


AN OPEN INVITATION--—-

E.C.4.

claiming specd rocords.  Justfora
ohange, what about the ** slowest™
record ! Do vou know which is the

N'Gﬁ’ﬁﬂﬂ?ﬂ. srerybody scema to'be

SLOWEET TRAIN I8 THE WORLD,

and not.only the siowest, but the amallest?

It wae constructed mome fime ago by &
watchmaker in Walthamatow, Eassex. He
mads it entirely of pold and sitver. The
ongine is leas than an inch and a-half long,
and rung b
and & holf feet in length. Tt takes
twd nnd 8 half houra to run this distance.
If voa work it ot for vourselves, chums,
yon will find that the actual

not mare than thres miles per year !
it'e up to Figher T. Figh's country to beat
ihat—if they ean !

This yoar, as you all know, I8

THE SILVER JUBILEE,

which meons that our prosent king,
Oeorge V, has been on the throne lor
twonty-five years. One of my Walver-

hampton readers wante to know whethar.

it B correct to fly the Royal Standard on
thia -oecesion. The anewer is * Xao.,” The
Boyal Standard is purely & onnl flag
whioh belongs to the Bopal family alone.
It is only tlown from Boyaf polace

in residence

when the King s sotuall :
thare, No one elss has the right to fly
the Roval Btendard. .

The same seatder aslmine guite & numbor
of questione shout flage, and the answors

may be of intersat to othor roaders. For
instmoce, do yom Jmow the diference

betwern

THE EED, WHITE, AND ELUE

ENRIGNS ¢

The Bed Ensign
ghips -of the Mercentile Marine, 38 actually
the pldeat, of them &ll, snd wae in-exstonce
before the Dnion Jack came into being—
‘hat, of cowrse, inthose days it had not the
Union -Jack in the dop lsft-hand corner.
At -one time owur H nsmed o be eplit up
inte three ficots. The firat—and sonior—

fleet flew the Bed Ensigh, the second fleet

flaw tho White ¥oeign, and the third Sow
the Blue Ensipn. Thore was so much
nonfugion, howsever, that it was decided
that .all noval HTEB ghonld fly one par
ticular flag. As the Hed Eneign was the
oldest, it waee edopted as the natiomal

ensign. The Nevy propar took the White
Enmgn, and the Neval Reeerve was given
the Blue Ensipn.

No ship then a neval ship is

alowed to Hy the TUnion Jack., But some-
iimes yon mpy see s Mercantile Marine
vesepl, flying at the w & flag which
congigta of 8 Union Jack with a white
horder around it. Do you know what flag
this i 7 It is called

THE PILOT JACK,

and if it is hoisted af the foremast it means
that the vessel needs & pilot.  If, howewver,
it 18 hoisted at the " jackstaff “~——which
is the little fagstafi meht in the bows of &
vesgel—it 18 munply an additional flag to
show to which country the ship belongs.
Mowt countries use o similar * Pilot Jaek,"

elockwork .on o trock four:

gpoed of this

mmollest and slowest troin in the world 5.
Now

1 drums, says et |

| might intevest =

» which is carrind by oll:

Come Into the Office,
Boys—and Girls!

Your Editor is always plensad to hear from
hiz readers. Write to him : Editor of the
“Magnet,” The Amslgamated Press, Ltd,
Fleetway Homse, Farringdon Street, London,
A stampod addressed envelope will

enaure a reply.

which consisis of o notionsl flag with af
white border around it. Merentile Marine
wveRsdls uso a large varioty of flage, and thay.
genernlly fly on their foremest a Hag
which i8 known as o “ house flag.” This
ie 8 specinl flag which is used only by the |
ghipa of ono particular company. Thus all]
shipe flyving that flag belong to the same!
shipowiers. :

EBX is an intereating guary which
COes & Mancheater reader.’
He asks me ;

WHAT 5 “ V00DO0 ™ § ]

This is » apeciog-of allaged " mage ™ which
i ca.rriﬂdpiutj in th?myn republic of |
Haiti, Tho Haitisng are <ery su rhious,
and they atill believe in ™ wroh doctors.™
Tho name * voodoo " ds thet which they;
give to the vorious mandesietions which
those witch doctors .ore said to produoe.’
They have " voodoo " droms, and ¢1aim;
that by beating these drums they cen kill a!
man fifteen miles away. An Englidh!
hypnotist, although he does not claim teo]
ba able to Lill anvone by meaos of thase,
gﬂ can throw people into!
a tranco &t a distance of fivre milee by
means of '* voodoo V' drema, :
But many oxplorers and seienlists who!
have penetrated into the interior of 1bis)
little-known republic have differert ideas. |
l'nhi.hr;‘ir Turdﬂ, * voodoo "' emoply meons
(11 Un o I H

Hero 15 o little bit of informustion thoat
nyone who wwants to
emulate the example of Williamm Coorge
Bunter. It concorns

THE DOUGHRUT-EATIRG
CHAMPIONSHIP

of thoe world. BEeliove it or not, bot gome’
American schoolboya decided to put uwp o
gtnke—of twelve donghnuts—io seitle
who woa the champion doughnut-ester.
The winner ate twenty do uts in.
oighteen mrinotea and {ifty seconds! He
lives in Providenes, Rhode Island, T7:8.A.
I wondor what Billy Buntor would say to
that ¥ Trobably he would be wilimg ta-
travel to the United States and maich
himself agoinst this champion—if on!
someone would pay his expenses and umi
his posatal-orders so that he might fortify
himself for the journey, and put in e little
bit of training for the event! Somehow
or other, I think this Ameriean schoolboy
would find it hard to beat Billy Bunter
on his own pground. What do you say,
chums ¥

i

OME time ago, in this little chat of
mina, I mentionad the faet that

RED SNOW
hae often boen experionced in difforent

parta of tho world,” Now comes another
raport of * red snow " which fell recently

|the ascent,

1im BtoTe 3 L
| of the Macxer. The piece de resistaove ia
{ undonbiedly

in Turkey. There was intense cold

cighiy-five degrees bolow zero, followed by
a blizzard." Lhem crimsgon snow bogan to
fall. Tho populotion were panie-strickemn,
while cattle weyo tervifled,

They necd not have been, howover.
Red, yellow, and golden snow have often
been experienced im various partsz of the
world. It i3 dus to the presence of
metooric dust or sand particles in the
atmosphers. Sometimes, howaver, it is
¢caused by insects which exude a colowred
liguid. At the end of last century thers
wia 8 foll of red epow i Sweden, which
wae found t¢ be dus to the presence nf

{ raillions of tiny searlet worms.

O you keep goldfish ¥ If you do,
here is & pdrmgraph thet may
'ﬁt&mﬁt you. Have yon ever heard

THE MAN WITH TWO MILLION
GOLDFISH ¥

Over in Iondions, in the Tnited States,
thers is & man who runz 8 goldfish {arm.
He claims to have more than two million
goldfish. What is moere, he says that they
eat throe thousand tons of food esch yeart
It coste fifteen thousand pounds per year
to feed them. The man came over to
Euﬁiand a little while ago and brought
eight thousand samples of his fsh with
him. He is hoping to sell thousands of
goldfish over hera, and says he will have
gpecial fanks built on Atlantio liners ta
ibring his fish over to hia English oustomers.

I wondor how mony of my readers wonld
Hiee to attempt

A ROCHKET-FLIGHT INTQ THE
STRATOSPHERE.

That iz the latest idea of secientists. Thoey
believe that rocket machines will ba abls
o attain & height greater than anything
¥et achwved by balloons. A secret
w rocket.-machioe is even now
beaing i It wil be winged like o
super-gpeed plane, snd will use liquid
ox a8 fusl. An attempt will be made
to resth 5 height of twenty thonsand feet,
apd i this » succesaful, much greater
sltitudes will be attom The rocket-
mediines will only corry one man apiceo,
amd volumtoors have beon asked to rigk
Already hundreds more
volunteera than are required have put in
their names !

It's time ¥ wos getting down to busineas,
ond t&!i.i:F you samothing sbout the traats
or you in next Baturday’s issue

“AT THE ELEVENTH HOUR!™
By ¥Frank Blichgrds.

You'll expect to And & real firat-class

from this popular awthor, and you seem’t
bo digappointed. One of the ad ef
of being om Editor is that you can read the
stories bafore yoor readers can do eo. I
have alroady reed this yarn, and I can
toll you, chums, you've got m-ﬂmuﬁ
extra-good oomaing elong,  Still, yom
know that Frank Richards never lets you
down, snd I expect moet of you have
already orderod your copy of tho Magwer,
and are looking forward to it writh
enthusiasm.

Thrilla you'll find in plenty in the © Bea
Spider | "' the final instalmeont of which will
appear in this issue. Dut rest assured,

veng, I've pot another super adventure
story to follow on with, further particulars
of which will appear next week. You'll
have lota of chuckles when you read the
speocind Greyfriars Herald supplement, and
if I've had to hold over any replics to
queries which you may have sent In to
me, you con be sure that I'll deal with
them ae soon as space permits. Cheorio,
thon, until next weel.

YOUR EDITOR.



THRILLING AND DRAMATIC STORY OF SCHOOLBOY ADVENTURE —

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Magic [

£ ET out!®
G Bunter,
" Shut

spnpped Bidly

up. Baunter !
growled Bob Cherry.,
“Shan't! What does that gipsy
boggar want here?"” grunted the Owl of
Greviriars. “Kick him out!”
H:;rr\r Wharton & Co. of the Grey-

friars Remove were standing in tho
gateway of Wharton Lodge, in Surrey.

An srgument was proceeding.

Tha Fsamuus Fiva were going for n
walk, which zcemed to them guite an
Ettract[vﬂ propozition on a sunny April

ay.
It did not seem 1n the least attractive
to Billy Dunter.

Bunter preferred a ear.

There was no car available.

Hence the argument.

Thers was only one ecar at Wharton
Lodge, and Colonel Wharten had taken
it out. Billy Bunter remearked bittcrly
that at Bunter Court he would have had
the choice of half a dozen cars. To a
puggestion from Johnny DBull that he
should take the next train for Bunter
Court, however, he replied only with a
gnort !

Bunter wanted to know why they
couldn’t phone for a taxi. Bob Cherry
peinted out that they couldn't walk fav
m a taxi, DBut that did not appeal to
Bunter, who preferred to tako his walks
sitting dewn. The argument was going
on when a gipsy boy looked in at the
gates, glanced at the Groviriars juniors
standing on the drive, and came in.

Billy Bunter promptly told him to get
cut—an injunction fo wlich the slranger

—RE-INTRODUCING AN OLD FAVOURITE IN JACK DRAKE.

paid no heed, The other fellows, as well
as Bunter, wondered what he wanted,
He was poorly clad, but he did not look
like a beggar. His dark, swarthy face
was clean, s clothes, though poor, neat
and tidy. The chums of the Remove,
however, were rather more polite about
it than Billy Bunter.

Harry Wharton made a step towarls
heimn,

“*Want anything, kic
civilly, Civility  cost

1.4 asked

andl

e
nothing,

As a general rule, William
George Bunter, of the Grey-
friars Remove, gets more kicks
than ha’pence from his Forms-
fellows. But, fat freak though
he is, Bunter has his uses, as
he proves in this week’s thrilling
school yarn of Harry Wharton
& Co.
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Wlharton did not share Billy DBunter's
Iofty and aristocratio prejudices.

The gipsy touched his cap. There
was o gimmer of amusement in his
cyes, which  were blue, vneommon
crough in a gipsy’s swarkhy face,

U1 say, vou fellows ——"

"8hut up, Buntes!™ said  Frank
yugoenk.

“ Beast ™

“I will tell vour fortune, young
master, 1 vou will cross my palin wiil

stlver I'* sand the gipsy boy, i a low,
pleazant voice,

Harry Wharton laughed.

“1'Il cross your palm with silver, old
bean, if you're hard up !™ he said. * But
never mind about the jolly old fortune.™

_He took a half-crown from his pocket.
Yarious relatives  had  shelled out
viricus tips in the Baster holidays, and
Wharton had a half-crown to spare for
a lad who was down on his luck,

Billy Bunier gave an angry snork.

“Wasting money on beggars ™
srunted.

“Will von shut up, yvou fatheadi™
said YWharton sharply. “The kid isn't
n beggar, and it's no biwney of yours,
unyliow !

“IE that's how vou talk to o guest,
Wharton—-="

“Well, you're such n jolly weird
euest, old fat bean,” said Harev. “ But
do shut up! It will de your chin good
lo give it a rest:”

(11 all !FF

Wharton dropped the hali-crown into
the gipsy's swarthy palm. The blue
i-&'us in tho dusky fnce glimmered at
1.

“You do not believe in the gipsy's
fortune-telling powers, young master?”

“Well, hardly ! said Harry, with a
smiile, “Bul you can po ahead if you
Like.™

“Suppose that T tell you your name "

“You couldn't ™

“Your name is Harry Wharlon I said
the gipsy.

Wharton looked surprised. So far as
e knew lie had never scen the gipsy
pefore.

Tug Macwer Lisriry,—No. 1,419,
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“How the dickens do you

that?* he asked. )

“Soemebody’s teld him!*  grunted
Johnny Euﬁ. “You're pretty well
known about here as Colone]l Wharton's
nephew, fathead.”

“ 1 suppose that's it !"" assented Harry.

“But can tell you more, young
master 1 said the %psy,, " You belong
to a school called Greyfriars, and you
are captain of your Form there,"

“Somebody’s told him that, .
spid Johnny Bull, * Lua!: here, kid,
don’t gammon! dy's gomng to
believe that you can tell things you aon't
Enow.”

Inow

too !

“I ean tell f;ou our name, alsol”
said the gipsy, his blue eye glimmering
at Johony, * Your name is Bull—

“0Oh, my hat1™ ;

* Hallo, halle, hallo 1" ejaculated Beb
Cherry. “How the dickens did tho kid
know that? FPerhaps you can tell mo
my name, too, young ‘uni'’

“Cortainly, young master!
name i3 Cherry I”

“Well, I'm blowed {"

“ And yours is Nugent—*

“TRight ! said Frank, staring.

“ And what 1a my esteemaed name, my
extreordinar and idietie young
friend?" asked Hurrce Jamset Ham

E!n:‘:i‘gh. .
he gipsy boy grinned. ;
“ You are Hurreo Jamsct Ram Singh,
Nabob of Bhanipur, and you learned to
speak English from the moonshee Mook
Mookerjee 1'? he answerad.

“ My only estcemed hat!” ejaculated
the nabob. . '

The Famous Five stared in blank
amazement st the gipsy.

That he might, from local gossip, have
icked up the names of the Greyiviavs
ellows staying at Wharton Lodge, was
possible enough.  Dut the details he
gave could hardly have been picked up
in that way.

Certainly there were fow peoplo
in Surrey who had ever heard of Mook

Your

Mookerjes, the wise moonshea of
Bhapipur, from whom Hurrce Singh
had learned his wonderful Inglish,

Follows et Gregfriare School had heard
abont him, but few outside Lreyfriars.

“Well, this bests Banagher!™ said
Dok Cherry.

Sniff from the Owl of the Remaove.

“Bet you he (‘:Iﬂ'l"t‘?u{:s& that my
name's Buntor I he said.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle

at ] What's my name, if you're so jolly
olever?” demanded the Owl of tho
Hemove. . )

The gipsy grinned again,

“Your name i3 Willlam Georgo

Bunter, penerclly cailed Billy, also tho
Owll™ he answeorod. "¥ou ara the
fattest fallow at Greyfriarz, and you
cat as m;mhtas the rest of the Form
put together.™

*“Ha, ha, ho!"

“He knows Bunter!” grinned Bob
Cherry.

“The knowfulness is tervifie !

“Lheeky  beast!”  hooted  DBunter,
“Look here, if vou fellows think I'm
going to be insulted by a gipsy beggar,
vou'ro jolly well mistaken, seef I'm
jolly well going fo punch lLis cheeky
head 17 _

" Chuck it, Ponter-—"

" Biop, yon fat ass i

* Hold on—"

Unhecding, Billy Bunier Larged st
the gipsy with his [at fisiz up. Billy
Bunter was wrathy, His fat fist shot
out towards the handsome dusky fece of
the gipsy boy.

Hut it did not reach that foce.

The gipsy's hand shot up swiftly, and
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he grasped the faf Owl's podgy wrist.
Bunter brought his other fat fist inte

play, and his other podgy wrist was
instantly grasped.
“Ow | o ! roared Buntfer,

“Ha, ho, ba '

“I say, you Iellows,
leggo ! roared Bunter,

“ Ha, ha, hal”
. The gipsy pulled at Dunter’s wrists,
jecking him off his freet.  Then he
]&‘:Lt_'-'ung' the fat Owl of the Remove ronnd
im.

Ho looked no older than any of the
Greyfriars juniors, But it was evident
that ho had plenty of strength. Billy
Bunter, swung off his foet, whirled
round in a circle.

Ho gasped and spluttered wildly as
he Eﬂﬁ*led. " ¢

o my hat ! gaspod Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hat* o ¢ ’

“Yaroogh! Leggo! Whooop ! roared

make him

Bunter.  He whirled dizzily. “1 sav,
you fellows——— VYarcooh! T gaye——
Yooop! Leggo! Yoo-hoop!™

~ Hound went Billy Bunter, Liis feet fiy-
ing in the air, held at armslength by the
grinning gipsy. The grip on his fat
wrists was like iron.

His hat fell off, hiz spectacles slid
down his fat little nose, and there was a
pop as a button Aew.

“Urrgh! Leggo! Wurrggh!”?

“Ha, ha, ha1” yelled the juniors.

It was quite an unexpected entortain-
ment.  They backed out of reach of
Bunter's spinning feet, and roared with
laughtor,

Bunter roared also, though not with
laughter.

“Yarooh! Leggo! Beast)
make him leggo? Yurrgeh!™

“Ha, ha, hal®

Bump |

The gipsy let go ot that, and Bunter
plumped down,  Ile sat and gurgled for
breath, Bunter was abways rather short
of breath; and now he had barely
enaugh left to gurglo witl.

“Uergh! Gurrgehl

“1ia, ha, ha !

“Ow!l Beasts! T =zay, yon [ellows,
Lick that brule out! Gurrggh !

The gipsy turned to Harry Wiarton,
with a cheery grin.

“May I ttp ke the houwse " ho
nsked, 1 have a message for your
uncle, Colonel Wharton.*

“My unele’s out now,” said Harry.

0 will wait for him.”

Wharton eyed him rather dubiously.
He was not sure what sort of o grecting
g1 very curious a caller wonld recoive
from Wells, the butler. But he nodded.

“Right-ho,” he said. “Trot on up the
drive. It's not fer 10 thoe house.™

The gipsy touched lis cap again, and
walked on up the drive. The juniors all
looked after him curiously. The know-
ledge of them that he had displayed was
strange and surprising, and really
looked rather like magic. They could
not help weondering, too, what business
he ecould possibly have with the master
of Wharton Ledge.

“Well, let's get ont,” said Bob Cherry.
" Coming, Bunter ¥V

“Grooogh! I say—urrggh1”

_ Bunter was still gurgling and splutter-
ing.
“Are you coming " demanded Harry

Will rou

11r

Wurrggl: |

Wharton,
“Gurrgh ! Beast ! 'Li'ri'gggh }?
“Look here, Buntbep——*
“Urrgh! Beast! Ow! Wurrgh !”

Bunter apparently was not coming.
Tha Famous Five walked out at the
gate, leaving the fat Owl of the Remove
Lo gurgle and splatter at Ivis Ieisure,

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
The Man with the Antomatic]

i ALLO, hallo, halle! That
sportsman ecems to have los.
imself ! romarked  DBob
Cherry, '

The chums of the Bemove were saun-
tering up the road towards Wimlord,

at a little distance from Wharton
Lodge. At a point where a shady
Surrey lano intersected the rToad at

right-anzles, a car had halted. The
motorist had stepped down and was
looking about him—scanning the four
ways from the cross-roads n turn.

The schoolboys® impression was that
ha was uncertain which road to take—
in which case they were more than will-
ing to give him his direction. But they
scanned him rather curiously as they
came up. iHo was a small, slim man
with a narrow face and sharp evos sct
close togethor—a sct of features that
gave him a foxy expression. His face
was dark with anger—or, rather, with
ragel It was casy to seo thet he was
in a savage temper, for ho took no
trouble whatever to conccal the fact.
And as they had a eloser view of him,
the Greyfriars juniors decided not to
speak to him, but to pass on their way.

But as they came by, the man with the
car glanced at them, and raised his
hand. Little as they liked his looks,
they wero willing to oblige, and they
stopped. g

¢ came quickly towards them. They
noted that his eyes Bashed, as if in
mcn-ﬁlmtmn of their caps, and wondered
whethor ho knew the Grexiriars colours,

* Please stop,” he =zaid.

His voico was sharp and unpleasant.
though he was evidently forcing himself

to speak civilly.
“lf‘g:tn.in'iy.” said ITarry Wharton.

“If you've missed your way wo ean sct
you right easily enough.”

"You lhive :{mrnahauts 7 asked  the
mA.

40 EEH,H

“You arc Greviriars buys, T think 57

“Right on the wicket!” saxd Bob
Cherry., “ Wo are ¥

“The areluloess i1z terrific!™ added
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh solemnly.

The [oxy-faced men starcd ap him for
o moment. He scemed surprised; but
he did not smile, as strangers often did
on hcarng the Nabob of DBhanipur's
wonderful English for thoe fivst time.

“Yeou know the school colours, I sup-
pose?™ said Harry.

“¥es, yes! As vou are Groviriars
boys, you may be able to tell me what 1
want to know. Very likely you know a
boy named Drake—a lad of about your

own ego—"

“Drake!” repeated Harry. “Yes,
rather | He's left Greylriars, but wo
knew him while he was there™

“T am locking for him now.™

“You're not likely to find him herve,”
satd Harry, with a smile. “1Hg's in
business in London,”

“Quite a coelebrated sportsmun in his
wav, said Bob Cherry, with a laugh.
“Hava you over beard of Ferrcrs
Locke 1" .

“Tha detective? Yes!™ i

“Well, Jack Drake s his assistant,
and if you want to see hitn, you'd better
call at Mr. Locke's lLiouzo in ker
Street, London.” )

The man’s thin lips came together
hard. His narrow, pgrecnish eyves
seemed to  glitter ab the Creyiriars
juniors. Lhere was sharp suspleion in
his lock, That was clear o all of them,
though what he suspected they did net
%:m:rw. But they liked his locks less and
©E8,

“You were friends with Jack Drake
at Greyfriars Schooli” he asked.

Wharton koitted his brows a little.



#Yaroooh ! Legeo ! Whooop ! ** roared Bunter, as he whirled dizzily,

Leggo ! Yoo-hoop ! ™

“1 don't see that that's any bizney of
yours,” he said, rather curtly. * Dut it
15 truae ™

“And you live near herc?"

L] Yea 1]
“*Where do you live ¥
“Find  out!”  answered | Ilarry

Wharton coolly. *What the dickens do
you mean by questioning o perfect
stranger?”

The man's lipa set harder.

“31 am looking for Jack Drake ! he
said, “I have ap imporiant message to
deliver to him, from his master, Ferrers
Locka. New do you understand?
Where iz he ™ ]

“ How should we know where he 157"
asked Harry, puzzled. “We haven't
scen him for apges” )

“You have nob scen him to-day !”

“Eh? No!™

“1s Drake in those parts ¥ ssked Dob,
in astonishient,

“ Not that T have heard of,” answered
Harry Wharton. “I'd be jolly glad to
gea him if he had time to run «down in
the holidays, but 1 haven't had & word
from him.™

“ He might come without sending you
word ' said the foxv-faced man. * Ars
vou telling me the truth?”

Wharton stared at him blankly.

“That's the sort of question i'g:-u might
get vour nose punched for asking !” he
retorted. “ Come on, yvou men—E've
had cnough of this fellow,”

“Btop! You have seon Drake—you
are lying to mel” snarled the man with
the car. * He came down te Wimford by
train thiz afterncon. and left the town
Ly this road] 1 have that certainl
am looking for him! 1 have told you
E?Mul fave an umportant message for

i,

Wharton's lip curled.

“Whe shonld want proof of that before
we told you where Drake was 1f we
knew I ho answered.

“Then-—you know "

EVERY SATURDAY

“No, we don’t kuow, but if we did,
we shouldn't tell youw.” said the captain
of the Groyiriars Remove coolly,

The narrow eves flittnrﬂl at Tam
That the man was looking for Jack
Drako, once a Greyiriars junior, and
tow the assistant of  the  celebrated
detective, Ferrers Locke, they did not
doubt,  But they doubted very much
whether he was looking for him with
friendly intentions.

The man choked back his rage and
spoke calmly.

“You are Ureylriars boys. Drake
was onco & Greyfriars boy 1Y ho said.
“Ti is preity certain why he came down
to this part of the country. You know
where he is—and you will tell me.”

“Come on ! said Harry, and he
turned his back on the man with the
COT.

(1] sm !Jﬁ

“Halle, hallo, halle!” reared ol
Cherry.  * Look oot !

The jumiors fairly jumped—or, rather,
bountded. They stared at thoe foxy-
faced maotorist with popping eves. Lle
had suddenly whipped an automatic
pistol from his pocket and levelled at.
His narrow eves glared over the harrel.

“ Now answer me !” he snarled. “Yon
know where Jack Drake 15, and you
will tell me, or—-"

Harry Wharton faccd him, coal and
contemptuous. DBut lbis heart was beat-
inf hard

t was ineredible that the man would
dare to use the weapon, in tho broad
daviight, on the open highway,

ut the savage face, glaring over the
barrel, looked as f he was capabie of

it. It was surely only a threat—the
bullving threat of a reckless erock.
Bur——

As Wharton faced the levelled weapon
his comrades staved, in almost petrified

amazement.  Bob Cherry, slipping a
little  aside. shid his hand 1o his
pecket. Bob hnd an apple there.

¢ [ say, you lellows—yaroooh !
Round went the fat junlor, his feet flying In the alr, held at aromslin;th by the grinn

| s*a.i','-—ynup !
ng gipsy.
His fingers elosed on it, and he drew

it quictly from his pocket, _
*Answer me, voul” Tho man with

the automatic snarled at Harry
\Wharton.

“I've nothing to tell you!” answercd
Wharton., “If I knew where Jack

Drake was ] would not tell you. Buk
I do not know."

“You lie! Tell me, or I will shoot
you where you stand I'* sparled tho foxy-
faced man savagely,

Whiz |
Bub Cherry's arm jerked and the
apple flow, It crashedl on the side of

the man®s head as be stood glaring at
Wharton over his levelled weapon.

He gave o startled gasp and stag-
gered sidewayvs, his arm sagging.  With
the spring of a tiger Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh lecaped forward mnd struck
the automatic from his hand.

The weapon flew throwgh the air and
dropped, splashing, inte the ditel beside
the road.

“Collar him 1" shouted Johony Bull.

The juniors cushed at the foxy-faced
man, now disarmed. o was swept off
hisdfcm: and hurled headlong in thoe
road.

“Chuck him o the ditch ! shounied
Doh Chervy.

“Giood opg 1"

“Go i t”

“HBend him after his jollv old gun '™
grinned Boh.

Five prirs of handz grasped the foxy-e
faced man togetier, Whether he had,
or bad not, intended to vse the deadly
woezpon he had displayed, ho had asked
for punishment, and he got it

He struggled fiercely 1o the grasp of
the Famouns Five. Dut they swept him
io the ditch and hurled him in.

o splashed in a foot of water and o
foot of mud.

Muaddy water rose almost in a water-
spout 88 he crashed in.  Ile serambloed
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to his fcet, streaming, and stuttering
with rapge.

Leaving him to it, the chums of Grey-
friars walked on towards Wimford.

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
Bunter Gets His Own Back !

i EASTS 1" grunted Billy Bunter,

B The fat Owl of the Remove

picked limself up at last,

Heo waa still breathing spas-
modically, and his fat faco was red and
wrathy. ,

He plugged slowly up the drive.

Bunter was not Epelln%’ disposed to
follow the Famous Five. Walks had oo
appeal for the fot Owl, If he could not

o on wheeols, ho did not want to go.

n armechair by the fBre had more
attractions for tho fot slacker of Grey-
friars.

It was like tho cheek of those bheasts,
of course, to clear off and lewve him on
his own., It was also like their cheek to
lot that gipsy ruffian handle bim like a
fat humming-top. Buntor felt that he
was nob ertuf with tha respect e
to so distinguished and charming a
guest. Indeed, he would have been
tempted to take the next train home,
but for tho fact.that DBunter Court,
meagnificent aboda as 1t was, had no
attractions for him, and lo fclt no

arning whatever for the society of lus

rother Sammy and his sister Dessie.
Ile was angry and indignant, but not
ta tha extent of shaking tho dust of
Wharton Lodgo from his foob.

His littla round eyes gleamed belind
his big round spectacles at tho sight of
the gipsy boy again.

ho gipsy was coming round the path
by the side of the hause.

Apparently he had been to the back
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entrance, and was now coming avway

again. It was guite right and proper,
of course. for him to to the servants
door—PBunter approved] of that. Bur he

did not approve of the loak and manner

of the woung gipsv. ‘The fellow was

strolling along with his bands in his

pockets, whistling, looking altogather

too free and cazy and independent ro

glm:ae B%ariﬁtﬂﬂmti{: a youth as William
corge Luntor.

Bunter rofled away from the drive to
intercept him.

Tha gipsy ceased to whistle and
smiled oz he found the fat Greyireiars
junior in front of him.

Banter frowned.

“What are you pgrinning as®
demandad.

A fat duffer '™ answered the gipsy.

Bunter bresthed hard,

Thizs sort of answer from a gipsy
vagrant would lave justified lLia in
knoeking tho fellow down.

Which Bunter would have proceceded
to do, but for the circumstance that he
did not want to be gpun round again
like o humming-top.

Knocking that gmipsy dewn was toa
strennous a fask for the OUwl of the
Bemove., It waz more prudent to treat
bim with the contempt he deserved.

“Liock here, young fellow-me-lad [
said Bunter. "‘fukﬂ my tip, and don't
be chieeky to your betters 1™

“Why not take your own tip 1'* ashed
tha pp=ay.

“T've a jolly pood mind—" roared
Bunter, his weath breaking out at that
tmportinent reply.

S Wheve do you park it asked the
gipsy.

(L} Eh?l" ;

“¥You've given no signs of having a
mind at all, let alone a jolly good one,”
explained tho gipsy.

ha

Tha sweep's bag borst, the soct gushed oml,
nvesp I"Iﬂf:-r ;nn;rd he old gent showt :
thing,
“& vechon that yorm would jost "soor” mel'

He'd geen a
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" ¥ou—ryou—ron cheeky tick I gasped
Bunter, *“Have you pinched anythips
while you've been ap at the lhouso ™

“No. My name’s not Buntor®

The Owl of the Remove gasped with
wrath. IHe seomed to be getting the
worst of thiz war of words, Once mors
e was tempted to knock the cheeky
fellow down,  Ones more tha retnom-
brance of Ins experience as a teetotum
enabled him to resist tho toinplation.

“Well, got out 1 hie snapped. ' Hep ¥
Buzz off 1"

“I'm staying here, thanks!™

“You're irespassing heore”

“Not at all, old fat bhean! TI've been

iven permission to wait till Colonel

Fharton comes home,” explained tho
ripsy civilly. “I prefer to waitv out of
doors.  Ho hero I am 17

“¥You gipsics prefer hanging about in
the open air, I know,” sneered Baoter.
“What arc you grinning at now? I've
g jolly good mind 2

“* Gammon ™

“I've & jolly good mind to kick you
out " ropred %untur.

Once more Bunter was tempted. Oneg
more ho resisted  the  tomptation,
Instead of kicking the gipsy out, Dunter
laoked liim up and dewn.

This was a_ frightfully econtemptuous
proceading. Bunter expected it to huvo
a crushing effect,

He fixed his eyes on the gipsy's grin-
ning brown face and let them fall slowly
to his feet, Then ho raized them again
to the grinning face,

At the same time his fat lip eurled
with scorn.

Looking the gipsy up and Jwwn, howv-
evor, did not seem to crush him.  His
grin expanded.

I say! That's funny!? said the
gipey,

“Eht*

“Do it again!" zaid

: M fg-ip;':.;
“ Never saw a fellow make euch
Faces ™

Bunter turned away from him, his
feelings ioo deep for words.  That
ecornful process of looking the gipey
up and down only seemed to the vietim
a comic process of making funny faces.
Evident] _-i; there was nothing to ﬁe dana
with such a fellow !

The gipsy, laughing, walked on.

Bunter blinked after him.

Now that the young scoundrel’s baek
was turncd  Bunter was  powerfully
tempted to rush after Lim and deliver
a kick.

It was casy enough! Dut, on the
other hand, what was going to happen
afterwards? The fellow, evidently, was
cheeky enough to tern on Bunter and
kick him nlso !l It was not good encugh !

The gipsy, apparently  dismissing
Bunter from his mind, sountered o,
his hands in his pockets. His manner,
decidedly, was not that of s poor
vagrant walking about a pentloman's
estate.  His coolness and sclf-possession
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naturally revitated an  arvistoerat liko
Bunter,

Regardless, and oven forgetiul of
Bunter, the gipsy strolled o Ila

stopped on the edge of the orpamentnl
pond on the lawn and stood looking
pcro=s Lthe water towards the trees of
the park farther om.

behind

Bunter's cyes gleamed
spocticles,

He made o step towards the zipse
He made another. Tho duky youth
did not ook round.

Billy Bunter was not a light stepper.
Dhut his footsteps made no sound on the
grasa,

ile approached the gipsy unhcard ae
well s unscen.

Ho suppressed his brcathing.

his



Nearer and noarer, almost on tiptoo,
goundless on tho soft grass, Billy Bunter
gpproached his intended victim.

l!1i3 eyes  glittered  through
spretacies,

The gipsy did not glance round—he
was evidently quite unsware of Bunter’'s
stcalthy ::'.Lu]iing. :

He scemed interested in Ehe view of
the sweeping park, against the blue
Burroy hills, and it was clear that he
had dismissed the fat Owl of Greyfriars
froan his mund.

Unconzeious of danger, he stood on
tho cdge of the pond, while Bunter
cropt and crept, eloser and closer,

Really, he was asking for it. _Havmg
cheoled and offended Bunter, it woul
have been judicious to keep an eye on
him, Instead of which, the gipsy had
forgotten him, just as if it Jdid not
mateor.

Bunter Lardly breathed as he stepped
close behind the gipsy  He raised both
fat hands, and suddenly, with all his
strength, shoved., If ever a checky tick
deserved a ducking, that young gipsy
did—and Bunter was going to give himn
one |

Hia sudden shove took the gipsy by
rurprise. He toppled forward, mada a
frantic effort to recover his balance,
failed, and pitched face down into the

his

ndl.

Bunter blinked after him as Lo
splashed in, and chuckled. )

“He, he, hel EHow do vou lilke that?
Heg, he, ho !

It was quite a happy moment for
Buuter.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Suspleious !
b HE, he, het” cachinnated Billy

Buntor,
“Urrrgh 1
“He, ho, hol”

The wator In the ornamental pond,
on the lawn at Wharton Lodge, was
hardly more than a foot decp. The
gipsy was on his feet again an o
momnent.  He stood with the water
gwishing round his legs, rubbing it out
of Iis oyes with his knuekles, and
panting. .

Shallow as the water was, the gipsy
had fallén in full length, and was
drenched from head to foot.

“He, he, hel” cackled Bunter.

“That's for your cheek, you checky
voung tick—sec? He, he, he 1™

“¥You fat idiot [ yelled the gipsy.

Ho knuckied the water out of his oyes
and scrambled towards the bank.

Bunter ceased to chortle, and starcd
at him blankly, his eyes almost bulging
through his speetacles.

Where the gipsy had knuclkled the
water from his eyes the brown com:
plexion of his face had disappearod !

Each of his eyes was surrounded by a
circle of white, contrasting oddly with
the rest of his face. )

Bunter fairly Ig‘ﬂggled at him.

The fat Owl had intended to cut off
ot top specd beforo tho gipsy got out
uf the pond. That was only judicious.
The fellow was checky cnough to pitch
Bunter in, in his turn! Prowpt retreat
was prudent.

But that amazing change in the
pipsy's Face held Bunter spellbound with
astonishment.

A real comploxion, obviously, could
not rub off whon it got wet! 'The
gipsy’s complexion was not real! He
wag not o gipsy et all, but 10 some sorg
of dizguise !

“Oh erikey 1" gasped Bunter.

The gipsy, perhaps unaware, in the
excitciient of the moment, of that
startling change in his appeoarance,
serambled out of the pond.

EVERY SATURDAY

Thoen Bunter woke to danger—armaze.
1ot E\'iit$’ place to u;{:};rnhf_-umun. _As
the drencned and Fiprpiig  EIPSY
iwmped towards bhim, ho Jumped back,
turned, and fOed.

“You silly asza!™ yelled the gipsy.
“You howling fathead! You potty
porpoise ! By gum, I'll give you a jolly
good kicking [

His words, no morg than the white
Eamhm on his dusky face, were not in

coping with his character of a gipsy.
He addressed Bunter, in fact, as a Grey-
friars fellow might have addressed him.

But Bunter was not thinking of that,
He was thinking of eseape ! He fow.

It was fearfully undignified, of course,
for a Public school man, and so aristo-
cratic & one as Bunter, to flec from a
comimon person.  Dut it was better than
i::gg[ing‘ kicked! Bunter fed for his fat
ife.

After him rushed the gipsy.

Bunter had simply no chanes in the
racoe. He had too much weight to carey.
The handicap was too heavy.

In a dozen yards tho gipsy overtook
him. He let, out o food.

Thud !

Bunier reared, as the boet landed on
tho tightest trousers in the couwndy of
BUrrecy.

“Whooop |7

Thudd !

The gip=y let out the other fool !

“Yarooooh I

Bunter raced. The gipsy kept paee,
Ag lie conld do about tliree vards to
Billy Bunter's one, that was casy
enough. He let out his fect alternately,
as ho kept pace behind Bunter, drib-
bBling the fat junior like a fat football,

“ Vow-pw-ow-ow 1 roarcd Buuter, as
Le flow,

Thud, thud, thud |

“Yow!l Wow, wowl"

Bunter reached the terraco in front of
Wharton Lodge. The deor was opeu,
and Wells, the butler, stoed thore,
staring ont, with astonishment in his
plump, clean-shaven faco.

Porhiaps the sight of Wells eaused
tho gipsy to desist. He ceased his
pursuit, tarned back, and seudded from
the terrace. -

Bunter, unaware that he was not still
pursucd, raced on to the door, splut-
toring for Lreath and yolling wildly -

"Yow-ow-ow ] I say, help! Yaroool !
Keep him off | Whoop | ﬁﬂi]ﬂ g

He rolled breathlessiy in at the portal.
Wells surveved him with cold disap-
proval. Of Master Harry's other guesis
tho butler of Wharton Lodga was
pleased to approve, more or lesa. Of
Willisin George Bunter he did not ep-
prove—and now less so than everl

“"Ow! Keep him off Y roared Bunter,
as he rolled in. 3

“Wo ono is following vou, sir!” said
Wells icily.

“You silly fool ¥ gasped DBunter.

“Wha-a-t 2"

“Keep that beastly gipsy off | Turu
him out ! spluttered Dunter. * Shut the
door, vou silly idiot 1™

“I decline, sir, to listen to such ox-
pressions 1 sard Wells calmly.

“0Oh! He—lice—he's gonce!” gasped
Bunter, blinking round and making the

intercs.tiuﬁ: dizeovery that the gipsy was
not in sight. “C0Oh! Uregh! 1—I knew
ha wouldn’t dare follow mol Ile knew
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what he'd get, the rotter ] Oooogh

Bunter gurgled for hreatl.

“I say, Wells, keep an eye on that
chap 1" Lio gasped. “Heo's in disguise 17

Wella jumiped.

“What ?" he ejaculated.

“I expect he's a burglae of somo
sort " gasped Bunter, “ile's got his
face stained brown——>"

“Gipsies  generally have
brown complexions, sin™ saud
staring.

somewhat
Wulls,

J

"You silly idiot, ho's not & gipsy! I
toll you he's got Lis face painted brown,
and some of it wnshed off—"

“Really, sir—" zaid Wells.

“You fathead, don’t you believe me*
hooted Bunter.

“MNo, sir!” said Wells enlmly,

“Yan silly fathead, I toll

“1 vegrot, sir, that I cannot listen to
such  epithets 1 satd Wells, and ho
walked away and disappeared by the
service door.

" Brast ' snorted Bunter,

This, of course, was check on the part
of Welle. The amount of cheek lg)ﬁly
Bunter had to put up with in the course
of his fat earcer was really painfull

The fat junior blinked from the hall
window, ‘The gipsy was not to be scen.

Bunter wondored whether he had
cleared off now that he had been
spotked, Obviously—te Bunter—tha
follow was some sort of suspicious
charactor, hanging about Wharton
Lodge for no good | Passibly, however,
he had only gone off semewhero to dry
his clothes.

That scemed probable, for, about an
hiour later, Bunter, Blinking out again,
spotted Lhim coming from the dircction
of the garage. Likely enough Brown,
the chiaulfeur, who had reoms over tho
garvage, had allowed’ him to dry his
clothes there. Anyhow, he was stll st

harton Lodge, and Bunter saw him,
large as life, strolling about the lawns
in_the bright April sunshine.

Buntor rang for Wolls,

“That fellow's still here, Wella 1 Lo
snapped, when the butler appeared.

*Quite =0, sir!” said Wells, * He is
waittng for the master 1o return.”

“Iie's n bad characler, Wells,”

“Indeed, sir ™

TSome sort of a crook in disguise !”
sard  Bunter  impressively. ‘You'd
Letter have him kieked out before hin
pinches something, I den't cara to soil
wy bands on the fellow myself, bui a
couple of the fostrmen—"

Wells glaneed from the window at the
oipsy strolling in the sunshine.

" f_[]u not think, sir, that ho is likely
io pinch, as yo. expross it, anythin
on the lawn,” he eaid, with smooth ﬂ.nﬁ
wlmost imperceptible sareasin.  “Thoe
sun-dia] is eertainly too heavy for him
to move "’ -

“Will you have him chucked out or
not ¥ roared Bunter.

“MNo, sir!” said Wells.

“I gshall report you to your master,”

“Thank you, sirl”

“And 1 shall jolly well tell Colonel
Wharton that you've allowed n thief
to havg about the place. If an:.-t'hinglr’a
m:mmﬁi, you'll be held responsible,
see ' hooted Bunter.
~“1 trusl not, sir,” said Wells. "“For
it halipnns that zomething s nissing
already.™
"0 Bunter's eyes gleamed. 1
jolly well told you sol He's been pineli-
g already! Well, T warned you,
Wells! You'll very likely geb the sack
for this ™

“I hope not, sie.”

“It's your fault, letting & sncak-
thief hang sbout tho place !

“Wot at all, sirt It is not for mo to
coneern myself about the actions of
Master Ilarry's g csts.’

“Eh?  That gipsy fellow isn't a
guest, you idiot! hat do you mean "

“1 moean, sir, that what is missing is
a pie from  the pantry " answered
"Ir“f’e!llﬁ, with an  immovable face.
“And 1t was certataly not the gipsy who
abstracted the pie, sir™

Nunter gazed st him.

* You—you—you idiot " he gesped at
last. “*Whe's talking about a plei”

“1 am, sirl” answerced Wells.

“You're & fool, Wells!™
Tig Macner Lisrapy.~—No. 1,419,
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“Thank you, sirl”

“YVou can gol? smoricd Bunicr

*“Very good, sir!”

Wells woent

“Checky brast

The Owl of the Remave could only
maks up his mind to wait till Colone
Wharton came in and report the matter
to him. He hoped to get more serous
attention from the colonel than he had
received from the colonel’s butlerd

;ﬁumed Bunter.

<

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Jack Drake’s Danger !

UDLONEL WHARTON  stepped
q from his car, in_a shady lane a
couple of wmiles from Reigate.

Leavimg the car under the

tress by the roadside, the old military

gentleman paced lo and fro under the

snches.

brTherE wns 3 sl Im!r puzzled expres-

sion on his bronzed old face as he paced

there. Every now and then he glanced

up and down the ttnnc-, as if in expeeta-
tion of an arrival.

But when there was a footstep at last
it came from the wood bordering the
lane, and he turned to face 2 rather
tall and athletic figure that stepped from

recs, )
th%ﬂ*::]:] hoe know that sinewy figure and
tho conol, clear-cut face umder the

Homburg hat. Locke ™

“Ny dear
wﬂ?—.ﬂﬁ?émh hands with the celebrated
detective of Baker Street.

Ferrers Lacke smiled. _

“1 fear that I llm'ek t‘l‘_:}'FtlﬁcJ KRUTIE
k ir!" he remarked.
ht"r"?'agg;il; it,”* said the colonel. © You
asked e on the telephone this mormng
to meet you here, and here I wm,
Locke I néed not say that I min at your
sppvics, 1f 1 can sorve you o any way.
Bur——"

“"But you do not see n"h;!.r
come te Wharton Ledge!”

“J should be very EIm’E to see you
there, at all ecvents,” said Colonel
Wharton. “And my nephew and his
[riends would be delighted to anect you
again.'

“] had my
Ferrers Locke.

“1 have no doubt of that, of course.
Bhall we get in the car?”

| waulg rather etep into the wood,
if vou dom’t mind.”

“You mean that
watched 7" o

41 do not think so; but it iz pos-
sible.”

“As yvou like, Locke™ :

Colonel Wharton followed the Duker
Qtreet detective into the trees,  Locke
came to o hat where a felled trank
lay, and legned on a beech. Colonel
Wharton sat on the log.

“1 am gomg to ask you to do me a
service, Colonel Wharton!” said the
Baker Strect detective, quictly and
gravely.

“You have only to ask!”

“The matter concerns the safety of
my assistant, the boy Drake.  You
remember him I

“A fine lad 1" said Colonel Wharton.,
“* iy nephew was very friendly with
him when he was o schoolboy ot Grey-
friars. T like the boy.”

“T am glad of that, for if you accede
ta my reguest you will ece a good deal
of him during the next few weeks. ™

"You are sending him to Wharton
Lodge for a holidayi Good! e will
et a warm welcome from the Grey-
griﬂ.rs- boys there.'’ _

“Waot exactly a holiday,” said Ferrers
Locke gravely. *Certainly, it will Le
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& holiday for him, and he has more
than earned one But it 13 o question
of his safetv. To vou, of course, I must
state the facts; but ﬁnur nephew and
his friends will not know him by his
own name—">"

Colonel Wharten stared. 2

“They wii. know him at a glance,”
he said  “It is not se very long sines
he was a schoolboy with thema at Grey-
friars.”™

i Thf‘ﬁ, will not know him at a dozen
glances,™ said Ferrers Locke. “ Il has
my instructons to make some changes
in his appearance before arviving at
i,;gur place, sir  He will not pass under
is own name or under his own looks.
Meither will he appear as & guest,
should like you to give him someo job
about the garage or the stables. You
necd not "—Locke smiled—"make the
work too hard [V

“Geood gadl” sald the eolonel. Ha
tugged at his greif monstache, "1 will
tlo anything you like, Locke, of course.
But I don't understand.

“This may make it olegr to yvou,” said
Ferrerzs Locke,

e drew a paper from a pockob-book
and prased i to Colonel “}Imru}n. It
was a dirty, erumnpled shect of eommon

paper., typed on.  Colonel Wharten
starid at the typed words:

“Terrers Locke |

“"You've got the Dandy! You'll

change hin for Jack Drake-alive or
dead |
'EI'J'.H

The colonel looked a Titide Lewildered.

“Wha is the Dandy I he asked.

“You co not follow the newspapers ¥
sald Locke, with a-smile. “ The Dondy
15 the teader of a pane of Jansorons
crooks, coiners. and eracksonn., I have
been on his trail for a vear or mare.
He iz now in prizon™

“Oh 1 said the enlonel.

“He is remanded, in custady, far a
menth,””  said Ferrers Lockel  “Tha
police have suflivient evidunce for that,
ey kuow more than rthey can, a*
present, prove, and it iz simply o
wakier  of  accumulating  evidence.
When the Dandy stands his trial he will
ro to Dartinoor for seven vears ™

“Oh ™ repeated the coloucl,

“His vight-hand man, factolum, and
weneral jackal, iz 8 man knoawn 23
Jimmye the Tox ! went on Locks,

UL " osaid the colonel, glancing at
the single typed letter that was all the
signature to the document.  “Thia
letter, then, is from Jimny e Foygi®

“ Exnctly.™

“And it means—'

“Tt means this” said Ferrors Locke.
" Whether conclusive proof i3 brought
Lame  agammst  the Damdy dopends
largely upon me. I have the case in
tand, working in  conjunctiom  with
Seotland Yard., If it suited me, I
could so arrange matters that no proof
wonld be forthcomipg at the Dandy's
trial.”

" Then tins 1s a threat?”
“And 2 dangercus
Ferrers Locke. “Jimmy
raseal and crook as ho ia,
to  his leader, and will

nothing te serve him."

“Why not aricest him also 2

Ferrerz Locke siniled.

“For a very simple resson” ho
answered. “There 13 no eovidenco of
any kind against Jimmy the Fox, and
the police ecannot act without it.”

“No doubt. But this letter—a thraot-

ane I said
thae Ifox

i3 {IEWW&
stick at

unim{ lottorew—"

“Teped=—with no clne to  tha
soypedor. ™

“True! But do you mean that the

bav'z life 1= in donger?’ asked tho

colonel.

“At prozent, no. His liberty is in
danger,” answered Ferrers ke,
“Jimmy the Fox and s friends—he
has many in the underworld—intend to

et Pirake into their hands, and trade

iz safety against the release of their
leader hat is what the rascal means
by exchange., Ones they have sue-
eceded in E;I-Jnapgln.g him, they will
hold him tili the Dandy is rcleased, ob
the expiration of his remand—"

“And if he is not releazed T

“Then, 1 fear, the boy would never
be =zeen alive sgain,” said Ferrers
Locke.

“But—thoy have not zot him i

“Three attempts have been made so
far, and Drake has had three narrow
escapes ! smd Ferrers Locke. “The
boy is plucky, and hardly knows the
imeaning of the word fear; and he
would prefer to remain with me and
take lis chance. But in the work T
have now to do, I do not need his aid,
and I am very keen to place him in
safety wiila I complete the working-up
of tho case against the Dandy. 1
will be @ relief to my mind, and leavo
e mora free for action if he disep-
pears entirely for a time.”

“1 understond that!™ assented the
eolonel,

“The ides then is, that he should
coma to Wharton Lodge,” said Ferrers
Locke. *“Ilo has worked hard of late,
and a rest in the {:'I:ILII'IFI'F will be good
for him. Dut it i3 fairly certain that
Jimmy the Fox knows that he was oneo
a Greyfriars boy—he may even know,
ov find out, that he was & friend of
vour nephow’s,  The chance may bo
remiote=—but 1 desire to take no chances
in sueh a matter, [f there should
spying eves at Wharton Lodge, sir, I
do not desire them to spot Drake, DBut
& gipsy boy to whem you give o job
abaut 1he garege, will hardly be spotted,
vven by Jimany the Fox™

“1 understand! It 15 verv casily
arranged 1 said  Colonel  Wharton.
“ Certainly 1 should prefer to receive the

as a guest, and scg himm on friendly
torms with my nephew. Dut safety first,
of courze”

“ It will be safer 1o tell no ene! Not
oven Harry—though I would trust his
dizerction., Least zaid soonest mended.”’

“Jr is settled ! When will the boy
arrive ¥’

* Probably vou will find him there on
your return, #ir! He went on in the
train after T left ik, As likely as not,
s was watehed—but he hoows tho
pame,” Locke smiled. “ After leaving
the train ot Wimford, he will disappear
from sight in somo obscure spot, an
will eme from it looking like any-
body butrﬁick Drake.”

“A clever lad !’ said the colonel. IIs
rose from the log, “Then—if I fiml »
gipsy boy at Wharton Lodge——" i

“VYou will eall him Joe Jones,? szaid
Ferrers Locke,

The eolopel smiled.

“§ will remember Joo Joncs, and I
will ses that Brown, my chauffeur,
imnakes him useful about the garage,” he
caid. " As it heppens, in & {ew days the
boys will be going on to Major Cherry s
ylace in Dorset, and in the meantune,
!.'fﬂﬂ Jones must keep out of their way.
Ts that ail you have to tell me, Locko?”

“Dply this further,” said the Baker
Street detective, © 1 iga-:ﬂ work to do,
and from this day I disappear, to work
in zeeret. Communication with mao will
ho difficult, if not impossible, for some
time to come.  But if it should chance
that danger should comc—that the
erooks should track Drake out—in that
ease ho must leave you, and trust to his
own deviees lace every rchiance on
him, and bave hittle doubt that he will
talke carc of himsclf. But—so far as
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“ You know where Jack Drake is ! ** snarled the foxy-faced motorist, whipping an automatic from his'paekat gnd levelling

it at Harry Wharton,

“ Tell me, or I will shoot you where you stand !

Now-——""

He broke off suddenly, as Hurreo

Singh leaped forward, and struck the automatle from his hand.

one e¢an foresco—ho will be safe at
Wharton Lodge.”

“1 have no doubt of it,” said Colonel
arton, “ Now, can I give you » lift
where, Locke "
errers Locke smiled, ]

“Y made an _appointment in this
secluded spot, sir, in order to avoid
heing seen with you, lest spying eyes
should be on me,” he said. “1 will welk
hack to the station through the woods
and lanez.  Not till after you are clear,
though. Ono cannot be ton careful.”

“True!" agreed the colonel.

And after o fow more words, he shook
hands with the Paker Street detective,
and walked back to his car. His bronzed
old faco was very thoughtful as he drove
back to Wharton Lodge.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Denounced !

L SAY. you fellows !

H Lilly Bunter was in iho hall,
frowsting in a deep chair before
tho log fire, when the Famous

Five camo in from their walk. Ho
heaved his weight out of the chair, and
blinked at them through his  big
spectacles, ; .

There was o serious, not to 5:1%; tragio
and mysterions, cxpression on Dunter's
fat facr, that made the chums of the
Remaove waste 8 sccond glance on him.

“ Anything up?* asked Harry
Whartoun.

0 ?ﬂﬁp

prossively,
“(ive it & name !
“That gipsy crook’s still herel” said
Bunter.

“You fat nzs ! said Bob Cherry, “1Is
n fellow & crook, because he won't stand
vour silly cheek®”

il B[‘Eﬂi‘- !!l

“ Havo you been kicking np o shindy

with that kid again, you fat duffer®”
asked Harry, frowning.

“I've  thrashed %ﬁm!"

Dunter with _ dignity.
impudent, &nd I thrashed him "

rather " gaid DPunicr  ini-

“I{a, ha, ha !"* roared the five. From
what thoy Lad seen of that sturdy and
sinewy young gipsy, they fancied that it
would bave regqutredd five or six Bunters,
at least, to thrash him.

Bunter blinked at them angrily.

“Bleszed if 1 can see anything to

cackle at." ho grunted. “A Public
school man can hardly be expected to
take lip from a gipsy beggar. o was

cheeky, so 1 thrashed him 1”

6 Left him for dead?” asked Dob.
And the chums of the Remove chortled
nERlm. . )

#Was the deadiulness  ternific?”
erinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“1 knocked him down!"’ said Bunter,
“He fell into the pond on the lawn!
That's how I found out that he was n
disguize—-"

“In  which?®” Frank
Nugent.

“Disguise ! repeoated Bunter firmly.

Harry Wharton & Co, {Tﬂmd at the
fat Owl. He had succeeded in astonish-
ing them, at least. They did not belicve
& word that Bunter said, of course.
They never had; and they were not
going to bogin now., But they were sur-
prised.

“You soe, he rubbed thoe water out

ejacuinted

of his eves,” cxplained Bunter, "and in

doing that he rubbed & lot of the brown
off hia face. Now, a brown complexion
doesn't rub off, does it

“Not as a rule ! gasped Dob.

“ Bo that shows thot he had it painted
on,” said Bunter. " He's in disgust—
I mean dispuise—and that means that
ho's some sort of a crook, you know,
1Ie's horo to rob the place.”

“ Aftor wvour gﬂld watch, perha.psl"
enggested Bob Cherry gravely. ‘Hoe
may havo heard that 1t's worth four-
penoe,

“Ha, ha, ha ™ :

&1 say, vou fellows, I wish you'd be
serious | What does it look like when a
young scoundrel han about the placo
in disguise ?” demanded Bunter. “He's
aftor tho old fossil’s safo, of course.”

“The whose " exclaimed Wharton.

*1 mean Coloncl Whartop—"!

L
Bunter,
YWhartomn !
kicked.

vonu moan Colonel Wharton,
you'd  better eay Colonel
Otherwise, you may gel

“0Oh, really, Wharlon! I don't
suppose your uncle's got mueh in his
safe—he's not rich, like my pater, ol
course.”  Dunter sniffed.  * Still, there
must be something in it—and that's
what that gipsy is after. Bpying out
the place, you know, to Lreok in at

night. DPlain, isn't it

‘The plainfulness 13 not  prepos-
terous " grinned the Nabob  of
Bhoanipur.

“0Oh, really, Inky! What de you
follows suppose he's in disguise for %
demanded Dunter,

“We don't suppose he's in disguise at
all,” said Harry Whaorton, langhing.
*“'We su {FUEE' that vouw're a silly ass, as
usual, old fat man.”

“The Elllﬁpnsﬂfulmma is terrific.”

“ Wall, going to speak to Lhe
old—"" Bunter stopped short of the
word “fossil," as he caught o glint in
Wharron's exes. 1 mean, I'm going
to speak to the colonel, when bie comes
in. Ho may have sense enough to take
notice of & warning. Otherwise, he'll
bo robbed tonight | IHow'd vou like to
wake up in the merning and find the
snfo cleared ouf #"

“Not likely to happen,” grinned Bob.
“ Much more likely to wake wp and find
the larder cleared outt”?

“Ha, ha, ka1

*Xah ! )

With thet scornful, If not clegant,
retort. DBunter deposited lhs weight in
the armchair again. Herry Wharton &
Co., laughing, went away to make them-
selves tidy for tea. They had no doubt
that Bunter's cyes, and spectacles, had
deceived him, if he fancied that the
gipsy's complexion had changed, after a
tumble in the warer. Indeed, they were
not sure that he had tumbled in the
water at all, for they certainly did oot
beliova that Dunter had knocked him
down. Bunter had not explained the

e Magwer Lmpasy.—No. 1,410,
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masterly strategic method by which he
had got avway with that! i

There was o sound of a car in the
drive, when the juniors ¢ame downstairs
sgain. It stopped, and Brown came to
ttﬁﬁa it sway to the garage. Wells
opened the door for the colonel,

By Colonel Wharton's side, as he
entered, walked the gipsy. Evidently
the gipsy had scen the car arrive, and
lost no timo in making his prescoce
known to the old soldier.

“Follow me, Jones ! the colonel was
saying.

" Yes, sir |” anawered the gipsy,

He camo in, with his cap in his band.
Billy Bunter blinked at him.

“ Hold on, sir!™ exclaimed Bunter.

Coloncl Wharton glanced round ab
him in surprise.

“What! What! Do you want to
speak to me, Bunter?

“Yes, rather ! answered Dunter em-
phatically. He rolled dlrectl_'i: into the
colonel’s way., Raising a fat forelinger,
he pointed at the astonished brown facoe
of the gipsy. “1 denounce him !

“Wha-a-at 7" gaspoed thoe coloncl.

“You blithering fat ass, shut upl”
gale;:d Bob Cherry.

“Bunter, you dummy!l”
Harry.

“ My esteemed and 1diotic Buntep—-="

Bunter did net heed the juniors. Ho
stond in front of the astounded colonel,
the fat forcfinger raised in denuncia-
iron.

To Bunter's nund 1t was nuile a
dramatic scenc. It was remimiscent of
things he had seen on the hims.

It was, in fact, altogether too much
like the filme to please Colonel Whar-

cxglaimed

tan. After a staro of astonishment, ho
snorted :

“You young assl What do you
mean ¥

“T denounce him I’* repeated Bunter,
“He's a crook I

“ Wha-a-at#"

“Ho's in disguizoe |

Colonel Wharton started violently.

" That complexion of his washes off 1"
declared PBunter. "'Lock at  him !
Some of it washed off when I ducked
kim in the pond—"

All the juniors were looking at the
gipsy. Had any of his dusky com-
plexion been missing, cortainly they
would not have failed to noto the
strange ciroumstance.

But the swarthy brown hue of lus
face was unbroken. If, as Bunter
stated, some of the complexion had
washed off, 1t had been replaced sinco,

Mot that they belisved for 2 moment
that it had washed off. It looked por-
fectly natural, and they had no reason
to suppose it othorwise No reason,
that is, except DBunter's statemont,
which weighed less than a feather-
welght.

“0h!" gasped Bunter. Ho discerned
now that the gipsy's complexion was

untmpaired. “1—I1 say, he's painted it
on again ! )

“¥You howling ass!™ execlaimed
Nugent.

“You footling fathead!™ pgrowled
Johnny Bull,

“Beast! I tell you——"

“For wgoodness’ seko shut  up,

Bunter "' exclaimed Harry Wharton.

“Shan't 1" roared DBunter. “1 tell
imu that gipsy is in dizguise, and he's
iwero to rob the house, anpd—-"

“Pa  silent, sirl” roared Colonel
Wharton.

“But 1 tell you o

* Nonsense [ )

“1 say, make him wash!¥ wyelled
Bunter.,  “You make him wash, and
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vou'll jolly well see that that com-
plexion comes off '

“If you say another word, Bumnter, 1
ghall box your ears!™ snorted Colonel
Wharton, ' Be silent!”

“0Oh erikey 1" gasped Bunter, jump-
ing back.

“ Jones, follow me 1"

“Certainly, sir1”

Joe Jones, the gipsy, followed the
colonel into the library. The heavy oak
door shut on them. Billy Bunter
blinked at the chums of the Reomove
through his big spectacles.

“J—1—I say, you Ifcllows—r
gasped.

“"¥aou frabjous asza!™

“h, really, Wharton—"

“You footling [rungz )

"Benst ! rosred Bunter.
§ "'

“Ring off '

“1 tell you—"" shricked Dunter.

“Can it 1"

"1 tell yvou-—

“ Fathead I

The gong sounded for ica. EHarry
Wharton & Co. headed for the drawing-
room, where Aunt Amy presided over
the toa-table. And Billy Bunter at last
shut up. A mealtime cilled—and
Bunter was nover deaf to such a call,
His startling discovery of the gipsy's
disguiee, and his deep end dark sus-
pictans of the gipsy's intentions, wero
important—buat not so important as tea !
Billy Bunfter guzzled ecake, and his fat
chin—heing otherwise ocecupicd—ceasod
to wag!

ir

ha

“I tell

THE SEVENTH CHAFPTER.
Mysterious !
ﬂl['l.!

. HITHER bound,
“That's telling!”

iF Eh?ﬂ

Marry Wharlon & Co. were strolling
on the tereace after tea, when Billy
Bunter rolled out in hat and coat.

Bunter, apparently, was gomng out.
But in reply to Bob Cherry’s question,
as to whither he was bound, his reply
was non-committal,

His destination,
aceret.

“ Parhaps you'd like to know!" he
added, blinking at the chums of the
Remove through his big spectacles, with
quite & mysterious blink. )

Bob Cherry laughed. [f Billy Bunter

fat

it ecemed, was o

chose to be mysterious, nobody had tho
slightest desire  to  pehetrate  the
mystery.
“Not ot =all, old fat bean!™ le
answered,

“Well, I'm not going to tell you!™
snid Punter.

“Don’t 1 agreed Llob.

“The less yon
talk the bettoer™

“Beast! 1 dare say you'll hear about
it later|” said Bunter, still more
mysteriously. “1 can toll you this

much=—I'm going to take steps.™

“ Yaou mean you're going for a walki”
asked DBob. puzzled.

“1 mean I'm poing to take stops
aaid Bunter mysteriously,  “I'm not
going to sce an old donkey robhed.™

“Wandering in your mind " asked
Johnny Bull.

“Ygh 1 _

“ What on earth have you pot in your
idiotic noddle now, Bunter?" asked
Harry Wharton.

“ That's telling I

“* I'athead 1

“ Beast 1" retorted Dunter.

And—still mysterious—he rolled away,
and disappeared down the drive. The
Famous Five stared after him.

1]‘[

“That fat idiot's up to
saud Nugent,

“But what 7" asked Boh.

*Zoodness knows1”?

“ Luckily, it  doesn't
remarked Johnny Bull.

“The matterfulness is not terrific "
agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

And the fat and fatuous Owl was dis-
mizzed from mind. The chums of the
Remove had, in fact, a more important
matter to think about than Billy
Bunter, and whatever antica he onght
ba “up to."

They were discussing the stran
cpisoda of the foxy faced man on tho
Wimford road, and debating whother
Colonel Wharton had better be told
shout it.

They went on discussing it, and =o it
happened that when the colonel eame
out to take a turn on the terrace, ho
was rather startled to hear a name
uttered by one of the juniors—iho namo
of Jack Drakel
_ That namo, of course, was very ;nuch
m the ¢olonel’s mind, since his .inter-
vigw with FFerrors Locke, and singe ho
had found the gipsy boy at Wharton
Lodge.

The gipsy boy was now at the garage,
and, so far as the colonel kmew, none
of the Greyiriars schoolboya had comeo
inte contact with him—except, wun-
luekily, Billy RBunter.

“Good gad I’ ¢jaculated tha eolonel,
a3 he caught the name, uttered by Bob
Cherry. Ho strode towards the group.
“What's that ¥ What wero you saying,
Cherry

“I was sgen.king of Jack Drake,
sir,” answered Bob, little cF.nan.ﬂasm what
was In the colonel’s mind. *“A chap
we knew at Greyviria !

“Yeg, yes| Wiat of him?"” exclaimed
the colonel. " You have not scen amm—
lﬂatﬂg, I mecani”

“h, no, sir! IHaven't seen him
sinee last hols,” answered Bob.

Colonel Wharton smiled.  Evidently
hia nophow and his school friends wero
still guite unawaro of the identity of
tha gipsy Loy who had passed- them in
tho Fimll before tea, and whom Bilh’;’
Bunter had so dramatically denounced,

Hoe waa relieved, but he was still
puzzled. It was an odd coingidence that
tha juniors should be speaking of
Ferrers Locke's assistant, when, at thay
vory moment, ha was withio & hundred
vards of them. ) )

“There's something wa think wo
ought to tell you, uncle!” said Harry.
“Tt happened this afternoon while you
worg gone out—>>"

“MNothing concerning Jack Drake,
surely 1" exclaimed Colonel Wharton,

“Well, yes!” :

“Toll me at oncel” snid the coloncl
curtly.

Wharton related what had happeneil
on tho Wimford road. Colonel Whar-
ton listened with a deep attention that
surprised the junicrs, He asked thom
te give a deseription of the man with
tha sutomatic, and started when they
described him as & man with a foxy
face. He remembered the curious nick-
name of the imprisoned Dandy's faith-
ful henchman—Jimmy the Fox! Was
it Jimmy the Fox who had been so near
to the trail?  Thera could be littla
doubt of that in the colonel’s mind.

“You saw nothing more of
man *" he asked.

“MNothing, uncle,” answered Ilarry.
“The car was gono, and he was gone,

something 1™

maties ™

the

when weo camo back [rom Wimfowd
later.” . ]
“He had the impression that you

knew where Drake was?"'
“Yes he scemed suro abont that.™
“HHe may have watched for your



relury, and aseerimincd that you ¢amo
back IH"I'{'IJ:” ‘Eﬂld Coloncl Wharton,
gnawing his lip.

“If he did, he kept out of sight,”
saul Mugont. _

“He would keep out of sight!” soud
iire colanel grimly, Ie stond with &
Lnitted,. thougktful brow, tho juniors
evxchanging rather curious glancea, Ir
was clear thar the incident had made a
deep tmpression on the old military
gentleman.,  Why, they could hardly
nnderstand. bt would have boen alarm-
ing cnough, cortainly, if Jack Drake
had been at Wharton Lodge:; but, =0
far ax they knew, he was a hundred
milos nwne

Colonel Wharton had doubted, aiter
iz interview with Ferrers  Locke,
whether the dizguize, and the assumed
name, wore really needed to koop Jack
Drake safe in his refuge.

‘He realised now that Loeke had been
peghit. :
Had Droke been staying under his
own name, as a friend ﬂiv the Greyiriars
iellows, in the house, obviously, it would
not have been long heforoe .hmm{ the
"'ox wonld have known where to lay o
nger on hiumn.

It was clear that Drake's safety lay
in keeping his name and his presence
nt Wharton Lodge a dead sccret.

"You Are sure yor saw no more of
{he man " asked the colonel at length.

fQuite !V said Harry, “If bhe was
watching for us, he nover lat us sce
im at it. No herm if he was, I sup-
pose, as Drake's nowhere about here.

The colonel made no reply to that.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“If he's after Drake, it's rather a
lark for him to be wasting his time pot-
toring about after us, just because we
knew the chap at sehool 7" he remarked.

“Ile is a dangerous character |” said
the colonel abruptly. *“If you sea any-
thing more of him, or of other suspicious
characters, abour the place, please let
mo know immediately. In fact, if you
have nothing better to do, you might
take a walk round and keep your eyes
opon.” i

“ Certainly " said Harry. |

The juniors, rather surprized, hut

uite willing to do as the colonal asked,
otched their caps and went down the
drive, in a cheery bunch. Colonel
Wharton starcd after them, tegeing at
Lis grizzied moustacho.

When they were gone ho walked round
to the garage. Over the garage worg
two comfortable  rooms, ntherto
oecupicd by Brown, the chauffeur,
Brown had noew been accommodated
with quarters in the house, ond his
rooms over the garage handod over
to Joo Jones, the gipsy. A brown face
looked from a window as Colonel Whar-
ton came into the garage yard.

Colonel Wharton stopped under the
window. which was open. Tho gipsy
leaned out.

“*Comfortable here, my bhoy 7" ashed
Colonel YWharton.

*Quite, thanks 1™
Locko's azsistant,
yon, sir 1Y

“ Nonscnse [ grunted the eolonel.
“But I've something to tell you, Drake

“ Jones, st

“I mean Jones!™

In o fow curt words the colonel told
what he had just heard from the juniors.

“Jimmy the Fox ' said the gipey. “1
faneied we weroe watched on the train.
He got o car al Wimford end followed
me—1 dare say in the hope of petting
me As n passenger in the car.” He
laughed. 1 tiunk it's all nmght, sir.
The guestions ho osked the Greviriars
fellows show that he was looking for me

answored  Terrers
“It'z awfully good of
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oy own name gnd characier, not for
a gipsy boy paincd Jones'

“True ! sand the colonel.  * FFerrers
Locke was right. It wos unlucky thar
that stupid boy. Duolor-—-—"

“Bunter is not likely to pas: on in-
formation to Jimmv the Fax ! said
Ferrers Locke's nssisrant. witly a smile,

The colonel smiled. toa,

Y Ne.,” he asgreed.  “That s
[ikely.”

, Neither of themn guesed that, unlikely
as 1t was, it was happeaing in those voery
nmomdens,

nol

Bunter uttered his dark warnings on-
heeded.

Yer Bunter knew, if nobody else did,
that that voung gipsy was in some sort
of a disguise—that he was keeping up
spnie sort of & deception.

FProbably Dunter would not have given
the matter zo much attention, but for
the faecr that the gipsy had been so diss
respoctful 1o him personally.

Bur a fellow whe had swung Bunter
rovnd hike o humming-top, whoe had
chared him, and kicked him, was a
follow Lo be severely dealt with.

S

Each time I go to interview
The lads of whom you're reading,
I sllently admlit i1"s true
That names are most misleading,
Thus ** Rake ™ treads not the downe
ward path
Which Is to ** Angel's ** liking,
And ** Tubb '’ won'{ venture near a bath,

While ** Walker’s " fond of biking,

When the

and thin,

In fact, they call
twin "

I ¢ﬂ{||ﬂﬂ ot Bland and sald : * Good
ay
I'd llke some Information ;
You're fond of footer, I daresay,
Bui nol of conversation ?
And Virgll—you would punch his head
Without the slightest warniag ? "'
Bland looked at me and ¢almly said :
“Yes! No! Yes! Quite! Good

morning "

1|

3 K is

T A Ho said :
soft 1"

door—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunier Means Business!

ILLY BUNTER tramped up the
B rond towards Wimford with o
determined oxpression on his fat

face.

It was just az well for Bunter, per-
haps, that he had been so very mysteri-
ous, and had refused to reveal what his
mysterious errand was. For had Harry
Wharton & Co. been aware of his inton-
tiom, 1t was probable that the Owl of
the Remove would have been vanked
back by his fat ears. Dilly Bunter was
bound for Wimford=—and tho polica
station there !

Mobody had takem onv notice of
Bunter’s warning. ‘The juniora had
laughed at it: the eolonel bad told him
to be silent, Lilte Cassandra of old,
rrophesving woe in  doomed Troy,

The next

hE-“

By Capialo Blundell’s side he walks
, re are plans or plets on,
- And listens while old Blundaell talks,
Like Holmes and Dr. Watson ;

. He backs his chum through thigk

The chief of his supporters—

In cerfaln Junlor quarters,

O 2 AT
oon was sorry I had scoffed
At such z strong firsi-rater ;
“I'll show you i I'm

: And dld—a moment later 1
_j{ﬂ My boko hlt the passage floor
Wiih terrible concussion,
And then Bland slammed bhis slady

This ended the discussion !

: “man" to come under the
tacile pen of the Greyfriars Rhymester
tn his series ol interviews 13:

BERTRAM BLAND
{of the Fifth Form.)

-y 2 -
And *' Greone ' Is quick to understand
The iwisty bits of Latin,
And one, whose name is Beriram Bland,
Is not as smooth as satin :
No, Bland Is rather the raverss,
A silent sort of fellow,

Though, mark you, he Ls none the worse
Becanse be does oot bellow.

him * Blundoll's §

S
“I've nat gone yet," I poioted out ;
*‘ Is Blundell your protecior ?
They say when Blundell’s round about
You're nothing but a spectre I
He treats you, 50 if seems o me,
Just tike a bag or bundls ;

You must be rathoer soft to be
The satellite of Blundell I ™

Bunter had no doubt that e was o
law-brenker,

Lew-breakers ought to be ron in—
pspecially  law-breakers who lkicked
Billy Bunter on his nght trousors!

Maorcover, Bunter had a natural desire
to prove that he was in the right, and
the other fcllows in the wrong.

He realised, toop, that it meant kados
for hiim if he waa the means of show-
ing up & crook and getting him nabbed.

That the gipsy was a erook ho did
not doulit Why else was he hanging
plbout Wharton Lodge in dispnise?

That old ass—that old fossil—that old
fathead —the colonel, had actually given
him a job! oo

Instead of taking Bunter’s tip, kicking
the young rascal out, or handing himt
over to the polica, Colonel Wharten had
given him a job about the garage and

Tue Macxer Lisnany.~-No. 1,418,
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allowed him to take up his gquarlers in
Brown's rooma over that building.

Such featuousness excited Bunters
decnest contempt. The old dankey,
nviﬁtly. had less sense in his head than
Bunter had in his little finger. Ie
waa fairly asking for it!l :

For Bunter had not the slightest ox-
peetation that the gipsy would be still
there in the morning.  He was firmly
convineed thot Joo Jones was at Whar-
ton Lodge for purposes of robbery,
und that he would carry out that pur-
poso during the night and vanish beferc
coclkerow,

It was all so periectly clear io Bunter
that he could only wonder st the
obtuseness of other fellows, who could
not see it so clearly as he did. ;

But he was going lo put o spoke in
the voung sceundrel’s wheel!  The
police-inspector at Winford wonld Listen
to him, il noboldy else did! And that
cheeky voung villain, whe had dribbled
him hike a FM- footLall, would have to
cxplain to the police why he wore &
complexion that came off when 1t was
washed | Ile would get at least threo
months as o suspicious charactor, fre-
quenting  with fe!]nm'nu:-'. intent | That
was little enough—he deserved tnrec
years, for kicking Bunter !

With hiz determination fivmly figed,
the fat Owl of the Remove plugged up
the Wimford Road, Dut the farther he
progressed the more and more slowly
ha went.  Walking was not Bunter's
long suit.

Heo blinked round ineessantly throngh
his big spectaclez in the hope of picking
up e lift.

Any sort of a lift would have been
weleome to Bunter. T'wo or three ears
whizzed by him, and he blinked after
them longingly.

Ile wasz watching anxionsly for o lift,
hut he was not watching for anviliang
clse, =0 he was happily unaware ihat
ever since he had rolled away from the

ate of Wharten Lodge a pair of keen,
oxy eyves had been on b

Onee or twice, when he hlinked round,
hie noticed that o slim man, in o spottad
mulfler, with 8 dark moustache, was
strolling in the same dircetion, a httle
distance belind him. But he goave him
no special heed

Jirmmy the Fox, on the other hand,

was heeding Dunter.
Az the colonel had suspocted, the
'ox had watched for the retern of

Harry Wharton & Co., had traced them
to Wharton Lodge.

Whether Jack Drake was there with
hiz old school friencds the Pax did not
know, but he thought it very hkely.
The pmiors, certainly, had told bin that
they knew nothing of Drake's where-
abouts, but Jimny's was not a trusting
naturoe,

He had left his ear parked in a woodd-
land path, out of sight, and hong ohout
Wharton Lodge ever singe, having
donned the spotred mufller and the dark
moustacho 1o change his appearance a
little, in ease he was seom,

MNow he was shadowing Bunfer.

He had pnever seen the fat junior
hwefove, but be saw him come out of
Wharton Lodge, and he could see that
he waz a schoolboy. Obviously, he was
staying at the place, and could tell
Jimmy the Fox what he wanred to know
=—1f he choso.

The Fox was prepared to use eny
methods, from peorsvasion to neck-twist-
mg, to elicit informanion. 5o he kept
on Bunter’s track till he was at some
distanco from Wharton Leodge, and then
quickened his pace and overtook the fat

jnnior. Billy Bunter blinked round at
i a3 he heard his footsteps closo
behind.

Tre Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,419,
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nsked

“Looking for a liff, sir?”
Jimmy the Fox i

He had easily guessed the meaning of
Bunter's lenging  blinks at  pas:ing
veltieles.

“¥es, rather " answered Dunter.

“I've got my car just handy, if you're
going my way.”

“Im going to Wimbord.™

“That's my way,” said Jimmy the
Fox apgreeably. “F left my car to take
a little stroll, but it's time I got back.
Wait here a few minules, and I'll
along in a brace of shakes”

“(Jh, good | gasped Bunter, in great
relicf. “ Muouch obliged ¥

“Not at &l answered Jinmy
politely. " Plensure, =i !
He speke the truth., DBunfer was

anxious for a lift, but not &0 anxious
as Jimmy the Fox was to give him ong |

Thankfully the fat Owl sat on the
lower step of a stile, while Jimmwy the
Fox hurricd inte a woodland path.
Twien the slim man glanced back, to
make sure that Dunter was not poing
on.  But he need not have been agneasy
—pothing would have induced the fnt
Owl to hoof 1t when there was a chance
of a lift.

Five mintes later tae shim man with
the foxy eyes cume whizzing bock in a
twa-seater.  He pulled o, amd DBunter
gladiy clambered in and sat Jown by
his suiele, It was a long, long walk to
Wimford, but in a enr it was only 2
matter of toen minutes or so.

Bunter blinked round as the lim man
tarned from the road,

“1 say, it's straight on to Wimforl ™
ho said.

“Road's ap outside the town, sir!’
answered Jimmy the Fox. * Have to go
rouend.”

“Oh, I seo!l”

Jimmy was in no hurry to reach
Wimford., The car turned throwgh a
lane into a country road, and glided on
—away fram that town, Bunter was in
ne hurey, if it came to that. His
chief desiro was to make the trip
sitting down—and e was sitting down !
Nothing else maitered very much. And
he was quite pleased with his eom-
panion. He had rather a foxy look, per-
naps. but he was well dressed, he had
a car, e was giving Bunter a Lift, and
be addressed him as “sir "—evidently
realising that Buuter was no common
zort of perzon! And when he began to
taik, he allowed Bunter to do nearly all

Lhe mlkini.r.’_ Bunter liked to do nearly
all the talking |

Seldom or never did Bunter come
across anybody whe was willing to listen
with polite interest while he wagped his
fat chin. But ne had eome across such
a persan now ! Faor oneo, Billy Bunter
had a keenly interested listener who was
glad to hear him talk and talk and
talk !

And Dilly Bunter, of couves, talled
and talked and talked t

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

On the Track!

IMMY THE FOX was puzzled.

He had been prepared. as afore-

said, to usge anvy methods of

extracting information [ram the

fat schootboy who had dropped so easily
into his hands.

But he did not find it necessary to use
any method except lending an attontivo
Car.

Bunter was only too willing to talk,
and his chief topie, of course, wasz
William George Bunter, & topic of end-
lezs and infinita interest to W, G. L.
Irimsolf.

Jimmy the Fox had the pleazure, such
ae it was, of learning ail about Bunter.
He learned that he was in the Removo
at Greyiriars; that e would have been
captain of the Form, but for o gencral
f’ea!aus ; that he was the hest junmov
aotbeller ot Greyfriars, bot had been
kept out of games by jealous fellows
who envied his powers; that he wes
the best ericketor, but did not expect
much better luck next term in the
sumuner game, for the same reasons.

He learped that Bunter was passing
tihe KEaster holidays with his schoegl
friends at Wharton Lodge, and was
%‘ﬂiltg on with them later to Cherry

lace, in Dorsei: that this was an aet
of kimdness on Bunter's part; that e
was sought after by nearly every fellow

it his  school, especially  Lord
Mauleverer, ami Hilton ef the Fifth,
and Vernon-Bmith, tho son of the

millionaire eity man; but that he felt
bound to give theso fellows somo of his
time.

He learned the names of the Grey-
friars fellows who were at Wharton
Lodge. and that cach of thein was rather
a beast.

All these partienlars Bunter rattled

off, in great enjoyment of his favourita
oceupation of chinwagging.

Wherelore was Jimmy thoe Fox
puzzled.

That that fat and fatmouz young ass
was chattering like a parrc-ti and had
1t

no wlea of concealing anything, was
clear! Yet he made no mention what-
over of Jack Drake.  Obviowsly he

would have menttoned Drake, az well as
the post, had Ferrers Locko's assistant
biren at Wharton Luodge,

Jinuny the Fox began to
wll;uhcr he was on a lg
il

Cortainly he had tracked Drake to
Wimford that mnrm’:ig‘ and lost him
afterwards. Coming on the Creyiriars
fellows he had jumped to the conclusion
that Drake had come there to join up
with frioends from his old school. b
had secmed  very  probable—indeed,
certain!  Drake must have had smne
reason for coming there—he must have
intended to put up somewhero, And
the question “where " scemed to bo
gnswered b{l the discovery of his scheol
friends in the vicinity.

Yot it was certain that if Drake was
nt Wharton Lodgo this fut young ass
would know-—and evidently he did not
know,

If he was wasting time on a [alse
seent Jimmy the Fox was anxious o got
away and hunt for the right scent. But
he wanted to be sure first, Ho, as
Bunter did not introduce the subject of
Jack Drage, Jimmy the Fox camo to
thitt subject himself, at last

“Bpeaking of Gresfriars, sin,” he
remarked, n tha civil, respectiul way
that pleased Bunter zo0 much, * I've geon
something 1n the newspaperz about a
Greyiviors boy, Name of Drake, Ever
heard of him*"”

“What-ho I'" answered Dunter. * Great
pal of minel™

“Oh, yvou koew him ot school, -

“Yes, rather!™  answered  Dunter.
“TIn fact, T protected him a good deal
when he was a new kid at Greyfriars!
Ha left to go into bwosiness with a
detectiva. [ dare say you've heard of
Ferrers Locke™

“T've soen the pame in the papers”
answered Jimmy the Mox.

“Ho's a relation of our heagdmaster,
Dr. Locke.” explained Bunter. " We'vo
often seon him at the school. Well,
vourng Drake’s his assistant now=—in the
detective business, you know, I daro
say that's how you came to sce his nama
in the papors’®

wondor
elso scont after
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Bunter stepped close behind the glpsy, ralsed both [at hands, and shoved. His sudden shove took the gipsy by surprise.

He toppled forward, made a Irantle effort to recover his balan
you like that ? ** ¢huckled the Owl of the Remove,

1
k

“Now I come to think of it, it was
assented Jimmy the Fox, "I dare say
you've scon him recently, sir?”

“No, not since last holidays—that is,
the hols before last!” answered Bunter.
“0Of course, our social posilions are
rather diffcrent now.”

[ L] Eh ? LR

“I'm friendly with him, of course,™
said Bunter. " But a chap in my socual
position, naturally, doesn’t sce o lot of
u feilow in business.”

“Ohl I—I sec! Ie's not staving at
Wharton Lodge with his friends, then?”
asked Jimmy the Fox, coming cut with
8 plain question at last,

Y“Oh, no!” answered Dunter, "I
jolly well wish he was, really! Being
a detective, he wonld know o suspicious
character whoen he saw one, I fancy !

Jimmy the Fox gave the fat Owl a
sidelong glanee. Ho wondered whether
Bunter had heard the other fellows
speak of the man with the automatic!
If so. however, it was clear that Bunler
had neo suspicion of him !

WSt I fancy I can spot a rogue when
I sce ono [ added Bunter complacently,
“The rottor can't take mo in!”

Jimmy smiled faintly, Considering
who was siLting by his side at that
moment, Dunter’s capacity for spotting
rogues did not scem very pronounced.
Jimmy waa plad, however, that he was

now sporting a moustache. 1f the
juniors had deseribed the man
“A  suspicious character!” hLo re-

pented. * Who's that, sir?”
“A voung gipsy ! answerad Banler.
“A gipsy " ropeated Jimmy. 1o
was not interested in gipsies, Buot he
vnderstood now  that the suspicious
character to whom DBunter allnded was
not himself.

TAt least, ho makes out that he's a
gipsy 1” explained Bunter. * But when

B gipagfa complexion washes off, 1 {anecy
it's a bit guspicious, what?"' :

Jimmy gave him his keencst attention
Now. iz was quite unexpected; hqt
Jimmy was “on it * like o hawl on his
prey.  Tho merest hint of anybody in
disguise at Wharton Lodge was suflicient
to open up a new train of thought in
the crook’s cunning and wary mind.

“A young gipsy, did you say, sir?"
he remarked., “Mavbe I've seen him
about? A lad of about your own age,
perhaps

“About that!™ agreed Bunter. “ And
no more a gipsy that I am, I can tell
you, He's tuken all the fellows in, and
the old colonel, too, but le jolly well
can’'t take mo in. I'm jolly well going
to show him up. I jolly well know why
he's sticking at the Lodge.”

“Btaying thoro, gir ¥ gaid Jimmy,

“The old donkey—I mean, Colonel
Wharton—has given him & job in the
garage !” explained Bunter,  * Mind,
that waos affer I warned him that the
gipsy's complexion came off when he
was docked in the pond. Mimd, T saw
it—whita patchos wihn:-rr: e robbed the
water from his ¢yes aftor his ducking.
He patched it up apain before the
eolonel saw him, But I'd jolly woll
gpotted birn. And he's pitelied ﬂm old

onkey sotne yarn and got a job about
tho place.” %llﬂtﬁt" suifled with con-
tempt. “I jolly well know the job he's
got in mind! Burgling the house
to-night, of course.”

“But I dare say the colonel knows
him, a= he's given him o job ™ sup-
gpested Jimmy the Fox.

“T don't seo0 how he could!™
answorcd Donter CWharton noever
knew Dhim, I know that—Jie was a

stranger in the place. He's just pulled
tha old donkey's and got o job. A
cheeky rotter, you know?! Jie checked

ce, failed, and pliched head-first Into the pond.
1] H'ﬂj hﬂ‘; h& E "

“How do

me, that's why I ducked hun in the
pond. And then some of his complexion
washed off 1I* I jolly well spotted him!
He, he, hel"

..'fnmm:,r the Fox felt bia heart boat
quicker,

“And they've let him stay in the
house?” he asked,

“Not in the housc—over the garage |
The chauffeur's changed his rooms, to
malte room for him 1" axplained Bunter.,
" But 1 fancy he'll get into the houso
all right to-night, and rob it, too, il
he's not stopped.”

“1 wonder if I'vo scen the fellow
llzr.nglr].giv about ¥’ said Jimmy the Fox
musingly, “Did you say he had black
eyes ?

“I didn't mention his eves. But
they're bue, not black, Gipsies don't
often have blue eyes, either—any moro
than they have complexions thal wash
off. He, he, he!”

Jimmy's own eyes snapped.
certamn now.

The Greviriars fellows had told lam
the truth—so far as they knew 1t. Jack
Drake had not como to Wharton Lodgoe
as Jack Drake,

But he had came. A Loy of his ago—
a gipsy with blue oyes, who was not &
gipsy ot all—had turned up there

_ Colanel Wharton had given him s job
in the garape—had he?  Jitamy the
Fox grinned. e did not know the old
colonel; but he doubled very much
whetler e was donkey cnough, as
Bunter believed, to give a job about
the place to o wandering gipsy he did
fiobk know.

Tho Fox breathed hard and deep. Ie
knew now—all he wanted to know. He
had had bad luck with the other Grey-
friars follows, 1lle had been a Iﬂrf.
long timo cleaning off the mud of the

(Continned on page 16.)
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diteh, and his automatie still reposed
gt the bottom of that diteh. But he
had struck lucky in this fat fellow.

He turncd the car towards Wimiord
again.

He had no further wse for Bunter.

Bunter tattled on—his topic now the
gipsy bov, Jimmy the Fox was koen
to hear all that he had to =ay on that
gubject. Iaving said it all, Dunter said
it all over again. Jimmy, realising
that he had pumped the fat schoolboy
dry, ran the car into Wimford Iligh
Street, and pulled in.

“Haore we are, sirl™ ho said.

Bunter stepped out.

“Much obliged !™ ho said.

“Not at aﬁ? sir. You don't know
what & pleasure your conversation has
been to me.” answered Jimmy the ox,

And lie drove on.

Bunter blinked after the car. He
thought he had never met such a
thoroughly pleasant and agreeable man
a3 the man who drovo that car, foxy
as he looked. Bunter was fecling very
pleased with himself and things gener-
ally as he blinked round for the polico
station, and started for that building,
where he had quite a startling piece
of information ta hand over to an aston-
ished police inspector.

e ey

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Limit!

i IE tolephone, sir ™ zaid Wells,
E Colonel Wharton glanced up
fram his newspaper,

“Inspector  Stacey,  siT,
spoaking from  Wimford,” said the
butler. =~ “Ile desives to zpeak to you
personally, sir”

"VYery well"”

Considerably puzeled lo know why
Inspector Btacey deaired io speak to
him personally, the old colonel went to
the telephene in the cabinet opening oft
the hall of Wharion Lodge. Idarry
Wharton & Co. were in the hall, haviog
come in from an cxtensive ramble, dur-
ing which they had scen noithing of tho
foxy-faced man,

“Oolonel Wharton ! eame o portly
voiee over the wires, ns the olid mulitary
gentleman ook up the receiver,

“Speaking 1

#1 have just heard an extraovdinary
slatemoent, =iv, and I thoueht it better
fo consult you immediately. A young
gentleman of the name of Bunter-——"

“ Bunter | repented Colonel Wharton.

“From what he savs, I undersztand
that he iz a friend of your nephew at
school, and i3 staying with hin for
Eoster,"

“The Loy Bunter is certainly staving
liere for Easter,” said Colonel Whar-
ton. " Ie has gono out now, I believe.
i[_hﬂ'pc that nothing has happened o
L1 T

“Nolliing, sir. He is here now.”

“Indecd [* said the puzzled colonel,
“But why—"
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“He has made a very odd statemen,
gir. It is the fact that a gipsy boy—a
itrfa!ngﬁf to you=-iz now wt Wharton

odge.

Colonel Wharton juwinped, and almost
dropped the receiver.

“ A—a—a gipay boy

A boy calﬁii, I
Jones," .

“Good gad!  Yes, there iz such a
boy here!" gasped the colonel.  But
what about 1t? Mow docs 1k concern
Bunter "

“Master Buntes, sir, scems to onfeis
tatn very strange suspictons of the boy”

“Uood gad!” "

“Ha tells me that, as his warning on
the subject wasz disreparded, he felt it
uis duty to inform the police—="

“The young ass!”

“'Hem! His stateinent 15 certainly
very peculiar, sir.  Aeccording to what
he seys, the bey, Jones, iz not o real
gipsy, but is disguised as one. Buander
staies that he knows thisz for a fact.”

"“The young idiot !

“!Hem! Ilo states that wou have
f:nga.gizld the Loy to essist in the garage

0 L stuttered.
think, Jones—dJoe

“That 15 correet.”

“And it appears to be Lis firm beliof
that - the boy iz a shady character of
some sort, with felontous designs—="'

“The young imbecile !V

“"Hem! I thought it my duty, sir,
to communicate with you,” said In-
spectar Stacey. “OF course, I take no
heod of thiz absurd statement, but 3

“1 should imagine not, sir,”” grunied
the colonel. “You will oblige mno by
boxing the silly boy's eara.’”

“"Hem ! Y¥ou o oare, of  course
acquainted with the character of the
gipsy lad wvou have engaged?™

“1 am not likely, sir, to reposo con-
fidence in any person with whom I am
unacquainted ! snapped the colonel,

“0Of course not, sir—of course nott"
The Wimford inspector conghed, I
felt 1t my duty to mention the matter
to you

“Quite s0,” said the caloncl.
gjuita 5ol  But the bhoy, Bunter, ns yon
Lava doubtless observed, 1s a i’n:rr:rl.'

“1 had eather that impression, sair”

"o i3 also & meddlesome and in-
fuisitive young ass, and scemns incapable
of minding his own business,  Fleaso
turn him out, and tell him that I shall
box his ears for his imnertinence when
ha returns hore."

" Ok,

“'Hem 1 Certainly Good-bye,
Colonel Wharton 1™

* Good-bye 1™

Colonel Wharton lmng  np  and

tramped out of the telephone ¢abinet,
with his eves glinting under bis grizzled
birows,

The juniors glanced ot Lim rather
curlousty.  They could see that thak
talk on the telephone bhad cxazperated
the ald soldier.

" Harry!" barked the colonel.

* Yoz, uncle” .

“Why did you ask that meddling,
prying, stu;im:l boy, Bunter, herc?®

Wharton looked rather uncomfortable.

“Well, you see—"" ho stammered.

“¥ou oare well aware, Harvy, that
all your school friends are weleome hero
—more than welcome,” said Colone!
Wharton. I am always glad lo ser
them, 65 yout know.,  Bot thi—ilis
Bunter i3 not a friend of vours®

I .'ﬁr.rﬂ].!. :ﬁ'ﬂu 5{'!':_-'-”

The other fellows stood sitent. It was
evident that Billy DBunter liad becn
“up ® to something that had exasper-
ated Wharten's uncle internsely, DBunter,
as 6 gucst anywhere, often had an
exasperating effect, But it was clear
that this was something morc serious
than usnal,

“The stupid, meddling. prying young
asz 1" fumed the colonel.

“What has he done, uncie?™ asked
Harry dismally.

Snort from the colencl.

“The young fool is pleased fo Liink
that I am stupid cnough o take deuln-
ful characters inio my house, awd he
lias pone to the police to fell thems so,”
lte growled.

*(th, myv hat1*

“That gipsy Lkid—"

MNugent.

“Yes!” snorted the eoloncl,

“The blithering idiot "’ breathed Bob
Cherry. “Bo that’s what ho was #n
;!ti:rily Euysterinus about, If weo'd known
g frmmai

“He has gone to the polien sfation
about that kid!” excluimed Flarres
Wharton blankly,

“Yeas!" roa

“Oh erumbs 17

te juniors coukl understand thai the
old colonel was exazperated by Bunter's
fatuous meddling.

But they did not understand why Lis
anger was  so  intense,  With Jack
Drake staying in disguise ot Wharton
Lodge, cbviously the Jess that was said
about the gipsy boy in tie garago, the
Letter,  Now Bunter was proclaiming
from the house-tops, as it wern, that he
was there, and that he suspected him
of being in disgguise, True, Jimmy the
Fox was not likely to fnzt anyY MRews
from the police at Wimford. But it
was deeply and intensely cxasperating,
all tho same,

Colonel Wharton made up his mind on
the spot. Bunter's chattering might, or
might not, sﬁi] danger to the assistant
af Ferrera ke. But the remotest
chance had to be guarded against,
Hgvtnf_demnnstrat;ed that lic could nor
mind his own business, Bunter had to

o Thero was no room at Wiharton
mﬂﬂge for both Jack Drake and the
tat Img Owl,

venlared

the colonel.

L2 ]

am sorry, Harre,” the ecolonet
went on in & gentler tone.  * Bt some-
thing iz expected of & guest a; well a5 o
host. It appeara impossible for thia
cxtraordinary boy Bunter to wmimd his
own business. Hia action in going to
the polico places me in 2 ridicodons
poaition.”

“1 know.”

“I am sure you will see: that afier
vhat he has dono he caunot rerain
here. The position i3 intolerable.*”

*“I zce that, wncle.™

“1 leave the maticr in vour lhands,
Harry ™

“Very well,™ said Warey dizmoally,

Colonel Wlharton sialked away, The
chums  of the IRemove exelanged
glances.

“Thai's torn it!" remarked  Bob
E}H"T!'\'.

“The tearfulnesz is toerihe,””

“lf I were vour uneln, olid boan, 1%
kick him ont with a jolly lefty kick !
sl Johwny  Buolll  *The cheeky fal
idigl ¥

“Dazh . all, w's too thick ! said
Frak Nugent, "I suppose the sili
faot a3 doesn't  understand what o«
chierky, meddling idiof he 502"

“Does he ever undevstamd w thing 1
said Ilarey.

“Weall, the eolonel can't be oxpecied
ta stand b1 said Jolmuey Tiall, *Aak.
ing him leok a fool 1™

Harry Wharton nodded. IF was clear
that Bunler had to go. The parting
was not likely io be paininl if 1 cawe
tan that. Bunter had hooked o to the
Co, for Raster, as he always heoked on
to somebody.  Btll, it was ralber i
pleasant to tell a fellow thal he had to
go. DPunter had asked for it—hegeod
for 11, i Fack <bot that did wef mnke 1



agraeable to give him that for which he
had azhed.

But thera was no help for it. Bvery-
hody bore, with more or less patience,
Billy Bunter's innumerable faults and
failings, but he had gone over tho limit
this tine, Even Bunter might have
realised that he could not quite be
allowed to take the management of
Wharton Lodge into his fat hands while

» was honouring that establishmens
wiiln Liis distinguished presenco.

—-—

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Order of the Boot!

& ELLS ¥
“Pay the faxi™

Buntor rodled in.
5 The taximan from Wimford wag wait-
ing fur his fare. Hed any other Grey-
friars fellow at Wharton Lodge told

EVERY SATURDAY

Wella 1o pay the {axi, no doubt Wells
would have doue so aa a matter of
COurse,

Witly Buuater, however, it was rot a
matter of course Any other fellow
would have reimbursed {‘fells; Dunter
wouldn't,

da, instead of paving the taxi, Wella
gazed at Bunler. He gared, however,
only at the back of Bunter's head.
Bunter, apparently  regarding that
trifling matter as sortled, rolled into he
hall, where he found the Fameous Five,

Shortsighted as he was, even the fat
Owl of the Remove could see that tho
juniora were looking very zeriouws. Mo
Llinked at them,

Bunter waz not fealing in o rood
temiper  himeself, His interview with
Inspoctor Stacey. at Wimford, had not
been exactly graiifying.

Indeed, Mr. Staccy had quite annoyed
Dunter. Instead of listening open-
mouthed to his dramalie communication,

i7

inetead of acting promptly on “ inlorma-
tian received,” the inspector had rung
up Wharton Lodge, and then lizmissed
Bunter very curtly, almost grofily,

“1 eay, wyou follows—m
Bunter,

Wells hovered Lehind,

“The taxi, sir—"

Bunter blinked round through his big
spectacles as if annoyed by this persist-
ence on_ the part of a menial.

“Taxi? What about tho tazii™ heo
anapped.

“The driver is waiting to be paid,
gir,” said Wells,

"1 told you to pay him."”

“Quito so, sir.”

“Well, baven't wvou paid
ana?}:cbd Bunter,

v o, & E'”

“Poy him, ithen—angd Jdon't Lother !
snapped Bunter.

began

Liin T

(Continued on next page)

Fans

Wiho will win {he F.A. Gup this season—3Sheffield Wednesday or West Bromwich

Albion?

it is the 4quéstion the whole {oothall wortd is asking.

This weal

“ Linesman ' reviews the two teams for the special beneft of MACHET readers

THE “ OLD INVINCIBLES ™!

H{ wina thoe Cup this season—
Wshﬂﬂhﬂd Weodnesdey or West

Bromwich Albion ?  That is tho

question  which will be houly
drbated during the fow days preceding the
Lig strogele ot Woembley, end the real
answer is, aof course, that nobody knows.
I hawvo scon over thirly Cup Finals mysclf,
and looking back on thoss games, the
surprizgeca [ have had, the onoe definito
nnpressien left in my mind is that anything
may happen.

Even before tho days when I was old
enough to take an anterest in Cup Finals
it was brue that anything could hoppen.
In thiz eonnection, and remembering that
West Bromwich are in the final thia
gapaon, a4 story of onoe of the earlicst
appearances of this club in the Bnal tio
may be reealled. In 1888 Preston North
End had & wonderfual eide. They had
bocome known ag the " Old Invineibles,”
and it wa3z gonorally conceded that they
just could not be beaton by any side of
their period,

They lvad to nwcel West Dyromweich
dihion in fhe final lie, and the
players and officials of Preston
Xorth End were so confident of
virtory that the request weas actually
made that they should have the
Cup lend o fhermn Gofore fhe vndch
so ithaf the whole pariy could have
their phologrephs falien with the
Cup in their midst.

Tho request was refused, and the gues-
tion put to them : ** Don't you think you
had better win it Oest 7% As events
})roved, it was 8 most portinent question,
or West Bromwnch sprang a surprise on
the lootbel . world by beating Preaton
MNorth End by twe goala to ono.

There was a young player in that West
Bromwich side named Billy Bassott, an
outeido-right, who alterwards ined
much fame on the foothull Geld. This
somo Billy Bassett will e at Wemblay

at the week-rnid to watoh West Bromwich
mako apother effort to win the English
Cup. He is now chairman of tho board of
d]m;.ctm's who run the West Bromwich
ik,

Frobably the plagor Mr. Bnesctt will
watch most elosely of all, boeauao his first
Cup Final will come back to memory, will
Le Arthur Gale, tho West Bromwich nut-
sicle-right.  He iz quita a young player,
and rather 8 romarkable felfow, Although
ha is a professional, he follows his oceupa-
tion of a school teacher during the weck,
doing hiz bit of treining in the evenings,
and only came into the Albion’s side chia
season when the man who skippered the
tearn in the final four years ago—Glidden
—was injured. Gale cortainly tives a fu'!
life. Immediately after one of the Cup-
tieg which the Albion played this season he
hopped intoe an neroplane and few from
Weal Bromwich to Manchester to take his
part m  on  amateur theatrical per-
formance.

A PLAYER TO BE WATCHED !

CCORDING to presont arronge-
A monts, eight of the West Brom:-
wich plavers out of the gleven
who will play against the
Wedneadoy are already holders of Cup
winnors' moedala, They were in the team
which won tho trophy four years apge.
And that, of course, may Lo conaidercd a
poimt i favour of the Albion. because
nerves play g most importaot pat in Cup
Finals, and feilows wﬁr:r have bBoen thero
lefore aro less Lkely to be nervouws than
those who heve never beca throush the
trying orideal,

Stranzoe that in the Albion sida thers aro
twae players whoic nomes are the samo
—Williarn Richardson. One plavs et
centre-half, and tho other at  ecentre.
forward. Those who are privileged to po
to Wembloy for the final tie will notics,
when they look at the progromme that
the centre-forward has been given two
initials—¥. G. There is no G in hia name
really. 16 iz just put in to distinguish

him fromr the eentro-half, and nobody
knows what the G standa for, The sug-
estion is made, however, that it stands
or " ginger V' and thers will cortainly be
ginger in the play of the centre-lorward,

‘hore are interesting people in tho
Sheffield Wednesadavy side, too. Teke,
for instunce, Ellis Rimmer, the ouiside-
teft. He has played for England in the
past, but thiz season his claim to [amn
maostly lies in the fact that he has scored
in ﬂ-vea?r Cup-tie in whioh tho Wednesday
have playcd this season.

Wil he do it apein af Wembley,
and thus keep up the record 7 He
teill certainly have io be walched.
There hove been msfances in the
i of ome plager scoring in every
rownd of a Cep series, even including
the final. Dovid Jeck did 8 for
Bolton Wanderers. But I can'
recall a case of on outside wing mm
scoring in ecery tie.

EVENLY MATCHED ]

ONSIDER, too, the stranpo éx.
porionce of contre-forward Jack
Palotharpe. Ho i3 cortainly
having a thrilling life. Juost over

two sengong ago he was transferred from
Reading to Stoko City. and scoring soma
gonla for them, helped Stoke to win pro-
maotion from tho Seeond Division. During
last poason he was tranaferred io Proston
North End, scoring o goal in the last
mateh of the scason for that club, whial
ennbled the North End to elimb into the
top elpas.  Having thus helped two tcame
to gein promotion in sucoessive E8nSons,
Palothorpa has a chance of dninﬁ a unigues
* hat-trick ” by holping Bheflield Wodnes.
day to win Lthe Cup.

Coming back to the guestion of who
wing. | have to confeas that I ean't tell
von. Quite apart from the fact that o
Cap Final iz in any case o gront loveller,
Sheffield Wadnesdny and West Bromwich
soemn B0 evenly matehed that a bit of luek
oither way may make just Lthe differonce.

Mp own view I8 that the Albion
tofll e slightiy beffer in ottack,
Bt that the Wedhiterday will be nore
sclid i defence.  And sneh a view
leads me lo the sugyestion that
extra time, and periips creR a
second nalch map be necessory
bofore the destination of the rophy
in decided.

We have not yet had an exira half-
hour at Wembley., Peoplo tell mo that tho
law of averages is the one dependabln
thing. If that is so, surely then the law of
AVCrages pointa to extra time this soasen.

“ LINESMAN.™
Tre Macxer LiBRant.—No. 1,419,
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*The sum is four shillings and six-
prenec, sie” .

“ 2o von had s toxi back, had you?"
gronied Johnny Bull,

“I wasn't going to walk,” answered
Dunter, blinking at him, “1 got a lift
going, but I had to have a taxi back.
What are vou waiting for, Wells1"

“ IFour shillings nnd  sixpence, sir,”
satd Wells urbanely.

“Yon cocournge the servanta to ba
importinent heros, Wharton,” said Bun-
tor scorufullv.  “We manapo  them
Letter at Buntar Cours, I can tell you l”

“¥You fat Owl L

“Tell your butler to pay the man,
and let’s hear an end of 1017 said Bunter
impaticnity. “If you fcllows were stay-
ing  with me at Dunter Court you
wouldn't have to hire a taxi; there
would alwavs be & ear] I don’t expect
that herc: but, at least, Wharton, 1
think vou might tell vonr butler to pay
the {aximan, and not bother a puest of
YOUrs,
“Par lym, Wells,” said Harry quictly,

“Vory pood, sir.”

Wells retired from the scene.

Billy Bunter sniffed.

“That manservant’s cheeky, Whar-
ton 1" he said. “He was acting just as
if he fanecied ho wowuld lose the moncy
if he paid the taxi.”

“No faney about it 1" grunted Johnny
Eull.

“ Pogst ™

Billy Bunder dropred his weight into
an armchair  As a matter of fact, he
was rather glad to get rid of the taxi
guestion =0 casily,

He had calculated that if he arrived
home at Wharton Lodgo i o  taxi
somcbody would have to pay the taxi
man. Sull, he had net expeeted it to
bo 50 easy ns this. He had rather
foarcd that thera would be somo =ordid
argument first.

1 say, vou fellows!” Dunter blinked
roond af scriouna faces, “What are you
all looking like monling owls for?”

T lem I

" Anything happened " nsked Bunter,
“That gipey  pinched  something
alrendy ¥7

“Fathead ™

“I1—1 s=ay, I—I believe that idiot
Tuzpeelor Slacoy rang up the old foss
—I—1 mesn the colonel—when J ealled
on him,"” said Bunter. *1 never sup-
waed Lo would do anyiling of that
ind, of course,”

“You might have,” remarked Doh
Cherry, “What the dickens ¢lse was
thir man to do?”

“Well, T thouglt he'd have some senso
and aet on the informmtion T gave himn, ™
answered Bunter, © But—but if he rave
np, 1 suppase you fellows know where
i've becen,”

“The knowfulness 1s terrifie.”

“The man seems an uttor fool 1 said
Bunter peevishly., *Ho's taken no
notiee whatever of what 1 told hin,
Far as boe's concerned, that gipsy may
burgle the house to-night and got away

with ™
if&&q;fi‘
“Well, T've done my best!” said
Bunter. " Not my fault if we're all

robbed tonight, 1 shall put my purse
under my pullow, [ eanu tell you. I—1
say, Wharlon, was your unecle waxy
whenr Stacey phioned ¥°°

£d 1"{:‘5‘|?

“"He lasn’t much sense, has he?" saild
Bunter,  “That's his gratitude, T sup-
pose, for o fellow teving to save Lim
from being robbed and burgled.  Weall,
it's his own look-out now., If there are
burglars to-night 1 shan’t come down,
And if anything of mine iz raken.
Wharton, I shall bold vou responsible [V

“You howling ass [

Toe Masser Lismaey.—No. 1,419,
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“0Oh, really, Wharton "' Eunter sab
up and gave the captain of the Bemove
a severe blink. “Look Lere, if yob
can't keep o civil tongue in your head,
Wharton, you can hardly expect me to
remain  your guest here.  You see
that 7™

Wharton glanced at his friends, who
strolled awayv., What he had ro say o
DBunter was betler said in private.

“ Look heve, Bunter——" hLe =aid.

Bunter raised a fat forefimer and
wagged it at Lim,

“I moan vhat I sar!"” he declared.
“1 don't expect to find manners like my
own here; that would be cxpecting too
much. But there's a limit,  Just keep
that in mind !*

“There's a limit cortainly, ond vou've

e over it,"” said Harrv. “I'm sorry,

unter. Buat what train weonld it snit
you to catch in the morning o~

Bunter blinked at him,

“What train?" be reprated.

L1 ?m.l?

“In the morning "

# Yas."

“He, he, hel” eaclununated Buonler.
“My dear chap, I was ounly joking!
Can’t you take a jolic?  Forget all

sbout it, old fellow! I'm not leaving
vou 7

“T'm afraid=——"

“Neot a bit of 1t1” said Dunter

hreezily.  “ T promisad {o stay with you
for the Faster vae. I'm a fellow of my
word ! Rely on me.”

Wharton breathed Lard., It was not

a pleasant task, but he had to  get
through iL.

“Look  horo—Bunter—-=" Lo rec-
commenced.

“Bay no more about it, old fellow ™
said Bunter., I say, how long is it to
dinner? I'm rather hungrs.”

“ My uncle’s very waxy——"

“Bit of an old tartay, what® ashed
Bunter svmpathically, “I understand,
old chap—it's rather thick! can
stand him for a _week or two, but how
vou stand him all tho time i3 n mystery

to me. Ill-tempered old blighter,
what?"
“You cheeky fat idiot ™ roared
Wharton.

“0Oh, really, yvou know—-"

“You've made him waxy Ly going fo
the police station mhour that gipsy kid,
and meddling in what doesn’t concern
o, sald Harry, “If you woren't a
orn idiot, vou wouldn't expect unybody
to stand it. And the fuct iz, my unele
won't stand it! Got that?”

“Oh, really, Wharton——"

“You're going to cateh a {rain in the
nm[nillg.” gsald Wharton, driven to
plain English. “Do you want o look
one out in the time-table®”

“WNo!” answered Dunter. I don't!™

“Then I'll look ooe ot for vou.™

Bunter favoured him with a fat sncer.

“You pecdn’t trouble.”' he szid. *If
Pm not welecome lhere, I'll go.  I-—-T'll
telephone to Bunter Court in the morn-
ing for thie car™

‘T'll lool: out o train. in cazo the car
doesn’t turn up, then,” said Harrs

“ Beast 1"

“T'm sorry. bal—""'

“T'm not!"” said Dunier ealmly. ©I
can see now that I made a mistako in
caming to thiz zort of a show for the
hols. Hardly up to my social weight
11 vou know what I mean®"

Harry Wharten laughed.

Al serenc.” ke said,

“After what you've said, T'd clear off
thiz evening.” satd Bunter, with dignity.
“But. T shall have to make some ar-
rangoments first, As vou know. I turned
Lord Mauleverar down to comeo with
You know that”

“1 don't1"
Hand Smithr,

toag=-you know hLow

anxious Smichy was that I should join
him in that trip abread—"

“Not ap a1

“Beast! Well, I ean see row thod it
won't work—this izn's the =oart of place
for me,” said Bunter. 1 shall make
arrangements for staving with Mauoly,
or Smithy, at the very carliest possible
date. It may take s few dayps——%

“It won't 1" sald Wharton.

“Beasc "

Harry Wharton went after lis fricnede,
Billy Bunter blinked after Lim, with o
chismaved biink.  He realised thet hoe
had “done {t™ now,

Wharton, no doubt, wenld have ro.
lented; but the prim old eolonel had
evidently  told him to get shut of
Bunter. snd the eolonel wouid not re-
lent.  Diunter had  aslwayz  doubted
whether old Colenel Wharton lilied him.
MNow there was rna]li.v no doubt lefc ou
the Eubil:c:t. Bunter had to go.

“0Oh lor’ 1™ murmured Buuter.

Really Billy Bunter might have ex-
pected the “boot.” DBut he hadn't, and
it came as on unpleasant surprise to
himm.  From Billy DBunter's light and
airy conversation, any fellow—who did
not knew himl—might have supposced
that innumcrable palatial establish-
fments were open to him, and that he
had only to pick and choose,

But the sad fact was that his choice
lay between Wharton Lodge and Bunter
Court, which on close inspection
diminished to Bunter Villa, the fleet of
motor-cars to one wheney old Ford, and

the army of livericd menials to a cook
and & housemaid,

Bunter did not want fo make tho
oxchange,

_tHe was not going if Lo conld Lelp
1L.
But how could ho help it?

That, as Hamlet remarked, was the
question.  And it was a perplexing
problem  over which Billy Bunter
wrinkled his fat brows, durine the re-
mainder of that ovening.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
More Mysterious !

ARRY WIIARTON & (0.
H srailed, .
Thoey

wore gaﬂierml in
Wharton's * den,” for Lalf an
hour before going to bed. Wharten had
put the wireless on, and, af the moment,
a fruity voice with a Kensington aceent
was announcing thatl a deep depression
was spreading from Iceland to other
parts. ‘This was not very interesting in
itself. but as the wireless announcer pro-
nounced all Lis 15" as il they were
“A's" a certain amount of cntertaine
ment wig to be devived from it

But it was not the elegunt accent of
the wireless announcer that caused the
chums of the Remove to smile. It was
Billy Bunter's fat countenance,

Bunter had been thowghtful all fle
E‘L'EI]IHE’.

MNow Lz wns morg thouguifal than
CYEaer, :

Sitting by the fire in Wharton's den
he gave po heed to the wirciess; e was
too deep in meditation.

Tho subject of hig meditations was no
mystery to the juniors. They wers
aware that Bunter, having begged for
the order of the boot, and roceived the
game, was now deeplv and intensely
oceupied in considering by what imagin-
able means he could dodge the boot.

Judging by the expressicn on his far
countenance, on  which the firelighs
played, he had thought of something.

He nodded, os if 11 answer to his in-
ward thoughts.

Then e grinned.
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*“1 wasn't going o walk," said Bunter, **so I had a taxi back !** * You fat owl 1 *' exclaimed Wharion. ** Tell your
butler to pay the taximan, and let’s hear an end of it,"” said Bunter impatiently. ** If you fellows were staying with me
at Bunter Cowrt, you wouldn't have to hire a taxi. There would always bea car !

Then he nodded again,

After whkich he blinked round through
his big spectacles, and started o litile as
he found five pairs of eyes Oixed on hino

He had not been aware that his pro-
longed mental gyinnastics had attracted
attention. Now he was aware of it,

“I say, vou follows! Bhut off that
row, will you?"” said Buntep,

Whartonr politely shub off the wireless,

As Duopter was going in the morning,
everybody wanted to bo as nice o him
a3: possible. But was he going?

Some of the fellows could not help

doubting it. Bunter, in holiday time,
was sticky, and hard to gpet unstuck.

“1 say, Wharton o

“’Gﬂ 'ltlﬂ

“lend mo your electric torch, will
Fﬂu?u

“Eh? Oh! Yes! What on earth

for " asked Harry, in surprise.

“Oh! Nothing!”

“"You want to borrow my electrie
torch for nothing

“Yes! I mean, no!
Bunter.

- Waell, there it iz, on the shelf, if yon
want 1t,” said Harry, in wonder, and
Bunter blinked round at the shelf,

“Hand it to me, old chap!” said
Bunter,

“You can't get 1k yourseli ™ asked
Johnny Buoll, with sarcaszm,

“T'm situing down,” said Bunter, with
calra dignity

Wharton was sitting down, too. How-
ever, he rose, picked up the electric
torch, and handed it to Bunter, who
slipped it inmte his pockoet.

“he battery's all right?”’
Bunter, .

“ Right g= roin; nearly new.”

“Good! I don’t want ithe hiessed
thing to go out and lecave me in the
dark.”

Exactly " sand

asked

“ Thoere's light in your recom, and a
switch by th{:gbﬂd,” said Harry blankly.

*1 know that!"

“"¥Yaou're not going out at this time of
night, 1 suppose 7

“0Oh! No! Nothing of the kind!”

Y Then what the dickena do you want
my toreh for?

“Oh! Nothing ™™

Wihich was mysterious, to say the
least,  Something of a rather exira-
ordinary nature, it appeared, wis work-
ing in Billy Bunter's fat mind, which
moved in mysterioons ways its wonderz
to perform,

Bunter hlinked at the surprised faces
of the juntors,

TAhter all,” he remarked, in a very
thonghtful way, *“there's such a thing
s gratitudae”’

*aratitude P ropeated Wharton,

“1 don't mean that vou fellows know
muech aboot " aaid Bunter, with n
toarch of scorn, 1 never expoor any

ratitude from you, after all 've done
Fnr you,  MNover saw such an ungratelsl
ot.”

“What abont shoving on e wire
less™ aszked Jolnny Bull, The charme:
of Burnier’s conversation seemesd o have
patiled on Johnny,

“Ton't furn  that row l}[t,” o1l
Bunter. " Your uncle’s rather a savagn
old tartar. Wharton, if vou don't mind
my saving so——"

“1 do!™ said Wharton,

“at nfter all, he would be bound 1o
be grateful,” said Bunter.  “1 mean.
even a bad-tempered old blighter would
bhe grateful, if a follow saved him from
a heavy loss, what!™

Wharton gazed Lxodly at the Owl of
the Remove. The deseription of his
unele as o savapge old tortar, and a bad-
tompored old blighter, called for a
kicking. Dut if Bunter waz going in

the mworning, Wharton wanted him, if
possibile, to go unkicked !

“Is Wharton's uncle in danger of
losi anything ? asked Bob Cherry,
wondering whether Bunter was wandeg-
mg in his mind--such as it was!

Well, yes, rather!™

“What 1z it, then 1"

“(Oh, nothing 1"

“Totty 1" asked Bob.

“(Oh. really, Chorry—"
“The pottifulness scems to  be
terrific ! remmarked Hurrce Jamset

Ram Singh.

“Oh, reallv, Inky! Of course, it
would serve hin right,” said Bunter.
“No doubt alwut that—it would serve
himn jolly well right! Still, I should
think he would be grateful.”

“What do you mean--if you mean
anvibing ¥ asked Frank Nugent.

“(h. nothing 1

“Poor old Bunter!” said Dob.
“Doez it run in your family ¥

“Eh?! Does what run in oy family 1™

" Lunaey

" Reast ™

“Oh, turn on the wireless, for good-
ness' aake ' saud. Johnny Bull.

“"Right-he ! said Harry,

“ [ think yvou might keep that rotton
thing auiet  when s fellow wants to
take & nap ! saitd DBunter peeovishly.

“A--ge—-a rap !’ gaspod Wharton.

nap—just  before  bed-time 1™
cexclaitned Bab Cherry.

A
1) 11

He really beran to wonder now
whether  Duwter  was  wandering o
hittle. A fellow whoe proposed lo take

a nap half an hour hefore poing to
bed really seemed to be rather in need
of being taken care of.

“Well, a {ellow wants zome slecop !
said DBunter
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“1 meap—that is—loock hers, don't
1make &8 row ! said Bunter.

And with that ho leaned bLacl: in hLis
armcheir, rasted his fect on the fendar,
and ologed his eyes behind his big
spectacles

Harry Wharton & Co. looked nt ona
another. They were feeling quite con-
cerned. It really looked as if  Billy
funter was going off his rocker—and
it was certain that he had not far to
ro |
2 Snorel

Bunter was asleepl

“Well, my hat!" said Harry. .

He turned on the wireless. Sirains
of jazz, and American crocners croon-
ing through their noses, failed to
awaken Bunter. Iiis snore formed an
accompaniment—not  very musical—to
the crooning. ;

In heliday-time the juniors were a
little later te bed, sometimes, thean at
schiopl, It was nearly ten  when
Wharton turned off the wireless at
dast, and the chuma of the Remove
said good-night to one another and dis-
wrsed to their rooms. Wharton, the

st to leavas, shook DBunter Dby the
shoulder to awaken him.

Y Buntope——*

anore |

Shake, ahakel

“Gropgh!  Beast!
Lell!  Lemme alonet?

“Bod-time, fathead !” said Harry.
He shook again, and Dunter’s  oyes
opened behind his big spectacles, and

not go to bed I you're

Tain't rvising-

he blinked. *It's nearly ten.'’
“Deast 1" pgrunted Bunter. "I was
dreaming about o feed in Mauly's

etudy at Greyfriara! You've spoiled
it, you beastl Legpol™

“Well, roll off 1o bad 1"

“Can’'t I go to bod when T like!®
demanded Bunter. “ Lemme alone!™

“Well, yes, I suppose so!” said
Iarry, puzzled. “Do you mean to say
thet vou want lo zit up here by yous-
solf 1~

“Petier {han
prunted Bunter.

Harry Wharton laughed.

04, all right! lease  vourself!

vour  compans Y

THE MAGNET

Turn off tha light when you go,’’ he
goid. “Good-night, old fat mwan ™

“!E?E}I IH‘

With that valediclion, Bunter clocod
lita oyes behind hLis speetaciez again.
1in was snoring by the time Wharton
loft the den, and <closed the door
behind him,

Why Billy Bunter chese to =it up hy
himself wos a raystery to the capiam of
the Remove. Howevor, 1f Bauanter
wanted to, he was welcome, so far az
that wont, and Wharton went to his
bed-room, and to bed, and left lum
io it.

And when all Wharton Lodge settled
down to elumber that night, Billy
Bunter was still sprawling in the arne-
olair in tho den, before the dying fire,
snoring. And it was pot till the firve
had gone out, and midnight had
ctruck, that the fat Owl of the Remove
awoke, shivering, and =sat up.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter on the Watch !

75 ILLY BUNTER heaved limsclf
5, out of the armchatr,
o If¢ Llinked at the cleck on
thie mantelpiece.
It wns o quarter-past twelvo,
1fe removed lis  big  spectacles,
yubbed hia sleepy eyes, and replaced
itha spectacies on lus fat little nose.
Hucil the fire been still burninge
bright and warm, it was probable that

Billy Bunter would have settled down
in thoe armchair again, Ho had had
a rother long “nap®; but he was

slocpy. .

Hut the fire was out; the night was
chilly; and Bunter was wide awake.
These circumstances helped him fo
keep to the resolvo lie had formed
bofore settling down for that nap.

Tho other fullows were long in bed
and fast astecp. If they wore dreaming,

they certainly did not dream  of
Bunter's mavterious E}It‘ﬁt:["ﬁd!ﬂg:t. .
Harry Wharton, when he tnrned in,

Lad naturally supposed that Dunter
would do the same when he tired of
sitling vp alone.

Football ml Mystery—~Cup Final Thrills!

Wembley Stadium ! MNincty thousand yelling

spectators | The raost amazing Cup Final in
foothall history has just been plaved and won!

The roar rises to a mighty wave ot cheening
as the hero of the match eomes on to the
pitch, wheeled in a bathchair, hiz head n
bandazes. plaster covering his face!

Josh Varden won the Cup for Denstanton
Rovers., but he made a crock of himselt
doing so!
this sensational Cup Final story featuringe
Barnacle Bill, the ﬂne-legged sailor trainer who
trained his team with doses of o heavy rope's

end! This grand yarn is in to-day s RANGER.

How and why you'll discover in

Ask NOW for

The RANGER

Every Saturday. At all Newsagents. 2d.

That waz far {row being  Billy
Dunter’s inteniion.

Bunter had great plans to corry out
that nighet!

Bunter had pondered. and pondered,
and pondered: and he was sausfied that
he had pondered to some purpose !

Instend of proceeding to hia own
room, to go to bed, Billy Dunter
stepped to the deor, opencd it o few
inches, blinked out, and listoned.

All was derk amd silent.

At that hour of the night the last
light had becen extinguished in Whar-
ton Lodge, except the light in Whar-
ton's “den,® and the whole house was
still.

Bunicr listencd infently.

But no sound cume, and he closed the
door again. Then he crossed to the
communicating-door that led to Whar.
ton's bed-room, and opened it a few
inches, as ke had done with the door
on the corridor, and listened again,

He heard the steady breathing of n
sleeper

“I"ast asleep, Lhe beast ! murmuted
Bunter, and he closed the door.

Next he erossed to the french window.
which gave on the baleony outside,
wheneo thero was a stair down to the
garden.

1ie drew azide the hangings al the
windows, and blinked out into the
starry April night. :

Then, remembering that tho light
would shine out mto the night he
bhurriedly switched 1t off.

He opened the fremnch window and
stepped out on the baleony.

This was at the side of the house:
and from i1, in the starlight, Billy
Bunter could sce the garags ar a little
distanece :

He fixed Lis eves, and his spectacles.
on that building.

There was no light ithere, and ang-
pne olse locking at it might have sup-
posed tnat the gipsy Loy, wha now
occupted the chauffeur’s quarters, was in
bed and asleep.

But Billy Bunter did not suppose so.
He did not supposc =0 for n moment!
Bunter knew Letter than that—or, al
all eventz, he was cobvineed that he
did 1

Unless Bunter was mistaken—which
scemed improbable to  DBunter—that
young villain of a gipsy was wule
awake that night!

He wans o doubiful character! He
was there in disguise | He had imposed
con the foolish old colonel to the extent
of being allowed to stay in the place!
For what reason? Obviously—to
Bunter—to rob thoe House! What elsc
could his objoct be?

Bunter had no doubt abont that!

And Bunter was going to “put paid "
to him! That was the meaning of his
mysierious remarks which had made
the chums of the Remove wonder
whether he was wandering in Lis mind.
That was why he had stayed up n
Wharton's den, while the other fellows
went to bed. That was why he had
taken o nap in advanee, and was now
gtirring while overybody clse elept |

Bunter was on the wontchl

There was, as he had said, such o
ihing asz gratitude. It was clear—to

Bunter—that the gipsy's  objeet was
volibery! There was nothing to Emj;
him—unless Bunter did! And i

Bunter frusteated his knavish tricks,
surely the least that Colonel Wharton
cold do wonld be to thank inm grate-
fully. end ndmit that he had been in
the right nll along! »

The proof of the pudding was in the
cating ! If Bunter actually spotted the
rogue sk hiz nefarious work, it would
prove that Dunter was right! And i



he aaved the old colonel from o lieavy
losa at the hands of that young viilain
of a gipsy, obviously the “order of the

t * would bo washed outl Instead
of catching an early train in the morn-
ing, Bunter would remain—a distin-
guished and honourcd guest!

Bunter, certainly, would nct have
given up a night's_rest merely to pre-
vent & burglary. But it was worth 1b
to avoid that early train in the morning.
Billy Bunter, as usual, was thinking
wholly and solely of his fat self.

It was rather pleasant to look forward
to-the morrow, when everybody would
acknowledge that he had been right, all
along the line, and thot everybody clse
had been a silly assl

It was alsa pleasant to think of that
villainous voung gipsy, who had kicked
Bunter, being led awn%, like Kugene
Aram, with gyves upon his wrists |

Most plensant of all was the prospect
of continuing his Easter holidays whero
he was, instead of departing for Bunter
Court.

With watchful eyes and spectacles,
Bunter blinked into the starry night,
and considered his next step.

His frst iden had been to keop watch
within tho house and give the alarm
when the burglar came. But though he
was certain that the burglar was com-
ing, he was quite in the dark as to when
and where ha would come. It would bo
rather a fizzlo if he kept watch and ward
in ona spot, while the gipsy was burgling
and getting away in another!

So his next idea was to keep waich
from the balcony outside Harry Whar-
ton's den—whera he stood now,

From that point he could see tho
garage, whero the suspected bad
character had his guarters, But starry
as the night wae, the garage was only
a dim mass at o distance, and Bunter
realised that the gipsy, or & dozen
gipsics, might steal out of it unsecn by
him. And there was no doubt that it
would be & wroetehed “ fizzle ¥ if the bur-
glary took place in the house, while he
was blinking from the baleony.

8o the third idea came into his fat
mind, on which he acted. He crept
auietly down the steps from the baleony
to the garden. _

If he was going to watch the gipsy at
all, he had to watch him closer at hand,
and it was easy cnough.

It was important, of course, to keep
in eover. Bunter did not like the idea
of running into the gipsy and risking
getting knocked on the lead.

About l;hu:.ti indeed, Bunter was very

articular! * SBafery first V' had always
ﬁ;en Bunter's motto. .

30 he was very, very cautlous as lhe
tiptoed away from the house. He
blinked to the right and he blinked to
the left, and his fat cars were on the
strain all the time. ]

But he saw nothing but shadotvs in
the starlight; he heard nothing but the
sough of the wind in the trees,

It was not likely that ihe thief-in-the-
night was yet “on the go.” The small
hours were the time for burglaries. Tho
oung villain, of course, would wait till
e was sure Lhat all was safe. Bunter
was in ample time to catch him when he
started,

The gnrrage, of course, was closed and
locked and dark. The rcoms above
were reached by o stair from a door at
the side of the building.

Dutside that door was a parch.

Bunter crept into tho porch. Ia
groped over the door, and found that it
was shut and immovable. Evidently the
occupant of the chauffenr’s rooms had
not come down vt .

Yatisfied of that, the fat junior looked
roumd for cover. 'The 1dea was fo
watch the young villain when he started,
follow him=-at a safe distance—and givo
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the alarm when he began burgling.
Safe cover was requirved. Luckily, it wos
there, right at hand, .
Bunter turned on Harry Wharton's
clectrie torch and blinked in its light
round the porch, One side of the porch
wag oecupled by a large oaken bench.
Under that bench was ample room for
Bunter.
“Good 1™ murmured the fat Owl,
He shut off the Light agatn,
But he did not immediately squeezo
his fat person under the bench. 1t was
sale cover—poriectly safe; and from
under it Bunter could not fail to spot
anvone passing. But it was rether cold
and uncomfortable there. It was not a
recess in which &ni- follow would have
chosen to pass an hour or more, 1f he
conld have helped it.
Bunter deeided to sit on the bench and
listen in the dark. At the first sennd he
would pop out of sight.
He sat down. . 3
Long minutes passed in silence and
gloom  Bunter was sleepy. DBut ho «did
not dare to close his eyes behimd hia
spectacles. -
The bare thought of heing ecaught
there by the villain when he came, was
enough to keep even the sleepy Owl wide
swalo,
He had not the slightest doubt that
the gipsy, if he cavught him on tho
watch, would knock him on the head
without scruple or ruth. Bunter had a
naturally strong ohjection to being
knocked on his fat head, Thero was
little, Eerhapa, of an intellectual nature
to be damaged. Still, Bunter was very

articular sbout his fat napper. So far
?rum closing his eyes, he kept them very
wide open ndeecd, and his fat cars on
the alert. The slightest sound would
have heen sufficient to send him scuttling
into cover like & fat rabhit.

But there was no sound from within,
The long, long minutes passed—and they
seomed very long indead !

What the time was Bunter did nok
know. His wateh was not & going con-
eern.  But he knew that it was past one
in the marning—perhaps nearer two—
when from the deep silence of the night
a sonnd camae to hiz twitching fal ears.

Foolsteps !

Soft, stealthy, but unmistakable fool-
steng !

Bunter's fat hieart gave a bound. The
noxt instant. Bunter himself gave o
bound. Palpitating, he crammed him-
self under the oaken beneh and huddlad
there, silent, with thumping heart.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter’s Discovery !

UNTER lLeld his breath.
B Faootsteps |

Footsteps 1n the derk poreh.
only & yerd from his fat litile
nose, a5 he crouched under the bonch,

Tor somae moments sheer funk domin
nted Dunter. DBut even then he realized
that the footsteps cama from withont,
not from within.

That was utterly unexpectod.

Bunter was on the wateh for the gipsy
io come out at the door on the porel.
But there was no sound from within the
building : the door had not stirred. The
faotsteps came from outside. And ihey
were the footsteps of more than one!
Dark as it was in ihe porch, Bunter
could dimly make out two pairs of hoots
anid trouser-ends, passing eloze to tho
hench under which he was crammed.

His fat brain was unable for {ihe
moment to deal with the unexpccted
situation,  DBut the certainty that his
presenee there was nnt suspected, re-
vived him a little. Whoever these mau
were, it was plain that they had not the
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faintest suspicion that apyone hut them-
selves was in the poreh.

Who-—what—were they ?

Burglars—if they were burglors—
would hardly want to burgle rooms over
a garage. But that they were some-
thing of the sort was clear, from the fact
that they were there at all.

Confoderates of the gipsy—who had
como to help him in his nefarious work.
That was it, of course! Bunter, as soon
as he was able to think, had no doubt
of it.  Hardiy dnri‘nﬁ to breathn, he
listened, expecting to hear a tap at the
door, or a signal whistle.
. But all he heard was a sound of grop-
ing as if & hand was feeling over the
outside of the door. The fect shuffled
faintly as the two men moved. A long
minuate paszed—a very long minota
Then & whispering voice camo :

“What about it, Biter 7

Bunter barely repressed a_ jump.
Whispering as it was, that voico was
familiar to his fat ears. He had heard
it only that afternoon. It was the veice
of the agreeable stranger who had given
him a Lt in the car to Wimford, and
had been so politely and pleasantly in-
terested in his conversation! The man
with the foxy featuresl

A deeper, huskier voico cnswered,
also_in a whisper:

“Ensy na ple, Jimmy! I'd open it
like a blooming oyster.”

(et going, then.”

Bunter Lad no deubt—he could have
no doubt—that these prowlers of tho
night were confederates of that rascally
young gipsy. If so, their proceedings
were odd enough., Instead of signalling
to the gipsy within, they wero going to
force the door by steslth.

He heard & faint click, and knew that
the lock was open. He knew that onn
of them was prnwnﬁ‘ on the door. But
it remained shut. The husky voice of
Biter whispered again:

* Bolted I

He heard the other man multer an
ﬁaﬂg. ) 2 I

iter was groping and pressing ab tho
door, with an experienced hnng;rl. 18
husky voice whispered :

r “COne bolt—at the botlam 1 IL'H take
e,

“(iot at it 1?

“Leave it to me, Jimmy! Burpn a

glim 1™

Bunter shuddered.

If they turned on a light——

But it was tho merest glimmcr Irem
a tiny clectric torch that broke the
darkness, and the beam was directed on
the foot of the doar.

Tho man ealled Jimmy—that obliging
and agreeable motorist—was standing in
a bending attitude, holding the light,
The other man—a burly, thick-set man—
was on his knees, “kmqn tools from a
deep  pocket, Bunter heard a low,
grinding sound.

Ho was safal Their backs were to
him, and they were concentrated on the
task of cutting a seection out of tho
woodwork to release the bolt within, A
woll-giled brace and bit ground its way
through. Tho sound was faing, hardly
breaking the silence. Bunter heard tho
voice of the leaning man with the light.

“Wo'll get him, Biter 1"

“That thero bolt won't stop ns,
Jimmy, anyhow. I ain’t betting on him
heing the eavey you want!l But we'll

pe 17°

“I'mm banking on it! Who can he bn
—a boy of Drake’s pge, disguized as o
gipey—r>»" o

¥ § you got it right from i{Lat {at

VY —

“T did1 The fat fool babbled all ho
hnew ! Drake caeme in this direction
from Wimford—and disappesredl Ha
l:az friends here—old school friends.
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That pui me on a false scont af first.

1 f—

“1f it's -Drake, we grt him !

“1t iz Drake!" breathed Jimmy the
Fox, “le is an old school friond of
the boy Wharton, so it s eertain that
Wharton's urcle wmust know him,
found ont ro-day, too. that he kipows
Ferrere Locke. Locke s a relative of
liis . gephew's headimaster  at school.
Locke has sent the boy here for safety,
I tell vou, as soonm as that fat fool
bablbled about a boy coming here dis-
guized as a gipsy, I koew.”

“Woll, we got him I™

"%Iick ' imuttered Jimm’y the Fox.

“Iive minutes will do it i

Bitor concentrated on his tazk in the
limmmer of the light held by the foxy-
%&md ML, y

Bunter, ander the bench, felt his head
turning round. :

His fat brain was in a whirl.

Even the fatuous Owl, after he hadl
heard, could not imagioe that these
ﬂ:}en were confederates of e gipsy

¥

It was plain, even to Bunter, that they
wore forcing & stealthy entrance into
the gipsy's quarters with hostile intent.

Tt was the name of Drake that gave
the bewildered owl 8 clue to the truth,
e remembered the talk he had heard
pinong the juniors that day on the sub-
jeet of their meeting with the man with
the automatic ¢ .

Ho had given it little attention at the
time; but it camo back into bLis fat
mind now.

This man, within twoe or three feet of
bim, this agrecable motorist who had
given him & hit, was the wman with the
automatic] That awiul fact dawoped on
Billy Bunter's fat brain.

No doubt he bad an automatic abonot
him at this very moment ! The Owl of
Groviriars shivered at the thought.

They were after Droke!

The gipsy !
Elnwﬁp, ut surely, DBunter began to
understand. It was bewildering, Lut

his fat mind grasped it at last

The gipsy was, as he knew, in dis
gtise, and no real gipsy ! Buot e was
not & crook—he was not a cracksman,
designing to crack the colonel’s safe!
He was anything but that! He was, in
fact, Ferrers Locke's boy assistant, Jack
Drake, and these prowlers of the night
knew if !

That, of course. was how the gipsy
had knawn the junsers’ names and all
about them, and had so astonished them
with hizs knowledge! (M eourse he
brnew, if he was Jack Prake. ouee of the
Lrreyfriars Remove |

There was o faimt grinding of s keen
epw. It worked in a eivele from the
liole boved in the door.

They had been there, perhaps, ten
winntes, It seemed apos, conturies to
the fat Owl of the Remove.

There was a movement, and he knew
that Biter had removed o section of
waod. Another faint sound, and he was
awara that tho cracksman's  hand,
thrust through the apertiure, had with-
drawn the bolt.

A low ercak and the door opened.

“All clear now, Jitnmy 1Y came the
Riter's husky whisper. “If it's Drake,
weo got him, and yvou can Lbank on that !

“It's Drake!”

“VYou got the chloralorm-pad 1#

“Did you think I should forget 1t 7"

“Get on, then 1™

Silently the two dark figures dizap-
peared within, he door was closed
aftor them, and left unfastenced.

Bilenee |

Billy Bunter gasped.

Slowly, eautionsly, fearfully he put lis
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head out from under 1he bench. like a
tortatse putling its head ont of (he shell,

They were gone—into the bulidimgt
Jack Drake was at their merey ! I his
bed-room door was |lecked that would
not stop the Biter lopg !

Slowly, with the perspiration trickling
down s fat face, DBanter crawled out
Irﬂ"l' ||["|f_|f_"]" l'I'Il"' I'!ﬂ"l:l{:h. .f‘l Fh““t H'{:Ilill{i
}lﬁ'ﬁ'f‘ “‘L'l'-‘,l]i.ﬂ]”_"l;,] I_}'l'.i!l..:if" ﬂlll_! E}Il* h.ill'l 1N
his guard. Tt would alo have drown
tie attention of rhe two cracksmen to
Bunter, The fat Owl did not think of
ultering & sound |

He crept out of the porch and tintoed
awgy ! t a distance he broke into a
rutt, armd bolted back to the hoanse! He
senittlod up the steps to the baleony.
rolledf in at the french windows of
Whatton's den. blundered across 1t in
tha dark to the door of Wharten's bed-
voows, and blustercd n, panting.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFTER.
Removites to the Reseue!
HJ\RR? WHALRTON awoke sud-

denly.
A fat hand, clawing over hia
faece in the dark awakened hin,
and he started out of shumber with o

Lo,

“"{noogh! What— Urrggh !V

“0Ob dearl ©Oh erikey !l Oh lor'1”
carne o gasping voice from the darkness,

Y Buntor [

“(ih erikey 1¥

“You hm\ﬂing 1diot 1

“Oh dear ™

“You hlitherin owl, what's this
pame?” Harry Wharlon sat l!l: in bed.
6L Yriru iimm;huld’ bandersnateh 17

S l=—] say—"

“What have you woke me up for?®
hissed Wharton.  “ What are you doing
up in the nuddle of the night?
What—"

“0Oh erumbs! 1 say—

“Wait 6l I get hold of my pillow 1™
satd the captain of the Remove, in con-
cenirared tones. “Jost wait a tick !

“I—I say, you silly ass, they're after
hing " gasped Bumer. 1 say, they're
i Lhe garage now——="

“"Wha-at ¥"

“1—1I found them ont. I—I came to
tell you. 1 tell rpou they've got a
chlorofornm: pad for hnon—

“Thoy=lhm—who—what *"*  stuitered
Whastan, “ Are vou potty, or is 1hiz a
nightmare, or what ¥

“Droke—Jack Drake!™ panied DBun-
tor.

“Prake ! What about Deake¥™

L girr.*-}'ﬂ”

“What about the gipsy ™

“He's Drake I

“What ™ howled Wharton.

T mean., Deake's the pipsy 1

Harry Wharton stared blankly at the
fut figure bestde his bhed in rhe gloouw.
The juniora had suspeeted that evening
that Billy Buuter was going “off lis
rockor." The astonnded caplain of the
Itemove could only conclude that he
had now gone !

LE]

A fat land grabibed him by the
shoulider.
“Ain't you pgeiting up?” gazped
Bunter.

1

* Look heve. Bunter——'

“1 tell vou they're after him 1 howled
Bunter. o Bmﬁ of them—in the
garage—and they know he's Drake 1

“Who's Drake * gasped Whartow,

“That gipsy kid! =1 thought he
was a burglar, and was watching for
hin:: but he's Drako, and thex're after
lim [7?

“Draket That gipsy
You've pofty—>"

“Aro you getting up ' howled Bun-
ter.  “You'd botter woke the housel

kid Drake!

Calt Wolls! Call

Call your unela!? :
i

evervbhody | T say

EFlarey Wharton groped for the swiich
al the head of his bed, and turned on
the light, Tt gleamed on the white, per-
b{.‘m'mg. terrified fage of the Owl of the
Bemove, Bunter gave a squeak.

“Don"t turn on the light, fathead !
They'll sce it, perhaps o

“The blinds are elostal,” said larvey.
He turned out of bed, and grasped
Bunter by a fat shoulder. ™ Now, yon
piffling wlhiot, tell me what's happoned,
if 1t's not n nigl

wmare,”

Bunter Lobbled 1t out.

Wharton lsteped in mingled amaze-
mint and inereduliny. It soundod to
i}im more like nightmare than sober
act.

But ho realised that it had to be
looked inte, and without the loss of &
mament, Leaving Dupler (o pasp, he
ran out of the room, to wwaken his
frignds.

That was very gquickly done, Tho
Co. turned out, in greal astonishment,
in their pyjamas. They fairly Llinked
at what Wharton teld them.

“Utter rot ™ said Johnny Bull.

HThe rotlulness is terrific!™

Sounds like nightimore 1" said Frank

Nugent,

“Too much supper!” rvemarked Dob
Churry.

“llold on, though!” said Dob.

“That ginsy kid knew a lot about us—
I conldn’'t make that out! If he was
Drake——*

Y ulling our  leg Y said  Nugont.
"Dirake was always a ot of o jokerl
But it doean’t scem

Wharton cut in:

“1f it"s only DBunter’s rot, we'll jolly
well kick himn ! But he looks as if he's
hat a scarnl Woe've pol to go and
Spp—?

“Where's my baga?”

“Where's my shoes 7

“Get hold of something, in case it's
true,” said Harry, “1There's a bag of
galf clubs in my den—take ono
cagh—"

“And I'll jolly well lay one round
runter. i he's spoofing us at this tino
of night !’ giowled Johnny Bull

“Mever mind that—buck up ™

Ilarry Wharton was already almost
convineed.  Startling as Bunter's tale
was, @ dozen little cireumstances {lashed
mta his mind that secmed to lend it
colour,  Anyhow, there was no doubt
that il was necessary to ascertain, with-
out the loss of 2 moment, whether any-
ihing was going on at the garage.

Staving only for trousers and shoes,
ihe Famous Five hurried to Wharton's
den, where they cquipped themiselves
with a polf club cach. If there wero
two ercoks at work at the garage, it
was eloar that weapons might be necded.

“T sny. yvou fellows!” DBunter camo
through from Wharon's bed-room, as
they dragged the clubs from the bag,
“1'say, I—I'm rather out of breath--1
—I'll come after you "

“Stick where you fathead ™
answered Bob {th:*rrfh )

“ No need to tell him that, if there's
any danger 1" grunted Johnny Bull

H Beoast 1M

The Famous Five, elubs in hand,
hurriwed out to the baleony and ran
down the steps into the garden,

Ouwietly, but +very swiltly, they ran
across to the garage, and stopped ut tho
porch at the side of the building.

All was dark and silent there.

Johnny Bull gave a grunt.

AN rot!” he 5a.i-|_i. “MNizhtmare—oe

ulling our leg—""

i Qtﬁetl" whiaspered Wharton.

Fle groped to the door in the porch,
and tried it with his haud. It pushed
open at his touch.,

are
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“ Aren't you getting up ? ** gasped Bunter, grabbing Wharton by the shoulder. ** I tell you the cracksmen are alter him,

and they knew he's Drake—-"’

** Drake ? ' ejaculated Wharion.

“* Who's Drake 2 *'

* The y kid 1 ** howled

Bunter. “‘I thought he was a burglar, but he’s Drake, and they’re alter him ™

His heart beat ! Obviously, the gipsy
could not have gone to ked leaving the
door open.

Bunter's tale was truc!

The next moment, Wharton had proof
of it, 88 ho groped over the door, and
felt the aperture where the section had
been sawn out to get ot the bolt. :
; jlndetcppcd baek, and rejoined his

riends,

“It's right!” ho whispered. “The
door's open—it's been forced! They—
they'ro inside 1

“3h, my hat ¥ breathed Nugent,

In the starlight, outside the porch,
tho Famous Five looked at one another,
wiih hentinﬁ; hearts, They gripped the
golf clubs hard. RBilly Bunter's tale,
amazing as it was, was true. At least,
it was eertuin now that an entrance had
been  foreed into  the building, by

prowlers of the night! On that point,
at least, there was no shadow of doubt.

“Jlavk ! breathed Bob Cherry.

There was a gound from within, The
juniors, with throbbing hearts, listened.
bowas a sound of soft footsteps.

They're coming 1 breathed
Wharton.

*Then—they've got huim ¥ whispered
Tlarry. “1i—if it's Drake—Llhey've got
him—chloreformed.” .

He said no wore, bat he signed to
lis comnrades to take up their stand on
either side of the porch. Standing back
From the entrance, they wera invistble to
anyonae coming out. Wharton, Nugent,
and Hurrce Singh stood on one side—
Fiob Cherry and Johnny Bull on the
other ! Aned they gripped their clubs
and waited.

Footsteps c¢amie through thoe poreh,
They came softly and stealthily; but the
tread told of wen who were cavrving
something  heavy. What wero. they
carrying ¥ The Greyfviars juniors knew

only taoo well !

There was a whispering voice:

“Quick, when wo get ouiside, Biter |
There's ton much starlight to please
mﬂ_”

“ Nobody's about, Jimmy ™

¥ No—but lose no time getting 1o the
car.” Thero was s low chuckle, “By
pum, we've rot him—we've got him
zafe! Terrers Locke sent him here for
safetvy—and played right into our hands,
The Dandy will be out in a month from
now, Biter, if Ferrers Locke wants to
see his boy alive again. Get on!®

Two dark fgures emerged from tho
povch, moving swiftly. Tllp:-,r wero
carrving between them a still form,
rolled in a blanket. They moved swiftly
—but not eso ewiftly as flive wamnﬁ
I"tgq[ms, that leaped forward as if move
by the same spring, and slashed at them
with whirling gu]F cluba,

There was a yell of startled rago.

The fGgure in the blanket dropped to
the ground Jimmy the Fox, and Biter
recled and sm%gered under the crashing
clubs, DBlow aftter blow rained on them.
Jimmy the Fox, recling, dodged, and
darted away, howling with pain and
rage as he went, But his comrade was
not so lucky., The DBitor went down
stuntted. and lay like a leog. Harry
Wharton & Co. rushed after the f[oxy-
facedd man as he fled: Lot Jimmy tho
Fox vanished to the shadows of the
night; and thevy ran back and gathered
round ilic still form in the blanket.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
- Saved !

“gF S0t Deake?”

E Harry Wharion rolled baclk the
blanket, swathed round the still
igure that lay on the ground.

The brown tzen of the pipsy was
revealed, in the April starlight.

The faco was auite unconscious; the

eyes closed. Thero was o faint sickly
scent lingering about the ingensible boy ;
tho scent of -fhiumfarm. The ehums of
the Remove gazed down at the still face.
Wharton, in silenece, pointed to the
brown cheek-—-where the brown had been
rubbed away, lecaving a clear white
atch. It was a proof that, as Bunter
ad stated, the gipsy boy was in disguise
—that the swarthy complexion was the
work, not of Nature, but of art. Thoy
could guess that the boy, taken by sur-
prise in his sleep, had fallen he !]lEE&
inta enemy hands; and aiter the chloroe-
form had reduced him to insensibility,
Jimmy the Fox had made sure thab
there was no mistake—by cleaning thab
patch of the brown cheek, and revealin
the white skin beneath, It was proof

“It's Drake!" said Harry. “I'm
sure of it, though 1 can’t say that 1
recognise him in that rig~—but you can
sen that his brown colour comes off.
Let's get him to the bouse,”

“What about—" Dob Cherry madoe
a gesture towards the stunned croacks-
man, lying huddled on the earth,

“ Never mind lum—let’s look alter
Drauke.”

The juniors picked up the insensiblo
boy, and earricd him away towards tho
house. Drake was in lns pyjamas, as
tiee kidnappers had lifted him from his
bed, and they rolled the blavket round
him again, to earry him.

He was carried up the steps from the
gardon to the baleony outside Wharton®s
den, as the guickest way into the liousc.
As tho juniors bore him throngh the
frepch windows, there wns o sgqueak
within.

e Eﬂ.i;', vou follows——"

“ Halle, hallo. halle! Bunler, old fat
hean!  You've lost your shave of the
scrap ! grinned Bob. “I'ut oo the
light, fatty."”

Tug Magser Liseany.—No. 1,418,
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Bunte: switchod on tha light.

He blinked through his big spoetacles
at the inscnsible gipsy, Drake—if it
was Drako, as the juniors no longoer
doubted—showed no sign of returning
CONSCIOLSTITSS,

“I say, you fellows, he doesn't look
lika Drake,” said . Bunter. “I-—1I
thought he was a burglar, you know,
hning; in disgmsa.”

“ Fathead '

“Well, what was a fellow to think?"
demanded Bunter warmly, “And it
was I14.}":,-' lucky for him I was on the
watch., anyhow,"

“That's s0," admitted Dob,
been useful for onece, Bunter.
who can't ornamental ought
make themsclves useful™

“ Beast 17 ,

“Take him to my room,” said Harry.
“We'll put him 1n my bed, and then
T'll eall my unclo.”

“ Rather a surprise for him to find
Drake here,” sard Nugent.

Wharton shook his head.

“ He must have known,” he answered.
“Drake couldn™t have played this gama

“You'vae
Fellows
Loy

without iy uncle knowing=—and he
wouldn't, erther."
“Oh1” said Bobh. “0Of courso! Fer-

rors Locke must have had some reason
for sending him hero like this. And,
of course, he fixed it up with Coloncl
Wharton, That was how the kid got a
job in the parage 2o casily.” He
chuckled. “I wonder what on earth theo
oamea fs "

“Oh erileey ! gasped Bunter, "1 say,
vou fellows, do you think the old fossil
—1 mean tho colonel—Lknew that thes
kid was Drako?”

“OF course he did, ass 1"

"0k lar'!  I—1 suppose that's why
he was 50 ratty when I wont to the

olice station sbout him[” gasped
unter.  “Still, what was o fellow to
think? 1 thought——"

“ YVou Jidn't,” nnswered Ilab. * You
never have, amwl you can't ™

“Ynh!"

Drake was carvied to Wharton's bed,
and placed therein, Although he was
sunk in deep  uuconscrousness, it
appeared that o had oot Loen hurk.
It was only a question of waiting f[or
the effects of the drug to wear off.

But for the intervention of the Grey-
friars fellows, Drake would have awak-
cned from that drogered sleep in the
hands of the Lkidpappers—in  some
lidden den, where he was to be held
w3 a hostage for the “ Dandy.”

There was no doulit that Billy Bunter
Lad come in useful,

I1¢ had beon wrong all along the line,
of course—mistaken m every single wdea
Lie had formed on the subjeet. That
was only to be expeeted from Bunter,
Neverthelss,  proceciding  from  one
stupidity to another, DBunter had un-
doubtedly caused Drake to Be saved
from the clutehes of the Dandy’s gang.

The Co. remained with Drake, whilo
Tlarry Wharton hurried away to call
niz nnele,

Punter staved with tlom.

Billy Banter's fat Lrain was at worl:.
Even Dunter realised now how egregi-
auzly he had been mistaken,  As the
facts did not reflect very mueh eredit

on Bunter, hoe decided in favour of
fict ron.

“I say, rou [fellows, perbaps you'll
admit that T was right oow,” saud tho
Jut Ohel,

“ Bow-wow 1"

“T'd like to know what would have
happened if T hadn't been Lere 7" said
Burder.  "Whe watehed over that
chap's ralely, while you were snoring
uy hed 7

Ty Awexrr Lionany.—No. 1,419,
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“"You foncied ho was a burglar, you
blithering idiot "

“{h, really, Cherry—--=="

" Did you know he was Drake 7" asked
Jolimoy Bull sarcasticallv.

“Well, perhaps 1 didn™t exactly know
that he was Drake,” admitted Bunter
cautiously, “Dut I knew that he was
in dunger. That's why 1 watched over
him at the risk of my life."

“Oh, my hat!”

“Chuek it, fathead 1™

“You can call a fellow names,"” said
Bunter, with dignity. * But if I hadn's
been on the watch they'd have had
him. Fd like o 300 you fellows keep-
ing wateh in the middle of the night,
with desperate erooks creeping abouot.
You fellows would have been scared out
of wvour wits, 1 wasn't

“Have you any to be seared out of 77

" Beast !

Thers was o hurried fc-ﬂtste];;, and
Colonel Wharton came in, balf-elacd, in
n  dressingepown, followed by s
nephew, The old military geotleman®s
face was very startled.

“Drake!” he exclaimed.

“ Here, sir!” said Bob, .
“Ie's all right, sir!” squeaked Billy
Bunter, 1 was watehing over him,

amd T shaved his wife—I wean saved
his life!™

Unbeeding the fat junior, the colonel
stepped to the bedsile, e fixed his
eves on tho unconscious face of IFerrers
Locke's assistant.  Then he glanced
cound a2t Lhe junicis.

““THE BAD MAN FROM BAR-01”
by Framk Richards

Here's a great yara ol Western schaol
adventure thet’s much teo good 1o
miss. Giet o know the pals of Pack-
asddle School, and enjoy their thrilling
ndventures.  Ask for our papular com-
panion peper

The GEM

On Sale Now Price 2d.

“Yeou know now thal—timt—""

“We know hoe's Drake, sir,” said Bob.
“Runter got it from theose Llighters wo
coane after him 1™

“1 was watching over lum, "™

“Who gave the alaem?” asked Colenel
Wharton.

“1 did "' howled Bunter,

U e silent 7 snapped the colonel.

“{h, really, =ir i

“PBut—but Bunter did, unele,” said
Harry. *“The silly ass was keeping an
eve on the pipsy for some fatheaded
vieepaon, and so-—

“1 was watching over him!" roared
Daunter indignantly, “ 1 thonght be was
H{ﬂng 1o l:lurgh: tho house—1 mean that
I knew that he was in fearlvl d:mgcr,
and so——-"

“You ahsurd Lboy!
eolonel. ™ 3ay ne-more

“ O, really, you know——

The colonel gpave o snort. Useful as
the fat Owl had been, he did not seom
to lianve risen very much in the colonel’s
esbimation.

“ [Remain with Drake, my bowvs,” =aid
Colonel Wharton, “I wil! go down to
the garage with Brown”

He harried away; but Ly the time
L arreived at the parage with Brown tho
Biter was gone. The stunned craclsman
had recovered bis senses by that time,
and dizsappeared into the night, ar
away on the «nsky roads the sound of
3 <ar came fainti;r.' back, The kid-
nappers were gone; bot they had gone
without Jarl; %rnl-:e.

par
H

snapped  the

¥

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER
No Train for Bunter]
ILLY BUNTER did not catch an
B geacly train in the mornmmg,
HHe did not catch a train at
nil.

e did not, az a maticr of fact, turn
out of bed ull past noon—having a good
deal of leeway to make up in the way of
sleo.

When Bunter came down at last, it
waz cloze on lunch-time.  Almost for tho
firat !timu in history Bunter had missed o
meal,

He rollod out on the terrace, in the
bright April sunshinn,

Harry Wharton & Co. were thore, and
with thoin was arother fellow: ensily
recogmised now w3 Jack Drake.

‘The gipsy dizguiso was gone, It was
wscless now that it was evident thab
Juminy the Fox was “wiso ' to it.

Drake was plad cnough to be dene
with 1t. It was not by his wish that ho
had adopted a disguize to conceal him-
self from the onemies of Perrers Locks,

His handsome face was a little pale,
but otherwise he looked At and well
cnough, and he was dressed in & suit of
Harry Wharton's, which ftted lim
prr_'tt?' well, Al the Co, wore with him,
they had already fixed it that they were
not going to lev Urake out of their sight.

“We're going to bo your jolly old
Lbodyguard, old bean!™ Tob Cherry was
gaying as Bunter blinked out on the
terrace through hiz big spoectacles.
“Though ['ve a jolly good mind to
punch your hrad, too, for pulling our
leg as you did yesterday t*

Jack Droke laughed.

“You'll be safc here, Drake!™ said
Farry Wharton. " And you're going to
stay, old fellow—it will be ripping to

ave vou for the holidays—*

“The ripiulness will be terrifie, my
csteemed and  ludicrous Drake!™ de-
clared Hurrce Jamzer Ram Singh.

“And when we go on to iy place,
you'll come with us!” said Bob Chorvy,

Drake’s face became grave.

“I'd like 1it, no end,” he said. *]

wasn't keen on taking cover in a dis
guise, but Mr, Locke was anxious for
my safoty, and orders are orders. But
1t's turned out a fizele; though I can't
guess yet how Jimmy the Fox got wise
mh]ti ¢'ss:lfu:' sleyving, 1'd like it no end
—bit——

“ Bother your buz ™

"“1 mean the Dandy's gang won't stap
at this,”” said Drake quietly, * They've
failed this tine, as thev've failed
before; but so long as Jimmy the Fox
is loose, I'm_ in danger—and therse might
Le danger for you fellows, tooe.”

“Who carcs?” said Bob,

“The carefulness is not terrific.”

“1 say, you follows—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallol Hew did that
porpolse goet here all the way from the
Zoo!" exclaimed Dob Cherry.

“ Beast! I say, Drake—-*

Drake turned 1o the Owl of the Ile-
mova with a smilo. The juniors had
told him the part that Billy Bunter had
played in defeating Jimmy the Fox.

“{ilad 1o see you, old fot bean?!” hwe
said.  *What's made you turn out se
carly ™

“0Oh, really, Drake——"

“Sorry I booted you vesterdax, old
{fat man,” said Drake. * Bub you really
asked for i, didn't you ™

“I'm pot going to thrash you for tha,
ald chap—""

" Mot really?”

“No, old fellow—T was going to, Lut
row I won't! said Billy Bunter, re-
assuringly, “It's all vight, Drake.”

“I breathe again! said Jack Droko
gravely.

(Continucd on page 28.)



GERMAN U-BOAT COMMANDER’S DARE-DEVIL ADVENTURES ABOARD :
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WWHAT'S GONE BEFORE.

Dlverst, the greatest U-boat commander Germany ever hud, accompanicd by a competent crew, scis out
from Ice Rock aboard the Sea Spider, a deadly underwater craft, to wage war mipainst the wworld.
the ainking of the bullion-carrier Minncapuolis, froon which s tronaferred bullion to the value of £200,000, the
Sea Spider reaches the lost underseay city of Atluntis where treasure worth more than £1,000 000 iz dizcorered.
Boarding o plane, Ulverst leaves for the mainland with a vicio fo maling arrangements for the dispesal of the
treasure. He ig foreed down in the Aretic Ocean, but luckily succeeds in getting buck safe and sound to Ive Rock.,
Later, a British gunboat arrives and sends a landing porty ashore. Hopelessty outnumbered, the noval mes
s, after which Ulverst gives orders for the gunboat to be sunk. Fearing that other vesscln
may be sent to search for the missing gunboat, Ulverst discusscs with Wescl, his second-in-cormmand, ways
and means of getiing his men awagy,

{New read on.)

Fallowing

Atfacked !
i E can make plans now for an
immediate evacuation of

the base,” said Wesel,
“and toke them to the
mainlend in as big a party as possible.”
“¥Yeos, but I do not wizh to evacuate
{he basc until the last possible moment,”
said Ulverst doggedly. * Another thing,
an evacuation now wonld throw those
loft behind into o puunic. In any case,
perhaps wo aro mecting trouble which
does not exist. ‘Ihe base may oot bo
visited by other vessels ab all.”

Weszel shook his head.

“It will,” he said. 1 am certain of
hat.™

For some considerable time Wesel and
Ulvorst talked, the former advecating
an immediate evacuation, whilst Ulverst
stuck grimly to his point of kmp'r:ig the
baso as long as they possibly could.

It was dawn before their discussion
ended, and by then they had agreed to
get the Spider ready for sca 1mme-
Jiately and to carry out one more raid
before sbandoning the base.

In the meantime, nothing about their
foars that Iee Rock would be visited by
other vessels searching for the gunboat
was to be mentioned to the men, i

“1 suppnse by this time the men will
have [mished their carousing,' saiud
Tllverst, as he and Wesel made their
way wearily towards the main cave.
"Wa'd botter =ee how many are left on
their foet.”

Reaching the main cave, the two
looked in. The atmosphera was thick
and foul, the clectric bulbs of the lamps
thonoe yellow and fechle through the
murk, and men lay albout asleep on the
hard rock fleor or with their heads nil-
lowed on their arms on the long trestle
table which ran almost the whole length
of the vast cave.

“Boat to the wide, overy one of
them,” commented Wesel, with grim
eontempt, “There'll be soma thick
Lheads to-day [

He was turning away when he sud-
Jenly became lense and rigid.

“ Look 1™ he zasped. .

Ulverst wheeled, and his hands
clenched convulsively os through the
groying light of the Arctic dawn he
saw the huge and shadowy bulk of an
immense vessel standing in towards tho
izland, .

“A warship 1" rasped Wesel, ®Mein
geist, Ulverst, we're done [V

“An atreraflt carrier,”™ said Tlverst.
“ The gunboat must have got a wireloss
message off before she sank. Come on,
you get to the Spider whilst I rout out
everybody capable of getting aboard 1"

“DBut an aireraft earvier!” gasped
Wesel. “ What can she be doing in these
waters £

“ How the blazes do T know ¥ {lared
Ulverst. “She's there, fsn't she? Get
to the Spider, man, and don't ask
questions T We'll take her out! We'll
have to ™

Ulverst was correct in his assumption
that the doomed gunboat had sent out o
wireless message before she had gone to
the bottom.

That message had been picked up h?'
H.M. Averaft Carrier Hawk, which
had been cruising up tiwe coast of Green-
land whilst its fleet of aireraft surveyed
thet lonely and desclate land with &
view io the cstablishment of landin
prounds and fuel dumps for arcraft
fiving from Canada 1o the Par East.

The wirelesa message had been terse
and dramatic. IMaving first given the
location of Ive IRock it had concluded :

“We lhave been torpadocd and are
sinking fast. Our boats have been
launched, but are being fred op——"

Thern the mezsage had abruptly ter-
minaied, and all eﬁ:nrm to get in touch
again with the ill-fated gunboat had
fatled. Tt was obvious, thercfore, that
she had gone Jdown, probably carrying
her gallant wireless officer with her,
Having rl:la,'i,'-'.:d tho message to tho
Admiralty, tho captain of the Hawk
had ordercd the awrcraft carricr to be

turned in the direction of Ieo Rock,
and a8 hour suceeeded hour the mighty
vessel had driven on through the lonely
sea a8 fast as her powerful turbines
could drive her.

Now that she had arvived and was
offshore, the captain decided to herald
his arrivel with & shell. He was in a
difficult position, for he did not knew
what e was up against, or whak was
reguired of him.

The message from the §1unhnat had
merely said that she was lving off Ice
Rock and had been torpe m::f_

By whom?

Had there been a heostile submarine
Iving off the island, or wae the island
the base of some nefarious enterprise?

What the captain did not know way
whether the island was oecupied or notk.
DBut ho did know that if it was, then
they must be particularly tough cus-
tomers who wera on it

B0 he dga.m the order to fire a singlo
shot, and the heavy boom of Lthe gun
broke the deathly Liush of those desolats
Arctic wastea,

Tha shell sercamed over the heads of
Ulverst and Wosel, and the former made
for the officers’ guarters and the latter
for thoe ladder whieh lod down jmto 1le
cave where tho Spider lay at rest,

It made ithem spurt desperately, but
the Loom of the gun had already roused
those who had takem mno part in the
avernight carousal.

VFalze, Bluxherg, Zulloss, and Dubow-
sky came runping feom their quariors
to stare in dismay at the giant hell now
begoming more ::Fnur]y discernilide in the
greying light of daw.

*What s 117" habbled
cluteliing Ulverst by the e,
1 th, Ulverst @™

“Ii's the end For ns it we don't clear
out at once,” replied Ubverst grimly.
UWou, Folze—and vou, Bluxberg, rowso
everyono you can and get them down to
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thie Spider. Tmave those you ean’t
wake. They'll have to take their
chance !"

“Look ! screeched Dubowsky, sud-
denly  pointing scawards. * Look
there, they're sending boats "

“ Yes, and awreraft as well I replied
Ulverst, as from the long flat fiying
deck of the Hawk came the sudden
roar of high-powered engines.

Six boatloads of armed wen had

nitted the Hawk and were creeping
shorewards. The sight was enough to
galvanise Ulverst’s officers into the
swiftest of action, and leaping for
the alarm bell, Stuxzberg sent it's
bLrazen clangour ringing ont through
the stillness.

That the noisc of the bell was
heard aboard the Hawk was evident,
for again a gun boomed thunder-
ously into life and this time the shell
buarst full against the seaward clifts,
gending a great shower of rock and
fragments hurtling high ioto the air,

From tho fiying deck, six fast fight-
ing scouts roared up into the grey-
ness, and banking, ecame thundering
low oven the island.

'The six boats converged on the flat
and natural jetty of rock. But before
they could reach it and land their
crews, Ulverst and all who could be
roused, were scrambling frantically
down' the ladder wlich led to the Sea

Spider. |
Waiting until the last man was
aboard, %iverst gwnng himself up

into the " conning-tower and then
descended to the control-room.
“Close all hatches ! he ordered.
“Wait!” begged Stuxberg. *There
oro mpre coming down the ladder,
‘They are from the main cave [”

“We cannot wait!™ said Ulverst

harshly. *The landing partics will
bz already ashore.  Closo  all
hatches I¥

The hatches were closed. Then
again Ulverst’s voice rang harshly
threugh the control-room:

“Clutch up

Through the voice-pipe which con-
nected with the cngine-room eame
the reply:

“Crank pear in eluteh [

Again Ulverst spoke:

“Slow speed alicad !

The dull vibrating rumble of tho
crank gear echoed through the Sea
Spider, and slowly she heaved her
vast, glistening bedy from off the
rocky fleor which was awash with
water.

Then, with that horribly life-like
movement, she commenced to erawl
slowly forward, the water steadily
monnting about her as she descended
the sloping floor of the cave, making
towards where it emerged om tha
ocean bottom, sixty fathoms beneath
the sea.

Every man shoard the Sea Spider
was strangely silent, wondering what
the ¢nd of this fateful cruise would
*he. For the Sea Spider was far from
being ready yet for a long voyapge.
Yet she could never return to the lair
from which
driven.

Even if the Sea Spider sunk the

she was now being

THE MAGNET

Hawlk—and wnone knew if Ulverst
meant to attack—tliere were still the
aircraft to be reckoned with. And no
matter how quickly the aircraft.
carrier went down there would be
BUIVIVOTS,

The Spider would not dare surface
to deal with these, for if she did, she
would at onee be exposed to the
bombs of the cireling aeroplanes,

In fact, it seemed to Wesel and
Dubowsky that she would be forced to
hug the ocean bottom if she was to
avoid being spotted from the air.

On she went, wading slowly down
into deeper water like fome  huge,
nightmarish creature. Then, slowly,
she disappeared from view as the
water closed over her vast rounded
bulk

Behind, in the cmpty cave, men,
blood-shet of eye and still three-
quarters drunk, sent oaths and
cursea after her until realising the
fatility of it, they turned to cach
other and began to dizeuss what was

to be done.
M partiecs from the Hawk

wern  ashore, advancin
with rifles at the ready while the
supporting aireraft circled low over-
head

That there was life on the island
the men from the Hawk knew, for
they had secen the firures of Ulverat
and bis men running towards the
cave which contained the ladder that
led down to the lair of the Sea
Bpider.

But thero appearcd to be no one
prepared to offer them resistance as
slowly and cautionsly they advanced
up the path which led to the caves.

Then, suddenly in the entrance of
the main cave there appcared the
figure of o man. He stared at the

vancing sailors, then at the huge
grey bulk of the aireraft-carrier,

onderingly, he passed his hand
acrose his eyes as though to clear his
vision and then sta again. The
gallors were still advancing and the
aireraft-carrier was still where he had
first ‘seen it

It wasn't a mirage, after all. The
Ehing was real. With a cry, the man
dashed back into the cave and seized,
the mearest of his aleeping comrades.

“Wake up, wake up ¥ fim shouted.
“Wake up, you fools, all of you! We
are attac E

One or two of the men stirred rest-
Fessly, but none answered the hopeless
call to arms.

Snatching a knife from his belt, the
man fturned to face the sailors who
were now at the entrance of the cave.

“Drop it, chum !” advised a gruff
voice.

Realising the futility of resistance,
the man allowed the knife to fall
from his nerveless hand.

“Where have you come from?* he
demanded hoarsely.

An officer stepped forward.

“You aro under arrest,” he said.
“You and every man here !

Holed !

EANWHILE, tho landing
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And thus fcll Iec Rock.

There was no resistance, save by
the pitiful handful of men left down
in the lair of the Epider. They were
armed, and, scaling the ladder, they
opened fire on the sailors in a hope-
less attempt to evade arrest which
they knew would mean the gallows.

Five of them werc shot dead before
the scared rempant surrendered. It
was a tragic ending for them, and
bitterly the prisoners cursed Ulverst
for abandoning them.

They turned King's evidence at
once and their tale, beimg corro-
borated by Lieutenant-Boyne and his
companions who were duly released,
cauzed the officer in charge of the
landing p&rt%' to return hurriedly to
the Hawk, For whe knew but what
the madman, Ulverst, might attempt
to destroy the Hawk with this under-
seas monster with which he had
already worked such terrible havoc?

And that is cxactly what Ulversh
had * decided to do. In spite of
Dubowsky's almost tearful entreaties,
in apite of Wesel's growled warning,
he stated his intention of sinking tho
Howk,

*She has driven us from our lair”
he said harshly, “and we will never
be able to return., But neither will
she return to her home port!”

His face was very drawn and grim
as he took the Spider crawling a ong
the ocean floor in the direction he
knew the Hawk to be lying at anchor.

He did not have to be warned of
the peril which faced the Sea Spider
should he rise to anywlere neat the
surface. The scouting aireraft over-
head would spot him and bomhbs
would hurtle down on the squat-
bellied monster which he loved so
well,

Ulverst knew also that he had
neither fuel nor stores to reach his
second base, which lay in the lonely
Hebrides of Scotland,

True, he could attcmpt to waylay
some liner or big freighter for stores,
but to find a tanker he would have
to po far down into the Atlantie,
and perhaps spend days lying beneath
the main trade routcs looking for his

prey.

JD; in his heart of hearts, Ulverst
knew that this was the end. Not the
end if he cared to leave the Hawk
alone, for he could reach the Russian
malnland, abandon the Bea Spider,
and escape, ho and his men scparat-

ing.

Ii"hed: way out, however, did not
appeal to Ulverst. He would take it,
certainly, if he still lived after his
attack on the Hawk., But he was
determined to avenge himself on those
who had at long last driven him from
hig lair,

' “Take the boat to eight fathoms "

His voice rang harshly through the
control-room, and the babbling Du.
bowsky secized him by the arm,

“You can't, Ulverst—you can't!”
screeched the old man. “It's mad-
ness !

Roughly Ulverst thrust him aside,
and Dubowsky recled back against a
bulichead listening with horrificd ear
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to the hissing of the compressed air
driving the water out of the ballast

tanks.
“"Two fathoms more!” ordered
Ulverst., “Take the boat to =iz

fathoms and run out the periseope 1"

The men hesitated, and In an
istant Ulverst's revolver waa out of
its helster and in hia hand.

“I'll shoot the first man
vefuses 1” he barked.

The boat rose to six fathoms and
the' periscope was run out. WWesel,
stawding silently by Ulverst, drawn
revolver in his imnd, saw his leader
peer into the iscope.

“Bhe's right abead of us, Wesel,”
said Ulverst, then, raising his voice,
he eried ; “Take her down to twelve
fathoms! Keep her slowly eruising at
that ‘I“Bﬂ"' Stand by to stop all
cngines !

Slowly the Bea Spider sank lower
into the depths, moving stealthily
forward to her prey. ut alread
the circling aireraft overhead hac
seen her huge, shadowy bulk beneath
the water, for suddenly there came o
muffled explosion, and she rolled and
plunged li];e a mad thing.

“’f‘he{re bombing ws!™ screamred

¥.

who

Dubows “For Heaven's sake,
Ulverst, go downl”

The enraged man leapt at Ulverst,
hut Wesel's ﬂutﬁtretcheg foot tripped
him up and sent him eprawling, face
foremost, to the damp, irom fleor,
where he-lay a pitiful, sobbing heap.

Dubowsky was almost hysterieal
with terror, for now the czplosions
were all around the Sea Spider, which
wns wallowing in the depths as
remorselessly- the. white-faced Ulverst
kept lier heading towards the Hawk.

hen suddenly there came a roar
louder.than all the others, and frowm
the engine-room a man sereamed :

“Bhe’s holed! We're taking in
water !

*Close all bulkhead and water-tight
doors ! shouted Ulwerst. “ Stop all
ﬂuglnesl”

T'he rumble of the engines died
nway, and in the sudden stillness that
followed could be heard the gurgling
inrush of water,

“Centre  wvertical  torpedo
stand by !™ shouted Ulverst.

The torpedo officer leapt te the
firing-push, his face white and set.

“Centre vertical torpedo tube,
fire I ordered Ulverst.

The officer’s thumb pressed on the
firing-push, and next moment there
came o terrific explosion from just
overhead,

With a emile on his livid lips,
Ulverst turned to Wesel.

< We've got her, Wesel,” he said
grimly. “That's her keel plates
gone ¥ -

“And it looks as though they've wat
ug, too!” growled Weazel. “Can we
give them another?”

Ulverst barked out an order, and
swiftly a second torpedo was elid into
the tube. Again his voice rang out
above the bubbling inrush of water :

“Centre’ torpedo tube, fire!”

The torpedo officer’s thumb pressed
hard on the firing-push, and another
terrific  explosion from overhead
thundered through the Sea Spider.

HThat will bave torm the ver
bowels out of her ! said Wescl, with

Lube,
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There came a muffied explosion, and the Sea Spider rulha and p[nﬁgad like a mad
thing as the bomb from the clreling aireraft overhead found Hs target !

erim satisfaction.
Ulverst 1™

The eommander of the Sca Spider
looked at the depth indieator. Alrveady
the pointer was sliding slowly back as
the water-logged craft scttled lower
and lower into the depths.

Taking his sombre gaze from the
gauge, Ulverst glanr.:e%i at Wesel
e we surface, and are taken
prisoners, every one of us will hang 1™
he said: “If it must be death, then
let us die down here like men!”

“We're sinking,

The Deciston !
ILENT and haggard of face, the
@ crew of the Sea Spider waited
whilst the monster sank lower
aud lower until, with an almost im-

_E-:rmeptihle jar, it setiled on the ocean

QOT.

The bulkhead and water-tight doors
were holding, and, although it was
obvicous that some compartments of
the Sea Spider were completely
flooded, the full extent of the damage
had yet to be ascertained.

Not a man in the control-room
moved or spoke as Ulverst turned to
the voice pipe.

“ Eleetric motors ! he said harshly

There came no  response.  The
clectric motor-room wae eilent as the
tomb. ;

“Is anyone alive in there?” ealled
out Tlverst.

More than one man shuddercd az
the commander asked that grim and

fateful yuestion. But there came no
answering volce from the motor-room,
apd, his face hard and set, Ulverst
turned to the voice-pipe connecting
with the Diesels,

“Arve you there?"” he demanded, his
volce rasping through the hushed
stilluess of the contyol-room.

“Yes,” came the voipe of the
cnginecr. .

" What compartments are flooded 7"

“The stern torpedo chamber and the
cleetrie motor-room, as far as we
know [

p %rc your bulklicad doors holding 2"

L, EH .JJ

“Can you pump the water out of
the torpede chamber and motor-
room ¢

“Not until emergency plates have
been rigged 1™

“That’ll mean surfacing,” wmut-
tered Ulverst to Wesel. He turned to
the voice-pipe connecting with the
erank gear.

“Anyone alive in there?” lie de-
manded,

“Yes; but we've gof two feet of
water lwere,” rop'iicnf. the enzincer,
“Omr air is bad ™

“Can vou start your crank cear?”

“Yes; but unless we have oxygen
we can't last for more than half an
hour ™

“Your bulkhead doors sceure?”

(18 .Y{ﬂ' F¥ )
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Turning  feem  the  voice-pipe,
Vlwersl  mledvessegd The silent men

avinad him,

“Werve sl ot o chanee of hife”
N sl 0y Phesels are andimaged
aned we can use the eronk goar for g
baeited period, 1t will be enonegh to
el Ws away oo here. We can sur-
taee after wievlavali, leb awe tule the
boat, and fhew corry out temporary
vepairs which will sce us a= far as our
caerreiyy base al Black Bay en the
coast ol Goreenlamd,”

“Have wie 1he tael 1o take us
Lhere P demeanded one ol the nu.
1 eanted hn:;.‘." anawered Ulverst.

“*Weoanuat risk that, The aiternative
i~ to surtace and be taken prisobers.”
“Ieow lone will 1t be Letore we can
surfpes =" wrowled another voree,
“Five bonea at e carliest,” Te-
phied Ublverst, “TU will be suicide to
slrface tore we ave well ¢lear of the
t=lanmd and wintil dorkeess has Eallen.
We bave enough osyoen o lasb ous
until then !
He pouscd o
O
“There is anciher thing., As you
kunow, I have mercly commanded this
bwat,  Dubowsky was her {lqstgtwr—-
the man whoe ereated her, It will be
impussible to earry out anything but
temporary rejairs without the aid of
the plans from which the Sea Hpider
wia butlt, Those plans are scerctod
in the cave wzed by Dubowsky, 1t ia

moment, then went

my intention to ge ashere and getl
tiem. "
“Are you- mad?" gasped Wesel,

Aud the men stared ab Ulverst dumb-
fomncled.

B, eaild Ulverst. " The risk is
not o great az you think, I will
leave the Sea Spider in one of the
diving snits after nightfall and will
get ashore unobserved.”

*But even supposing you're success-
fnl,” protested Wesel, “how will you
got back ?”

“ By swimming,” replied  Ulverst
tevsely,  “You will surface at mid-
night on the other gide of the island,
Y ou've cnepgh compressed ane in the
evlinders to bring you up. Wait for
me until twelve-thirty. 1 I do net
reach you by then, you will know I
have failed, nud v{m will take the
Sea Spider to Black Bay., When yuu
veach there, I anggrest yon abandon
the craff, as the temporary vepaivs
iml will be able to earry out will not
w sullicien! for further long-distant

"1
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OIS,
fir=t, 1leu
selves. "
“iodon't

| TR 1
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like 1L, LUlwerst,” sooul
Wesel slowly, " I's mouduess te 2o
=hiore, Ul mhond ] be overrun witl
siilor= and marines. t's sgicndd '
“Woe oo do nething cBeetive witl-
vut 1he plio= of Lhe Sen Spader D sawld

Liverst werimiy. 1 miust got them,
Woesel,  Aned 1F 1 rfail to turn up ot
Bwoelve-tlivty, vou are to take the
boat to Black Bav., 1 wean tlat,
Woesel, T know von will feel tom el
o come in searele of e, bul these
men’s lives are i yony oire, awd 1
Farlael youL L Ve odb boeres o0 anamaenil

after haifepast rwelve D

“ T wecderstamd 7 o saml Wesdd

Ten  nanutes  [aler, the oaveen
cylinders were turned on for a few
mornpent=, el b e revitadi=sed aloo-
aphere the men’s gpiridls 10se cott-
siderably.

By means of 0 hydrogen-exyvgen
flatie the engineers in the crank gear
engine-room suceceded  in eutting a
hole throneh the stractural plates
wliich --pp.u':lh.-d them  from  the
control-reom,  abd  the  life-giving
oxyoen secped throurh to them,

l}U..' wondered, did those men o
the Bea Spider, what was ooing un

above them and on the island,  Had
the  aireraft-carrier been  morvially
crippled. or bad she by some miraele
kept aftont after receiving those two
high - explosive  forpedoes  in her
howels P

“Theve's one thing,” said Ulverst
to Wesel, “Thoese boys froan Paxa
will be safe enough now!”

“Yeu, thev're in better hands than
ours !’ nee Wesel grimly,

slowly the tioe dragged Last, and
at long lengih, when Ulverst knew by
the control-room chronometer that the
Arctic dusk wonld be crecping in
perosas Lhe desolate waste of watera,
he donned a light but stronge divinge-
siit and enfered the diving-chanmber.

With o stranee sinking at his heart,
Wesel pressed the switeh which con-
trolled the stec] door of the chamber,
and as it slid shut, eutting Ulverst
off from the control-room, he felt that
e had looked his last upon the man
who had been o brave leader and
rallpnt  comrade along many a
perilona path.

(For the concluding chapters of
thes great advenfure wnarm, chums,
sec nert Saturday's MAGNET.)

JiMMY THE FOX!

{Freatinaed frem geegs 2400
"J.!.L. s, b 1
"Bilessd 31 1 see anytlang o cackie
ar T 'oe polly pglad 1o see you, ohl fellow,
mad  wlad 1 osuved  vour Dibe™  suid
Hn.lll-!t.‘l‘. | i Jrptase TlJL"H:‘ fellowa have
llr v e -
"!I.'c.ﬁ | §+ I" W 'H..‘ ".:!IHI L Res——
b !-.ll}'lu'-lil vou were e danger,
1 keptow H_I.'JII iu lhu dead of mght—=—"
L TR T W T
it h_m-r -impn“ ate erooks, and Ihll'f'”.-.
\*.lm:'* T T R LT |1|:|;| 3 L-HIIJ H*Liiil'.'
“Ilont v oo v hl[:uf-. Ao for i
hiar 71 1, Vil l-..uu-n athd rroeant to catch
vens e dhe act. Nothing of the kind.
A .I'lu .-=|||+|l.:|l||“ ﬁu: that old fosstl, h‘-
savig L fromg i aving s Lo it
tobibeel, T pever even thomeht of 14, Tho
aeival Lt i 1 kuew all along whe
vy Ware

12

.l..tjh :.'!-
* A 1.4!% why I did A said
Tenter, Tl yight man in the right

wace, ond all that, 1 was hunmg this
morning. obi ehip, but now you're herg,
1 think I'1} stay on

Hurey Wharton l‘ugiti'd _

“Thet's all cight, ol fat bean! Siay
as long as you liko, I've fixed it with
ary unele=s ="'

“Wall, ihe fact i3, I've got a lot of
gilicr iuvitations,” said Bunter, * Mauly
2 fenrinlly kein for me 1o jenin b at
Aanleverer Towers

Yl that case; of COM'SE, o

eut off IV said

Harev, “Don't mind me.’
“Only I've decided - to tuyn down
"'-E 1|.|lx Smithy's written to ask me to

i Litg in Franee—"

Then we'll see you off. When—-"
“But I shan't pol™ said Bunter,
“Drake boing in danger, 1 feel that it's
p 1o e to stand by him and see him

through. He would be hardly safo
here without me. What I mean is, in a
momete  of - danger,  you  fellowa

wouldn't bo much uze, would you?”

Drake grinwed. The Famous Five
gazed at Bunter. | DBob Cherry uttered a
sudden stariled exeldmation:

" Wha's that coming- up- ihu drivel Is
that nn autamatio bhe's got in his hand ¥

“Narooooh I

Bunter streaked for the nearest door,

It wus a gardener in the drive, with

a pair ol shears in his hand ! But Billy
Bunter did not delay to ascortatn that
fact. The mention of an avtomatic was
caough for Bunter. He bolted into the
house like a rablit inte a burrew, and
a roar of la.utglnm followed him in,

THE ExD,
(Whatcrer wow oa, chuems, be sure to
read  the next  yurn this  erctling

serics featuring Juck Drake and the
iy wf  Greppriare, FPa entitled
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By DICKY NUGENT

{lrash !
A deffening din suddenly shattered tho silenco
nf the Fourth Form room at 8t. Sam'’s. Morning
lessons were in progress and Mr, Lickham was taking
hia nanal mid-morning nap. Tho Fourtly, meenwhile,
quietly pelted each other with ink-pellots and all
was peaceful and barmy until thab sudden erash
from the doorway. But the crash onded it. It
was 03 thongh a bomshell had fallen into tho Fouréh !

Crash 1 Bang! Wallop !

“ What tho merry dickens——"'

Tho Fourth stared at the doorway in distonisinaent,
wundering what it could be. Then their wnuderment
yave place to merth, The door flow open suddenly,
and in earno the most commical site imajinablo.
it was D, Birchomall, the Head, and ho was atag.
gering wildly under the tromenjous wait of o big
grandfathoer clock !

* Look out, sir! ™ velled Jack Jollv, as the Head
staggored forward towards Mr. Lickham's desk.
But the warning come too late, DBelore Lo could
stop his onward rush, Dr. Birchemall had seached
the anoozing master of tho Fourth.

Bang! Crash! Wallop!

** Yaroooooo !

“ Ha, ha, ha ! "

The Fourth yelled. The aite of My, Liclkhara Dheine
nocked off his stool by a grandfather elock was too
much for thom.

“ Sorry 1 " gasped the Head, as he allowed tho Ing
timepieco to roll off his back at lagt. ** I miic have
known that carrying o cloek about would have
produced a atriking resuit ! Huort, Lickham §

“"Ow !t Yoa, eir! " groancd Mr, Lickham.,
dial’s almest busted ! *

“Bo's mine ! " remarked Dr. Birchenmall, with o
rewful glarnse at the dammidged front of the clock.
“ But let's forget it, Lickham, and get on with the
washing. 1 have come here with o very deffinito
purpuss ! *

Mr. Lickham sniffed disapprovingly,

“A purpuss involving the use of o zrandluther
clock, sir ¥ "

Dr. Birchomall smiled slitely.

‘“ Strange as it may scom, lickham—yes! You
#0e, I'vo just been checking the eggsamination papers
ifrom your boys, and they're so bad that 1 deecided
to comne here at once nnd tick them off. I brought
the clock along to asist mo in doing an. Seo 1"

“ I seo, sir | " gasped Mr, Lickham,

“ Ag the clock no longer gppears to ho working,
I must now tick themn off na well paa L ean without
it,"’ enid ihe Head, * Heore gocs!"

‘Tho Head then turned and faccd the eluss, plaring,

During the next f{ive minnita the Fourth had a
veally hot time of it. Dr. Birchemall loshed themn
with his tung and poured skorn over them, and

rilled them and served them with scorchirs sarkasm,
them chewed them up completely.  When ho started,
ihe boya belonged to St, Sam’s, but by the time the
Head had finished with them thoy (it us though
they were Eton !

There was one junior who particularly deew forth
the viols of the Head’s wrath, That junior wus Frank
F¥earless—a fellow on whom the shaddo of o grate
trubblo had recently fallen,

“You are a dunce and a dunderhead, Fearless 1
the Hend econecluded brethlessly, after slanping
Fearless for fully o minnit. ** And I would say a lot
mere than that about wyou, bus for one
reason. Thet reason s that your fnther
Mr. Ferdinand Frearless, has jush lost nll his

& I‘{}r
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“1 am going to conktinuo at 3t Sam's, sir, on ol
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skollarship! [ want you to put my name down
for the Sir Gouly Greybeard Skollarship and axxept
my assurance that I'm in it to win it 1"

Dr. Birchemall jumped. Then he smiled. The
amile beeame a grin, the grin o larf, and the Iaf a
TO0r,

“'Ha, ha, hal Hae, he, he! Ho, ho, ho | ™

“What are you larfiug at, sir 7"’ osked Frank
Fonrlesa.

The Head wiped his oyes on tho end of his venner-

ablo beard,

“Your littlo joak ! Tho egesplained. *You
always were 2 lad for eracking joaks, Fearless, but
you nover eracked o funnicr one than that ! '

“But it's not o joak, sir!? protestcd Fearless.
“I'm in deadly Ernest 1 '

Dr, Birchemall frowned.

“ Ia it possibul T But surely, Fearless, von realiso
that the oggsam. for the Gouty Greybeard Skollasship

is one of the tuffest yot brought aut ¢ ™

I know that, sir; but I mean to swot liko the
dickena for it.”

The Head stroaked his beard thoughifully,

“ Iat thore aro a dozzen boys in this Form alono
who can wack you hollow, Fearless—and most of
them have ontered. VWhat carthly chanee, for
instance, do you stand ageinst Swotter minor 7"

* None swhatover, air, of corse ! " agueakod Swotter
minor, in his wining voice. *I1 ean wack him in
every subject—and I'm going to do i ! ™

* Shame ! ' eride the Fourith indignantly.

Tho Head silenced them with o savvidee jesture.

“ Bwotter minor is right. earless,” ho said.
“You won't stand sn carthly ogainst the other
candird dates,™

“*Well, I don't caro o fig,
“I'm regolved on going in fﬁr
will ' "

Dy, Birchemall shrugged,

“Which o jent "as called fo sce you an hurgent
hizziness, gir,” said Binding, the page, who had just
poked his boolit head round the doorway., * Namo
of Bwottor. I beleceve it'a Mastor Swotter's duad.”

A very sly eggspression scemed to come info the
Head's skollarly iz,

sir! " gaid Toorlesa.
it and go in for it I

. WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

munny and will conschwently have <o
withdiraw you from St. Saw's, I's lucky
for you, Fearless, that you will therefore he
shartly leaving the skool §

The rest of the Forn looked at Preavlesa
with simperthy, DBut, grately 1o theie sur-

rise, they found that Fearvless was nob
ooking at all in need of it ; on the contrary,
he was pgrinning, They wuandered  why,
Then Fearicas answered the lMead and the
mistery was cleared up.

* Don'’t worry your [af, sir,” ho said. *“1'm
goingg to stay on aller all?! "

The Head started violently.

“Stay on, Fearlezss ¥ How ia that possibal
when your fathor is now o pawper 77

Foarless' ringing answer to that question
made the Fourth gasp,

5

Billy Bunter ate =0 many
exes lasl year that Bob Cherry
said be would soon look like one.

20 eggs st ons

o :

-

Easter

gitting ! Cgg-sactly 1

Most of the Removites rather
“look down ' on Easter eggs,
bul they are immensely popular

EDITED BY HARRY WHARTON.

Deputation in Tears

Regularly at the end of ench torm,
Mrs. Mimble finds that Bunter's
uso of her stools has brought tham to
thoir last legs. This term has beon
no exceplion. There ien’t B stoal
loft in the tuckshop which ean |- sat
on with any fecling of security.

And this timoe Mrs. M. has dahed.
The worthy tuckshop dome told &
crowd of Remove customers that she
didn't sec why sho should bo expactod
to on replacing etoola which
should last for yeara and that someone
should do somoething about it.

So somecno did. Wharton, to be
precise.  He called together o ¢om.-
mittes of leading Removitos and forme:d
a deoputotion to sce Bunicr.

-

a frown,
i
1 eay,
lowa,

arg——

about it "™

“ Mr. Bwotter ¥  Ah, I am cggggectiog hinz. I will
gee him immejatoly.”

Dr. Birchemall went, followee by-n sigh of relicf
from tho Fourth.

The Fourth had quite egpspeced him to conclude
his lecturs on eggsaminatione with wackings all
round, and they were jolly glad Mr.Svwotter had como
along in time to turn the 1lead’s thoughts into other
channols,

They would havo beon serprized to know what
channels they wero—¥Frank Feasas eapecially.

The fakt was that Mr, Swotter had come to offer
Dr. Birchemall a bribe, in ratumn for making the
skollarship n cert. for yung Bwoister of the Fourth.
The idea was for tho Hend o gao Swotter minor
special tramming and at the ame time handicop tho
others by making it a3 harcl-as possibul for them to
lern anything at all.

1t was a fowl skeom-—tho gort of thing that would
have made Dr. Birchemall recoil inhorror in the usual
way. DBut just at this particular time he happened
to be very hard up, and the =n ulons Mr,
Swoiter had offered him a sum, payable imracjately
hiz son hnd won, that would hews tempted a greator
man than Dr. Birchemall—to wit; fifecen ehillings,

Dr. Birchemall foll.

Bul Fronk Fearless, of corse, knew nothing of that.
Ho returned fo his lessons: with s zest; resolved on
winning tho skollarship or bnstiog—eand blissiuily
igenerant of the vilo skeom thatihad been hatehed
lor bringing his resolve to nought |

{ The plot thickens with pea-soup intensity in
the noxt hair-raizsing garn in fikds servies | Make
aw poing of reading ** The Iid d's Tyvefchery !’
lin next Saturday’s all-star munber!—Ed.).

Bunter listoned™to
Lhewr statement with

rou fel- o
youre not .
suggesting that my |
. weight's having tho
offect of busting up
the tuckshop stools,
aro you 7' he asked.
e Bccauiﬂ if wyou

|

fiavsHerald

“Wo are, ol fat bean 1 .
" Then I shall jolly well comiplain

snortod Bunter. " I'in

not going to take thal sort of thing
Iying down i "
“ Wo don’g

want you to, old sport.
Wo want you ilo tako
it standing up in futuro
—and give the tuckshop
stools & chanee of sur-
viving longer than o
term 1"

“Loolt  hers, vou
fellows, thisz is just tho
sort of thing J1 can't
stond."

“Ho long as you don't
git, old chap, wo shan't
mind 1 *

Thers was quile a lot
of backehat of that kind.
But Buntor wouldn't
budge. The depulation
appealed to him  from
all angles. They oven

inted a lurid picluro of

ra.  Mimble being
brought down to selling
matches in tho stroet as
& result of her gbnormal
expenditure on the re.
placement of stools weak-
encd by Bunter's woght.
Sovera]l members of tho
deputation wera wismibly
affected and shod copious
tears-——much to Buntler's
SNNOYVANCD.

Bunter remained ade-
mant. Making full use
of his rich vocalbu-

lary, he said that if the
olil et wasn't preparcd

N a'_—.-!—__._ 3
RN R [t e

Coker's doting Aunt Judy sent
her ** dear Horace ™

bBamper crammed with EBoster ale 259 Lol

Peter Todd states thai
a huge cortain knowledge, Bills Bonter
cross buns last

Peter Todd says Bunter is egg- among the lags, who bhave eges and bot cross buns | Coker Easter; The Owl ¢f the Remove
shape already about the waist- besieged Mrs. Mimble’s tuck- thought them isr beneath his; reomirks thal his appetito is twice
line ! Bunter says be needs no shop, Mrs. Mimble says she bag dignity—till Polter sugeasted -&s good this year, and be hopes
“ pgging on M—but he will en- sold enough “H? shells '* to giving them to the fags. Coker to ealipge this record—if anybody
deavour o beat his own record of “*blow out™ all Greyiriars ] did "T?ﬁﬁd: “‘5‘“ muchu less  Iesls equal t0 Keepiog count |

Y aD crosg. ! '
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3y,

to provide proper stools fur
lher best enstomera, then
thoe old ecat deserved all sho
ot and he'd jolly well do
s best to smash up tho old
cat's fueniture in future.

So the deputation wills-

drew—dafeated.
But only tomporarily,
ODutgide DBunier's study,

Tom Brown had an awfully
bright idea. This was to
replace tho eoxisting stools
with even meore decrepit
stoola  whizh  would he
certain . to collapss  the
morment the Porpoiso parked

hiz podey person on them—thon invito
Bunter down for o littlo tront,

The

well,

wheezs
Buntor fell for it Leautilully-—
onco ot cach end of tho connter.
he swoars
aran !

worked  wopderfully
Now

he'll never wuse o slool

Next torm's atools, we faney, stamd
quite a sporling chance of surviving

=y s am

HOW SHALL
I SPEND EASTER 7

BILLY BUNTER:
and rovelling in heing free from

Eating Enstor

the " volk " of oppreession !

GEO.

BULBTHODE ;

Moatly in

running shorts, 1 trow, sipal
BOLSOVER MAJOR : Just knock-
ing about goncrally,
¢, R, TEMPLE ; I'lt indulge my
groatest passion—4o bo in the latest

fnshion !

H., SKINNER : Obtainmg “ inside

mlormation about tho geo.geos,

{In

other words, being a rank ** outsider ** 1

—Fd.)

DICKY NUGIENT : Writing litary

MASTERpirces—irom

the point of

view of the BOYS ¢t
D, OGILYY ; Hiking, I Lopo.
LORI) MAUVLEVERER : Mikin®, 1

st t

ANSWER to CORRESPONDENT
DUTIFUL FAG—-What's the best
thing to do wlen I'm caught pinching
somcone clao’s enal for my fagmaster ¥
Jdnst sentile away, of coursg !

¥l l.:l.' - ;
to  his
g0 hikinz,
hiking to him.

ﬁnh Cherrw iz g
ord

wpa.t hiz stady-mate
Vivian, would cail ** mikin
in other words, forty winks on

the sofa |

GREYFRIARS FACTS

. . lad Easter comes
n the spriog, becauss you can

Mauleverar only
ghoddered when Bob sugrested
Maunly prefers
» 8ir Jimmy

s

!

WAIT !

FRANK NUGENT TELLS—

HOW REMOVE
SAVED FOURTH

The wnending rivalry botweon Remave and Upper
Fourth at Groyfrigrs was rounded off in a most
nnexpeeted manner in tho last week of term by the
Remove saving the Fourth from a frightful row.

This unlooked-for happening aross out of Smithy's
rugpestion for o grand pillow-fighting raid on the
Fonrth dorm., two nights beforo Breaking.up Day.
1t was o popular suggestion. Wo wero all in fovour
of giving the Fourth pomothing to remember us by
during the hels. Preparations for tho raid wers
ml;'anmd with great enthusiasm soon aflor lights
Q1L

We Liadd o ot of & sliock on our way o the Tourtl
dorm., when wo saw Loder deseending o flight of
stiire &t a 8pet quite near tho reeno of our intendod
vaid, but, concluding thet the Sixth Former had just
made an inspection of the dorm and wos not likelw
to roturn, we carried on, '

Tho Fourth dorm. was in darkness, Not a sound
came from the inmates. We took it for granted thew
wero all fost asleep, and crowded in with great gleo,
sconting o chance of catehing them all well and traly
napping |

Un a givon signal from Wharton, we nttacked.
Two dozen or moro pillows came into action over
the IFourth beds, and the dorm. resounded with hofty
thuds, Wo all piled in moerrily.

Then suddenly, by a common impuiss, wo stopperd.
Wo had all realizsed simultanecusly that there wos
no responsa whatever from the Fourth,

An examination of the beds soon told us why.

Not one of themn was oceupied | The shapes undor
the bedelothes which we had taken to be slecping
Fourth Formers wore only boleters |

* Leder 1 Wharton oxelaimed suddonly. “Wo
might have known something was wrong when wo
saw him. He must have found out about this!

* And ten to one in doughnuta he's bringing Capper
up right now,” added Smithy., * Listen!"

We listened—and heard the sound of footsteps
ocoming up tho atairs 1

Thore was no timo to cscapo.
cuick decision,

“Jump into the beds, chaps1 " he said.
preferenee, tho beda neavest the doort ™

Wo obeyed the command—Eeeling by no meana
happy about our position as we did so, I can azsuro
you., ‘T'wo dozen or o of us yanked out the bolsters,
put them where they belonged, and tumbled into
the beds. That still left several beds ot the end
of tho dorm. untouched, but they were o long way
E;ﬂm the door, and wo had to take o chaneo with

e11l.

Half-a-minute later, the dorm. door opencd and
Lodor and Capper looked in.

“ Hero we are, sir ! "' we heard Lodorray. ¥ You'll
2o0 what I say s corvect. The whole lot of them havo
gﬂ:‘;rt::lut, leaving bolsters in their beds to look hike—
0

* I de not wonder ot your monosyllabic termina-
tion, Loder!™ chimed in Capper's voice stornly.
“You are, aa T suaspeetedd, o vietim of your own
imagination. Thoe beda aro obwviousily occupied by
hoyva—nat balstors ! Pah 1
" “ But when 1 eamo up before, sir, T'll swenr

il ' :

* Hilenee, Loder! T refuse to have the boya of
my Form owakenod at this hour to satisly your
appetito for scenea ! Torn out the light at
vnce !

Wharton mads n

“Yor

weatler 13

Harry Wharton & Co. spent a
camping holiday one Easler.
Wharton points out that as ihe
liabla to be chilly,
fellows who may develop ' cold
feet **shounld not tzyit. Although
they ¢ould not ** freeze *' Bunter
vot of the party, the weather very
nearly did it for them }

And the heht went onb—and Lecder amd
Capper disapprared—and we all sab up in
L:t:-.]lij chuelling !

And that’s how we saved 1hoe Fourlh
Form a {vightful row | It turned ont that
they really had gone ont of the Hovse=-to
session of their polly Fopm scerct socely in
tho erypt. Now that the term’s ended,
thore's no harm in revealing the troth abong i,

We hope Templo, Babney & Coo will bo
L propeety gateiol !

<
URGENT APPEAL
Some {athoad has gone for his holidays
taking the key ol tho woodshoed with him.
Will he please return it at once ¥ If Gosling

doean’t got tho door open scon his mind will
o ** unhinged t 12




