neither family affection nor gencrosity
was strongly developed. But if William
Czeorge was turning over o new leaf in
this respect, Sammy was the man to
give hitn every encouragement,

ile rolled out of the Second Form-
room after hiz major, and followed him
out of the Honse. He expected Bunter
to head for the school shop. But it
was in another direction that Bunter
turned.

“I say, let's go to the tuwck-shop!”
sald Bammy.

“Afterwards,™ said Bunter mysteri-
ously.

“ After what?

“I want wyou to do something for
me, Sammy.”

Bunter mmor grented.

“Might have puessed that!™ he
remarked.

"Look here, Sammy—"

“Well, pive it & namec!” grunted
Sammy.

“We mustn't be heard,” said Bunter,
still mysterionsly. “Let's gei along to
the wood-shed., Nobody will hear us
there. It's a zcoret!”

“(h, rot!” said Bammy.

(Centinwed on nexd page.)
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"TO AND FROM

YOUR EDITOR !

NOVEL FREE aQlFT IN OUR NEXT
IGBUE!

HL‘RRAHT I can hear wvou fellows

ghouting—in Imagination, of eourse— |
as you read the above headline, for,
we all like to hear good news. Al |
good newa 16 1a.  As T mentloned last week, In
additlon to & splendld programme of stories!
the boxt lasue of the good old MiaNET Wil
epntain & topping metal cot-out model of the )
famous Southern XRallway Express Engine

FLORD NELBON."

Thie atee! monster of the track is the first
gl B lLrand now type of locomotive—a fack
hat makes our Freo Gift of double intereat.
The metal model Is accorate in detail, the
eolouring being ldentieal with that of its glant
nt, and another point of intorest ia that
t will stand up anywhere. Magnetites will
agree, I feel sure, that they bave been well
werved in the Free Gift Ling, for there’s nothing
to touch these metal models. I said these, you
will note, for there's & serles of four of these
lits coming to you, each one as good and
B8 accurate ad number one.  You Wwill tell your
pals nbhout this good news, T koow, and that
prompts me to rémind you to get your copy
of the MAGWET early, It would Dbe an ay u}]
pity Iif some other chap nipped In and bagped
your Freo Gift. Here's apother titbit of news
which should be kept in mind. Next dweek's
MAGHET will be on aale ab all newsagents

BATURDAY, AUGQUST &ath

and Jjump In quick with your fwopences.
Then when you've seen for vourselves what a
topper our Free Gift is vou'll be mighty anxious
to give & regular order for the MAGNET, 80 as
te make certain of bagging the complete series
of gifts. Anothef point of interest Is that in
ont next issue & raflway expert has wreitben
sguﬂiallr for Maguetites 2 nutshell history of
the Lord Nelson, and belleve me his contribi-
tion contalnz some amazing factz. You'd
never guess the welght of the Lord XNelson,
would you ¥ It's——but I'll leave our expert
to tell vou all shout next week's Free Gift
in his own way. Don't be c¢aaual, bowya,
Don't say I'll get that Free Gift to-morrow,
and then put it off until another to-morrow,
becavise that sort of thing will lead to disap-
pointment. There will come the time,
agsuredly, when the newsagent will have to sny
“ Sorry, sold out!" And I don't want you
to be the unlucky one. Don't forget—the
lgsne of your faveurite paper containing ¥ree
Gift number one will be on sale everywhere
%.g.DTdUIRD.ﬂL AUGUST ©th., Got that ?

e e

SBPECIAL GQREYFRIARS SERIES !

Here's more good news, chums | Mr. Frank
Richards has welghed in with a topping series
of holiday stories, featuring, of course, Harry
Wharton & Co. and Tom ’Rerlwiug! It's a
tﬂf to the South Seas you're having this year—
g trip full of adventure and unknown perlls.
It you fellows don’t write in at the end of it
and say that Mr, Richarda has given us of his
yvery best, then I shall be mighty surprized.
But cnough of the end—Ioh wa return to the
beginning. And the beginning of the scries
is hot stuff. The titlp alone—

“THE MAN FROM THE S8OUTH
SEAB! "™

Instead of Monday the Bth. You fellaws in
the know will take advantage of this I hope,

will whet jyour appetifes, I know,

[t hringa
In our old friend

om Dedwing, the saflorman’a

gon, and Herbert Vernon-3mith, who with all
his hardness of character Is really deeply
attached to hls one-time studymate. I won't
spoll the story by telling ¥ou teo much about
it hete, for it's one of those things that improve
wlthdléuicpmg. But don’t misy it, whatever
ou

GRAND NEW SERIAL!

Youn've all heard or read ahbout a gold rush
anme time or another and, doubtless, have
wlahed that you could take part In one and try
your Juek, « Well, this new scrial deals with a
thrilling gold rush to the land of the midnight
gun, and the author has handled hiz subject
#0 well that one i3 carrled away Ly it. The
readet 12 there amongst a motley crowd of galil
peekery, Ho's mug‘rtittE it, plodding on; hoping
like the next man that he will strike the pay
dirt and mako his fortune. One reason why
thia atory lives is that the anthor, Mr. Stanton
Hope, has been there, 20 to speak,  He's tricl
his luck in real earnést, and his experiences
are poassed on Lo you In a narrafive that will
make history.

“QOLD FOR THE QETTING !

iz the title, then, that will strike vour cye in
next week's MAGHET. And If you don't like
this yarn ; i you don'p think it's all I've sakl
about it, I shall begin to think that it's time
I gave up the jobh of running your favourite
aper and took to fraloing rabblts to talk!
vext week, then, you will be able to judge for
vouraclves. Helore I wind up I most mention,
too, that DHeky Nuq__cut has abliged with o new
series of * shockers.” The first, *° A Yeat from
the Paa}:r," 1= quite up to atandard. You'll
like It, L fepl gure. A flnal word of advice
Five an order for the MAGNET TO-DAY, then
you'lt be suro of that splendid Free Cift.

Cheerio, chums.
YOUR EDITOR.
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“* Look here—="

“Br-rrer! I'll come!”

And Bammy Bunter
major to the wood-shed.

followed his

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Some Scheme !

4f UEH " whispered Skinner.
Snoop and  Stott did npot
need the warning.

_ All three of the black sheep
of the Bemove had heard the sound of
approaching footsteps.

Skinner & Uo., alter tea, had retived
to & quict and secluded spot, behind
the woodshed, to smoke cigareftes, It
was one of the charming little ways of
Skinper & Co.; and they had always,
hitherio, found themeelves secure from
observation in that secluded spot. Three
cigareties were going  strong, and
threc young rascals were fecling a little
sickly, but Imrepm? up 4 great appear-
ance of enjoying themselvez. And thon
1Iiu:~m was a sound of footsteps comang
alang.

The cigareties dizappeaved as if by

magic. Skinner & Co. sat listening
anxigusly. If the newecomer was
Gosling, going 1o the wood-shed, he

would not  come round the buoilding,
and they were safe. But if it was a
Sixth-form profect in & suspiciouns mood,
1t behoved Skinner & CUo. to be on their
guard. More than once, &5 they knew
ithe eve of Wingate of the Sixth had
dwelt suspiciously upon them,

The footsteps cante nearer; and they
were coming round the little huilding.
S0 the neweomer waz not Gosling,

Skinner & Co. rose silently to their
fect, and backed round a corner of the
wood-shed, with great caulion: and dis-
appearcd  round one side of the
building, as the newcomers appeared
from the other zide.

They were out of sight just in tine;
and they stopped close {o the wall,
hardly breathing m their anxieiy.

Behind the wood-shed, only a few
vards from the alarmed trio, the foot-
steps halted.

Bkinner & Co., in puzzied silence, lis-
tened., Some person or persons un-
known had stepped bebind the waod-
shed, and they wondered whother it
was another smoking-party. Then a fat
voice canie to thoir ears.

“Rafe enough here, Bammy

Grunt!

“Mind, it's & dead secret, Sammy!
Not & word to anybody elze, especially
in the Remove,”

Skinner & Co. grioned at one an-
other.

It was Billy Bunter's voice, and evid-
ently he was addreszing  his minor,
SBammy of the SBeeond. He had led the
fat fag to that secluded spot to impart
some dead secret to  his fat ears.
Skinner & Co. grinned, and made no
sound. Whatever that dead secret was,
it was going to be imparted to other
ears a3 waell as Sammy’s, though Bunter
was not aware of the fact,

“Get on with it, Billy,” grunted
Bunter minor.

“I want you to back me uwp, Sammy.”

Grunt |

“T want you to be a witness!™

L1 h?”

“And T'Il lend vou a bob if you back
me up, old chap,” said Punter.
“YVou've simply got io bear witness to
something that happened vesterday.”

“RBleszed if I catch on!” said Sammy.

“Well, I'm gain;ﬁl- to explain! T dare-
cay vou've heard how T rescued a kid
en the level crossing yesierday !

1L
L]

“He, he, hel!”

“What are you cackling ai, you little
beast ¥

“He, he, he! T heard some Remove
follows talking about it,” chuckled
Sammy, “Laughing like anything.
He, he, he'”

“It was true, SBammy—"

“(zp iplM
- “Every word of it," said Bunter
impressively. “I suppose you believe
me, Saouny, when 1 tell you it was true
from heginning to end!”

“T don't think!”

“NYou know what & brove fellow 1
am 7L

““I do—exactly! He, he, he!”

“You cheeky little beoast—"

“{h, come of,” said Bammy. “Look
here, what's the good of giving me this
stulf, Billv? Don't T know vou®

Billy Bunter breathed hard. LEven
his own mnear relative declined io
believe a word of his story.  Perhaps
that waos not really surprising, as the
members of the Bunier clan EHEW o
another so well.

“1 tell vou it's true, vou disbhelieving

B e e R e R R e ot b
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litele rotter,” hizsed Bunter; “I rushed
forward at the risk of my life—"

“He, he, he ™

“The [ellows won't believe it!” said
Bunter.

“Did vou expect them to?” asked
SBammy ncredulously.

“Bhut up! Look here, if 2 fellow had
witnessed what happened, that would
make it all right. only need a wit-
ness. Suppose you had been taking a
walk along ta Pepp yosterday after-
noon, Sanmy.”

“But I Jdidn't?*

“"What does that matter? growled
Bunter. " XNobody knows vou didn't, 1
EUPPoOLe. Youn were tfaking a waik
along the Pﬂgg[_ road, and had stopped
to rest, see? From the distance, vou
saw & gipsy kid on the reilway line.”

Oh, my aunt?

“¥ou saw mo suddenly rush forward
and pick the kid wup, and rush across
in front of the express—¥

“He, he, he!”

“What arc you cackling at?” howled
Bunter,

"It was 2 goods train last time 1
heard about it

“Oh! T-X mean, a—a—goods train,
of eourse,” stammered Bunter, “ Not
an express! A goods train!”

“Better stick to the same sztory,

Chams. {

when you're telling whoppers,” said
Saimny sagely. “'The trouble with you,
Billy, is that you always get mixed,”

“1t's true this tipe—"

“He, he, ha!™

“Well, you saw me rush across in
front of the goods train,” resumea
Bunter. *You were horror-struck, and
s o, thinking that I should be killed.
LThen the train passed, and you saw 1
was safe. Seel”

“Too thick ™ said Sammy.

" 0Of course, you didn't exactly see it,
as you weren't there,” said Bunter.
Y But you might have seen it if yow'd
been there, as it really happened.

"“"He, he, hol”

“If you don't stop cackling, Bammy,
I'll jolly well bang your head on the
wood-shed ! howled Bunter,

“Keep your temper, old mani”
chuckled Sammy. “1 don't mind
backing you up. But don't iry 1o spoof
we, you know., You see, I kpow you!"

“ Now, I'm not going to call you as a
witness,” went orrbunter astutely. " You
see, the fellows may wonder why 1
never mentioned before that yon were
there. The idea is that T dido't know
vou saw it at all. You weigh in just
Ly chance, as it were, and mention what
you saw.’’

“What I saw! Oh, my hatV"'

“You come along to my study after
prep, and ask me, in o casucl sort of
way, whoether I fecl all might after what
I went through. Sec?”

“Phew "

“Then it will ge down all vight,”
urged Bunter.  All I need is a witness,
and you're the witness. ] feel justified,
undar the circamstances, you know, as
it's really true.”

“He, he, he!"

“And I'll stand you a beb, and T'1]
de the next letter home, though it's
vour turn,” said Bunter. “Therel"

“Tone!™ =zaid Sammy.

“3Mind, not a word ! said Bunter im-
pressively, “1f the fellows knew I had
fixed it wp with you, they wouldn't
balieve 8 word of it, of course. Keep it
dark.”

“Awfully dark,” agreed BSBammy,
holding out a fat hand, * Where's that
bqh‘?u

“Mind vou keep it dark——"

“"You bet!"

And the two Bunters departed the
way they hed come; and Skinner & Co.,
on the other side of the wood-shed,
grinned at one another, The footsteps
of Bunter major and Bunier minor died
AwWay.

“Well, my hat!” murmured Skinner.
“Bunfer's some lad, isn’t he? This will
make the follows chortle!™

“The fat rotter!” said Stott. “Fixing
up a witness to what never happened!
My word!™

Slonner grinned gleefwnlly.

“We'll tell all tia fellows, and tell
them to keep it dark till Bunter minor
rolls in with his yarn,” he said. *Bun-
ter's face will be worth waiching, I
think.™

“Ha, ha. ha ™

And Skinner & Co., forgetiul of
cigarettes now, sirolled back to the

ousa., The joke was too good to keen.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Justice for Bunter !

ETER TODD eyed his fat study-
mate rather curiously when Bun-
ter came into Btudy No. T for
prep that evening. Beveral fel-

lows had grinned at Bunter as he came
up the Remove passage; but he hod . not

Tee MaagxeT Lippary,—No. 1,016,
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noticed it specially.  The Owl of the
Bemove was far from guessing the joke
that was on. )

Bunter was looking less morose now.
Matiers were about to be set right, and
Bunivr was to come nto luy own, as it
Were. ]

The unfortunate circumstance that his
hereism had not been witnessed was
abont ro be vectified. DBunter was fecl-
ing quite satisfied a5 he sat down (o
prep in Study Neo. T. ) .

Toddy vegavded him guite curionsly
goveral times, He had thought that be
knew his Bunter pretty therouglhly ; but
in the ‘matter n-l{ duplicity there was
aluays romothing new to be learned
sbout William George.

After prep Sammy Bunter was lo
stroll casuelly inte Study No. 7, and sey
his picce, so to spesk; so immediately
prép was finished, Petor rose from ihe
tuhﬂ: as if with the intention of going
down to the Rag at once, for the pur-
pose of “drawing” DBunter, Tho Owl
of the Rémove was promptly drawn.

“I zav, Poter, don't go down yet!” he
exclaimed hl&ti'lj'..

Ieter amiled,

“Why not, old fat man?" .

“Well, wait & at till I've hinished,”™
aaid Bunter, “DBe pally, vou know! I
—1 like vour company, Peter.”

“I'd say the same of yours, old lop,
only I'mn such s stickler for the truth,”
gaid 1eter

“Oh, really, Petor——"

#aiill, I'll wait!” smiled Peter, seat-
ing himself on the edge of the study
table, *“Buck up, fatiy!”

Billy Bunter did not buck up. He
daewdled. It was necessary to ‘kw,_f‘
Peter there till Bunter mivor arrived,
if the thing was to go off as per
progranmune. !

There was a tramp of fect in the pas-
sage, and Bob Cherry looked with a
smiling face into the study.

“Hallo, halle, halle!™

“Peot in!" said Peter Todd. “I'm
waiting for Bunter. He's so fond of my
company that he doesn’t want me to go
down, FEt‘s the first time on record that
he's felt ltke that, so I'm giving hum
his head." ]

Bob Cherry chuckled and came in.
Hurrce Jamsct Ram Singh followed
him info Study No. 7. A fow mmules
later Johnny Bull glanced in at the
doorway. S

“Trickle in," said Toddy.

Johnny Bull trickled in.

Billy Bunter blinked at them in some
purprise. But he was very glad lo sco
the fellows g-l.tharing in the study. They
would hear what Sammy bad to say
when he came, and without any con-
trivance on Bunter's part. Nothing
could have auited him better, in fact.

Just as if the Removae follows wero
frying to please Bunter, lwo more camao
along to E-tug;r' No. 7. They were
Wharton and Nugent.

“Looking for you fellows!” said the
captain of the Remove. "qudiug a
meeting in Toddy’s study, or what "

“I'm waiting for Bunter, and these
chaps arc waiting for me,” explained
Peter gravely. ™ You can wait for them,
if your like. ™

Wharton and Nugent sat down in the
window-seat, amiling., DBilly Bunpter
blinked at them, and then blinked at
the doorway. It was time for Sammy
to roll in now; but the fat fag did not
gsaom to be in a hurry. Buynter feolt &
faint misgiving.

The bribe had been handed over in
advance; Sammy had insisted on thab.
Without that it would have been a ease

Tee Macxer Lisr4sRY.—No. 1,016
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of “nothing doing.” Undoubtedly the
bribe had long since been expended ut
the tuckshop,  What if Sammy [failed
him, after ali* Dot Bunter remem-
boeved that he bad undertaken to do the
Ietter home that week as a further o
ducement to Sammy. His minor still
had that reward in store.

Footsteps were heard in the passage
again, Tlos time it was Skinner & Co.,
and they stopped at Study No. 7. Three
griuming face: looked in, rather perples-
ing Dunter. e could not see whai
there was to grin at speeially. Skinner
& Co. lounged in the doorway, as if
they had come to stop.

Hazel snd Tom Brown came up the
passage a minute or two later, and then
Bolsover major, and they stopped to
chat with Skirner & Co. Squiff and
i‘fewlnm{ and Ogilvy and Russell joined

T

Dunter was surprised, but he was
quite pldased. Toddy's study was
seldom the centro of such & gathering
of the Lower Fourth. DBut it was just
cxactly what Buntor would have
arrangoad, if ho could. There would
be pleaty of ears io hear Sammy now
when he strolled in casually to ask
William George how he felt after his
gangamus sdventure on the previous
ay.

“Ilallo! What's that coming up the
passage !’ asked Bkinner. “Looks like
a particularly fat slug!™

“Oh, reslly, Skinoer!” Bunter
gucised that Skinner's remark was
called forth by the arrival of his miner.

Sammy DBunter rolled aleng the pas-
sago to Study No. 7. Quite a number
of Remove luen looked out of their
atudy doorways, and grinned as he
passed. It did nol ocour to Sammmy that
his arrival was expected and looked for,
He rolled on cheerfully to Study No. 7,
snd rolled in, and blioked in surprize
through his spectaclos at the sight of
so many fellows in the studv. Behind
him more and moro Remove men
gathered in tho pessago till the vicinity

of Study No. 7 was almost swarming.
“Hallo, Sammy!" sszid DBunter
casually.

“Hallo, Billy! Feeling all right to-
day, old bird?!" asked Sammy Bunter.
"[;(mannt. to look in before, old chayp.
You didn't see me yesterday near Pegp
level crossing, did sou?”

“No," said Bunter.
there, Sammy "

“I was taking a walk round by Pegp,
and I stopped to rest quite near the
lerairmmainf." said Sammy, rﬂpeatiug

althful “That's how
came to sce you, Billy. I weas horror-
struck, you know, whon I saw you rush
across in front of the train. Thinking
you would be killed, you know. Have
vou done the letter home?"

" MNover mind that now," said Bunter,
hastily. .

“RBut you said

“Shut up, you ass! I say, you fel-
lows,” said Bunter, blinking round at
the numerons company, “did vou hear
that? It scems that SBammy saw me
vesterday at the level crossing.” ;

There was s gurgie of merriment in
the Remove passage, where most of the
Lower Fourth had gathered by this
tine,

“Jolly lucky, az it turns out—what ¥
went on Bunter. “I hope you fellows
will apologise now for doubting my
word !

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Oh, really, you fellows—

S8ammy Bunter blinked round the
study a little sneasily. He was not,
perhaps, guite 30 obfuse as his major,

“Were you

gnd he fancied that there was something
wrong Somewhere. But William George
rattled on cheerfully.

" As it happens, my brother saw me
at the time. I suppose you fellows can
believe an eye-witness?"”

“An eve-witness " murmured Bob
Cherry. “ Oh, my hat!”

'_rEﬂ there was a witness, afier all™
said Peter Todd blandly, * That alters
the caze, of course. Bunter hasn't had
justice, you fellows.”

“I'm glad you can see that now,
Toddy [ said the Owl of the Remova
loftily.

“Bunter must bave justice,” said
Peter solemnly, “ He's asked for it, and
he ‘ought to have it."

""Hear, hear!"

“0Oh, really, Poter——"

“Let’s hear exactly what you saw,
Bunter mi. You were taking a walk
round by Pege yesterday afternoon—"

L] Y‘:‘:-H-ES."

“You E’E'Dp'l[i&u:‘ to rest near the level
crossing—-—'

“ Ye-¢-e-g-08."

“¥You saw Bunter rush in front of the
train—"'

“That's it 1"

“ And you were horror-struck—"

« E}fﬁ'lil f hill d P

sll for a sghilling?" said Peter
Todd., “Cheap, I call it!"”

“Ha, ha, ha "

Sammy Bunter started, and Billy
Bunter's jaw dropped. There was a
roar of laughter from the Removites.
Sammy Bunter made a strategic move
towards the door. But the doorway end
the passage outside were crammed with
Hemovites, and there was no escape for
Sammy.

“I—I say, you fellows,” stamnmered
Bunter, “if—if you think I fixed this
up with Saminy, you're making & mis-
take! I don't know what you mean
abput a shilling, Toddy{ As for doing
the letter home, thal was not cven men-
tioned I

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“¥ou fat idiot!" roared Dob Cherry,
“Three fellows heard you talking it over
with Bammy behind the woodshed !

“Oh dear!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Now, what have you gok to say, you
fat fraud?” demanded the captain of
the Remove.

# [—I—I-——" stuttered Bunter.

“Bunter hasn't had justice,” said
Peter Tedd. “But he's asked for ik,
and he's going to get 4! Collar him !

“I—I—I say, you fellows—"

Billy Bunter dodged round the study
table. Sammy gave a longing plance at
the door.

“I—I say, you fellows, keep off!"”
velled Bunter. “ Li—it's all a mistake!

an't you believe an  evo-withess?
Samuny was on the spot—you’'ve heard
him say so. He saw me ruzsh across the
woodshed—I mean the ratlway-ling—"

“Ha, lta, ha!l"

“Bammy's going to be kicked for
coming here and telling whoppers!™
spid Peter Todd. “We've had enough
Bunter fibs in the Remove without a job
more from the Second. Kick that [ay
out, you chaps!"

“Here, vou keep off ! velled Bammy,
“It was oenly a j-joke! You silly ass,
Billy! I told vou it was too thick ™

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Mind, vou'll have to do the letter

home all fhe same!” howled Sammy,

“A bargain's a bargain!™

“Ha, ha, ha "

Sammy DBunter was hurled {orth from
Study No. 7. and innumerable boots
helped him along the Remove passage
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“ Here he Is ! ** chortled Skinner. ** Here's the glddy hero ! Sing it over to us again, Bunter ! ™ ** Yes, tell us your fun
story,”” chuckled Bob Cherry. ** I suppose you've thoughi out a lot of Iresh detalls by this ime ? ™ ** 1 u{ﬂau IJM
** Silenes for Bunter ! ** ealled ont Peter Todd. ** Give him a chanes | You fellows will find the story rat

been helping Bunter with suggestions."”

I-IHR,MMEJ‘I‘

improved. I've
(See Chapier 8.)

to the stairs. He fled down the Remove
staircase at top speed, & sadder, if not
a wiscr Samnmy.

“I—I say, vou fellows,” pasped the
Owl of the Hemove, *I—I think the
matter had better drop. I—I decline to

dizcuss 1t with vou any further! If you
can't take a fellow's word—?"
“ Bump him "

“Yaroooh! Leggo!™

“You've ashed for justice, old fat
bean, and you're going to get iL!" said
Peter Todd, “ Bump him!”

Bum p! ’

William George Bunter simoie {hn
carpet in Study No. 7 with a mighty
smite. There was a roar from William
George that was heard far-beyond the
precinets of the Remove.

" Whaooooop !

“Give hum snother 1

Bump !

“ Yaroooocoooaaon ™

“ And another I

Bunip !

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow !
Help! Murder!

g Fla, ha, hal”

And the juniors, cheriling, streamed
out of Study No. 7, leaving the Owl of
the Remove roaring. Not for the first
time, it was borne in upon Ihlly
Dunter's fat mind that honesty was the
best poliey. 1f there had heen the
slightest rchance of any Greylriars
fellow believing a word of Bunler's
story, that chance was gone now,
Bunter's remarkable methods of proving
its truth had demonsiratcd, to the satis-
faction of all the Remove, that there
was not a word of truth in it,

o8 Wooooooaooap !
ire b

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

The Form Walk !

b I EI}E}’{PﬁGEE a fellow couldn’t plead
sie 31
Bob Cherry made that remark
thoughtfully on Saturday.

His chums smiled. !

Judging by appearances, it would not
have been of much use for Hobert
Cherry of the Remove to plead sick.

“'Fraid not!” said Wharton, langh.
ing. “We're for jt1”

Saturday was a hall-hohiday ot Grey-
friars. Generally, the Famouvs Five of
the Remove contrived fo enjoy ihelr
hali-hohidays. But ghere were exueep-
tions. This Saturdey was one of them,

Three or four times in the torm ihe
Roemove had to go for a Form waik.
On those occasions the whole Form
walked out with their Forin master. A
hali-holiday was devoted to the purpose,
and the juniorz all put on their cleapest
collars and their silk hats, and lined
up in the quad for Mr. Quelch to lead
them forth.

It was a long, long time sines M,
Henry Samuel Queleh hed been s school-
boy limself., No doubt that acconnted for
the fact that he was utterly and totally
ignorant of the feelings with which his
bovs regarded a Form walk.

There were few of them whao did not
Ioathe it. To be dressed up bright and
tidy and taken eut by their Form
master was not the ftreat thai M,
Queleh supposed it was.  Mr. Queleh
rather enjoyed those walks himself.
The Remove looked their best on such
cecasions ; Me. Quelch saw to thet, If

a fellow turned up 1n & soited collar or

with a grubby face, Mre. Quelch wouldl
keep the whuﬂ: Form wmtiu% while that
fellow went in and put himself to rights.
‘I'he Remove had te be spick and span;
and if, in the course of their percgrina-
tions, they met the vicar or somo other
important person, Mr, Queleh had the
happy feeling that his Formm' did hin
gredit.

The walk would generally occupy =
conple of howrs, and Mr. Quelch would
call a hale at places of local intorest
and impart valuable information ta his
Hock, who might have ll‘iiﬁlmd up a great
deal of knowledge of local history and
topography had they been that way
inclined -which they were not.

There was hardly a fellow in the Re-
move who would not have preferved de-
tention, with a Latin task, to a Form
walk under the shepherding of the Form
master. Indecd, fellows woidld probably
have got themselves detained to escape
it, but on these oecasions there were no
detentions. Unless a fellow was ill, he
had {o line up with the rest, and walk
abroad under his Form master's oye, In
his best bib and tucker, as Bob Cherry
deseribed it.

Sometimes rude little boys would
gather to watch the juniors on these
solemn walks, and would make grimaces
at them, and even put their fingers and
thumbs to their noses—unseemly demon-
strations which Mr. Queleh loftily disre.
garded, but which his Form would have
liked to avenge drastically on the spot.
But it was impossible to break the ranks
to take vengeance on mocking urchina
who thus derided the hapless junicrs.

Tee MaaxeT Lisrany.—No. 1,016
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Beat behaviour was the order of the day
on s Form walk. ,
"I was hoping it would rain!"
sighed Nugent. “What a climate!
It would rain cight enough if we had
8 cricket match on.”

“Not a drop!” said Bob Cherry,
with & despairing glance at the blazin
August sky, “Not that Quelchy woul
Iet us off, upless it was & reguiar
thunderstorm.™

"“"We're for it1” said Harry Wharton
philosophically.  “ After all, it’s only
two or three times in the term!"”

“The two-or-threefulbness is two or
thres too much, n}y esteermed chom !
remarked Hurreeo Jamset Bem Singh.

o | aa%e you fellows?”

Billy Bunter rolled u
Five in the gquad. Bo
him away.

“Buzz off, Bunter !

“0h, reul'ly, Cherry——"

“Unless you've thought of a wheeze
for getting ont of the Form walk,”
added Bob, “In that case, come to my

Arms.

“Ha ha, ha!”

“That's just it,) said Bunter. *“I
think I ought to bo let off, What do

to the Famous
Cherry waved

you fellows think? You ses, my legs
ate injured, snd I'm nob reajlr_ t for
a long walk. That's how it is

like you to mention it to Quelchy,
Wharton, st head boy of the Remove,
you know. Quelchy would take your
word.'
“Fathead |”

“He mighta't believe me," urged
Bunter. ‘' You know swhat a suspicious
beast Quelchy is, It wouldn't the
first time he's doubted my word. The
fact is, Quelchy’'s no gentleman.”

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Blest if I see snything to cackles
at! My legs ain't really fit for the
strain, you know,” said Bunter,

“What on earth’s the matter with
them?"” asked Bob. "I know you're
rather weak at the other end. But
what's the matter with your logs?”

“J injured themn on Wednesday, you

know, falling on the railway line, when
T rescued that kid at the level cross-
in

‘Ring off I"” roared the Famous Five,
with ome voice,

“Oh, 1‘~*:m'lli'J you fellows—-"

“You footling ass!™ howled Johnn
Bull, *Ii you begin that again you'll

get bumped ! Give it & rest,”
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“Look here, Wharton, are you going
to tell Quelchy—"

The captain of the Remove chuckled,

“If you want any crammers told fo
Quelchy, Bunter, you must tell them
yourself, But | shouldn't try it on.
Quelchy’s a downy bird."

“I'm rnot going fagging for a long
tramp in this blinking sun when my
logs are practically broken,” said
Bunter warmly, “You see, I had a
fearful fall. I came down on the
stones beside the metals, holding that
gipay kid in my arms—"

ik Cl'l-E:H& i-t [I:l

_"And I cut my trousers and—and
injured my knees. I don't think I
nu%ht- to have io Join up for this rotten
walk after that,” argued DBunter, “If
¥ou .jmt it to Quelchy, Wharton, he
would let me off at once. You can tell
him you've seen the marks of the
injuries on my knees"

“But I haven't, you silly owl!”

“I wish you'd keep to the point,
Wharton, Look here—

“Here comes Quelchy ! murmured
Bob Cherry. “He's going to tell us
it’s time to get ready for that nice,
Ele&sqnt welk, Who's going to toll
i just how nice and pleasant we
think it is?*

..The juniors chuckled, Nobody was
likely to confide his real opinion of the
Form walk to Mr, Quealch.

Tha Remove master stopped to speak
to the group of .:i:mi-nu' with & genial
smile. r. Quelech was a very learned
gentleman and his knowledge was ex-
tenmiva on gagny subjects.  But there
werg some ffings he did not know, or
even suspect, and one of them was his
Form’s opinion of & Form walk,

“Well, -mﬁbﬂ“’ ive shall be st:rtinﬁ
soon,” said Mr. Queleh. " Thres o'oloc
exactly. We must be punciual,
boya.'

“The esteemed punctuality is the
stilch in time that saves the cracked
pitcher from going longest to the well,
honoured sahib,"” said Hurree Jamset

- gravely,

Mer, Queleh coughed,

“If—if you please, sir—" stam-
mered Bunter,

The Remove master’s glance furned
on him,

“ Bunter, you will
collar " he said sharply,

“My—my collar, sirf”

“¥es, and brush your jacket care-
fully,  Your jacket presentz a most
slovenly appestrance, Bunter,”

“D-d-does it, sir?"

“It does, Buntér. T am shocked to
observe alse that there are traces of
your latest meal on your waistcoat,”
said Mr, Quelch sternly., “This will
not do, Bunter, when you are ghout to
take a walk sbroad in the company of
¥ n‘mI* Fiurm master.” i

‘I—1 was going to—to speak to you
about that, sir,” stammered Bunter.
"My legs, sir—"

44 'I‘I'That !J‘I

. "My legs, sir,” sald Bunter., “I've
injured my legs, sir, I—I hope you'll
excuse me this afternoon, sir, owing to
these fearful injuries, I—I want very
much fo come for & walk, sir; I always
enjoy 1t 80, But my legs are so horribly

injured
“Bless my soul! What does the hoy
mean ?" ejaculated Mr, Quelch. *“ How
have you injured your legs, Bunteri™
“Falling on the railway line, sir,

g nd—-"
“What !” hooted Mr, Quelch. *Only

[ast Wednesday I spoke to you saverely

my

change your

upon this subject, Bunter. Do wou
mean to say that you have again tres-
passed on a railway track, in spite of
what I szid {0 you on that occasion.”

“Oh, no, sir!"” gasped Bunter, in a
great If:urr:.r. “Mot at all, sir. Nothing
of the sort, sir.”

“Then what do you mean?" snapped
Mr. Quelch, ’ EEr

“It was the same injury, sir—last
Wednesday sfternoon, sic. f’j_I haven't
recovered, air!" stuttered Bunter. *“I
came down wallop—7~

“What! You ceme down what?"
“Wallop, sirt™

“Cannot you speak English, Bunter 7"
snorted Mr, Quelch, “How dare you
use so absurd an expression! Do you
mean that you fell with & concussion 1"

“¥es, sir; I came down wallop with
4 concussion—an awful concussion, sir!
My knees wery practically broken, sir,

0 INJUry Was—was awgqi, sir, and—
and I can hardly walk, sir. They're
black and blue, sir—covered with horri-

h‘a bruises !” said DBunter pathetic
By,

“If your knees are seriously bruised,
Bunter, you certainly are not in a Rt
stdte for a long walk."

“That's it, &ir,” said Dunter,
hr:ghtemng up wonderfully, “I1 knew
you'd understend, sir, ou're so—so
sympathetic, sir,"

“But I must first be assured,” said
Mr. %uelch, in a grinding voice, “that

your Enees are in the state you describe
Bunter,* % ’

*Oh ! gasped Bunter,

Harry Wharton. & Co. listened in

silance, tryi not to smile, Th
Ananias ufv It)fa Remove had ﬂput hi:
foot in it again,

“"You will follow me to my study,
Bunter, and I will see these injurics
you speek of——"

"*The—the fact is, sipr—"

“Well 1" said Mr, Quel h, i 'Ol
like the rumble of diﬁqtﬁlif? Lll:::;dirtﬂm

"I—I mean to say, sir,” gasped the
unhappy Bunter, “my knees ain't black
and blue now, siv. They were, but
they’ve got over it. That's what I
meant to say, sir. The—the marks are
gone, but—but I've still got a fesrful
Fam. A pain in each knee, sir, like—
ike 8 burning dagger.”

“How dare you tell me such untruths
Bunter " *

“Oh, sir!" gasped Bunter,

“Your idleness and slackness pass all
patience, Bunter. If you were allowed
you would even avoid the slightest exer-
tion necessary for & most  enjoyable
walk,™

:‘ Il}h I!]“1 lstutte red Dunter,

shall cane you, Banter!™

::(}h lor !

b

“Ef'.!lf::v me to my study !

William George Bunter trailed inte
the House after his Form master, who
was no longer looking penial,

“Poor old Dunter!” sighed Dob
Cherry, *“Jevver see such a fellow for
esking for it%"

From Mr. Quelch’s open study win-
dow came & loud wyell.

“Yaroooh "

Bunter, evidently, was getting what
he had asked for.

And when the Remove lined up for
the Form walk at three o'cleck, Billy
Bunter lined wup dismally with the
Fgr!?:lh' Thers was no rest for the
WickKed .
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAFTER.
At LastI
OB CHERRY removed his shin-
B ing sillk hat, wiped his forchead,
and veplaced the topper.
It was warm.

The Removites all looked very nice,
there was no doubt about that. Even
Billy Bunter looked clean and trio.
But their expressions did not indicate
that they were enjoying life. Only
when DMr. (;}uainh lancod along the
ranks some of the fﬂflﬂws summoned up
a feeble smile,

Nicely dressed, very neat and clean
and trim, in heauti[u? order, the Lower
Fourth Form of Greyiriars marched
out of galtes, and began that enjoyable
walk—az Me. Quelch regarded it.

Unseen by Mr. uelch, Bolsover
major shook a fist at the Form master’s
back. Billy Dunter gave him deadly
blinks when he was not ]cmkinﬁ,

Bunter was in a melting mood.

The Ow] of the Remove had an un-
usual amount of weight to carry. He
streamed with gampiratiun. Indeed
Skinner whispered that it was his halief
that Bunter was running into tallow.
There was a subdued chuckle after
Sinner’s remark: and Mr. Queleh
glanced round severely, Chuckles were
out of place on these occasions. Solem-
nity was the order of the day when
Henry Samuel Quelch took his Form on
a ‘pprsnnalgamnduﬂad tour of the
vicinity of Greyfriars,

The Remove walked in solemn order
through the old High Street of Friar-
dala. 0Old ladies who observed them
thought what mnicely-dressed, well-be-
haved boys they were. Little village
boys made faces at themn, Half a dozen
little urchins who had nothing hetter to
do that summer afterncon ﬁ;-rmad up
in imitation of the Remove's orderly
merch and marched along with them,
¥rmn_ing. The Eemovites gave them
ergeious logks, Oanly Mre. Quelch's
presence kept them from breaking
ranks and taking summary vengeance
on these mockers.

Baeyond the village, fortunately, this
unpleasant escort was dropped. Then
they came on Linky., Linky was a
tattered youth, a well-known character
in the neighbourhood who had had
many & trouble with the juniors.
Linky, in the Form master’s presence,
could be as chesky as he liked, with-
out fezr of consequences.

“My!"” exclaimed Linky, gazing at
the Remove array in derisive admira-
tion, “My! Ain't we smart?"

The Rermove blushed and marched on.

TAIn'E we got ‘om on?" said Linky.

Bob Cherry paused, but marched on
again, Linky's checky nose had a very
NAFFOW eSCape.

“Fat J of the Bonehouse!” said
Linky as Bunter passed him. “What
price tallow?'

Some of the Removites grinned.
Billy Buntar frowned ferociously. Linky
was left behind; but, as a parling
salute, he picked’ ué: a clod Trom the
roadside and hurled it after the Re-
move.

"Oooooh 1" howled Bunter.

Bunter’s silk hat caught the clod. It
sailed away, and DBunter emitted a
startled howl. .

Mr. Quelch swung round impatiently,

“Bunter! What——"

“That beast has bunged something at

me and knocked my tile off I’ howled
Bunter.

“Bilenca! DTiek vp your hat!™

Mr. Quelch gave a stern glare in the
direction of the grinning Linky. Linky,
with unexampled audacity, put his
thurab to his nose snd extended the
fingers of his right hand. Then he
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Fut. the thumb of his left hand to the
ittle finger of his right and extended
all his fingers. .

Mr. Quelch gazed st him transfixed.
There was o subdued chortle in the
ranks of the Hemove,

“Bless my soull”

uelch.

*“Bhall I go back and—and speak to
him, sir?” ventured Bob Cherry.

“bertainl:r not, Cherry 1™ ]

VU It—it wouldn't take me a minute,
E]I",.”

“Silence! Procoed!”

The Remove proceeded. But Bob as
he passed the clod that had knocked
Bunter’s hat off stooped and picked it
up, turned, and hurled it back at Linky
with & sudden and deadly aim.

FﬁahT . od Link

‘Warrrrroooop ! roar inky, as
tha clod landed on his unwashed face.
Hu}dsa.t. down suddenly in the dusty
road,

Mr. Qualeh glared round.

“What—what—"" ]

Bob Cherry was in his place again in
g twinkling, looking as innocent as he
could. M&; Quelch gazed at the col-
lapsed Linky and_ then glanced af his
Form. Then & faint smile twitched his
features, and he walked on again with-
out comment.

The Remove wound along the country

murmured Mr.

road like a2 very long centipede. Sud-
denly, from a leafly lane, a caraven
turned into high roed; = !m_ng
horse led by a gi on one side, wil

s woman in & red shawl carrying o
haby on the other and & little dusky
girl sitting on the van amid a clatter
of pots end pans. |

The caravan, &s it emerged, almoet
blocked the road shead of the merch,
and the Remove wriggled and slowed
down.

*Cheek 1” grunted Bunter.

The gipsy pulled his horse round to
the side of the road. Ho stared at the
sehoolboys, halted his horse, and lifted
g basket of coconuts from the side of
the van.

;&Mﬂum’ young gentlemeni™ be
i | &

Mr, Quelch answered for the youn

ntlemen with a wave of the hand.

{e was not disposed to march with an
array of juniors bearing coconuts undeg
their arma,

“Thank you! Nel™ .

“Ripe ¢oconuts, sir,” paid the gipsy.
“Only 4 tanner & time, sirl’

There was & geep from Bunter.

“T say, you fellows——"

“ Silence, ?Iﬁm!” said Mr. Quelch.

“But, sir,” howled Bunter excitedly,
“it's the man, sirl”
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“What do vou mean, DBunier? DBe
silent !"

The gipsy glanced at Bunter, whom
he had not noticed for the moment In
the Remove army. .

The cxpression on his swarthy face
changed, and he {00k off his battered
hat with decp respect,

“You, sirl” he exclaimed. *VYou
like a coconut, sir? I ain’t charging
you anyvthing, sir!"

Billy Bunter's little round eves danced
behind his big spectacles, It was
Joseph, the gipsy. : e

"'lpsiy. youl Fiae'lluwa, it's him 1" yelled
Buntor ‘excitedly and ungrammatically.

“Him! Hel Who?" asked Bob

ErV.

“The gipsy!" velled Bunter.

The \\%nl:iu in the red shawl looked
at Bunter and t‘rm:;fnimd him at ouce.
People who saw DBunter once always
recognised him again, DBunter put it
down to his distinguished look. He
might have attributed it more justly to
his uncommeon circumference,

“You, sir!” exclaimed Janeth; and
she ran to the Remove array. “Oh,
sir, I am glad to see you again! I
never properly thanked you, sir, for
what you did. DBlessings on you, sirl

“What the merry thump—" ejacu-
lated Harry Wharton.

“What the dickensg—-="

 Bunter—""

“What—" _ " .

“What docs this mean?” exclaimed
Mr. Queleh, in testy astomishment, ' Do
vou know these people, Bunter? What
does it all mean?"

The Removites stared on  blankly.
What it all meant was a mystery fo
them as well as to their Form master.

Billy Bunter looked very bright.

T'romn the bottom of his fat heart he
was thankful that he had not succeede
in dodging the Form walk that after-
NooL. Tﬁa encounter could not have
Lboen more fortunate from Bunter's
point of view. The Owl of tho Remove
was to be justified at last,

“God bless you, sir!” said Janeth; and
the Remove fellows thought, for a
moment, that she was going to kiss
Bunter. _ :

“Toll me what this means, Bunter!
rapped out Mr, Quelch angrily. “Who
are these people, and what have you
had to do with them?”

“Tt's the gipsy, sir!” gasped Bunfer,
“I—I should have told you about i,
IH.'-——”

“ About what?™ . .

“ About saving the kid's hie, siy—"

“What 7" . _

“Only you wouldn't have believed if,
sir, any more than these fellows— 1
—I—I mean, I didn't mention it sir,
beeanse—becauze I'm not the fellow to

brag about a little thing like that—"
“Is the boy 5:1541112#" stuttered BMr.
Quealch,

“You sce, sir——"" gasped Dunter.

“There it is on the van, sir—I mean,
there she is—the kid, sir—the kid
whose life I saved—"

“What nonsense are vou talking,
Bunter ¥ . 1
“At the level erossing. sir, last

Wednesday—when those beasts spoofed
me into g:ﬁng te Pegg Green— 11
mean—-" i

“Kindlr explain to me what this
means, my man!” said Mr. Queleh, with
a rather grim look at Jeseph the gipsy.
“Are vou acquainted In any way with
this boy of my Form?®”

Joseph touched his hat,

“I seen him, sir, last Wednesday
arternoon,” he answered. “He run
in  front of the train, he did,

#ir, and saved my little ﬂrl, sir, who
Tae MacreT Lisary.—No. 1,016,

would have been run over at the level
crossing.” -

“What? Bless my soul! This boy—
Bunter—" stuttered Mr. Quelch, in
great amazement,

The Removites simply gasped.

It was borne in upon their minds that
Bunter's wondrous tale was true. It
was a sensation for the Greyiriars
Remove.  Bunter had really done a
plucky thing; that was surprising
enough. Bunter had been telling
l:hPI!l teuth-—that was more surprising
atill.

*1 never knowed bLis name, sir,” said
Joseph. “I know he's a good plucked
"un, sir. That little kid, Minna, sir,
on the van thers, she had gone gather-
ing flowers, and got on the railway
line. My missus, sir, seo her too late,
jest when the train was nearly on her,

he would 'ave been smashed, sir, only
this bloke—I mean tlus young gentle-
man, sir, run on the line in front of
the frain and got her clear”

“Bless my soul!” said Mre. Quelch
faintly.

“My 'art was in me mouth when I
see him do it, sir,” said Joseph, with
more eloquence than elegance, **'Struth,
sir, I thought he was killed along with
the kid, and my missus screaming fit
te wake the dead, sir, and running
towards the railway like a mad thing,
gir.  And we couldn't see they was
rafe till the train had passed. If vou're
his schoolmaster, sir, vou ought to be
proud of that young gentleman, beg-
ging yvour pardon, sir.”

“DBless my soul!™  repeated Mr.
Qualeh.

He gazed at Bunter,

]}Lu'_ltﬂl." smirdced

“It's true, then!” said Bob Cherry

d dazedly,

"1t reslly happened!"” gasped Harry
Wharton.

“The happenfulness was really terri-

fic!”  stuttered Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh,

“Who'd have thought it!” said
Vernon-8mith, with a stare of utter
wonder «at the Owl of the Remove.

“0Oh, really, Smithy—-"

“ Bunter really d-d-d-d.did it1" stut-
tered Johnny Bull. “0Oh, my only
Aunt Serpronie! Oh, my hat1”

“I heard nothing of this,” said Mr,
Queleh, tecovering his voice at last,
“This=thiz-is nows to me. You should
have told me of this, Bunter. My good
man, 13 it actually tho case that this
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boy, DBunter, risked his life to save your
child at the level crossing "

“You bet he did, sir,” said Joseph.
“It was touch and go, sir, and till the
train had passed I thought they was
both killed. 'Ow he jumped so quick,
him being so fat, =ir, beats me 'oller

Home of the- juniers grinned.

“DBut he did it, sir, and it was jest
arter I had sold him a bad coconut,
too,” said Joseph remorsefully. -1
took his money for & bad coconut, sir,
and then jest afterwards he did it, sir.
That littlo kid on the van, sir., A
poor mean can't give nothing but his
thanks, sir, but this Iz::n:mng gentleman
has a poor man's thanks, true and
hearty.”

“And a r woman's gratitude, sir,”
said Jancth, with tears in her oyes.
“The dear, brave, noble boy I

“Bless my soull” said Mr. Quelch.

Billy Bunter smiled expansively,

At that moment he was feeling like
the ancignt classical gentleman, as if he
were striking the stars with his sublime
heg,d‘
woUpon my word! said Mr., Quelch.

You appear to have acted very
COUrageous i,r Bunter — very nobly
indeed. All tho more so bocause you
have said nothing about this gallant
deed.” The Romovites gasped a little
at this. “I am wvery pﬁacﬁ my good
man, that a Groyfriars boy-was on the
spot when your Dittle girl was in poril—
very glad indeed. I am very plad that
it has come to my knowledge. We will
now proceed, my bovs”

Joseph stepped back, taking off his
hat to Bunter as the fat junior moved
on. Jancth gave him a look of admira-
tion and gratitude which was wmore
cloguent than words. Tho Remove fol-
lows could searcely believe their eyes
Bunter—Bunter the fibber—Bunter the
grub-raider, Bunter the funk—was & hero
in the cyes of these poor people. Mp,
Quelch  was  astonished—the Remove
were . amazed—and they finished that
Form walk in a state of astonishment
from which it really seemed that they
were never likely to rocover,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Bravo, Bunter!

1 UNTER ™
“Who'd have thought it?”
“Oreat pip I+

] “ Bunter—that fat,
footling funk! My hat!”

The Removites were home aftor the
Form walk, and they were discussing the
astounding  discovery.  They  simply
couldn't get used to it.

But there it was!

Mr. Quelch, before all the Form, had
praised DBunter for his courage. He had
also commended him for his modesty in
making no mention of his brave deed—
being under a slight misapprehension on
that point, Under the eves of all the
Remove, Wingate of the Sixth, the eap-
tain of Greviriars, came into the Rag.
looked vound for Bunter, and shao
hands with himn.

“T've heard about it from vour Formn
master, Bunter,” he zaid, ** Bravo, kid!
Well done !

Bunter beamed.

He was getting the glory at last which
had so loeng been his due. Other fellows
heard abont it, and came along to tell
Bunter what they thought. Coker of
the Fifth sought him out to tell him that
he was & plucky kid, Finally, he was
sent for to the Head's study. Dr. Locke,
desiring to receive his deszcription of
what had happened on that eventful
Weodnesday afterncon.

fooszling,
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Bkinner & Co. grinned and mads no sound. Whatever Bil
ears as well as his minor’s, though Bunier was not aware

Bunter’s dead seeret was, it was going to be imparied to olher
the fact. ** I—I'll lond you a bob, Bammy, If you bask me

old chap,”” the fat Owl was saying. ** You've simply got to Dear witness to something that happened Iﬂl-tﬂ'ﬂl;h

(See Chapter 10.)

Bunter came back into the Rag with
hia fat little nose high in the air,
Evidently his interview with the Head
had beon an egreeable one, unlike most
of his interviews with his headmaster.

“Bravo, DBunter!" sang out Bob
Cherry, as the Owl of the Remove rolled
in,

Bunter smirked. :

“Good old Bunter!” said Johnny
Bull, *“ Blessed if I understand it. But
—good old Bunter!” .

“The understandiulness 13 not
terrific,” remarked Hurrce Jamset Bam
S8ingh, “There must be some small

rtion of hitherto unsuspeeted -::uura.?t}
in the terrifically fat carcass of the
esteemed and ludicrous Bunter.”

“Oh, really, Inky——" i

“Y can't get on to it vet,”” said Peter
Todd. ““If Dunter's got any pluck why
hasn’t he let on about it before?™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, reelly, Toddy =

“It's true, vou know,” said Harry
Wharton. “That's what beats me!
Bunter was telling tho truth all the
time-—"

* And somebody said tbat the age of
miracles was pasi!” remerked Skinner.

*“Heg, ha, ha 1™

“Jrave, Bunter!™

"1 say, you fellows, I told you so,
you know,” said Bunter loftily. *I told
you exactly how it happened——"

“¥ou did,” agreed Petor Todd, *You

did, old fat bean, That's what made us
think it hadn't happened, of course !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You jolly well owe me an apology
gll round,” said Bunter wormly., * Look
at it! A fellow does a splendid, plucky
thing—""

£l Dh !FT

“Displays wonderful courage,
I:*E"!Hfﬂ credit on his school—"

“* Phaw !

“ And all you fellows can do is to earp
and jeer,” said Bunter. *“I'm jolly well
ashamed of you, if you don’t mind my
mentionmg 1t."”

“Well, you're such a fearful fibber,™
said Herry Wherton, laughing. * You've
never told the truth before. [ don't
suppose you ¢ver will again.”

“Oh, really, Wharton, in the circum-
stapces I think there ought to be & cele-
bration,” said Bunter, ]

“To celebrate your telling the truth
for once?” asked Poter,

i I_I EF L ILE

and

ha, ha!

“Neo, you silly ass!” roared DBunter,
“Ta celebrate my splendid deed—""

“(Oh, my hat!”

“To show that you ecan appreciate
having such a fellow in the Form—a
fellow you all ovght to be proud of.”

“I1a, ha, ha!™ ) i

* Maodesty, thy neme is Bunter ! said
Bob Chérry.

“0Oh, really, Cherry—" .

“Gentlemeon, chaps, end fellows,”™ za1d

Rob Cherry. “ Bunter's right! There
oight to be a colebration, Bunter bhas
done two surprising things—he's shown
pluck and he's told the truth.”

“Ha, ha, hal® ; _

“Noth of them for the first time in
hig life,” soid Bob, * Bunter cught to
b encouraged, and he may do cne or
the other again some da}'h—-—-- '

“It is & day worthy to be marked with
a white sione!” smid Hurree Joamset
Ham Bingh.

“"Hear, hear!”

And it weas so! Willlam George
Bunter had come into his own =t last,
as it were! 'Thero was o great celebra-
tion in the Rag, which took the practicsl
form of a spread—a testimonial that
Bunter could appreciate. Bunter, niﬂ:l@){
distinguished, distinguished himself stil
moro as & trenchorman. He beamed
upon the Removites with & {at faco that
was shiny, snd happy, and sticky. F?r
once Wiliam Georgo Bunter basked in
the sanshine of popularity, end for the
first timo in history his fat ears heard,
with great enjoyment, thoe shout ofi
“Brave, Bunter!”

THE EXIN.

(Don’t miss the first of a aplendid new
holiday series: “THE MAN FROM
THE SOUTH SEAS! which will
uppear in next week's BUMPER FREE
GIFT NUMBER of the Magrer.)
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THE L ABT LAUGH! Just wohen Kang Py is congratulating himself that he has seen the Tast of kls formidable eneiny,

Ferrere Locke, the unexpected happens . . .
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Fhe concluding chapters of this popular detective

The Mesling !

ND as the abbot ceased speaking,
the voiees of the monks rose and

fell in a dirge-like chant. For

them, it was the passing of
Eang Iu, the passing of those dreams
of war, the passing of the vision of holy
Lhasa once more the fairest city of the
éarth, All that was gone. Thers reo-
ml.ined-nnlir,- the ondless, suulwdrufﬁ:‘ling
routing of the daily services to Buddha.

The chant ended, and silence fell on
the vast icmple, o camme the voice
from the god,

“It is but fitting that I, Kang Pu, the
Chosen One of Buddha, should perform
one act of mercy before I depart to
nojourn with the spirits of our fathers!
An act that which will bub serve to

rpetunte my memory when I am pone!

ark then, to my words, to the words
of Kang Pu! Lit the messdge be spread
throughout this land that all prisoners
snd -miserable ones who languish in the
countless monasteries, be released from
their bonds and be allowed to depart,
a% free men, to the bosom of their
families! . Hark also o this! The curse
of holy Lbasa, whioh hangs heavily over
meny in this fair land 38 lifted, and
none nre aceursed, nono are oubeast!
Catry tho. word of peece to all the
sarvants of Buddha, and he who turns o
desf ear to thy message will assuredly
die the death '

He paused, then went on.

“As for the thresa white men who
stand now in chains before this altar,
hark ‘well to this! I, Kang Pu, the
Chosen One, am about to send to them &
raan, whe will guide them home to their
distant England! And that thou shalt
know this man, he will be clad in the
vestment: of a lesser abbot. Hee to it
that = hodyguard of pricstly soldiers
ride .with the white men as far as the
frontiers of this lend, even to the Jelap
la! Let no man think to raise & hand
against them, or he will die the-death!

are my words, and now I say
to thee, farewell I
Tue Macwzer Lisrany,—No. 1,016,

With that, the voice ceased, and
silence fell agein on the vast temple,
But in the ayes of the three white men,
there had dawned a new hope. Truly
they had trod the path which led
through the valley of death, at now——

“I—I'm not dreaming? muttered
Carstairs huskily.

As he ceased spenking Ferrers Locke
lost no time in getting to work. Hae dis-
mantled the tubing’ end microphone
which magnified the voice through the
lips of the god. Then, with an iron
vetort-stand, he beat them out of all
semblance of shape. Retorts, test-tubes,
jars “of chemicals, glass messuring
cylinders, he destroved, and what the
priests below thought of the faint crash-
ings which camé to their ears none but
themselves could have said, But Ferrers
Locke knew that Kang Pu was still at
large. He was not going to leave any-
thing by which that sinister priest could

TSRS PA BSOS R PR DEROO RS

THE S8TORY IN BRIEF.
Frmrﬂhﬁ by l'fz murderons aclivities of the

Wl-porerfor

HANG PU, the self-siyled CUhosen of Buddba
and fanatic who, to satisfy hiz own mon-
strous ambitions, Would sef the whole wworld
ablaze with wer,

FERRERS LOCKE, the famous Raler Strest
detective, arcompanied by his plucky young

agsiglant

JACK 'ﬂﬂ'.{rEE, feaves England for Tibel,
determined o divcover the fate of an expe-
dition led by :

MAJOR BEVERLEY, twhich is believed lo
have follen inlo Keng Pu's clutches,

After a series of exciting adventures Ferrers
Locke gning an endry inlo the Salai Mon-
astery, the stronghold of Eong Pu, where hs
discovers the arch-criminal about to sacrifice
Major Beeerley and his companions to the
glory of Buddha. The knives of the
execulioners  dom’t  svike,  however, for
Ferrers Locke, kaving gol the betier of Ka
P, enters the giant idel and from its mou
bide the fanatice day their hamds, Next ke
commands them, in the name of Buddha, o
vend messages throughout Tibet, preaching

oy, The word af peace.

It shall be as thou inyert,” replies the abbot,
"and we, thine unteorthy servants, shall
konour to thy name.'

(Notw Rewd On.)

_-r""'-._._.

and the last lough goes to Fervers Focke!

OQFLHASA(

and adventure story.

nroduce further phenomena, should he
win o way back to the head of the giant
Buddha,

Drawing hia robes about him, the de-
tective desconded the narrow, winding
staircase and passed through the room in
which he had first come face to face with
Kang Pu. Pushing aside the network
of chain, he stepped into full view of the
priests.

They staved at him in silence as he
strode to the front of the altar. Rais-
ing cne hand above his head, he cried:

“Hark ye, priests! 1 am the mes-
senger from Kang Py, sent to guide the
three white men whom ye hold prisoners
to the fronticrs of this countey.”

His other hand was beneath his robes,
the fingers clenched tight on his auto-
matic. DBut the priests were too be-
wildered, too shaken with the events of
the night, to look on him with aught
save awe and respect, Here was a man
who had been sent by Kang Pu, the
chosen oné of Buddha !

At a gesture from Ferrers Locke, the
chains and manacles of the prisoners
were knocked off.

“ Hark vye, priests,” went on Ferrers
Locke, when all the prizoners had been
released, “I have a message for these
white men from our master, Kang Pu!
Sce ye that a suitable escort is pro-
vided to ride from here with the coming
of the dawn. Get ye now to vour cella
and let those who carry the messago of
peace prepare to depart without delay !

Bechoning to Muajor Beverley, Car
stairs, and Heyward, the detoctive
turned and led the way beyond the ehain
curtain to the room where he had mot
Kang Pu. Waiting till the three men
had entered, he quictly elosed the deor,
thon turned and faced them.

There was a long moment of silence.
The three men stared at Ferrers Locke,
waiting for him to speak.

“Weall, gontlemgen?” he said.

And at the words Major Beverley
sprang forward, an exclamation on lus
hips. " Grasping Ferrers Locke by the
shoulders, he peered into his face,

“Who—who are you?" he demanded

LR ]
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hoarsely. “ What does all this mean?”

“It means that unless something un-
foreseen happens you are froe!™ replied
Ferrers Locke. :

“But who are you, man? How did
you get here?™

UT am Ferrers Locke, of Baker Street,
London,”™ replied the detective *:;uiet-li,u
“ Doctor Lamonte won through and toid
me of your plight. IHow I got here 15
o long story, and must waie till some
other time.”

“But I don't understand.
that fiend, Kang Pul”

“That was Kang Pu who dashed out
in front of the pod,” replied Ferrers
Locka., “F:}rturmt_aiy, _none of the
priests knew him. His secretiveness

ved his own uﬂdnin%’.”

“Then who, by sll that's wonderful,
was in the head of the Buddhae®”

“] was. It was the only way to sway
these priests.” :

Major Beverley released his grip and
step back” ,

“Have wvou ¢ome through Tibet
elone?” he asked, his eyes on the de-
tective's face and wonderment in his
voice, ) N '

“MNo; I had my assistont with me. At
the moment he is riding for help to the
camp of a friendly hillman north of
Lhasa. T had no assurance that my plans
would meet with success, and I had to be
prepared for any contingencies, We are
not out of danger even yet, for Kang Pu
is still at large, and ho will not allow
you to ride ont of Tibet without an effort
to prevent your going.” ]

“That fGend ! Maf'ur Beverley's voice
was hoarse. 1 would Five anything to
meet hiin face to face! He 315 a bend
incarnato, and tho tortures we have seen
done in hiz name-—-—-"' )

He broke off, and, thrusiing out his
hand, said, in a low voice:

“My fiend, there arc times when
men's feelings are foo deep to be
exprossed in words. Any wourds of thanks
from we three for what you have done
would be pitiably futile and inadequate.
But you have rescucd us from s living
tomb and certain death this night. We
will not forget.” 5

Carstairs and Hevyward echoed their
leader's words. They could searcely
realise even yeb that they wore free men.

“ Let us discuss our plan of campaign,”
said the detective hriskly., "*As long a3
my bluff holds good we are tolerabl
safe, DBut if Kang Pu can get any fol-
Jowing, then we will have to walk
warily indeed, ¥You ride from here at
dawn. We will make a detour in ofder
io connect with my assistant, Jack
Drake. If by that time Kang Pu has
not shown up, -then I will leave you, as
I do not quit Tibet whilst that menace
to civilisatjon lives.™ '

“Then we stay with you,” said Major
Baverley slowly, *“We also have an
pecount to setile with that priest. He
claims immortality, but we'll ses if
there’s any truth in his words. I—-"*

Heo broke off, clutehing at his throat,
his breath rasping hoarsely.

“I—J—choking ! he gaszped, then
pitched face downwards to the floor. So
suddenly haed come his collapse that Car-
staivs and Heyward were rooted o the
spot with astonishment,

Enlightenment came to Ferrers Locke,

“Powson gas!™ he shopted. *Quick,
the door !

He sprang to the door to open it and
allow the fresh alr to drift in, But it
‘was fast, and wéuld not open. There
was a dryaess at the back of his throat
and & feslipg of numbness in hiz nostrils,
e turned from the door and saw Car-
stairs go to the ground in a slithering
heap. One chance remained, The heavy
cartein which shrouded the staircase.

Where 13
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Heyward was lurching towards i,  He
clutehed at it with his hand, then fell
heavily, his clenched fugers still holding
the thick material. Keeling and swaying
hke a drunken man, Ferrers Locke
easaved to reach the curtain. But the
odourless gas, which by some hidden
means was being injected into the room
was of a deadly potency.

It was the wnr];( of The
pricst had returned ! '

That thought was wuppermost
Ferrers Locke's mind as he strove to
keep his reeling senses. Then suddenly
a wave of blackness enveloped him,
There came & roaring i his cars. He
felt himself slipping, slipping. o this
was the end. ext instant he pitched
to the floor and lay inert

Nothing stirred in the chamber. Then
a slab swung baek in the wall, Framed
in the opening stood Kang Pu, o mirth-
less smile on ﬁis thin, bloodless lips.

“B0,"” he murmured, *yoa English
dogs! Yon thought you'd drawn my
claws, Ferrers Locke. Oh, you fool I”

He lazughed silently, but there was
nothing of mirth in his gpes.

g Pa.

At the Mercy of Kang Pu!

’ EREERS LOOKE came round to

find himself lying, tied ‘hand

and foot, on the stone floor of a

large cell.. By the light of an
oil-lamp, with which the'cell was illumi-
nated, he saw the hound forms of
Beverley, Heyward, and Carstairs, He
struggled to rise, and a soft voics broke
the silence.

“Bo, my iritend, vou are awake.”

Serewing his head. rownd Ferrers
Locke saw the form of Kang Pu stand-
ing in the shadows by the wall. Blowly
the priest approached and stood looking
down on the bound form of the detec-
five,

“¥You plaved your cards well, Ferrers
Locke,” he said harshly, “and at one
time¢ you had almost. won. But I re-
turned, I who know the secret passages
which abound within these walls. Sinco
first you crossed the fronticrs of this
land you have thwarted me and worked
to bring my plans to nought.”

“And I have succeeded !” eut in the
dafective crisply.

Kang Pu raised s clenched fist ns

though to strike.

“¥ou have suecceded,” he snarled,
“in that you have undone the work of
gars. For that you shall pay. But you
iave only sueceeded in postponing the
inevitable end. I shall regain ascend-
ancy over these cursed priests, and I
swear & sacred oath that war shall
Cﬂ'm¢!jj

His voice shook with passion as ho
almost screamed the words,

“Shut up, you drivelling imbecile!"
snapped the voice of Beverley. *Show
yourself to these priests of Balai and
they'll tear you limb from limb. The
only Kang Pu they believe in now has
gone to sojourn with the spiriis of his
fothers, and that’'s where you'll go if
T can only get wy hands around your
seragegy throat.” ;

Kang Pu whirled on him.

“Rilenco, you dog!” he shouted. “I
Lkopt you alive that you might be saeri-
ficed on the very eve of war. Dt if
was Your companion, that cursed
Lamonte, who set this man, Ferrers
Locke, against me, I stand to-night
aniicdst the downfall of my plans and
dreams, and you, who have brought
about thet downfall, ghall pay in agony
and in blood !” : : :
“Ha was shaking -with passion snd his
lips wera flecked with foam:.

“But I can build zgein,” He broke

ekl .

off, then resumed e quietly. “Hera,
deep down in, thergg;;i:h of this menas-
tery of 3alal, none can penetrite to' you.
Some amongst my bodvguard werd uot
lain and have remained faithful to me.
The escort wil] wait for you in vain
when the dawn comes, for the priests of
Selai suspect not where you are. And
herea you will die by my own hand.
Slowly, day by day, you shall die! And
at last, when death comes as a hap

rolease, then I shall ascend from this
cell and shall regain, in time, the faith
of the priests of -holy Lkasa and Tibet,"”

“Au extremely interesting
gramme, you murderous old fraud 1™
drawled Beverloy. “If I could get my
hands loose I'd give you somethin
which you'd remember for the rest o
your miserablo life.”

“I will stop that insolent tongue of
yours,” snarled Eang Pu. “I go now
to the Pouwaly, and, in my absence, you
may find soene pleasure in conjuring u
visions of What sdwaits you when g

return,”

He cla hiz hawds sharply, A
door in the shadows was opcned by one
of the survivors of his bodyguard, A

blaze of light from an inner chamber
streamed ihrough into the cell, and the
eyes of the captives saw that the inner
chamber contained row upen row of
instruments of torturel

“Many have died there,” went on
Kang Pu harshly, " but none so herribly
as yvou whita men will die.”

He turned on his heel and .stalked
from the coll. Theo door of the torture
chamwber was closed. Two mailed monks,
faithful still to Kang Pu, came into the
cell and mounted guard over the
prisomers.

“I wonder how many of hiz bodge
guard ave left 7" murinured Beverley.

“Don't know,” prunted Carstairs,
“It will make precious little difference
to us, bound as we ere and also um-
armed,”

Ferrers Locke loy in silence, turning
over in his mind this new turn in For-
tune's wheel, Truly the position of
hinself and hizs companions seemed
hopeless enough. Tt wae obvious that
this cell in which they lay was a secret
one, known only to Kang Pu snd his

intimate servauts. Even should Jack
reach the monastery with the hilimen
belore Fetrers Locke and his com-

panions wora done to death, it would be
nimost impossible for the boy to find
the passage which led to this seoret cell,
Impossible. There was just one chance
of finding it. A thin chance indeed,
and Ferrera Locke wondered grimly if
it would occur to Jack.

Long hours dragged by. Thae caps
tives conversed in Jow tonos as they la
in their bonds. Twice their guard
brought them food, and, despite their

psition, they nte with relish, But of

cang Pu there was no ai%'n.

“*T-wonder where the yellow fiend isi"
growled Carstairs once. "“And how
long he intends to keep us-here?”

“He has gone to the Potala,” replied
the detective. *““He undoubtedly is
secking an interview with the ]ga.hi
Fama. If the latter will espouse his
cansge again, then much might be done
to rectify the ect-back which Kang Pu
has Suffered.”

At fimes the captives slept, fGtfully,
snd in short snatches, And thus pessed
another twenty-four hours. From the
corridors and temples of the monastery
shove their heads thers eame no sound.
All was silent as the very tomb itself,
and Ferrérs Locke knew thet they must
indeed be deep down in the very :la
of the rnonastéry, bdnenth the erypts and

© yaunlts,
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He was lying awake, his mind run-
ning on the quest which had brought
ho and Jack from DBaker Streot to
Salai, when he saw the door of the
cell swing slowly open and the gi'uunl.
form of nﬁang‘ Pu step into the cell,

The priest paused to speak a few words
to the guards, then crossed to where the

tive lay, and stood looking down
on him.

“Well, you dog,” he purred. * And
noue have yet found where you lio?”

He pauvsed, his burning cves fixed on
the detcctive's upturned face.

“1 regret oxceedingly, Ferrers Locke,
he continued, *‘that my plans are such
that they brook not of my tarrying lo
here. Willingly would I have stay
alwd with my own hands have put you
to the torture. But within an hour you
will be dead, and that your passing may
It]g’ made more bitter lend yquir cars to

ia,

He thrust forward lis [ace, as though
to give emphasis to his words.

“All is not lost, you dog! ‘The Dalai
Lams and his priests are behind me to
a man. It will take some few years
£ l-ﬁ';lﬂ plant tho seeds of war which
you have trampled underfoot, but re-
E:-lnted they will be. 'Lhis act of yourd

the monastery of Salai will soon_be
forgotten, and the East shall rise against
the West as surely as the dawn follows
the night.”

“And in that you lie, Kang Pu!”
replied Ferrers Locke steadily. “Your
power in Uibet has received a setback
from which it will never recover. Theo
secds of doubt as to your ommnipotence
bave becen planted in the minds of your
people. What manner of leader is this,
they will say, who one day preoaches
whar, the wext day peace, and the noxt
day war? They are not fools, these
peoples of Tibet, and they think now
that vou sojourn with the spirits of your
fathers. If you return, then your very
inconsistency will make yvour priests and
peoples doubt wou, and doubt the truth
of your words.”

“You talk like the fool you are™
anarled Kang Pu. *“Look at me, vou
dog! Can I not sway these ignorant
peoples as the wind sways and bends the
grass of the plains? Can [ not strike
awe to the very hearts of these priests of
DBuddha? The mask is off, Ferrers
Locke. No priest or chosen one of
Buddha am I, as vou well koow, Bul
I am one who, it is written, will attain
world power. Whenee I came no man
will ever know, but I am immortal, and
that I swoxr to you. The day will come
whon the peoples of the East will rule
the world, and I shall rule the peoples
of the Fast. I am lord of the occult,
and I talk and walk with the dead!”

He turaned to one of the guards and
rapped out an order. Beverley, Hey-
erard, and Carstairs were watching him
euriously, for there was a terrible
eamestoess about him which riveted the
attention, and which betokened that he
believed what ho aaid.

The gunard shuffled forward, the oil
lamp in his hand. XKang Pu snatched it
from him and thrust his hand into the
naked flame. '

“"What think vou of that, Ferrera
Locke 1" he taunted. “Why does not
‘this flame shrivel my very skin to the
bone §"

“"A clever conjuring trick, I do not
doubt," replied the detective dryly. ™A
trick worthy of the cheap sorcerer which
you ara!” .

Contrary to the cxpectations of the
other three Englishmen, Kang Pu took

the remark quictly enough. Instcad of
flying mto a towering passion he
stared steadily at Ferrers Locke for a
moment, then said, in & curiously quict
Voo

“You are near to death, Ferrers
Locke, but I have a mind to show you
hefore you die.thet no sorcerer am I
There are. things of which your
western world knows naught. But here,
i Contral Asia, where the peoples of the
world were cradled, there exizsts a
civilisation millions of vears older than
yvours of the west. And much knowledge
s come to .us through the ages which
are now dead. "The past is an open book
to us who can read, and the future is
casily foreteld.”

Whilst he had been talking Ferrers
Locke. had become econscious of &
peeuliar, stifling odour, which scemed to
e slowly permeating the cell, It was
sweet and cloying to the sonses, like
heavy, pungent fumes of incense.  The
detective felt it taking possession of his
brain, and he bLrought tp bear every
atom of his willpower to fight against it.
The eyes of Kang Pu were fixed upon
him, and as he lay looking upwards the
eves seemed to grow larger and more
red. Hu%‘e. -:nmﬁ burning eyes.

Then slowly the burning eyes faded,
and there feated inte the detective's
vizion a busy thoroughfare, flanked with
tall buildings. And from far, [ar away
came the voice of Kang Pu.

“No soreerer am I, Ferrers Locke,

but one whose powers are not to be
measured by the standards of the West.
For the last time in your life. Ferrers
Locke, look on Baker Strect, in the heart
of 2vour mighty Loudon!”
 Blowly visian faded. Ferrers
Locke struggled to rise, but a great
weight scemed o be pressing him down.
He felt himself sioking. as though
throngh the -floor, there came & roaring
in hizs ears, and a wave of Llackne:s
engulfed him.

The Call of Death !
ERRERS LOCKE slowly recovered
consciousnesz.  He instinclively
attempted to raise a hand to his
aching, throbbing head, then
realised with surprise that his hands
were no longer pintoned.

He felt deathly sick, but struggled to
a sitting posture. He was no longer in
tha cell which he and his companions
had previously oceupied. The cell in
which he now found himself was ahout
twelve feet square, It was dimly lit by
an illuminated globe high up in the
roof, In the centre of the foor was &
eircular hole about five feet in diameter.
Then, as the mists cleared from his
brain, he becamne aware that a subdued
bt continuous roaring filled the cell.

On the floor near him lay the prone
forms of Beverley, Carstairs, and Hey-
ward, Rising groggily to his feet, the
detective bent over %everle;?, and. as he
did so, the major moved uneasily and
his ayes fickered open.

He stared up at Ferrers Locke uneom-
prehendingly  for & moment, then
5tnt%g'lcd to an upright position,

“Where—where are we " he groaned.
“My head!”

He put a shaking haod to his brow
and glaneed wearily round the coll

“What the dickens is that hole for?”
he demanded, as fuller consciousness re-
turned to him.

“For wus, I think,” roplied Ferrers
Locke grimly, but did not explain
further at the moment.

-k

Hoyward and Carstairs stirred into
life, and, sitting up, took stock af their
positions, :

“* And now what *"" inquired Carstaires,
glancing round the cell.

Ferrers Locke was silent for a moment.
When he spoke his voice was very grave.

“ Gentlemen,” he said, “there is little
point in keeping from you what you
must discover within a very sliort zpace
of time."

**And that 127" grunted Beverley.

“That this is the death cell, and, un-
less we are rescued, here we shall die!”

13 Hﬂw.?.ﬂl

The word came from Carstairs, but
there was nothing of fear in it rather
a mild sort of curiosity,

“Can you notice anything about the
temperature " inguired Ferrers Locke,
without dircctly answering the question,

“VYesg, replim.l Hﬂ;’ward. “it's [right.
fully warm i here.'

Ferrers Locke nodded.

“It 13 a well known fact,” he said.
“that many of the old Spanish Inquisi-
tion tortures were founded on those in
axistence in Asia. In Spain I have seen
such'a cell as this, which, tradition has
it, was built by an Asiatic whoe had
taken scrvice with the Spaniards. The
walls, you will notice, are of metal.™

The other three nodded and waited
for him to continue.

“These walls will geadually become
red-hot. They are heated by furnaces
on the outer side. Then, when suffi-
ciently heated, they will slowly close in
on us till the cell becomes a parallelo-
gram In shape, ™

“And we will be forced to drop nte
that hole?" zaid Beverley hoarsely.

“Yes, If vou listen you can hear a
subdued roaring coming upwards: 1 do
not doubt that at the bottom we will
find some swiftly-flowing underground
river, and we will—" )

He paused, but Carstairs fintshed the
sentonce.

* Drown like rats!™

“¥es, that, I think, 15 the 1dea.”

There was a long minute of silence,
Each man had his thoughts. None
doubted but what the detective -spoke
the trath., Boet it was a horrible death,
atd one from which there seemed to be
no escape. _

A sudden thought scemed fo sirike
Major Beverley. Tuorning to IPorreres
Looke, he said:

“You spoke of this being the dealh-
cell unless we wore rescued '

There was a gquestion in the words,
and Ferrers Locke replied, slowly:

“ Yoz, thore is the faintest of faint
chances of rescue. My assistant has
ridden for help, but it would perhaps be
building false hopes to rely foo much
on rescue.’’

“There ecan be little chance of your
assistent finding his way down here"
remarked Carstairs simply. "“That
priest, Kang Pu, scems to be the only
one who koows the secret passages.”

“] do mot want to buoy uwp false
hapes,” replied Ferrers Locke, “but
there iz just one way in which Jack
might discover our whersabouts.”

“And that is?"

“Through & prisoner whom we hold
in the hills, a priest called Kala Dului.
He iz Kang Pu's intimaie, and he, if
anyone, will know the means of reach-
ing these cells. It is a chance, and if
Dreke, my assistant, brings him along,
then the truth might be forced out of
him!"

“If it ocours to the rescue party to
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aquestion  bim,”™  remarked Heyward,
and the deteetive nodded.

“¥es, if it cccurs te them,” he as-
sented. ]

Again there was silence in the cell,
a silence which was broxken by a hoarse
mutter from Carstairs,

“Phew! But it's getting het!”

It wasz gotting hot, and the air in the
eoll  was  hecoming  stifling. Ferrers
Focke stretehed out o hoger  and
touched the wall nearest him.  The heat
abimost. blisterad the tip of the linger,
deaspife the fact that the detcctive
aquickly withdrew his hand.

“Aell, 1071 2e00n bhe aver,”’
Heyward  fatalisticully., "My only
rerrnt 15 that we'te not taliegr ihat
villammons Kang o owiih o=

rP.I'iﬂ ]I‘I""i‘ll' i]l ||'Iﬂ |:.'|Z'I|. Wl ]:J‘I.‘“I.H.:IlllillH'
II!IHE'IH’,. ill!‘l’}!{"i"illllﬂ THCRYY
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mnrmnred

YL osuppase suffocation will  come
lwfore the walls close v and foree us
inta The po?™ remarked  Cavstaies,

after an interval in which the four nmen
had drawn as far away Trom the walls
a+ they conld, “Tias heat 13 bennd ta
ah=ovh all the oxveen m the aie 1
think T wonld prefer that sort of death
fo drowimng ble a rat scmewhere in ihe
bewel: of the eavih.™

Forvors Tocke shook his head.

“There 15 & coriam amount ol alr
coming up from ihe deplhs of thiz hole ™
hee zaied, "I = acting, o soine park,
s o venfilation chalt, and is -'m!;-g'l;:..‘iuj:
enongh oxvoen 1o keop n=< alive (il the
wally (oeee ug io o dowis into the
water.”

The minntes dreagered by amd the walls
{li '.!H-_\" r'T'H I:f"_‘_"-ﬁrl 1ep ,'_r]ﬂ'u'i' I'i'\'l.”_:l' HEN ENEL
thetr ondire sarfaee, The Tour meen
divestedd heweselves of theie oleilus it

they were naked ta the waist. It was
the only means of getting any rolicl
frem the stifling, cxhausting heat.

Their mouths were parched and dry
and it was with difficulty that they could
swallow,

Suddenly there came a hoarse shout
from Heyward.

“They're coming! They're coming ™

Farrers Locke looked over his shoul
der., The cell was no longer square. It
had taken on the form of a parallelo-
gram. He tnrned his bead and looked
straight ahead. The wall in front of
him was slowly moving inwards.,

This then was the emd, and Kang 1'u
frvedd.

“I—1 say!"”
was a oronk,
this! T—" ;

He held onk a shaking hand, Ferrers
TLocke took it in a last farewell. Tha
wall: were closer now, and the heat so
great that only the dranght from the
shafi kept the Jungs of the captives
fanctiopinge., _ '

From somewhere in the high roof of
the eell there came a shrill voice:

*Farowell! Farewell, Ferrers Locke!
This is the emwd-—-the materialization of
ihe earse of haly Llhaza ¥

The detective vecopgnized the voicn of
Kang Pu.  Tle [fted hiz blasdshot,
sireaming  oyes towards the spor from
whenee 1the volee omanated. Az he did
<0, theve eame a peal of mocking langh.
tor, Then amcbdenly, without warning,
e peal cnded inog <itlled <seream, The
nest insiant theve leerled  downweids
from above ihe Deove of & e elad in
ralus wineh <rosped wildly a: he fell

Nownwards iolo the deale of the pit

Major Deverlev’s voice
“Good bye—ghastly Inck

The peal ol mocking laughter ended i
in 3 stifled scream. as, [rom above,
the figure of a man, ¢lad in robes
which sireamed wildly as o [fell,
hurtled downwards into the depths
. of the pit ! (Sea.this page.)

-

There ecame to the' detee-
tive's ears a sullen splash. At the
same moment & gust of cold air swept
downwards from sbove, and a +voico

called ; :
*Haold on, guy'nor! Wc're here ™

he hurtled.

Across the Jelap La !
N hour later Ferrers Locke, Jack
A Dirake, and the three white men
whom they had rescued sat at
thair ease around a table in the
refectory of the Salai Monastery.

The remeins of a good repast littérad
the tahle, and with thein sat the leader
of the hillmen, together with a halfs
tdozen of his lieutenanie. At other
tahles, foasting  heartily, woere Lfty
armed hillmen, but their great swords
stood by the wall, and they were waited
upon by the monks of Salai.

Jaek’s story was zoon told. He and
the guide had ridden as hard as they
could for the camp, leaving tho pack
inle  tethered in the valley, The
leader of the hillmen had not hesitated
an instant on recelving Jack's messape.
Fifty of his finest hghing-men  lad
leaped to the saddle, and. the race lor
=Salai Monastery had begun,

They  had  aveived  before  tho
seheduled  time, and Jack and thoe
leader had crepl near the monastery to
reconnaitre and see how the land lay.
To their sorprize, the main gales of
the monaslery garden were wule open,
and monks were passings in and out
with a hastiness which betokenod that
epineihing vwnnsral was afoot. TFearing
thre warst. Jack ami the Jeador had

i Mauxer Lisrany.—No. 1,016
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withdrawn t¢ Lheir main body, and,
after© -2 ‘hwriied consultation, had
ided to force the issuc. So, looking
well to their weapons, they had ridden
voldly up to the monastery.
i To their astonishment, the monks had
shown no signs of hostility, and,
demanding to zee lhe head abbot, Jack
and the leader had been informed that
Fang Pu had left 2 message of peace,
The abbot told the whele story, and
Jack read between the lines. But the
white men who wore to be escorled io
the frontier were missing. So was tho
guide who was to conduet them.

Jack, knowing “full - woll who tha

pmide was, put two and two together.
He knew TFerrers Locke would never
slip away from the monastery without
establishing contact with the relieving
party. . herefore, somehow, and by
sofe means, Ferrers Locke and  his
threo companions were being detained,
Not' by the priests of SBalai, that was
evident., - The abbot's anxicty was {oo
geuuine to doubt. Who could, there-
fore, be responsible for the disappear-
ance of garters Locke? Only one man
—Hang Pu.
1 It was then that Jack had-bethought
himself of -Kala Dului, That particu-
lar priost had been brought along with
the relieving party, for the leador
spr%m he would not let him out of his
sight. .

Kala. Dului, questioned, swore he
knew nothing. But, with the laader’s
knife at his throat, and len seconds in
which to think- sgain ahout whether
he knew anything, he gave in and led
the wey through a labyrinth of pas-
sages to the cells underground.

o i R e e ¢ i e g g | —p— e e s ke o —
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liere the search-parvty was stumped, -

for there was no sign of Kapg Yu or
g prisoncrs . Thew, when it zeemo

ihat they wers on & wiong trail, theére’

had come to their cars ihe taunting
voica of Kanp Pu,

- Guided by the voice, they had burst
inlo & sinall chamber situated in the
voof of the cell where Ferrers Locke
and hiz companions were lying.

Kang Pu was on his koeoes, looking
down through o trap-deor. "The leader
of the hillmen had been quick fo acl
Pouncing orr the knecling form, he Lad
brought his sword down with deadly
forco on the back of the priest’s shull.
Kang I'a had sereamed once before that

blow deseended, then bhad hurtled down,

dead, to the depths below.

Jack, grasping the posiiion in an
instant, had released the brake of a
huge fan which was driven by pulleys
which were operated by the stream
below the cell. This fan had sent the

life-giving air swirling wio the cell

below.

A search for the furnaces resulled in
their being  vaked out, and fhe
prisoners releasced, after the mechanizsm
which operated tho . walls had heen
smashed. . _

Heyward was unconscions when they
got him out; bul soon recovered under
the cxport ministretions of the priests
of Salai, who wera fearful of the wrath
of Buddha at this treatment of those to
whom Buddha had given free passapo.

They never doubted thet EKang Pu,
who had gone to hiz death, waz an
impostor, and that the real Kang Pua
had retvrmed {fo  sojouprn
spiritz of hiz ‘fathers az he had =aid.
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The pricsta were friendly, and the
~next day at o dawa the fiive white men
rode out of Salut en ronre for  {he

frontier. With 1hewn, prart of 1he way,
rode the hilbmen. At last came the
leave-taking, andd, afier mnlaal salua
tations, tlhe  leador turned  withe his

men and vode back fowards his laiv in
the hills north of Lhasa.

It was some davs laler when Foeerers
Locke and his cotmpanions halted their
ponicz on the sunit of the Jelap La.
amd, turning in their saddles, looked
Liack acrass the rugged land of mysiery
in which they bad miet with perils and
adventures, -

Grim and sinister 36 locked in the
rays of the selting sun, :

““Well,” said Major Beverley grimly,
"he is dead, and with his death has
come the safety of the English-speaking
peoples 1™ , pa

M Wes,” voplied Ferrers Locke qhictly,
“Iang Pu 1z dead! Hoon, I hope, tha
trade ecaravans will be rumbling across
the Jelap La, heading towards Lhash
and the East!™

There was silence for 2 moment, The
sun. sank  behind & bank of distant
elond andl the niists commencod to creop
up out of the valleys.

“And now for England,” said Car-
statrs, with o shovk langh, jogging his
pouy into action. “"Dear old England
and-—civilization |" '

THE END.
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I.
6 X0 this is the trezzure !”

; The’ Head’s voice was lorso
with rage. He [elt that he had
been made to look an ass. For

Jack Jolly & Co. had been playing the
goat. The “trezzure™ had proved =
witite elephant,

The first grey ghmmer of dorn came
sleeling into the old Bmugglers' Cave at
Winklesea. )

Daetor Birchemall had been there
nearly all night, digging feverishly for
the trezzure which waz supposed to have
Leen: berried there by the old-time
smugglers. He had dug and dug until
his arms ached ; and-at lohg last ie-hnd
brought to the surfiss an old oik chest,

After much toil and trubble, the Heail
had-managed fo prize open the hid with
his pickaxe, ouly to find that the chest
eontained, mnot Spanizh dubloons and
peaces of 8, but o lot of worthless rubble
which had been collected from the sea-
shore! .

" No wonder the Head was Jooking
savvidge. No. wonder "his eyes were
atarting, from their_sockifts as _fwiu glared
down -at the trezzure, No wonder he
vowad dire venjence on Jack Jolly &
Co. for having spoofed him!

The heroes of the Fourth had pre-
tended to find & musty old parchment
relating to the trezzure. 'Thoy had
cunningly contrived that thie Ilead
should get hold of the parchmient, and
go and look for the trezzure.

It  was quite eclear to Doctor
Birchemel| pow, as he stood fretting and
fuming in the Smugglers’ Cave, that the
musty old parchment was a fake. It
‘had been written by one of-the juniors,
and treated awith dirt. to make it look
like &’ genutne; old dockument.

“*Dished, daddled, and done!” eried
the Head., “My hat! TI’'ll make it
warm tor those young rascals, when I
ket back to camp! Meanwhile, it
wouldn'f be & bad idea to berry this
chest deep in the sand agsin. £
body else might came along to dig for
it, and thay'll be sucked in eggsnctly

na I was!”

Fhis thought pave the Head some
coRsolation, in his Iiiter disappoint-
nent.  Grunting  and  gasping,  he
lawered the old oak chest iuto tho decp
cavvity he had dug; then be proseeded
to wedge it in with sand.

_No socner had the Head compleled his
task, than he bheard the sound of foot-
marks approaching the ¢ave, :

Chuckling softly, he threw himsell
down In a corner, and pretepded to bo
asleap, Bul it was only a cunning faint
on his part,

Softly, stelthily, the footmarlks drew
nearer.  Suddenly a streem’ of light
flooded the half-darkness of the cave.
The Hend, oponing one eye over. sp
cautiously, saw that the introoder was
Mr. Lickham, the mastor of the Faurth.

Inetanily the ¥cad shut his eye again,

and pretended to be sound-o. |
Mr. Lickham carried a spade in one

Somer .
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hand, and & trowel in the other: while |

from the other hand hung a blazing
fantern.

The Form master gave a start when
he caught sight of the Head's sprawling
figger. But he was releeved to see that
the Head seemed to be asleop.

“Bless my solel” mermered Mr.
Lickham, sotto vocey. “ It appears that
old Bicchemall is after the trezzure, ns
well!  Bug the walk to. the cave scemis
to have eggshausted him, and he is
taking forty winks bhefore starting to
dig. I must set to work quietly, so as
not to wake him. I I have any luck,
I shall discover the trezzure, and take
it away withotit the Tlead's nollidge 1™

So saying, Mr. Lickham pealed off his
coat, and started to dig.

Showers of sand Bow in oevery direck-
shun, and some of it setiled ow the
Head's recumbent form, covering him as
with a garment. Ie muttered o feerce
adjective in hig sleep, but did not stir.

Mr. Lickham went on stirring, how-
ever, He stirred up the sand at an
amaring rate, feverizshly anxious to Gnd
the berried trezzure.

Prezzantly he had to paws in lis
operations, for some of the sand had
got info his eyes and was choking him;
and a lot miore went dewn his throat
and made him hlink. He coffed loudly;

and then gave a sneoere like o soda- - K
| mocking  larf

water siphon in aection.
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Mr. Lickham darted a nervus glance
at the Head, fearing the sonnd would
wake him. DBut Doctor Birchemali's
eycas were tightly closed, and he wns
snoring  plassidly,  Little did  Me
Lickham dream that the old scamp was
feinting, and uot sleaping.

He returned to_his task. Deeper and
deeper he dug, until he had made quito
a -man-hole in the floor of tho cave,
His arms began to ache, and the
mmspiration streemed from himn like a
shower-batli.

At the end of an honr's digging, a
.;[:{yful ory burst from tho lips of Mr.
dclkhan,

“Hooray! My spade struck something

sollid! It must bo the trezzure 1V

The Head sniggered in his sleep, hot
Mr. Lickham was too epgsited to heed
him. Eagerly he scooped at the sand,
wntil the old cak chest lay revealed,

Dropping on  all fours, the Form

| inaster -scered theé chest by the handle,

and hearved it to the surfisa. His greedy
cyes were gleeming with eggsitement.
“Aine!” he cried joylully., “All
mine !
The Head hdd fastened dewn the lid

Luokily for Jack Jolly & Oo., Doctor Birchemall trl.lapm over a tent=peg amj

n-the turf !
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went sprawling 2] fAattening -his nose

he suxxeeded, and

of the chest hefore
berrying it; and it

tock Mr. Lickham
gome  hittle” time to
raise it, But at last

prepared to fenst bhis
eyes .on the speetacle
of - Spannish dubloons
and peaces of 8, and
trinkets of joolery,
and valluable spoils
of SBpain.

Instead of which,
Mr. Lickham feasted
his eyes .on a colloc-
tion af worthless
stones and brix.

His jaw dropped,
and ks eyes fairly
Eﬁgﬂ‘l&d out of his
ead. The look of
dismay on the Form
master's face  was
trooly commicle !

And then & loud,
sud-
denly shattered the
silence of the cave.

““Ha, ha, hat Ile, ho, ho! Ever been
had, my dear Lickham:"

The dismayed Mre. Lickham glared
around, to find the Head sitting helt
upright, regarding him wilth a mocking

feor.
Y ¥Momemum-my  hat!™ gasped  Mr,
Lickham, *“1—I thought wyou were
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nsleep, sir!

The Head chuckled.

“1 was only shammering,” he said.
“I've been watching yvou out of the
corner of my eye all the time. And the
exprossion on yoar face, when you
discovered the trezmure, was worll a
ginny a box ™

Mr. Lickham's eyes Llared angrily.

“You—you awful rotter!” he eried,
forgetting for she moment the respect
dite to his cheef. * You mean to say you
have watched me put in an hour's hard
labour, knowing all the time that ke
trezzure was a spoof ¥V

The Head nodded.

“I fell into the same trap myself,
Lickhain, I dug for hours and hours
on end, onily to find that the trezzurc
was & frawd. So I thought it would
bo somo little conselation to sec some-
body ¢lsc make an ass of himself!™

Mr. Lickham looked daggers at iho
Head. ] _

“T call that downright dﬁsfplc'al:rle- " he
eggsclaimed. “But for the fact that you
ere my hoadmaster, I'd take you by the
seavf of your neck and chuck you into
this hole !

The Head grinned.

“That would be suicide, my dear
Lickham: and the law does not permit
snicide.  Much as you would like to
berry me alive, you dursn’t do it! 1&'s
no use being ratty with ime. We have

ot to thank Jack Jolly and his friends
or this. They spoofed us with their
fako parchment. vote we go back Lo
the cemp, and give them the flogping
of their lives!”

Mr. Lickham nodded grimly.

“(Come, sir 1" he said impatiently.

And he seezed BPoctor Birchemall by
the arm, and dragged him out into the
sunlight. And together they set fourth
on their mission of venjeances,

'
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T was a flogging
for four theaet
m-:-mini.

Jae Jolly,
and Merry and
Bright, and Frank
Kearless, who had
been the cause of all
the  trubble, wers
célled. upon to face
the musick. The
Head head brought a
bundle of birchrods
to Camp with him,
and he now [pro-
seeded to break them,
one by, one, on the

S0 many strokes were
administered that the
Head completely lost
count. But Mr,
Justies was keeping
the score, and when
Head reachad
threc figgers he urged
him to desist.

Jack Jolly & Co.
took their greol with
stoickal fortylude. ‘Their howls for
mersy ‘were not nearly so loud as usual;
and their schoolfellows, looking on, were
lost in admiration for their pluck.

The Head was quite limp by the time
ihe flogging was over, thongh not quite
s0 limp as the vietims !

All the birchrods, save one, had been
broken to splinters, and the Ilecad
tucked fhe solitary survivor under his
arm and went off to his tent, happy in
the nollidge that justisa had been done.
As for Jolly Jack & Co., they considered
that justies had been very much over-
done! 'Uhe hevoes of the Fourth were

obliged to take their brekfsst standing

up,  But they ell agreed that the jepe
on Doctor Birchemsall had been well
worth the flogging.

The morning passed plezzantly enuff,
for there were no lessons in Camp.

After dinner the Head tucked hamsolf
down to sleep mn lus tent, for he was
fagged qut after his all-night eggser-
111015,

He was on ihe point of dozing off
when there was & sudden russling of
canvas, and an eggsited face peered into
the tent. It was the face of Jack Jolly.
Behind Jack came his three chums, all
looking very flushed and eggsited.

The Head sat up in his sleeping-hag
and glared.

“Go away!” he roared. *IHow dare
vou disterb my afternoon nap, Jolly#”

“Borry, sir,” said Jack Jolly breth-
lessly, *'but we've just found something
important—awfully, fearfully im-
portant !*

“Oh, if it's & fve-pound note, Jolly,
that would be mine. I lost it in Camp
early this morming,”

“Tt 1sn't a fivepound note, sip——="

“Then what have you found, you
young rascal?”

“A  parchment, sir—a musty old
parchment, relating to & {rezzure which
is bervied in the Smugpglers’ Cave!™

“What!” 'The Head pave a roar like
an sngry bull. He could scarcely beleeveo
s ears.  Was there no himit to the
nerve of these young rescals? They had
spoofed their headmasicr once with a
irumped-up story of a berricd trezaure,
and now they bad the brezen ordessity

backs of the culpritts:

to try and repeat their spoof ! Evidently
the seveer flogging they had reseceved
that morning had failed to teach them
& lesson,

The eggspression on the Head's face
was h‘-!‘]ﬂl?' terrifying. His band strayed
towards his birch. Jolly Jack backed
away a step,

"1t isn’t spoof this {ime, sir,” he eggs-
claimed. ' It's a genuine old parchmoent,
We camc across it in un old wollume,
It says that there's & wast trezaure
hidden in the Smugglers’ Cave, and we
thought it only right 1o let you know
first, sir, so that you could go and dig
for the trezzuve,”

“That's so, sir!" chimed in Jack

J uﬂg’ﬁ chums.
The

Head serambled 1o his fect, his
face purple with pazhun.

“You—you dare to come to mo with
this cock-and-bull story I” be roared,
“You dare to ddd insult to mjury! My
hat ! I—-I'll jolly well—"

“Would yoir like to have a look at
the parchment, sir?” atked Jack Jolly
mneckly.

" No, T would not, you young vilkein !
I em not to- be caught napping twice
in suxxcssion ! You faked that perch-
ment, like you did the other!” ’

“Indecd, woe didn't, gir! ‘I'his 1z a
genuine  parchment, relating to a
genuine trerzure, 1f you will get your
spada and pickaxe, sir——"

'Tho Head gave a roar like a volcano

in action. Snatching up his birchrod,
ho scrambled to his feet and rushed st
Jack Joly.

Bwish! Swish! Swish!

The juniors turned pale and ren for
their lives, with the Hesd pounding

ahead; then a dozen to the left; and,
finally, six to the rear.
*This i the spot " he egpsclaimed.

And the next instant four spades were
churning up the sand with grate vigger.

Many hands made light work, and at
the end of a few minules the trezeure
was discovored,

And what & trezaure! No worthless
rubble this time, but a goodly horde of
E{m.nish gold, and dubloons, and peaces
nf B, and rulnues, and perls boyond price,

At the sight of those glittering spoils
the juniors gave a lond whoop of
delight. They bathed their hands in
the wellow gold; they picked up the
dazzling jools one by one, and gazed at
them as in a dream.

“I say! Won’t the Head have o fit
whén we carry the trezzure into Camp !
chortled Frank Fearless,

As o mattor of fact, the Head had
about a duzzen fits rolled inio one when
the juniors turned wup with their
Lrowzure-trove, At first he tried io make
out that the ﬁﬁid was spurious and the
irinkeis worthless, and the jools paste,
Dut when an old-iron merchant was sent
for to come and valie the trezzure the
Head piped to another tune. For the

alter them, lashing out right and leit g

with his birch, o

Luckily for the juniors, the Iead
tripped over a tent-peg and went sprawl-
ing, flattcning his nosc in the turl. By
the time he had recovered Jack Jolly &
Co. were safely out of range.

“The silly {}{:1 buffer!™ panted Frank
Foarless, “He thought we were trying
to spoof him again, Wouldn't even look
at the parchment we found.”

“Well, we gave him the first chanco
to go and dig for the trezzure,” suid
Jack Jolly. *“He wouldn't take it, so
we'll go and do the trezzure-bunting
ourselves, "

“Yes, rather!” 1

Grately eggsited, the little party
armed themselves with spades and scb
off -for the cavea. 'I'hey were hoping to
find tho smugglers’ horde, which had
lane berried for a hundred years. 1f
they suxxceded they would no longer
bo as poor as church mice, but as rich
as Crocus. .

Eagerly they swarmed inte the
Smugglers' Cave—so cagerly, in fact,
that gﬁ'r&nk Fearless *‘."—'“'i tumbled
Lieadlong into the yawning hal
Mr. Lickham had dug, His chams
pulled him.back in the nick of time,

Jack Jolly took the mwusty-old parch-
ment from bis pocket and insulted it
carefully, _ _

‘“ Listen, you chapa!™ he said, " This
tells you cpgsactly where the treszuve
i3 hidden,

“Era ye digge with maino and miyghte,
Take six paces to ye ryghte,
Straight alicad then take six strydes,
A dozen to ve lefte besydes.
Then six paces to ya reare,
Yo trezzure-trove ig berried heare.”

“Sounds like a Chinese puzle Lo
me | growled Merry,

“Ratta! It's quite easy to follow the
direckshuns,” retorted Jack Jolly.

From the entrance to the save he took
six paces Lo the right; then six straight

e which

reat sxscution
E-mn Jdack Jolty, whila Mr. Justias

Dr. Bilrohamasll did

the moors. When the Head
reathad thres figures Mr. Justies
urged him to desiet.

spoils were valued at no less than a
thowsand and fifty pounds!

“I'll take the thowsand!" said the
greedy old Head. * And you boys can
whack out thoe odd flty between you,
That's what I call real jonneras,”

But the Head's queer ideas of genner-
osity were not shared by Jack Jelly
& Co, They pointed out that if he had
believed them in the first place the
trezzure wonld now be his, which made
the Head farely nash his tegth with
rﬂ-gg and mortyhication. -

“inally, at & special mecting in Jack
Jolly’s tent, the juniors agreed to give
the Jlead the odd fifty pounds, just to
kecp him guict, and to share the remain-
ing thowsend between thom.

Unfortunately, the  Government
stepped in—as Governments do in these
cases—and claimed ninety-nine per sent
of the loot. DBut this still left the junioys
with enuff pocket-muwuny to last {hem

{ during their stay in Camp. They would

not be rolling in riches for the rest of
their lives, as Jack Jolly had predieted.
3till, thoy were well sattisfied with the
result of thoir aggaitin% trezzure-hunt |
(Loek cut for: A PEST VROM THE
PASTI"—next week's “shocker® by
Dicky XNugent;)
THE END.
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