


READY FOR ANOTHER CHEERY POW-WOW ?2

THEN—

SUPPOSE most of my rcaders havo
seen cocldes, and mony may have
sampled them. I camo across o
litile bit of information the other

day that might interest you. The coclle
geema A perfectly harmless shell fish, but
actually, -it's anything but that. You
might find it hard to believe, but

COCELES KILL OYSTERS |

They don't attack them fooilh and nail,
a8 it wore, but they set to work in a much
more determined manucr.  If cockles are
left in & river bed, they multiply to such
an extent thet they suffocate any oysters
which may be m their midst. The
principal place in this country where
oystex fshing is carried out is in the River
Colne, which is also a breeding place for
cockles. So numerous have the cockles
heeorne, that serious stops have had to be
taken to dispose of them. The river bed
has hed to dredged for cockles, and
terrific quantities have been brought up—
far too many to be disposed of in the
ordinary merket. The question of what
to do with the cocldes cansed inuchthought.
But it was solved at last, and they were
used to fill vp unwanted holes in a marsh
near Brightlingsea.

Talking about shellfish, here is snother
thing you'd hardly believe. You've all
heard of man.eating tigers, but here is a
ney On g

SHELL-FISH THAT CATCH MEN !

It gounds unbelisvable, but men have
been known to be killed by clams. The
Pmimﬂar brand of clam which does this
18 found om the Great Barrier BReef of
Australia, Thess ghell.Gsh have been
known te attein a length of ten fect, and
to weigh over a ton !

On ecertain occasions, divers have been
known to be caught in the shells, and have
been unable to free themselves.

One clam will make over 150 gallons
of elam chowder—ea delicacy which ‘is
greatly apprecisted im America, '

NCIDENTALLY, one of my Bradford
i r%adﬂtm asks mo to tell him something
B0

THE GREAT BEARRIER REEF

ef Australia, so here goes:

It is really & series of corsl reefs which
extend elong the east of Queensland, at a
distance from the coast which varies from
10 to 150 miles, The total area is sbout
100,000 eguare miles, and it represents
the original coast-line of Australia. 1t is
not one continuous line, for fresh water
from the rivers have caused gaps in ib,
through which steamers can pasa. Thus,
the Barrier Reef forms a great natural
breakwater, holding baclk the storms of
the Pacifie, snd making calm water
between the reef and the mainland.

. In addition to clams, pearls and trepang
are collected, Trepang i3 ancther name
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Your Editor iz always pleased to hear from
his readers. Write to bim: Editor of the
“Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Lid.,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,
E.C.4. A stamped, addressed envelope will

ensure a reply.

for Becheo-de-Xe¢r, which is sometimes
deseribed asn

SEA CUCUMBERS.

They are not vegetables, however, but
slugs, And, believe it or not, the Chinese
eat them ! In shape they rather resemble
cucumbers, and range from six inches to
two feet in length. To prepars them for
foad, the ses-slugs are first boiled, and
then split open. They are then dried in
the sun or smoked. There are several
varietics, most of which come from the
Great Barricr Reef, Others are found on
the coasts of the Bast Indicd.

Nearly three thousand tons of these
slugs are exported annuelly, and they are
valued st well over a quarter of a maillion
pounds !

The next question I am asked to
ANSWer cODCErns

BARBARY APES.

Harry Grayson, of Salisbury, asks me
if eny monkeys arve natives of Europe.
Wild native monkeys are found only in
one spot in the whole of Europe—and
that iz at Gibraltar, where the Barbary
Ape is found disporting itself on the
famous roek. The curions thing about
the Barvbary Ape is that it ia only found
at Gibraltar, and on tho African shore
immedintely  opposite, while monkeys
which ere allied to it are confined to
Asia.

The Barbary Apes eauvse a great deal
of desfruetion in L}}I.-‘{'r gerdens and orcharda
of Gibraltar, but they are most carefully

rotected. Do you know why ¥ An old
egend has it that Britain will lose
Gibraltar when there are no more Barhary
Apes on the rock. You can imagine,
therefore, that some people began to get
worried some time ago, when it was tfii-
covered that there were only four Barbary
Apes in the whole of Gibraltar. Others
were immedistely procured from Afriea,
and settled in their new home, where there
is now & large herd of them.

Men are geing so high into the sirato.-
sphere nowadayas that it is difficult to
keep pace with the records which they are
creating. John Hodges, of Bristol, asks
me to tell him

THE WORLD’S ALTITUDE RECORD!

Even while his letter was in the post,
two Russian airmen actually roze fo a
height of 10,500 metres, as against the
previous record, set up by two Polish
mirmen, of 8,700 metres. In twenty
minutea their balloon had reached o
height of five Lkilometres, and a few
minutes later the airmen had to don
their oxygen maska. TUntil the balloon

roached a height of eight thousand metres

they ascended in at atmosphere of
absolute quiet, but when that height was
reached, strange unexpected sounds,
which scemed to come from the earth,
wore heard, These sounds were described
as being like the noise of a train passing
beneath, although there were mo trains
passing beneath, and, at thet height, the
noise of & train would not have been
heard. What were those soundst No-

body lotows, us yel, but doubtless other
selentizts will ascend mm an endeavour
to solve this strange mystery of the
stratosphere,

HEARD ABOUT UNCLE BOB?

He's one of the liveliest characters
you could ever come across. He stands
for rollicking fun, and he is introduced
to you in a very jolly card game called
BOBS Y'R UNCLE. A

It's the oasiest and jolliest of all card
games to play—there are no difficult
ruleés to remember—it’s just one long spell
of real funm.

The 54 brightly ¢oloured cards in each
sck feature mony smusing characters
rom familiar nursery rhymes. OF courss,

Uncle Bob plays sn important part—
always turna up where he is least expected
—and that's where the excitement
begins !

But I can't let you into sll the secrets
of this intriguing game : you need cnly
sea 1t to realiso the laughter snd thrills
it gives. There's mnothing like BOBRS
Y'H UNCLE to banish the blues. It
costs ls. 6d., and the fun you get out of
it is worth that small sum many times
L

You can get this splendid new card
game {rom any newsagent, toyshop, or
leading store. Hurry ond get it—hofore
it's too late. Stocks are plentiful, but
there’s bound to be a rush!

Sunderland. He asks:

WHAT 15 A GONFALON?

It is the name given to a equara or
oblong flag fixed on a cross-bar at the ond
of & ataff. This reader (and others) might
also be intcrested to know the wvarious
names given to othor forms of flags. Here
they are:

enconnel is & triangular flag, wide at
the staff and tapering to a point. A
flag which has the appesrance of two
penconnels joined in the middle is called &

OW to apswer the query which
comes from Arthur Browis, of

‘pERNON.

uaianner is an oblong flag aguared at the
GILCLE .

Jack iz a flag which is flown at the
* jack-staff ** of a ship—that is the small
flagstaffl right in the prow of the vessel.

Ensign 15 & national flag, and i3 flown
at the stern of & veasel to denote to which
country it belongs,

Telking about flags, there is one thing
that will certainly not cause your intercst
to flag! It is

“THE PHANTOM OF PORTERCLIFFE I'*
By Frank Richards,

next week's long complete yarn dealing
with the further exciting holiday adven-
tures of Harry Wharton & Co. There's
fun in plenty as well as thrills—especially
when Fish's * popper ™ comes face to face
with the Red Eatl of Portercliffe—in this
rousing story. Dilly Bunter, of course, is
very much to the fore. No summer series
away from Greyfriare would be complete
without the fascinating socioty of William
Gearge |

As next week will see the Bnal chapters
of our popular adventure story by Harrison
Glyn, it behoves all of vou to make
certain of reading it. The * wind.up "
is an extremely good one. Full partieunlars
of another smashing yarn to follow will
also appear in this issue. And I might add
thet you'll like the new yarn as Bunter
likes tarts. And, like Dunter, you'll be
wanting more !

Our other features—ea really humorous
* Greyltiars Herald ¥ Supplement, the
Ehymester's contribution, end my little
chat—will be bang up to their usual
standard.

Cheerio, chums! Meet you again next

weel,
LOUR EDITOR,



ROUSING LONG STORY OF EXCITING SCHOOLBOY HOLIDAY ADVENTURE—
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—Featuring the World-Famous Chums, HARRY WHARTON & CO.,, of GREYFRIARS.
THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Some Rag |
ARRY WIIARTON stared
H Llankly.

He was staring in at the
doorwny of his room ubt Porter-
cliffe Hall.

What he saw there almost tack lus
breath away.

“Creat pip!” ho ejaculated. * Who—
whaol—"

He could hardly believe his eves.

It was the day [ollowing the arrival
of the Ureviriars party at Portercliffe
Hall. ‘The Famous Five and several
other Remove fellows were the puests
for the holidays of Mr. Hiram K. Fish
—"popper ¥ of Fisher T. Fish of the
Greyiriars Remove.

So far cverviling had gone smoothly.
Chandos, tha butler, and his numerous
staff ran tho magnificent establishment
like clockwork.
ﬁEEi-\'en Eilly Dunter scemed to bo satis-

i

Bunter had told the other fellows that
the grub was all right; and when the
grub was all right, of courso everything
was all right!

Harry Wharton & Co. had walked
down to Margate after lunch that day—
that farmous resort being only a short
distanco from the Hall. Coming back
merry and bright, but rather warm and
dusty, they had come up to their rooms
to bru«h off the dust belore joining tho
rest of the party at tea on the lawn,
Vharton, naturally, expectad to see hia
room in noat and :gmp!e.-pin arder, as ho
biaul left it. Instead of which——

e almost wondered for a moment
whether a horricane had strucle itl  IE
looked liko it

Obviously, it was a “rag.”

(Copy¥right in the Tnitad States 0 America.

It was a tremendous rag! Somcebody
had been very busy in that roomd

Wharton was not unaccustomed to
rags ! PFuch things happened frequently
?n_nugh in the Remove passage at Grey-

riars.

But a vag at Portercliffe Hall, whero
the Greviriars fellows were guests for
the holidays, was quito & diffcrent
matier, It was vory much out of place.

“My  hat!” gasped  Wharton.

"Whﬂ—'—"""-”
“Hallo, halle ™ ealled Bob

halle,

With his knowledge of the
private affairs of the Fishes
—Popper and  Son—Billy
Bunter has high hopes of a
glorious holiday at Porter-
cliffe Hall, But for some
unaccountable reason Bunter’s
schoolfellows seem bent on
making life .unbearable for the
Owl of the Greyiriars Remove,
What is the reason?

Cherry along the corridor.
up, old bean ¥

“Come and look?!” gasped Wharton.

Bob came amd looked.

“0Oh erumbs '™ he gasped.

Irank Nugent, Johnny Dull, and
Huyrrea Jamset Ram  Singh  camo
along. They all stared into the wrecked
To0nm,

“Wie on carlh

“What howling
Johinny Dull.

All rights resarvoed,

* Anvthing

" sxclaimed Frank.

ass——" exclaimed

“What terrific and preposterous fat
head—" e¢jaculated Hurres Jamset
Ram Singh.

The chums of tha Bemove entered the
room. It was a large room, superbly
furnished. like all the rooms at Porter-
cliffe Hell. DBut it was in a state that
might have made Chandos, the butler,
faint, had .he beheld it.

Wharton's suitcase was open. Itz con-
tonts wero seattered all over tho feor.
The bedeclothes had been dragged all
over the room. A boot or & shor was
stucle on cach corner of the hedstead.

Various garmenis wero draped over
the pictures on tho walls. Wharton's
evening ¢lothes—a nice, natty suit—was
stuffed with a pillow end twisted sheots,
and sprawled on the dismantled bed.
Two dress-shirts, which had been whito
as the driven snow, trailed over the
bedside table, with streaks of ink
smudging their white fronts. An occa-
stonal table stood upside down in the
middle of the room. Its legs were orna-
mented with secks and slippers.

“Who on ¢arth can have been rag-
ring horet” pxclaimed Bob Cherry, o
blank amazoment.

Wharton's lips set hard. .

“Whoever it was is going to bo jolly
gorry for 1t!" ho saad.

“But who—" zatd Frank. *“Must
have boen one of the fellows. But what

fellow would be idiat enough to rag in
Mr. Fish's house?”

“FI'm going to find out!” enid Harry
grimly.

Staring round st the wrecked, dis-
mantled room, the chums of the Remove
could only wonder.

“Wibley's a practical joking ass!™
gaid Bob., “Buat Wib wouldn't play a
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fool trick like this In & houss where
ha's = visitor.”

“Kipps is a bit of a joker,” said.

Nugent, "rEut he wouldn't—"

“Or Smithy!” said Johnny Bull
“Emithy moght if a fellow rowed with
him—but you haven't?™

Wharton shook his head.

The juniors grinned at the idea.
Alonzo Todd was not the fellow for a
rag, even of the mildest deseription.

Or Bunter [ said Nugent. * Even if
he was idiot enough, he’s too jolly lazy
to take all the trouble,”

“And I suppose Fishy doem’t treat
his guests like this!” grinned Bob,

Harry Wharten stood angry and
puzzled, -

It was i1mpossible tc think of . a

member of the Greyiriara party who
had perpetrated such en outrageous
rag. It seemed still more impossible to
suppose that one of the servants had
done such a thing. ; '

But it had been dono! Somebody had
done it _

“Hallo, hallo, hallo 1" yelled Bob sud-
denly. “Look!” .

He pounced upon an article that la

near the upturned table. It wes & jand-

O e 1" exclaimed N

unter’s 1* exclaim ant.

T.l'u_? handkerchief was l:griuualy in
need ‘of & wash. That seemed to indi-
cate that it wae Billy Bunter's.,

But thera was proof. In one grubby
_corner wera the initials “W. G. B.”
which demonstrated beyond the shadow
of & doubt that the article belonged to
Wl!ﬂ:m Emrgﬁu Hugterl

“ Bunter "egasped Wharton. “That
fat idiut.!!‘"-ﬂ 2 :

“The ésteemed and idiotic Bunter!”
exclaimed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.,

*“The fat chump—->"

“The howling ass—"

“The blithering bloater——*

Wharton's eyes glinted.

“If this is Bunter's idea of & joke,”
LJ: I::ld, “Bunter is going to learn not

so funny! By Jove, I'll burst the
fat ‘bounder IE J

“The burstfulness ia the proger
caper |” agreed the Nabob of Bhanipur.
. Wharton turned to the door, breath-
ing hard.. Hig friends followed him.
The finding of the handkerchief,
dropped in the midst of the wreek by
::R: ragger, sottled the matter for all of

m. i

Frank Nugent caught his chum by the
arm oz hé¢ headed fgr the stairs. Y

“Hold on, old chap 1™ he said hastily.
“What are you going to do¥”

“Look for Bunter and mop him

up ! answered Harry.
mean, a3 wo'rae sll  visitors
hore—*

"I don’t suppose Fishy will mind my
mnppmfvup that especial visitor,” an-
swered Wharton. “1 beliove he doesn't
want him here at all—goodinoss knows

why he let him come. Anyhow, I'm
going to mop him.”
He hurricd down the stairs, followed

by his chums. In the hall helow Fisler
. Fish was lounging with his hands in
hiz pockets, and & rather curious ex-
pression on hia bony face. He was
watching the stairs, as if In expccia-
tion of secing the juniors hurrying
down,
"Say, what's got vou, big boys?” in-
quired Fisher T. Fish. “You surecly
lﬂ?‘kﬂﬁxcﬁd o ].f;‘!“:[.u
. here's Fishy 1" said Wharton.
“Look here, Fishy, that idiet Buntor
huﬂ?[mm:i ragging in my r]nnm e
- "You don't say s0!" ejaculated Fi
T L ¥ J- Fisher
ST jolly well do! Any abicetion to my
giving him what he's asked for?"
Tug Macrer Lipmsry.—~No. 1,435.
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Fisher T, Fish E:i'nnedi
"Il say.nopel” he replied. *I
guess this shebeng’s other name 18
Liberty Hall, and you sure carry on

"jest as you wané.”

“ Seen Bunter i .

On the lawn in a hammock.”

“Yeop!
The %‘nmmu Five hurried cut to E-nﬁ
ad

for Billy Bunter on the lawn.
Figher 1. Fish’s grin grew wider and
wider as he wato them go. Fishy
seerned to be amused, and it wos clear
that he had no objection whatever to
anything that might happen to W. G.
Bunter.

e errr—
g

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Ginger-Fop for Bunier I

i HAY, you fellowsl”

Billy Bunter, reclining in a
hammock swung under a shady
tree on the wide, green lawn,

squeaked unheadad.

Threa fellows =at in deckchairs near at
hand—Wibltey, Kipps, and Smithy, He-
move fellows of Greyfriars. A little
further off, in 8 wicker garden chair, zat
Alonza Todd, who bk ohiece been a
Greviriars junior.

On a little green table were beoiiles of
g-ingabpﬁ%_ bottles of lemonade, and
glasses. - Billy Bunter heaving himself
E a little in the hammock, blinked at

am through his big tacles. Tha
rofreshments were out of his reach. 3o
he blinked round and squeaked again:

*1 eay, you fellowal!”

Herbert Vernon-8mith, leaning back
in hia deckchair with his legs crossed,
and his hands clasped behind his head,
took the troubls to reply:

“Zhut “iii.’ Bunter | X

. Egnaﬂ ill you kand me the ginger-

EL s H": I!’l

“Lazy rotter! T say, Wih—"

“Bhut up!” Xawned Wibley.

* Kippers, old man—~"

" Kipps of the Remove did not seem
to hear. Kipps, the conjurer, was sittin

up in hiz chair, practising a sleight-of-
hand trick with a mechanteal spider. It
looked & very real spider as it appeared
and disappeared under Kipps' skilful
manipulations:

“ Aloreo " squeaked Bunter. “T say,
Alonzo, old chap! T say, come and geb
me’ s ginger, will you? You'ra not a
lazy rolter like those lazy rotiers, old
fellow.”

Alonzo sighed, and looked up from the
book he was reading.

It was not a book that Alonzo was
willing to leave. It was a volume pre-
Ban to him by his Uncle Benjamin,
entitled : “The Story of a Polalo; From
the Seed to the Saucepan.” Alonzo found
it enlrancing.

“My dear William,” he murmured
“wou do not appear to have ohsarved
that you are much neaver to the table
than I.7

“EPm tired ! explained Bunter.

“1 alye am a liltle fatipued, my dear
William " said Alonzo gently.

“1'm not feeling well—"

Y1 wm so wvery, very sorry,” said
Alonzo, concerned at once. "o yon
think you ate oo much lunch, my dear
Bunter? I ralher feaved that you were
over-deing L™ '

“Oh, don’t be an ass! I mean—it's a
touch of—of pneamonia,” explained
Bunter. T peb b in the—the logp! My
grandfather was lume with il™

" {aoodness racious!”  exclaimed
Alonzo, in astonishment. “T was quils
unsware Lthut pneumoniz affected the
lower extremitiog—""

“I—1 mean plumbagn!” said Bunter
h“ﬁf‘ “1 can’t move iny arim—~"

“Xour arm "

L]

™1 mean my leg! Get me some ginger-
pnﬁ aold chap.” '
onze rose from’ his chair and laid
down his entrancing volume. ' Alonzo
was & very trustful and very obliging
fellow. If Bunter could not move frem
the hammock, Alonzo was more than
willing to wait on him. 2
The fat junior @t up in the hammock,
and Alonzo handed him a glass. Then
Alonzo proceeded to open the ginger-

~ Alonzo wae kind,. He was obliging.
But he waz clumay. Alonzo was alwaya
doing obliging things; but misfortune
seemed to haunt his footsteps when he
was doing them.

What he intended to do wes fo open
that ginger-beer and pour it into Bi
Bunter's glass. What he actually di
was to remove the cork at’ the wron
moment, and szend a sudden spurt o
gingﬁrﬂr into Billy Bunter's fat face.

Tnirlen

i

Bplash

“Gurrreggh ™ spluttered Bunler, as
his fat face and spectacles wers flooded.
“Wurrgh! You idiot—gurrggh! Oh,
you fathead—oooooogh 1

“Oh, dear!” eiscu Alonzo. "I
am 80 Very, very sorry, my dear
William—"

* Wurrrggh I

“Ha, ha ha!” roared SBmithy, Wibley,
and Kipps, in chorus,

_Alonzo  glanced round at  them
rapmuchfulljr.
‘My dear friends!” he exclaimed.

J
“The deplorable mischance is surely not
a matter to excite risibilit
“Yarooh! h! splultered
- Bunter. *“Oh, you dummy! I'm soakedl
Woopogh I
“My dear William——"

o {Jrrrg;gh e

Billy Bunter scrambled furiously out
of the hammock, Apparcnliy he was,
after all, able to move. ndeed, he
moved very quickly.

. The ginger-beer seamed {o have en-
livened Efﬂm gquito a lot.

Drenchied  with  that  refreshing
beverage, the Owl of the Remove
scrambled out, his little round eyes
gleaming vengeanca through his wet
spactacles.

“My dear William——"" said Alonzo.

Thump!

" Oooooop ! gasped Alonzo, ns a fat
fisl smote his chin, and he stapgered
backwards. A punch with Billy Bunier's
weight behind it, was more ihan encugh
to double up the slim Alonzo.

e staggered two or thres paces and
erashed — backwards—headlong—landing
ont the Bounder in his deckehair.

'I'hen it was Smithy's turn (o yell.

Slretched out in t.ﬂu.t- deckehair, with
his hands behind his head, Smithy re-
ceived Alonzo on his waislcoal, with o
Lerrific crash, '

“Ow! Ohl Ooocogh!l” yelled Smilhy.

“ Oh dear! Goodnoess gracious!™ gasped
Alonzo, sprawling. '

Crash! Under the weight of (he twe
of them, tho deckchair slipped and
collapsed, Yernon-Bmith sprawled on
the collapsed chair; Alonzo sprawled on
Vernon-Smath ; ami Kipps aund Wibley
roared

“¥a, ha, ha!™

YHerbeol Yernon-8milh pave Alonzo a
shove thal sent him rolling off, Then
e jwmnped up, red with rage. The
Bounder of Ureyiriats was not a par-
ticularly good-lempered  fellow at tha
best of lhnes. Now he was in a very
bad tempeor indeed.

He grasped Alonzo Todd, and banged
his head on the grass. Wild rours came
from Alonhzo.

“Oh! Ow! Yosopl Yoolwap! My
dear—yaronoch—iny  dear Herberl——-
Oh, goodness gracious—wow



 ¥Take that, you blithering, clumay
idiot I” gasﬁfld Bmithy.

Leaving Alonzo for dead, as it were,
the Bounder made a jump at Bi
Bucter. Bunter was mopping ginger-
bear from his fat visage. §mi%}:jr inter

m%t-ﬂd 1o,

e grasped the fat Owl of the Remove
b’v the neck, twirled him round and
plan

ted a foot on him.
“Ow! Oh crikey!” welled Bunter.
‘;:vﬁaaﬂi Wharrer vou kicking me for?
o%y .

Instead of explaining what he*® was
kicking 'him for, Bmithy kicked him
ug‘au;l:;;md yot again!  Bunter yalled

After him flew Smithy, till kicking.
Smithy had a dozen achea and pains dis-
tributed in various parts of his person.

* Alonzo I gasped Nugent.

He seemed keen on distributing some
over Bunter,
“ ¥ ow-ow-0vw-0w-wow [ reared BPunter

as he fod.

They dimppgared among the shrub-
beries, the ounder dri innﬁ Bil'i;yr
Bunter like o fat football. untet's

frantic yells died away in the distance,

Alonzo Todd picked himeelf up. He
rubbed his head, which felt quite dizzy
after establishing such violent contect
with the solid earth.

“0Oh, dear[” gasped Alonzo. “ Oh, my

oodness! I cannot help thinking that

oart Harlaert—wﬁw [—ia v&rg,d"mry crna&!.
=—YOW-0W I—V¥ery,  ver ad-tempere
iugeed! Ow ™ . o

Alonzo rubbed his hapless head. Ha
was not angry—the good Alonzo was
never angry. But he was hurt—very,
very hurt!

HEven “"The Story of a Potate; From
the Seed to the Saucepan "—had loat its
attraction in Alonzo's present dizzy
state. Leaving that fascinating wvolume

&4 Gmt p
agreeable prank, my dear Henry ? ** gurgled Alonzo. W

EVERY SATURDAY

where it lay in the seat of the garden
chair, Alonzo Todd clambered into the
pmpty hammock and stretched himself
there to repose, and recover from his
pxcitin m:#mnances. And in the drowsy
w‘armfg of the August afternoon, he
dm_pgad into & gentle slumber—from
which he was destined to be rudély
swakened.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
GQuite & Mistake !

ARRY WHARTON & Co. came
H out .of the house at a trot.
Fisher T. Fish had told them
where to find Bunter—in &
hammock on the lawn, They headed fof
the lnwn and the hammook.
Wibley and Kipps had stralled away.

The mild and gentle face of Alonzo Todd, streaming with soda-water, gazed dizzlly and reproachfully at the Famous Five.

ipz‘ll

The Bounder was not to be seen—
neither was Bunter, But thera was the
hammock—with the cutlines of a flgure
within easily visible. The Famous Five
arrived at the hammock. )

Billy Bunter had been in that ham-
maock a short time ago. Somebody was
in it now. It was slung high, and the
chums of the Remove could not see who
it was. BDut they had no doubt, of course,
that it was Bunter.

There was a sound of steady breathing
from the bammeoeelk, which showed that
the occupant was aslesp—though DBunter
did not seem to be snoring, as was
ysually the ease when slumber's chain
had bound him.

“Here he is,” grinned Bob Cherry,
“taking a nap after his jolly old exer-
tions. What about bumping him out in
a heap®"

“The i:-mmifulnnsa

iz tha proper
caper 1" chuok

ed Hurree Jamset Ram
¥

Em%}h
EHold on ™ gaid Harry.

““For what reason—groocogh—have

2

ﬁ@ picked up a soda-siphon from the
table.

“Bunter seems to have demin-fud a
tasta for ragging,” he remarked. “ Let's
see how he likes a rag ("

The junicrs chuckled.

Wharton, with the siphon in his
hands, stepped close to the hammock,
and put the nozzle over the edge in the
direction of the seeper’s head.

Sqoooo

iﬁﬂ:géqam ﬂ-f]k»m‘l_a-wa‘.ftﬂr ﬂm‘rd'l 2 It
spla on a sleepi sca, and there
was a sudden wild I;lfw! as the sleeper
awakened.

“ Dooocagh 1™

“Hg, ha, ha "

“ Gurrrrrggeh 17

“QGive him the lot 1" chuckled Johnoy
Bull. “This will teach Bunter not ta
be so jolly keen on ragging.”

played this most—urrgh—dis-

[—I—I thought it was Bunter In the hammoek !* stutiersd
harton.

“Ha, he, ha 1
Wharton gave him the lot.  Soda
water streamed from tho siphon, splash-
ing and dreenching the wriggling fgure
in the hammack.
Wild bhowls and gurgles and snorts
and gasps came from that wriggling
figurc. With a last squeak, the siphon
was emptied, and arry Wharton,
laughing, set it back on the table.
“Woooogh!” came from the ham-
mock, which was rocking wild{i‘:;‘ a5 its
"Wu

pecupant wriggled. rrght
Cooooph 17

“Ha, ha, ha!"” yelled the Famous
Five,

“ Crrooooogh 17 .

“That's a tip for you, you blithering
Owl ! said arry Wharton. “You

won't rag my room again in a hurey ™
“Gurrggh! My dear Henry—

Uﬁggh ™
arry Wharton jumped almost ¢lear
of the ground.
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CGurgles and gasps were unrecognis-
able. Bul as soon as he heard a voice
from tho hammock he expected to hear
Bunter's squeak.  Instead of which it
was the piping squeal of Alonze Todd!
Even if he had not known the voice he
would have known the mode of address.
Mobody but Alonzo would have addresed
him as Henry!

¥ Wha-a-at1” gasped Wharton,

“Oh crumbs I cjacilated Bob Cherry.
# Ig—is—is it Alonza?™

It was! A drenched and dizzy figure
sat up in the hammock. The mild and
gentle face of Alonro, streaming with
soda-water,, pazed drzzily snd reproach-
fully ot the Famous Five.

“ Alonzo 1 stuttered Nugent.

“My d-d-d-dear Henry—" goasped
Alonzo.

“For what . reaso
you played this most—urrggh |—dis-
agreeable prank, my dear—ooocogh 1—
Honry 1 gurgled Alopzo.

“I—1—{ thought it was Bunter in tho
hammoek |? stuttered Wharton, “Ha
was in it when we went out, Fishy

d we—— Oh, my hat "

“Oocoogh I

“SBorry, old man!” gasped Wharton,

“The sorrowfulness ia terrifie, my
eatoamed and ridiculous Alonzo |”

“Ha, ha, ha |"? roared Bob Ehﬁrr};;

“1 spe mo  occasion fnr—ﬁrmg 1—
jaughter, my dear Robert!” gasped
Alonzo Todd. “I am very, very wet,
and very, very uncomfortable!l I—

h 23

ooogh |

“ Awlully sorry. old chap?” said
Harry. He helped Alonzo out of the
hammock. * ﬂm’m & mistake—ha, ha I—
I mean, fesrfully sorry! What the
thwnp did you get into Bunter's ham-
mock for, you ass?” ]

“Dear William had taken his depar-
ture, and=—grooogh !—it is running down
m hl—neck,. I am very, very
wet—wooogh I )

Alonzo trailed away to the house in
search of the nearest towel. The chums
of the Removo stared after hum, and
thean looked &t one snothern

rooogh I—have

They
grinoed.
They were sorry for the unfortunate

mistake, of course. Btill, thera was &
funny side to it, though it was lost on
the Ea leza Alonzo. 1t was so exactly
like .&.ﬁmzu Todd ta be in the wrong
place at the wrong time.

#7 zay, vou fellows—"

A !}reatiﬁeaa fat figure shot out of the
shrubberics, and came bounding across
the lawn. The Famous Five spun
round, and gave their attention to Billy
Bunter. X

“I say, keep him off I roared Bunter,
as he came panting up.

“ Keap who off, f&-tiead';'” demanded
Baob Cherry.

«“Fhat beast Smithy ! IHe's been chas-
ing me ell over the place—kicking me,
too !* gasped Buunter. “Owl Oh
dear!”  Billy Bunter blinked over a
fat choulder. But the Bounder was not
to ba seen. ) .

“Have you been ragging Smithy,
too?” demanded Wharton. i

“EFEh? I haven't beon ragging any-
body 1" gasped Bunter. “The beast was
in one of his rotten tempers, because
Alonzo fell over him, and he made out
it waa my fnuli? because I knocked
Alonzo over. Oh dear! I say, you
fellows, I belicve he's still after me—
aw [

it Vou've Dbeen ragging my room ™
said Harry.

it oy 57

“And I'm going to mop you up [

Bunter 'umgpedgi‘xan!-: in elarm.

“ Look ﬁemi If you're going io be &
boast like Emith;.r—-—-"

“ Collar him !’

“T say, you fellows—yaroooch!”
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roared Bunter, as the Famous Five col-
lared him,

Bump !

The {at figure of the Owl of the
Remove smote the lawn of Portercliffe
Hall, The yell that came from Billy
Bunter roused all the echoes of the
lawn, the terraces, the shrubberies, and

the park of thet magnificent establizh-
et

Bump |
”Whﬂl}ﬂp I’.l
Bump !

“ ¥arooooch [

Bump | .

“Yow-ow ! Oh erikey!
shricked Billy Bunter.
up toy
donet

urmp |

Y oonop

“There I gas Wharton., I think
that will do! You won't rag a fellow's
room agein in a hurry 1

Bunter sat up and spluttered for
breath.

“Qooch! Oh crikey! Oh dear! Ow]l
Who's been FAEEINE YOUT FOOI, FOU silly
ass? I haven't] Qw1

“You bave!” roared Wharton, “We
found your hanky there I*

“Owl- I mever left it there! I
haven't been near your reom! What
should I want to rag your silly room
for? Wow!”

“Bomebody eles did it end left your
I thers as a keepsake, what?”
aske Jnhnnly Bull sarcastically.

“ Boast | haven't been in the room
at all,” yelled Bunter, “and I've got
my hapky in my pocketl Wow 1

“That's another one, then! I tell

Whar-

you we ‘f,ic!md it up I exclaimed
hat's the good of telling whop-

Leave off
*Wharrer you
ou silly idiots] What have I
arooch 1”

IH

ton, “
pers, you fat sss?

“T tell you I never did!"™ howled
Bunter.

" Gammon ?

“If you can't take a fellow's word—"

TOAY Bunter, “I1 should think syou
knﬂgl_?me well encugh to iake my
wor

The Famous Five chuckled. The fack
was, that they knew Bunter too well to
take his word, Truth and Buuter had
long been strangers. They lhad never
had even & nodding acquaintance.

“Give hun another one for telling
whoppers I suggested Johuny Bull,

“Good egg ! ]

“J say, vou fellows—leggo!” shrieked
Bunter.

Bump!
“ YVargooop ! roared Bunter.
Herry Wharton & Co. walked away

and left him to roar.

A ——————

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Popper and Son !

IRAM XK. FISH sat, or rather
H sprawled, in a deep leather
air in the library of Porter-

cliffe Hall.

A long, thin cigar was between his
long, thin lips, sending up a little cloud
of blue smoke before hus long, thin face.

Ou that long, thin face was an ¢xpres-
gion of satisfaction, which indicated that

the gentleman from New York was
pleased with himself and his  sur-
roundings.

Books covered the extensive walls,
almost from floor to ceiling. None of
them, so far, had been opened by tha
new occupant of Lord Portercliffc's
magnificent abode—mor was likely to
be. Mr. Fish's only reading was the
financial news. Over his grapefruit in
the morning he read columns of figures
with deep appreciation. The rise and
fall of empives would have cut no ice
with H. K. Fish. But the rise and fall

of stocks and shares touched him where
he lived,

Fisher T. Fish, standing on the hearth.
rug, had also & sati expression on
his bony face.

Fishy was accustomed to passing the
vacation at the school on his lonely own.
New York was too far away for the
holidays, and Greyiriars fellows scldom
or never scemed n on asking Fishy
hﬁn&;c with thum*d Hu];'.- t.he:l:a was a
chavge—a iremendeus change

Few Greyiriars fellows dﬁ'&lt- in snch
an sbode as Porterchife Hell. Iishy
guaszed, reckomed, and calculated that
even Mauleverer Towers had nothing
onn Porterclifie Hall, Wharton Lod
and Cherry Placo were merely hovels
in Ccormparison. en Mr. Vernon-
Smith, the Bounder's millionaire
fnther, did not keep up style like this.

A vast building with vast grounds,
superb  butler and numerous staff,
garages and cars and chaffeurs, picture
geallery and armoury—even & heunted
turret—there was everything imaginable
at the gorgecus residence which 1ts
ewner could not afford to keep up.

Young Lord Portercliffe, having in-

herited that “ white elephant ™ from his
uncle, the late lord, snd having paid
the death-duties thereom, lived ply

in Switzerland on what he had left.

Unwilling to let the old place go to
rack and ruin, the young lord had only
one method of keaping it going—letting
it to otHer people who cpuld afford to
run it—the fate of maoy s stately old
home of England ! ;

By that method the Hall was kept in
repeir, and the numerous staff saved
from joining the ranks of the un.
employed.

Since thet immense establishment had
belonged to its present owner it had
bad & variety of tenants—American
millionaires or plump stock-brokers, for
the most part. ‘

Now Hiram K, Fish was the tcnant.

But the fact that he was only a2 tenant °
was rather a secrat.

Fisher T. Fish had sannounced
proudly at Greyfriars that his
li!po?pe:r " b bought _ Portercliffe

all! In point of fact, Mr. Fish had
hired it for three months, with &n
option to purchase. Which was & very
different matter!

Whether Mr. Fish exercised that
option and bought the place depended
o circumstances—very strange and
mysterions circumstances, of which the
guests at the Hall had not the fsintest
rdea or suspiciomn.

As the lowest possible price was at
least £30,000, and as Mr. Fish did not
POESESES one-hall of that sum, it was
utlikely that he would buy it out of his
aWNn Fesourees,

Ot of whose resourecs he was going
to buy it, if he did buy it, was Mr
Fish's secret—a very strange secret|

Popper and son knew that secret!
Nobody else did1  Only Billy Bunter
knew that “somethin was on; Billy
Euuter having obtained surreptitious

nuwledge by reading s letter at school
written by popper to son.

Bunter Lknew from that letter that
AMr. Fish was only o tenant of the Hall,
with an option on it; that 1t was &
business deal and that Mr. Fish cal-
culated that he was gomg to make a
million dollars on the transaction!

Which was very mysterious
puzzling indeed to Billy Bunter!

Portercliffe Hall was a place to losa
money on, certainly not to make money
on, =zo far as Bunter could see.

Maovertheless, it was a certainty that
Hiram K. Fish, who was spendin
money, cxpected to ses 1t again, an
more along with it. “Swank " appealed

and



to beth popper and son; but dollars
camo first—an easy first! _

“1 guess,” remarked Mr. IFish, takng
the long, thin cigar from his long, thin
mouth, “that it was onlucky that fat
elam getting o once-dver on lhat letter,
gon. 1 sora warned you not to gpill the
beans.™ .

“1 reckon that pesky piccan cinched
tha letter and rem? it afore 1 even saw
it 1" grunted Fisher T. Fish. “That’s
w e's here.”

“He ain't spilt any beans yet?”

“He's sure wise to it that if he does
he goes out on his neck!” growled
Fisher T.
on hirr, he sure might chew the rag,
all the same—I guess he can’t always
help it.” .

“Ha don't know a whole lot,” said
Me, Fish musingly. “I nover put much
into ink] But he knows we ain't
bought the place—he knows it'a a

business deal—and he knows wd're
gomg to look for something here. He
an't know what.”

“That fat guy is s bonehead I said
Fisher T. *“But if he spilled the beans
to the other guys they sure might guess
something.” - ; :

“He's got to beat it 1” said Mr. Fish
decidedly,

“*1 puess I've started in to make him
tired of staying here,” said Fisher T,
with a grin. “I reckon Wharton's
giving him some sockdolagers jest about
now. And I'll say he's going to get
somea more—a regular course of sprouts,
and then some.”

Mr. Fish smiled )

“You're sure epry, Fisher!” he said.

“A few!” agreed Fisher T. “And I
got ancther idea, popl 1 guess that fat
ﬁll;j’ is going to be located im the

aunted turret. I'll say that the ghost
will scara him s fow.”

Fopper stared at son.

o gua ghost1” he repeated. “?qu
voung %inh_. you allow you believe in
that guff
"Not a whoelo lot!” admitted
Fisher T. Fish. “But I guess Bunter
will if he spots & guy with a sheet over
his head in the middle of the night.”

‘Mﬁr Fish a:hucl-:Iud-l b .
"Son, you're spry 1Y he said approv-
ingly. "':i'crut.‘h_ that bell !

fisher T. Fish touched the bhell, It
summeoned Chandeos, the butler, to the
prescnce of Hiram K. Fish,

Chandos swam rather than walked
in. Plimp and portly, with s doulbla
chin, Chandes gazed down a large
fruity noso at his employer,

“5ir! You rang ! said Chandos,

“1 sure did!” assented Mr. Fish.
“Say, I pguess [ want you to shift
Master Bunter's room for to-might.™

“Yory good, my lord!® Chandos
coughed, " Kxeuse me, very good,
sir I” Chandoes, it secomed, was 50 nocus-
tomed to addressing lords that he found
it dillicult to realise that ha was for
onen c-rnrlm-ﬂd by & common mortal.

“You'll Torate him in the turrct-
room ! said Mr Fish,

Chandos started.

“The turret-room, sir?”

“1 guess it's called thoe hannfed
room,” said Mr. TFish. “You don't
want to mention te Bunter that it's
haunted. It might skeer him a fow.
Jost  change him  over—see? My
geerctary is coming to-morrow. and you
can fix up Bunter's ald room for him,™

“But, sir—" stammered Chandos.

f‘# guess that's the lot ™ zaid Mr.
L )

H But, sit—the—the haunted room—"

Mr. I"ish gazed at him.

“Hearch me ! he cjaculated. * You
don't mean to say you take any stock in
s ghost story, ﬂi;andﬂ-si’.’

“But he's got such a chin

EVERY SATURDAY

Chandos coughed.

“MNo, sir[ Certainly not, sirl Never-
theless, it is a fact that strange sounds
have becn heard from the haunted
turrop——=* 2

“SBearch me!* repeated Mr. Fish.

Mr. Fish had been quite pleased when
ha took over Portercliffe Hall, lock,
stock, and barrel, to hear that thero
was 8 haunted turret. It gave tho
finishing old-world touch to the aristo-
cratic establishment.

But though o family ghost was & very
respectable possession, believing in the
%j!mt was guite another matter. Mr.

ish guessed thot he had no use for
spoaks.

“I fcar, sir, that the young gontle-
man might, perhaps, suffer from
fright,” suggested Chandos.

“1 guecss we'll chanco it!" said Mr.
Fish, while TFisher T. Fish grinned.
Chandos, of course, was quite unawnro
that that was the chject of popper and
EQN,

“The room has not been occupied, sir,
since tho time of the lato L-unf Porter-
cliffe,” said Chandos. It i3 somewhat
l'.hl-ﬂ'l . LE ]

““1 guess that cuts no ice.”

“A somewhot gloomy room, sir,”
urged Chandos. "With so very many
apartments to select from, sir, doubt-
less you will approve of my bGnding
some aother apartment for DMaster
Bunter.”

It was quite unlike Chandos to argue
in this way. He was far too well
tramed a butler to do anything of the
kind. But he seemed cgnha concerned
about W{ﬂacing Master Bunter in the
haunted room.

But Mr. Fish was not the man to be
arguned with. He was paying Chandoes,
5¢ long as he was in occupation of
Portercliffe Hall. When Mr. IFish paid
& man he expected that guy to jump to
orders.

“T'll za
bn&r!” said Mr. Fish.

I—1I beg your pardon, sir|” gasped
Chandos. The Portercliffe butler was
unaceustomoed to this mode of address.

“Park it{"” explained Mr, Fish.

“Eh"

“Swallow it and get it right down
further elucidated Mpe, Fizsh,  “1*ut it
whore it won't be seen again.”

4 Eir___rl-

“I guess,” said Mr., Fish, “that I've
put you wise, bal Go and do it 1

o Bu:t—-—“‘”

“You ain't hired,” explained MM
Fish, “to chew the rag! Youn don't
want to shoot off your mouth any more !
When I want you to talk I guess I'll
say talk, and then you can sure get
going | Outil then, park it! ¥ou get
mef? Iave that turret-room ready for
Bunter! Now git "

Chandos almost tottered from the
ronm.

Neither the late Lovd Portereliffe nor
the present Lord Portercliffe had ever
adidveessed him in this style. He was
told to " git "—and in an overwhelmed
state he " got.”

Hiram K. Fish resumed his cigar and
econversation  with Fisher T,  And
Chandos, 1n spite of his objections,
whatover they were, gave insfructions
for the torret.-room to Le prepared for
Master Bunter,

you_ can pack it up, big

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Sudden Sgot |

RASII!
a Yelll
“Hallo, halle, hallol®

claimed Bob Cherry,
The Famous Five wero in the hall
after tea. Vernon-Smith had gone up

£X-
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the stairs. Billy Bunter, as he went,
squeaked after him:

* Bring me one, Smithy”

From which the chums of the Re-
move guessed that S3mithy had gone up.
for & cigarette after tea—or that
Bunter, at least, thought that he had:

That, however, was no business of
theirs, and they did not heed; but the
heeded the sound of a erash, lou
though mfar, and a londer well.

Chandos, who waa in tho hall, gave a
start, and both his double chins
trembled. Fishor T. Fish, who was alsa
there, winked at a statue of Hercules,
a gigantic bronze fgure leaning on an
immense ciub. But the Famous Five
ran up the stairs,

They did not need tai!ing that some-
thing had ha.gpﬁned to the Bounder,
and they wondered what. The terrifie
vell sounded as if damege was done.

They ran into the corrider on which
the juniors’ rooms opened.

At the end of that corridor was a
staircaso that led up to the enst turret
~—the turret that was, by repute,
haunted by the spectre of an ancient
Portercliffe, At the other end was »
window and a balcony, rich with roses.
In the middle of the corridor, outside
the Bounder's room, was & strengoe and
startling figure.

They did not recognise it as Smithy
for the moment.

From head to foot 1t was black as
the ace of spades.

“Hallo, halle, halla!™ gasped Bob
erry.
“Who the dickens——" eajaculated

Nugent,

“Smithy!"" gasped Wharton.

“The esteermned Smithy!"  velled
Hurree Jamset Ram SBingh. " But the
blackfulness of the absurd Smithy is

terrific ™

“Oh! Owl OQoogh! Wow!"” came
from the sta ring blackened figure.
“Oh, gad! Whe's done this? What——
Ooogh 1™

“Boot " repeated Wharton dazedly.

. Yurr%ghl * spluttered MHerbert Ver-
non-Smith.

From his blackened faco his eyea
blazed with fury,

Soot smothered him. It scattered
round him in clowds. It streaked and
streamed over the polished cak floor.

A large Hat wicker basket lay in the
doorway. It had been lodged on top
of the door against the lintel. And it
had fallen, crashing, on the Bounder’s
head as he pushed the door open.

The door had been left ajar to sup-
port the booby-trap. Bub the moment
it was opened, down came the basket
of soot, with awlul results for Smithy.

The juniors came running up, aghast.
This sort of prank would have been con-
sidered rather “thick 7 in the Remove
Fassaqa at Greyfriara. At FPorterclific

fall 1t was miles, if not leagues, out-
side the limit.

Who had done it?! Tho thought of
DBunter leaped into their minds at onee,
Bunter, they had ne doubt, head ragged
Wharton's room that day. WWas this
also the work of the fat ord fatuous
Owl? Lad Billy Bunter, for some inex-
jlicable reason, eptered upon a courso
of wild and whirling ragging?

Vernon-Smith spun towards the chuma
of the Remove, his sooty fists ¢lenched,
his eves blazing from o faco of soot.

“Whe did this?" he yelled.

“The wholulness is terrifie, m
esteemed Smithy [ gasped the Nabo
of Bhanipur.

“You, Bob Cherry——"

“Not guilty, my lord!” grinned Bab.

“You'ro {fool enough,” snarled the
Dounder.

Evidently in his rage Smithy wanted
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# wictim, and was in @ hurry to find

one. f

“0Oh, don™ be an gas, Smithy!” said
Harry Wharton, “Nobody here would
have played such an idiotio trick.”

“Then who was it7” yelled the in-
furiated Bounder,

" The Famous Five could not answer
that, They did mot know.

They suspected Bunter, on account of
the previous rag. But they were not
going te tell Smithy their suspicion.
He was in a frame of mind to treat a
sugpicion as = proof, and begin re-
prisals without a lot of investigation.

(Gasping with raga and soot, the
Bnunfer dabhed at his face. He
tramped savagely into hizs room.

Every guest's room at FPortercliffe
Hall had a bath-room attached: and
the Bounder was in need—pressing need
of & wash. But badly &8s he wanted a
wash, he did not head at once for the
bath-room door. He glared round in
the hope of picking up soms sign of the
iﬁ:liﬂw who Emi laid the booby-trap for

im.. :

The Famous Five went as far as the
doorway, treading carefully out of the
woy seattered soot, and looked in;
They saw the Bounder, with a howl of
rage, pounce upon something that lay on
the polished floor.

It was a paper bag of bullseyes.

“ Bunter |"’ yelled %crn@n-ﬂmith.

“Oh, my hat " murmured Bob. "It
was Bunter, of course. And the fat
;:i_lmtuwaa bound to leave & clue behind

1IN,

E"IFuutar all over!” prinned Johnny

ll,

The alloverfulness is terrifio '

Vernon-8mith held up the bnﬁ in sooty
fogers. Only five or zix bullseyes re-
mained in 1t

Indisputably it belonged to Bunter.
Nobedy else in the Greylriars party
carried bullseyes about with him. Bui
they wera a favourite ecomestible with
the Owl of the Remove. Only that day
he had been seen devouring bullseyes
from a paper bag. When Bunter was
not asleep, he was gencrolly eating
somethi And that g:j' he had been
eating bullseyes. ]

“Bunter,” repeated Vernon-Bmith.,
“1 supposa this 15 because I kicked him
this alfterncon. By gad, I'll——" He
strodea to the door,

“¥You're not going down like that!™
ga:%ed. Bob.

“I'm going for Bunter—""

* But, my dear chap—"*

“Smithy, old man, get a eclean up
first I exclaimed Nugént. " What the
dickena will the servants think "

“Hang them, and what they think ¥

“Well, what will Mr, Fish think if
he secs youi” exclaimed Wharton,

“He can think what ha dashed well
likes!"” howled the Bounder. *“He
shouldn’t have that pntiiy porpoise hern
playing potty fricks! tell you; I'm
gon to smash him! I'm going to
.break him up into liftle pieces!”

And the soot-smothered Bounder
rushed down the corridor towards the
stalrcase.

" {h, my hat " gasped Johnny Bull.

The chuma of the Remova followed,

They could understand Smithy's wild
wrath, and his fierce desire to get at
Bunter. 5till, there was a limit. He
was in no state fo go down into the
magnificent hall of Portercliffe.

Smithy carcd nothing for that, e
wanted vengeance, and he wanted it ab
onee. Ile Hlew to the stairs, and flew
down.

A porily, plum

figure half-way up
the stairs stoppe

at the sight of him
with a startled squeal, It was Chandos.
Chandos, eurprised and chocked by
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the disturbance zbove, was coming up
te see what was the matler.

At the sight of a wild, blackened
figure, Aying down the steircase towards
him, Chandos stopped suddenly.

_H?ﬁ did. not . recognise Vernon-Smith.
His desrest relative would hardly have
recognised the Bounder in his present
gtate;

Chandos saw what seemed to be a
wild and excited negro hurtling down
the staircdze at himy, and he stopped,
and steggerad. Wido and broad as tha
stairs -af Portercliffe Hall wers, there
was no room for portly butlers to
stagger about on them.

Chandos missed his footing,
rolied down,

Bump, bump, bump ! went the plump
and portly figure, from stair to stair,
and at every Dump there came a gurgls
from Chandoa.

“Say, what the great horned toad|™

and

ga?e Fizher T. Fish.

Ho was standing at the foot of the

%mml staircase, staring wup, when
handes came rolling down.

Before Fisher T. Fish could skip out
of the way, Chandes rolled on him, and
brushed his skinny legs from under him.
F_"hﬁw, wake snakes [* yelled Fisher T.

]5 £l

Ho crashed. Chandos rolled over him
a4 he sprawled. A second later Smithy,
coming down full pelt, stumbled over
the two of them, and crashed also, It
Was gultﬂ.a mix-up at the foot of the
grand staircase at Porterclifio Hall,

— e mam

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bad for Buonter |

ILLY BUNTER sat up in his
B chair, and blinked at the stard
ling scene, hia little round eyes
almost popping through his big,

round spectacles,

“"Oh crikey |” gasped Bunter,

From the stairs above Harry AT-
ton & Co. locked down at it. Three
or four footmen came hurrying into
the hall by the service door to see what
was the matter. Wibley and Kippa
came scudding up from somewhere; Mr.
Hiram I£. Fish from somewhcre else.
Quite a little crowd watched the mix-
up at the foot of the stairs. Alonzo
Todd joined them with a bolanical
volumo under his arm, and an expres-
gion of great amazement on his face.

“Goodness  gracious!”  exclaimed
Alonzo.

*“What the John
roared Alr. Fish,

“Aw, wake snakes!” shricked Fisher
T. Fish, wrigghne wnder the portly
butler like & worm under 2 traction
engine, “Aw, draggimotf ! I'l] say T'm
snnashed! I'H fell a man, I'm sure
witkiled | Yaw-aw ! Yoop! Hoeokinefl !

“Weorrrgeh ' Chandos was gasping.
UWourrgeht”

The Bounder was the first up.

Half hiz soot had been brushed off,
seattrring  over Uhandos and  Pishy,
But thore was p!:.‘ﬂh_!,r Inft, Elr]:it.ily wild
stibl Llack ns the ace of spades, and
geatteving clowds and wisps of soot as
hae moved.,  Ile planied a knea in
Chandos' ample waistcont, and a haed
in Fishy's eyoe, and heaved himself up,
and secrambled to his feet,

“Ie, he, he!” came from Bunter, 1
say—he, he, he! Why, what—yuroooh |

The Dounder jumped at him,

Smack ! smack! smack!

Bunter rocked right and left under
tremendous smacks.

e rocked and roared.

In Bunter's bullet head thers was
nothing of an intellectual nature to be
damaged! But the bullet head itsclf
suffered severely,

James DBrown—"

Smack| smack! smack!

“Yow-ow-owl Oh, ecrikey! Leave
off 1" shricked Bunter. “Wharrer you
hitting me for, you beast! Owl Helpl
I say, you fellows—whoop "

3 | smack!" smack!

Billy Bunter dodged wildly round the
i{q&muua. halll He dod round Mr.
‘ish, round Kipps and Wibley., and
round Alonzo Todd. After him flew the

entaged and sooty Bounder, still
smIting. "
Fisher T. Fish staggered up! XHs

pressed ' both hands to his waistcoat,
and moaned! Chandos rosa more
slowly, with the help of John, and
James and Peter, the fooimen, who
rasped him and heaved him to his feek
ey led Chandos away, tottering, by
the service deor.
F'“ Say, what's the circusi” roared Mr,

J&0.
Smack | smack ]

“Yaroooh "

Billy Bunter got behind Alonzol
Alonze tried to ward off the enraged
Bounder. He pushed him back.

“Is—is—is that Herbert?' gasped
Alonzo. “My dear Herbert, I beg you
not o give way to your temper, and to
castigate dear Wilkdam in that wvery,
very violent manner! I am bound to
say—yarooagoch [

Alonzo suffered the fate of a luckless
peace-maker. A drive under his chin
sent Alonzo staggering.

Then the Bounder jumped at Bunter
again.

This time he got his grasp on the fat
Owl, and thera was no more dodging
for William George Bunter.

Smack! smackl smack! whack!?
bang |

Bunter's yells rang far and wide,

“1 say, wou f{ellowsl Helpt Oh,
crikey! Help! He's mad! Help!
Yoo-hoop 1"

The Famous Five scampered down the
stairs. They rushed at Vernon-Smith,
grasped him, and dragged him back by
main force.

“ Chuck it, Smithy ! pasped Wharlon

The Bounder struggled savagely.

“Let go, vou fools! 1'm going to
smash him! T tell you—="

“Enough's as pood as a feast, old
man " gasped Bob, “Chuck it! Hald
him, you fellows 1™

And the Dounder was held, dragged
away from Dunter, Dilly Bunter roared
frantically,

“1 say, yon [ellaws, keep lum off 1
Ile's mad! Oh ertkey! Ow! YWhat's
the matter with the silly wliot? Owl
Wow i

“1T'lIl smash him—""
“ Beast 1
“¥ou silly owl™ roarsd Wharton,

“What did you fix up a booly lrap in
Sunthy's oo [or??

“Eh! [ dudn't!” stuttered Duanter,

“You did, you blithering ase !

“The didiulness was terrific”

“1 didn’t ! yelled Baster indignantly,
“I havew't been sacar Smithy's room,
This 15 the second (me you've made out
that 've been ragming, vou Leasts ™

“Bo you have, you fat freakl”

"I haven't!" shricked Buner.

“Chuck at, Smithy, for poodness”
sake 1" exclauncd Wharton, as Mr. Fish,
with & snort, strodo away. " You're not
in tho Hemove passage now, you fat-
head | Huaven't vou ever heard of such
a thing as mannersi"

“Oh, go and cat cokel” enarled the
Dounder.

But porhaps he realised that Bunter
bad had enough! Ile tramped away up
the stairs—hez_rdin% this time, for the
bath-room. LBilly Bunter stood rubbing
his singing head—what time Alonzo

nursed his chinl



of him, with a startled squeal.

“I1 say, vou fellows,” gpasped Bunter,
“What mado that silly idiot Smithy
think I did it#’

“You howling asz!" roared Bob.
“You left your %uils&y{zs in his room.*

“I didn't!” yelled Bunter. “I ate
nearly all my bullseyes, and I left the
rest in the bag in my own room.”

“Did they walk into Smithy's?” asked
Johnny Bull with a snort.

“Well, T never had them there! 1

Eu?____“l:l

‘Oh, ratst”

“Tho ratfulness is terrifie.”

“Look hers, you beastz!" howled
Bunter. *I never did it, and I never
ragged in vour room either, Wharton!
And if you fellows can't behave your-
selves a bit befter than this, I shall
jolly well clear off and let you have
your holiday without me.”

“Ha, ha, ha®

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at!"" ronred Bunter, *I can toll you,
I jolly well mean it! I'm not standing
much moro of this, I can tell you! I've
a jolly good mind to go after Smithy,
and thrash him-———"

“Do!” grinned Bob Chefry. “I'm
gure Smithy would be pleased 1"

“I shall treat him with contempt!
The beast—he's smothered o with soot !
I zhall have to wash now

*Poor old Bunter |” sighed Bob., “He
washed when we broke up at Greyiriars,
and was going to make it do for the
holidays—"

*Hea, ha, ha I

“Yah!” gnorted Bunter.

And he rolled away—in szearch of
that extra wash—a very great hardship,
from Bunter's point of view, Bunter
did not like washing! Dut with scot
all over his fat person, even Dunter
realised that a wash was unavoidable,
He snerted indignantly as he wont.

His knowledge of the private affairs
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Vernon-Smith wanted vengeance, and he wanted 1t at once.
*0ooch I ' I was Chandos.

of the Iishes, popper and son, had
landed him ot Portercliffe Hall; and
Billy Bunter had anticipated a glorious
time thers. But the time he was
petting, s0 far, was not very glorions.

The grub was sll right—and when
the grub was ail right, Bunter's usual
view was that everything was all right!
But it was turning out anything but all
right! TFisher T, E:E"is-h, it was true, wag
very civil—to lLeep Bunter from
“gpilling the beans.” Dut the other
fellows seemed bent on making life at
Portercliffe Hall not worth living for
the fat Owll With this extraordinary
idea in their heads that Bunter had
bg:en ragging, they were pitching into
him right and lcft.

Billy Bunter was beginning to wondor
whether Porterchiffie Hall was worth
while, after all! Which, if he had
only known i, was exactly what Fisher
T, Fish guessed, reckoned, and calcu-
lated that he would scon begin to
wonder |

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Haunted Turret !

NORE 1
@ " Bunter "
Snorol

“Let him ri ou giys ! said

Fisher T\ Fish, Ay
It wag bedtime, In fack, it was rather
later than bedtime, as rules were o
littla relaxed in the holidays, The
Greyfriars party had been gathered
round the radio-gram in the hall; but

at ten o'clock they decided that it was.

time to get 2 move on. Buntcr, who
had dined, not too wisely but too well,
as was his bhappy cusiom, was already
fast asleep in & deep leather chair—his
snore drowned by thoe wireless, Dug

s
S [
o r

A paorily, plump figure, hall-way up the stairs, stopped at sight
The butler saw whai appeared to be a wild and exclted
hurtling down the staircase at him, and he stopped and staggered.

negro

when the radie was shut off, Bunfer's
snore woke the ochoes in ity turn,

Bob Cherry called to hios, and Harry
Wharton shook him by a fat shoulder,
Vhereupon Fisher T. Fish barged in.

“I1f he wants to snooze hyer, let him
snooze, you guys!” gaid Fishy., “T guess
he can beat it for bed any old timo he
likps.*?

“Wall, wo'd better tell him we're
going I gaid Harry.

“Oh, let him snooze.”

"My dear Fish,"” said Alonzo Todd.
It would surely be befter to acguaing
Bunter with the fact thut we are abous
to retire—" ;

“Can it, old thing,” said Fisher T.
Fish. “Fm Sﬂj’lni leave Bunter to
enooze as long as he likes, I'm sure
ﬁ-lt’&l]‘t?‘ u||1 B ﬁien&."

“Oh, all right,” said Flarry.

As Fisher T. Fish was lost, he hLad
to be given his head. Certainly, Billy
Bunter did not like being woke up, and
was not Likely to thank fellows for
waking him. On the other hand, when
he did wake up, he would be annoyed to
find that tho other fcllows had gome to
bed and left him downstairs. It was
not easy to please Bunter. 8till, nobody
was particularly keen on pleasing him,
80 ?;atbdid not matter.

The Famous Five, and Alonzo and
Kipps and Wibloy and the Bounder,
went up the big staircase, after bidding
good-night to IMisher T. Fish, who was
staying up a “piece.” Smithy looked
back over the banisters with a sarcastio
grin on his foce,

“What's Fishy's game, you men ™ he

azked.

“Eh? What?"” asked Bob.

“He's keeping Bunter up for some
thing, I believe they've been changing
hiz room. Is he going to lark with the
fat duffer?”
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"' The larklulness of the esteemed
Fishy 15 not usually terrifie,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

" Well, he can get on with it, any-
how,” said the Bounder. *“He doesn’t
want DBuanter here—and I certainly
dm'lt I!‘J
_ "If ho doesn’t want him here, why
is he here at all, then?” asked Kipps,

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“1 don't know the answer to that
one,” he said. “But I jolly well know
that Fizhy doesn't want him, I beliove
he’s keeping him up for zome jape—and
if he is, more power to his elbow.”
SBmithy had not yet forgotten the booby-
trap and the soot!

unter's  snore echoad after the
juniors as they went.

The Bounder's remarks rather puzzled
them. All of them, 83 & matter of fack,
had an impression that Fisher T. Fiuah
did not want Dunter at Portercliffe
Hall. But thgy could imagine no reason
why he should have him there if he did
not want him.

It was rather puzling, too, why he
waa letting Bunter soore on in the arm-
chair and sitting up with him. Fishy
was not supposed to be much of & prag
tical joker, and it seemed unlikely that
he was intending any “lark * on the fat
junior, as the Bounder suspected.

However, it was no business of theirs,
and the jumiors dismissed the mattar
from their nlinds and went to bed
where t-heg were soon deep in the sound
and healthy sleep of happy youth.

Meanwhile, Bunter snored.

Fisher T. Fish zat up.

Mr. Hiram K. Fish glanced into the
hall, with his long, thin cigar in his
long, thin mouth, grinned, and wenk
hacﬁn to the library.

Fishy sat and yawned.

He did not like sitting up late. Late
hours meant loss of health, without any
compensating gain.

But no doubt Fishy had his reasons
on this particular occasion. _Chandos
earmne into the hall at last. He hid &
yvawn behind a plump hand.

“If vou are requiring nothing further,
sir—" said Chandos.

“] beg your pardon, sir!” Chandos
was learning s new languasgo since the
Fish family had taken up their residence
at Portercliffe IHall., But American was
not & languago quickly learned.

“l mean nix!” explained Fishy.
“You can beat_ib 1"

Chandos beat 1t

Snore! came steadily from DBunter.
Fisher 1. Fish, yawning deecply, sat up
and waited. DBverybody elze bhad gone
to bed by tho tima Billy Bunter's eyes
opened behind his big spectacles, and he
hﬁnked round, It was pgeiting near
midnight.

“1 say, you fellows |” grunted Bunter.

“Ready for bed, old beani?” asked
Fizhy.

Bunter sat up.

“1 say, where are the fellowsiZ he
asked.

“QGone (o bed”

“Bensts i i

“I guess I sat up with you, ofd
thing,” said Fisher Y. TFish amicably.
“I’l? gure tote you lo your room, if
yvou're ready.” )

Bunter blinked at kim. ITe knew, of
course, why Fishy was so eivil to him at
Porterclitfe Hall: it was because he
might otherwise spill the beans. Bug
he was surprised that Fishy should
carry eivility to this length,

Sitting up till nearly midnight was
really not required of a schoolboy host.
Bunter might have been gratelul for
such polite sitention, had he posscssed



A grateful nature, But—as often hap-
pened when Bunter woke after sleeping
off the effccls of & gargantuan meal—
he had woke up peevish and irritable.
* Just like the rotters to go off to bed
without ecalling & chap!” he grunted.
“¥You might have woke me up, Fishy.”
"I reckoncd. you'd like to Eﬂ.‘h’ﬂ your
gnooze out, old-timer,"
“Rot 1" said Bunter.
He rose from the armchair, stretched
his fat limbs, and yawned.
“I'm hungey,” he said.
“I %II._IEEE thero's eats in your room,”
said Fisher T, Fish, “I sure told
Chandos to put a cake and a bag of
doughnuts on the table by your bed.”
Even Bunter was a little touched by
this kind attention. TFellows he had
stayed with before had never scemed fo
care whether he might get hungry in the
night. This was unduuhtoﬁly vEry
thuugi"{itful of Fishy.
“OUh, good!” ‘said Bunter,
emiobly. “I'll go up, then.”
He na]gnt!atﬁd the stairs, Fisher T.
Fish following him and swiiching off
hﬂhts as he went.
. In the corridor where the Greyfriars
i.umqrs had their quarters Bunter was

eading for his room, when Fishy
tapped him on a fat arm.,

“This way,” he sasid. “You got a

“ My

mora

new room to-night, Bunter,™

“Rot " grunted Bunter.
things——"

“Moved into vour new room, old
fellow,” explained TFisher T. Fish.
“Popper found that thero was some
damp smell in your room, and wo sure
want you te be comfortable lhyer,
Bunter. We've planted you in the
turret-room.  Booliful room—it was
avcupicd by his lordship.”

*Oh, all right.”

At the end of the corridor was the
stair leading up inte the turrot. Billy
Bunter did not like stairs. ITowever, ho
followed Fisher 1. Fish up.

Fishy switched on the light in the
turret-room.

Bunter blinked round that apartment
with sleepy cres, but with considerable
gatisfaction.

It was a large and handsome room.
High up, it had a view in the day-timn
of the surrounding country—the sea and
tho estuary of the Thames, and Margate
and Bamsgate and the North Foreland.
Now the windows were curtained with
long curtain: of a rich material. A
gigantic four-poster bed, with a canopy.
bulked large. The floor was of ancient
polished oak, dotted with handsome
rTagEs.

here were two olher doors beside the
one by which Bunter entered with Fishy,
On a table by the bed was a tray con-
taining cake and olher comestibles, az
well as a8 carafe of water and a bottlo
of lemnonade. Billy Bunter deigned to
be pleased. Obviously he was in beftar
quarters than the ather guests—as so dis-
tinguished & visitor, of eourse, merited,

“I guess vouw'll be O.K. here,” said
Fisher 1. Fish,

“It'a a bit far away from the other
fellows ! Bunter, of course, had to
find some fault, or it would not have
been Bunter.

“His late lordship used this room,”
gaid Fisher "1'. Fish.

Banter grunted.

"I don’t think so much of lords as you

do, Tishy. You see, nin't  an
American.”

“You pic-faced clam—-»"

'.:“'r!'.lﬂt.?“

" I—I—I mean—-" stammered Fisher
T. IFish, He had forgollen caution for
a moment. ‘

“Look here, Fishy—-"

I guess I'll be hopping !** said Fisher
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T, Fish. “¥ou'll be all right here, old
pippin. As for ghosts—"

“Ghosts 7" repeated Bunter.

"They say this is the haunted room,”
sald Fisher T. Fish calmly, *Didn't
I mention that before "

“No, you jolly well dida’t!" said
Bunter warmly. “ Look here—"

“Wasl, you ‘don't believo iIn
ghosts—"

“Of course not! But—"

“And you sin’t afraid of ghosts, any-
how—a plucky guy lika youl”

“Not likely | But——"

“Waal, good-night, Bunter !

“I—I say, IFishy——m"=-"

The door closed on Fisher T. Fish.

“ Beast | gasped Bunter,

He stood blinking round the roomn un-
casily through his big spectacles. "Then
ho stepped to tho door, opened it, and
blinked out.

“Fishy! I say, TFiahy!" he squeaked,

But Fisher T, Fish was gone. All was
darkness and silence. Tt was so dark
and so gloomy outside that Bunter
rather hurriedly shut the door again
and turned back into the brightly lit
Toom.

Midnight chimed from somewhere.

In the silence and solitude of mid-
night, at a distancoe from tho other ovcu-
pants of the vast building, the thought
of ghosts was very uncomfortable.

Billy Buntes was tempted to elear out
of the haunted turret. It would have
been all right if tho beast hadn't men-
tioned it—for Bunter, of course, did not
belisve in ghosts. What did the silly
ass want to put the ides into his head
for?

He sat on the edge of the bed and
ate the calke.

"That made him feel Letker.

After all, ghosts were all rof ! And
bie had to sleep somewhere—and the boad
would not ba made in his old room.
Bunter resolved to leave the light burn-
g, and being by that time terribly
slecpy he turned into the big {four-
poster. It was & very soft and com-
fortable bed DBunter's fat head sank
Iuxuriously into & down pillow, and ha
slumbered—and hizs deep snore woke the
echocs of the lhaunted turret,

He dreamed. :

But he did not—as, perhaps, Fisher T,
Fish caleulated—drean of ghosts, 1l
dreamed of fthe cake he had packed
away, and a sweet smile adoroed his
fat face as hie slumbored,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Two of Them !
FIEIJ]EH T. FISI grinned—a wily
grin,
It was one o'cleck, but the

transatlanktic junior had not
fum: to bed. Fishy was 51uc:|:ay—rear-
ully sleepy—but he had business on
hand that wnight, and business came
first. Fishy could not think of bed vet.
Fishy had warted an hour in his own
room, end now he was getting to worl.
e was arranging a sheet over his head,
draping it round his bony formn.
Two eye-hioles had been cut in it
where it covercd his face, for vision.

Fishy's sharp, keen eyes  gleamed
through.

~ In the ii{fl_lt- there was nothing terrify.
ing about his aspect; ho looked exactly

liko what ho was—a fellow with a ghoet
over lis head, But in the #arkness it
would be guile diffcrent.

In the shadowy gloom he would look
very ghostly indeed. And it was in the
darl: that Bunter was going 1o scc him.

Very likely Bunter had left his light
burning ; if not, he would try to switch
it on when he was awaskened by a

ghostly figure. In either case, it did
not matter, as F had “put paid”
to that in advance by the simple opera-
tion turning off the current at tho
meter, In all vast building of
Portercliie Hall nobody could get a
light till the ele¢tric current was turned
on again. So that was O.K. !

In his own room Fishy was getiing
himself up as a ghost by the glemm of
an electric flashlamp.

_ Now he shut off tEa lemp and slipped
it into his-pocket under the sheet, All
was ready for his anterprise.

Bunter did not believe in ghosts. And
ha was not afraid of them—in the day-
time. But at midnight's stilly hour it
was-quite a different matter. It was a
certainty-—or a cinehl, as Fishy would
have paid—that the Owl of the Remove
would be frightened out of his fat wits
when he saw that spectral figure at his
bedside in the gloom,

As for the possible effect of such &
irick on a fellow’s nerveus system,
Fiehy did not give that a thought. Ho
knew that it was a foolish and danger-
out trick to pIa{. But his view was
that Buntor had barged in where he was
not wanted, and that he could take
what was eoming to him.

If ho did not like what hafrr[m:md st
Porterclilfo Hall, he muldlpul ‘up stakes
and vamoose as soon a3 ho hiked—and
the sooner, from the point of view of
Fisher T. Fish, the better!

Fisher T. Fish wanted o party at
Portercliffe Hall. He wanted to swank
in the eyes of Greyfriars fellows—and,
naturally cnough, did not want to
pass the bholidays without company.
Also, Harry Wharton & Co, were goin
to be made uso of in the slranpe mﬁ
wysterious  business transactious that
Hiram K. Fish was scheduled to carry
out at the Ilall. But Fishy did not want
Bunter. '

Bunter was not attractive personally
—and he knew tgo much!  All Fishy
wanted of Bunter was that the fat Owl
should *“vamoose the ranch “—and do
it quiek !

S0 1'ishy had set hiz wily brain to
work fo devise ways and means of mak-
ing Bunter fed-up with Portercliffe
Hall. Bunter could not b kicked out,
because he could epill the beans, But
he might be mado to take his departure
of his own accord. That was Fishy's
hospitable object.

Quietly IFFizher 1. Fish stopped out of
his room.

Thoe corridor was dark snd gloomy,
bunt the faint glimmer of summer star-
light from the big window at ene end
was cnough for Fishy,

He groped along silently to the staire
at the other end that led uwp to the
haunicd turret,

IHe roached tho landing oulside the
turrct-room; it wai pitchy dark there,
and he proped for the door,

Silenily ho oponed it

He stood in the aperture, listening.
From the darkness within thoe reom
came a deep, rumbling sound of a
SN0,

Fizher T. Fich grinned under the
sheet,  Kvidently DBilly Dunter was
asleep,

Fighy stepped  soundlessly  withip.

Bunter was geoing to wake suddenly—ito
sen & startling sight.

It was troe that the speelre who was
supposcd to haunt the turvet was said
to nprf:a.r in a costume of the proper
period.  According to the legend, an
ancient FPortercliffe, in the reign of
Queen Elizabeoth, had been slain in a
ducl in that apartment, and his blood
had left dark stains on the old oak

oor, The restless spirit haunted the
sceno—elad, mnatueally, in trunk hose
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and a vull, £ach as he had worn in life.
Ghosts, obviously, conld not be sub-
ject to the changes of fashion in gar-
ments.  An Ehzabethan ghost would
walk, if he walked at all, in Elizabethan
Co~inte.

Tishy was aware of that. Dut ho had
ne Elizabeilian costume o hand; and
he guessed, reckoned, and ealculated
that o sheet over his head wonld Do
good cnough for o bonehead liko
Bunter.

Leaviug the door half-open, ready f-':n‘r
& prompt vanishing ivick, Fisher 'I.
]*'isll]l. silent in soft slippers, glided 1.
'The four-posier loomed up din in tho
gloom, but Duwnier’s snore was an casy
guide, Noiselessly TFisher 1. IFizh
glided towards ithe bed,

Buddenly ho halted.

11is foot seemed glucd to the oak floor.
1liz keen, sharp eyes almost popped
ihrough the cye-holes in tho sheet over
his bony face. iz heart gave a wild
jump and Sﬂulidl}:d et hig skinnyg riba,

What did he see?

Was ho dreaming ?

rom 1he darkness, againzt the oppo-
zite wall, appeared a pale glimmer of a
chostly, phosphoroscent light.

It outlined a figure—e dJdim, spectral
figure. )

It was a fipure in trunk hose, with a
huge Llizabethan ralf round the neck,
aind a cloak draped round the massive
form. .

The face was dim, but so far as it was
visible 1t waz of a dead whiteness, 1In
ane dim hand gleamed o bare sword |

Dimly, specivally, ihe ligure glim-
mered 1in a pele greenizh light.

Fisher L. Iish stood trauslized,

1To gazed through the darkness al that
awful figure.  LFrom the bed, undis
turbed, camo the steady snore of Billy
Bunter, .

Buunter was still fast aslecp—unaware
that two rival ghosts were in the turect.
rO0h.

The speetral figure mroved.

Fishy's heart almost ccazed to beat,

It was moving from the wall—as if it
raine out of (he solid eak of the wall
itzelf—{owarda the bed, Then, hke
Fishy, it suddenly stopped—and he knew
that it had seen him, There was a flash
in thn gloom as the ghostly sword
proved in the ghostly hand.,

Fichy woke from the spell of teveor.

e forpot that he had come there to

lay ghost. 1le gave one fearful yell of
wiror and fear and bounded out of the
turret-room, e bounded for the statr,
catight his leng thin legs in the sheet
that draped him, and pitched doww,
bumping and erashing down the :airs
ta (he corridor below,

THE NINTH CHAETER.
An Alarm in the Night!

ARRY AWIARTON =zat up in
H ledd, rubbing his eyves,
He wondered whetlier he was
dreaming.
Put it was no dreanr. A wild vell

and o sound of crashing and bwnping
had awalkene:d hin—and the yelling was

etill going on.  Eomebody out in {ho
cnrriﬁr was velilng 1n frautic terror,

“What  thoe thamp—"  gazpcd
Wharton.

1Te graped for the shaded light at the
bed-head, but the light did not cone on,
1Io jumped oub in the dark and groped
io tho deor and dragged it open, s

“Awl  Keep off I come o franlie
- henl. “Tepgol It's gob me!l llelp!™

“Fishy 1”7 gasped Whaiton,

Wild yells and shricks rang through
the darkuess, ]
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Other doors opened, and there were
calling voices. All the ﬂrigirmrz fellows
had been awakened, and they were turn-

ing out. 'Through that terrific din only
one fellow slept on. Lhat one was
Bunter. In the turrel-room Dilly Bun-

ter's snore was =il going strong,

“ [Tallo, hallo, hLallo!" shouted Dol
Cherry.

“What's up 7 yelled Johnny Bull,

“ATy esteomned chumps—-" )

“What's the matter wilh the light?”
exclaimed Jolinny Bull.  “The hglt
won't conre o 1

“(Get a light, somebody

1

“Awl It's got me!” came ithe ter-
rified shrick of Fisher L. Fish. *“1lelpl
Ii's sure got me! Ooooooh !™

“It's Lishyl Tlas ho gone poliy®”
exclaimed EILI?IIIE. ]
“The poitifulness is terrific—"

ight ¥ shouled

“Anyvhody got a
Wharion, .

“Fore!™ camo the cool voice of the
Lounder, }

There waz a gleam in the darknes.
Herbert Vernon-Smith came out of
room with an eleclrie torch in his hand.

“Thiz way, Snuthy—"

“Homething’s happenad—->"

“It's Fishy—-"

Lighted by the Bounder’s torch, the
juniors ran up the corridor towarda the
turret stair.  The light gleamed on
Fisher T. Fish.

Ho was rolling, sevambling, aml
struggling in a tangled sheet on the
floor. And he yelled and howled in-
cessantly in dire {error. _

In hia wild foar, Fishy did not realise
that e was tangled in the sheet he had
fastened on to play ghost. lle fancied
that the speciral figure of ihe turret-
room had ' got ™ hine.

The awiul idea of being in the grasp
of spectral hands had made the hapless
trickster almost boside himself with fear
and horror. Ie slruggled and shrieked
and howled in sheer hystera.

“Tishy 1" exclaimed Nugent.
E;L“’lmh"s the matler, Fishy?" gasped
“What on carlla he deing in ihat
sheet 7" ]

“Mad ns a halter, T ehould think.”

“1lold the light, Smithy!” _

The Bounder kept the light on TFishy,
while the other fellows grasped him and
dragged him up and love away tho cn-
tangling sheel.

For g moment or {wo, Fishy struggled
frantically im their hands; then, as he
realised ftmt {ha hands were human, he
ceased to strugglo and clung to llarry
Wharton, irembling convulaively f{rom
head o foot.

“Keep it off!” he moaned.

“Keep what off I

“Phe gi 'EE'E'E_H

“The whatter 1" ]

“MThe gig-pig-ghost 1 slullered Fisher
T. Fish, " Aw, wake snakes ! I fipured
that it had got me! Jerusalem crickets!
Stick 1o me! Don't go away! Keep
that light on! Can you see ibE”

“Wa can’t sce a ghost1” said Nugent,
with o grin. * Are you lrying Lo pull
our leg, yon ass!"”

Fisher 1. Fidh, still elinging conval-
sively to Wharlen, gazed round him
with” bulging, terrilied eves. Nothing
was to be zeen in the corridor of a
spectral malure, however,

“Been walking o your sleep!” asked
Wibiley.

Fisher 'T. IFish groaued.

I sww L1

“Whal—and  wlere?  asked Ilarry
Llankly.
“In  ihe  turrel-room—lhe  ghost ™

groaned Fisher T Lish.  “Oh, wake

sunkes! I guess itk gave me a tumn!

Hure you can't see itY" :
The amazed juniors slared at Tlim,

his -

hat Lishy had had the fright of hia
lifo wua clear. e was shaking as if
with the ague, and his bony ],:awu shook,
lug tecth rattling, DBut that he had seen
& ghost lhey wero noib likely Lo believe.

“What were vou doing in that sheet
asked Wharlon quielly.

The Bounder chuckled,

“FPhe faithead's been playing ghost,
atid scarcd himself!” he sai{i’.

“HBerva him jolly well right, then!”
grunted Johnny Ball " A silly,
dongerous {rck—="

“Heen s own relleclion 1n g glasa
perhaps!” suggpested Nugent.

“* Nope!” gasped Fishor ‘I Tish, *I
FUuess saw 1t—I sure spotied t—Ilhe
ghost! Oh crumbal Oh crikey ¥

“Bunter's _in the  turret-reom,”
gi'rl'umcd the PBounder. “Fishy went
thero {o scare him and scared hamself.”

“I'm telhng you I saw it!” yapped
Fisher T. Ifish. “In the durk—oh
erikey [ The ghost—"

- " A veflection in a plass—"

“Aw, can it! I'in telliug you it was
gob up in a cotlume like you ses in
slage plays—il wasn'b & gUy in o EI':&-E:I.‘-_-'
ar ere was o queer light about it
—oh, carry mo bome to diel 1 sure
geen it

& 1:ﬂtlr3 &0

and investigate—"
TFisher 'L\ w;ﬁ

1]

ish shudds L
“Mopal I puesa I ain't butling inlo

that room agin! Not so's you'd notice

it! T figured that it hed got me when

ithat doggoned sheet tangled round my

legal Oh, Jerusalom ericketal”

*What's the maiter with ihe light 1
asked Nugent, pressing a switch on the
corridor wall. "It doesn’t come on.”

“I puesz it's (nrned off downstaira!”
groaned Fisher T. Fish, “¥You see, I
wasit't going to let that fat clam get a
light wﬁuu o saw me-—and then—I—I
—I saw 1t—" e broke off, shuddering
from head to foect.

“Rot ! said Harry tersely.

“T'm tlelling you——="

Y3 amnd turn the current on, fat-
head, and—"

“I darsn't go down——

“T'H eome with you with the light,
you ass!” satd tho Bounder counlemp-
fuously. “You fellows scared of wait-
ing in tho dark?”

“Ha, ha! Hardiy.”

“T tell von I seen il—""

“ Rublish 1”

“{Como on, you asa!” grunted Vernon-
Smith, dngd ha teok Fizhy's bony arm
with one hand, and, holding the light
with the other, Ied him down the lower
slairs. \

The Greyinzrs fellows were left In
ihe dark to wait. Certainly they were
not afraid of ghosts, Dut it was rather
croeepy, waiting there; and they were
pglad when ihe light flazshed on.

Fisher I, Fish camo back wilh the
Dounder. e scemed lo be recovermng
a litlle now; but he was still white
and shaking. Bob, Iistaning at iho fack
of the turret stair, chuckled,

“ Buuter's sleeping through it!™ he re-
marked. From the turret-roon ahove,
of which Iishy had left the door open,
camo the echoing eound of a rumbling
snore ! :

“*Belter go up and look round,” eaid
Harry Wharlon. “ Come on, Fishy, and
show ws just where yon saw it.”

“ =] —puess—="

yr
.

-

i

“ O, vorug on

* [=I—1L caleulale —* ;

“Ihe ghostfulness 13 nob really terrifie,
iy gsteemed funky Fishy [ said Hurree
Jamszet Ham Bingh, with n dusky grin,

“1'm telling you I seen il——"

- Rl'-}fu!”

* Itubbish ™

" The voifuliess is preposterous!”

“Waal, you mwosey in if you like—I
gure ain't going Lo 1™ said Fisher T. Fish.
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Billy Bunter grinned at the Greyiriars party from the big bed, ** Pluck up your courage,” he jeered, **I'll look aller you

if there’s any ghosts—he, he, he !
paid Bunter.

“1 g T’ ing back to m
guess I'in poing

and U'll say I wﬁn 1'd never lafta;t.
Jerugalem crickets!
bad turn!”

And Fisher 7. Tish litnped down the
passupe to his own room. Uhost or
no ghost, he was not going to enter the
haunted furrel again, Iﬁrr;.r Wharton
& Co. exchanged o grin.

“Anybody elso scaved ¥ asked Bob
Cherry.

“No fear!”

*Como on, then!”

And thoe Greyfriars parly marched up
the furret slair amd inlu the tureot-
racm—Lo  lonk  for the phost:  but
psauredly  withoul any  expectation  of
disvovering one!

room,
{Oh,
I sure have had a

L 4

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Who Wants Bunter ?

1ILLY BUNTER ast up in bed,
B Io proped [or his spectacles,
juinmmed ithem on his fat liltla
nose, and blinked at the crowd

of follows in the lurrel-room.

Home sound of the uwproar perhaps had
gcnnlmtﬂd Bunler's deep slunber-—any-

aw, he awakened at last, when {he
Cirevfriare follows crowded in Lo look for
iha ghost,.  Bunter was nob scared. The
light was full on; ol ks first blink
told him who the intrnders were. Ho
was only surpwised aned gnnoyed at being
woke up.

“1 say, you fellows,” he squeaked.

“0Oh, the jolly old sleeping Licauly's
woko up!” said Bob, “Heen anylhing of
a Fhust, Buntert"”

*Oh, really, Cherry—-"

"Rallling chainz or olanking  Draes,
or anylhing in that line™ wshed Frank
WNugre=t.

“ Look heve, wlat have you welie me

You're looking rather pale, Wharton [**
** Waking a fellow up because you're frightened !

He, h2, he I "

np for™ muovted Dunter. "1 this is a
lark, I jolly well doan™ Lhike il, see”
"The larkfulvess 18 not terrilic,
idiotic Bunter,"
* IFishy's been hore.

my

explained Ilnrery

Wharton. * Ho fancied he saw a pghoest
and gol a bud scave. B0 we came lo
look.™

_ Eilly ddiol ™ granted Bunter, " Wak-
ing a fellow up with such rot! Iwol of
nervong old hens!™

“ You cheeky fat ass!" roared Johuny

Ball.  “Who's nervous?”
“ You are!” retorted Bunter, ™ Ghosta!
Yah! LIl jolly well eat all the ghosts

on find here !
e

The junters plared al Bunler.

After what Fishy had stated, they lind
Folt that it was up o them lo give the
furret-room the *once-over.” Bunter
was sleoping there alone; amd though
phosts wern improbable, it was possible
fhiat Vishy had seen sometling—lhio was,
at least, gquile certein that he had,

Tt was like Bunter {0 reward them in
ihis sivle for taking the troubls. 1in
grinned  at them from the big bed

Funky lot!  1lle, he,

scornfully,
“Pluck wp your courage,” jeered
Bunter, “1'l look after van if there's

any ghosts==he, he, he! You're looking
rather pale, Wharton !

“You fat cl:uml} 1

“KHou look a it sickly, Nupent.”

“ Ass 1T

“Hunky crow 1 suid Bunier, * Walking
n fellow up becavse you're feightened !
Think I'm going to sit up with you and
wilch for ghosts ! e, ey et

The juniors made no further reply to
Tusanleer. Tilv_'_n' looded  rather I.u:tiiy
round the turret-roou.

There wa® it was cerinin, no glosk
tu be scon. Neither was theve any tinee

“*You fat chump "
Think I'm golng to sit up with you and waich for ghosis |

** Funky crew | "’

of & reeent visitant, hwman or super-
human,

Twe doors, heside the one on the
Inuiding, were there—one led into & bath-
roont, the other into & large clothes cup-
boord, now cmpty, Therc was no oxib
—or entrance—by cither,

Only by the deor on the landing could
anyone huve cono in.  Ghosts, certainly
if any, might have passed through solid
walls, Dut if any playful person, besido
IFishy, had been playing phost, it was
not casy to sce how he had pot into the
roomi.

In an ancient building like Portercliffo
Itall, secret passages and doors possibly
existed—indeed probably. But-the solid
walls of the turret-room could hardly
heve contained sceret doors, for they
had the open air on the entside. Tho
turret stond high and detached from the
wain building like a tower. ‘Cho bath-
roome was s modern  addition, par-
titioned off from what lad origiually
been a single large room,

* Nothing ! said larry Wharton,
“Fizhy must have faucied it 1™

“ e, hey, he ! Did you think you wers
going to find o ghost ¥ chuckled Bunter,

“No, your ass—but we might lave
found somecbody  playving  ghost 1
snapped Wharton,  “Let’s get oul—1'm
golug back to bed.”

*Bamoe here 1

“1'he samcfuluess is {errific 1™

And the junivrs crowded oul of tha
furret-rooum.

“1  soy,
Runter.

They did not heed.

They bad heard cuough from Bunter.
Leaving him aloue in the haunied room,
?hu!y shut the deoor amd went back to
H'[l«

fellows '™ squeeked

you

{Confinued on poge 16.)
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W night, Dob, ¢ld chap |

Dunter ceased to grin.

90 long as the juniors were all
present, tge fat Owl of the Remove was
not afraid of ghests and was much
entertained by mccusing them of nerves
and funk. But as zoon as he was left
alone, o change came o'er the spirit of
his dream, B3 it were.

Ho blinked uneasily to and fro
through his big spectacles. There was a
faint wail of the wind blowing up from
the sea by the North Foreland. It
echoed in the haunted room and Bunter
listened uneasily. : :

He did not take off his spectacles and
Iay his head on the pillow again., He
sat blinking in the electric light, and

the longer he sat and blinked the more
uneasy he grew.
Ghosts were all rot, of coursel

Bunter knew that! But the fellows had
said that Fishy had fancied that he had
secn something! What was 1t Fishy
fancied he had scen?

The other fellows had gone back to
bed—probably they were already asleep
again, Bunicr grow more Uneasy.

Suddenly he gave a_violent start and
his fat heart thumped. A faint sound
camo through the silent room. Was it
the wind ?

It sounded to Bunter's fat ecars mere
* like & low groan.

“Oh lor' 1" breathed Bunter, :

Whether it was the wind moaning
round the thick stone walls and ancient
ivy of the turret or whether it was the

roan of a dizembodied spirit, Billy
%unt&t did not stay to ascertnin. He
made one bound cut of bed-—and
another bound to the door.

He tore open the door and rushed out
on the landing. He went down the
turret stair two at a time and dashed
along the corrider and hurtled into the
first room he came to.

# Jem]—1I soy " gasped Bunter.

Ho switched on the light. There was
& startled exclamation and Harry
Wharton sat up and stared at him.

“What the thump-—-"

“I—I—I say!” gasped Bunter. “I-—
I'va coma—I—1I thought you—you might
be nervous, old chap, fo—s0 I'm going
to stay with you——"

“Are you?” said Wharton grimly.
“Weall, I'm not nervous, cld fat bean,
and I'm not g‘aini to listen all night to
the enore of a funky porpnise. Geot out !

“(Oh, really, Wharton—-"

Whiz |

Wharton's pillow flow |

Bump [

“Wow "
down.

Wharton chuckled.

“Have the bolster 1™ he asked.

" Beast I

Bunter did not wait for the holster.
Heo squirmed out of the room into the

azsage. Wharton, chuckling, ficlded
his pillew and eeftled down to sleep
again. Bunter moved along to the next
ﬂu?‘? opened it, and switched on the

ight.
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roared Bunter, az he sat

THE MAGNET

xp

*1 say, old chap—
“Hallo, hallo, halla 1" .

“]—I"tn going to siay with you to-

After the fri%ht

you've had, old fellow, 1—1I thought I—

- I'd comea——"

Bob groped aver the side of the bed.

“ Where's that boot?” he grunted.

Bunter did not wait for him to find
the boot. He slammed the door and
disappeared. A minute later and Johnny
Bull, settling down to balmy slumber
after the alarm, was startled by the
door opening and the light flashing on.

He glared at = figure in striped
pyiamas surmounted by a fat face, with
a farga pair of spectacles that flashed
back the hghl% W oh

“1 say, Bull, old chap——"

"‘i"auy podgy idict!] What do you
want 7’ growled Johnny Bull )

“I—1 say, do you mind if I sleep in
this room? You see—"

“¥Yes, T dol Get out!”

“Oh, really, Bull—" ]

“You're not afraid of ghosts!™ said
Johnny sarcastically. * You were fear-
fully amused at the idea! Well, got
back to your jolly old ghosts " -

“J—1 say, I—I thought I—I hcard a

roan—" ;

“¥You'll hear onc soon, if you don’t
clear | You'll do the groaning! If I
get out of bed to you—-"

“ Beast 1

Bunter slammed the door. The next
room, he knew, was Nugent's. Nobody
seemed to want Bunter, and he had
little hope that Frank would give him
a heartier welcome than Wharton, Bol,
or Johnny. So he opened Nugent's door
softly and did not switeh on the light.
He listened.

If Frank Nugent was asleep, there
was no need to awaken him. Bumter's
ilea was to ercep quietly inte the bed
by his side. The beds were all big and
old-fashioned, with ample room for two.
The fat Owl listened breathlessly.

There was no souud. On tiptoe, he
erept towards the bed, his fut hands out-
giretched to grope his way. )

He roached the bed—groping. Ilis
gmpiﬂg fingors clawed over a sleeping

ace.

Frank Mugent was asleep! But that
clawing on his face awakened him with
startling suddonness.

He started up with a gasp.

Crack ! .

The top of his head came inlo violent
contact with a fat chin.

“Ohw 1 paspod Nugent.

“Yoo-hooop '™ reared Dunter.

“Ow! Wow ! Nugent rubbed his
head. It felt hart, * Who—what——-"

Y oaw-aw-ow-ow-0w " velled Bunter;
stagpering back from the bed and clasp-
ing his fat chin with both podgy hands,
“Yow-owl Wow! Heast!  You've
broken my jaw—ow! You've knocked
out all my teeth! Wow 1"

“Is that DBunter?” pasped Trank
Nugent. *“What the (hwmep are you
doing here, you polty porpoise¥™

_ “Yow-ow-ow ! My chin—ow! My
jow ! Wow ! Oh erikey”
MNugent switched on the  bedsfead

light. Heo stared blankly at the fut

Owl of the Remove, clasping his
damaged chin in anguish.

“"You bhithering idiet!” roared
Nugent. " What the thwuop are you

larking for "

“Ow! I wasn't—wow! I—[—yow-ow??!
—Swipn !

Nugent grasped his  pillow  and
smote ] e jumped out of bed and
amole again and yet again,. With a
serios of wild howly, Billy Buuater
dodged out of the reom and fNed,

Alonzo Todd was the next te be
awakencd.

Alonzo, eame out of a dream of
wondrous botanical epecimens to find
his light on and & fat hand shaking
him. He blinked up at Bunter.

“ My dear William—"" he ejaculated.
113 'rﬁ;rhat__n

“I—1 say, Alonzo, I-—I can't sleep, and
—and I thought I'd like your company,
old chap " said Bunter. “ D-d-d-do you
mind if I have half your bed? 1—I
want you to tell me about geoclogy =

“I regret that I am unacquainted
with that fascinating science, my dear
William

“I—1 mean botany——"

“I should certainly be wvery, very
Flﬂusud to place my botanical know-
edge at your disposal, my dear
William, but tho hour i3 &0 very, veory
late—="

Bunter erawled into the bed.

Alonzo gazed at biw,

Any other member of the Greyiriars
%arty would doubtless have rolled

unter out on the floor. But the kind
and gentle Alonzo did not think of such
n very, very rough procceding as that.
But éven the kind and gentle Alonzo
remoanstrated.

“My dear William! There is hardly
room for two., I mean, a3 you are Bo
vory, vory fat——"

“Oh, don’t be a silly assl” eaid
Buniter. “I say, cag I have the pillow

“But I require the pillow, my decar
Willism——"

“Don't be a sclfish beast, Alonzo!
You ean turn up the end of the bolster,
I say, give a fellow room ¥

"'ﬁut, my dear Willizin—"

*Don't jaw 17

“ But—

*For goodness’ sake, let a fellow go
to sloep 1

&

“ But—"

Core !

Billy Dunler was at rest at last.
There was not nach more rest for

Alonzo that night. But Alonso, for-
tunately, did not matier.

| i

THE ELEVERTH CHAPTER,
At Merry Margate !

L1 UFE 1™ said Hiram K. Fish,
G That was DMr. JTi=ih's

verdict ont the ghostly hap-

penings of the night., And,
indeed, in tho bright daylight of an
Aupust day, Fisher T. ish wondered
whetlicr ho really had seen that speciral
figure in Elizabethan ruff and trunk
hose, or whether ho had imagined if.

The other fellows had ne doubt about
it. ¥ishy told them about it over break-
fast, and they smiled.

“I say, you fellows, perbaps it was
Wibley playing tricks ! suggested Billy
Bunter, _

“Mo 1" cjncalated Wibley. 5

“Well, you're so keen on dressiag up
and playing the gowt,” sald Bunter,
“and you've pot a lot of theatrical
rublisle In your box, I know that!™

“IHow do you know what's in Wil
ley's box ¥ demanded Johnny Dull

“Oh, really, Boll! If yvou think I
was lovking in Wibley's Lox for some
socks and collars, it shows whal a sus-
sicious beast you ave ! Desides, I never
ound any, and I had te pet some out
of Nugent's room—

“1a, ha, Lal” i

Y lave you been p'la:,‘m;_-; Lo piddy
goat, Wib " asked Ilarry Wharton,
Aud ell eyes turned rather suspiciously
on William Wibley. _

At Groyfriars School, Wib wasz the
great chief of the LRemove Dramatio
Hoctety. Ile Lived, moved, and had hia
being in amatour theatricals, IF any
member of the Creyfriars pacvty had



en Ehzabethan cosiumo on hand, eer
tainly that memiber was likely to be
Wib, and no one el=a,

But Wibley shook his head.

“ Nothing of the kind,” he answercd.
“I'tn not ass enough to play ghost apd
frighten silly asses like Bunter——"

“{h, really, Wibley—"

“It wasn't Wibley I said IMisher T\
Fish., “If it was a fcllow playing tricks,
¥ gpuess it wasn’t one of this caboodlel
Nope! I'm telling you I saw him plain,
and ho was twies as big as Wibley or
any of you. As big and brosd as
Chandos,”

The juniors glanced at Chandos, who
was presuling over the function of
Ireakfast with the assistance of several
footmen.

They smiled ! Chandos was of medium
height; but he was of more than
medim width. If the ghost of the
turret was as hig and broad as the
Portercliffe butler, certainly that ghost
could not have hieen a schoolboy playing
tricks.

" S8ay, Chandos!” said Mr. Fish.

“Bir 1

“¥You ever hoard of the pesky ghost
being sgutted in this hyer shcbang 1™

Chandos coughed.

 “Thero are many stories to that cffect,
gir!  Bervants have heard strange
rounds from the turret-room. The room
has not been occupied since the time of
his late lordship. But—"

" You suro ain’t scen the pesky spook
Eﬁ% your own optics ! demanded Mr.

ish.

Chandas coughed again.

“No, sir 1"

"1 guessed not 1™ said Mr, Fish, "I'll
surely say it's all gufi |

ANl rof, of ecourse!™ =mald Bunter.
“But I'm npot going to sleep in that
room, Fishy 1 I don't belicve in ghosts
and, of courze, I shouldn’t bo afraid o
them if I did: but I'd rather have
another rooin. I say, you fellows, are
wo goug down to Margate this
moroing |

Bunter dismissed ghosts, and came
down to more practical matters. On a
sunny August morning ghosts scemed
rather absurd; even to Fishy, who had
belhield the awesome phantom of the
turrct-room.  Margate was & much
more attractive topic.

AMlr. Fish rushed off in a car that
morning, having business on  hand.
"Thera were fow moments in IHiram K.
IFiShd'E lifa when ke hiad no business on
1and.

Wibkley and EKipps went to pla
fcnnis, the ]!.I;:n-u:.l:lu:]-':iSI lounged nwa;.rp hg
tllmseff, robably 'to smoke & cigarette
13 some shady spot, and the rest of the
party walked down to Margag.tﬂ, which
wasuunly about & mile from Portercliffc

gil.

Merry Margate was packed with
visitors, as was usually the case in the
merry month of August. The Famous
Five were keen on a bathe; but Billy
Bunier had his eye on the donkeys,

Billy Bunter was, according to his
awn account at least, & great rider; buk
ho preferred the quict and paticnt
donkey to the mettlesome horse. It was
cazier to keep on a donkey., There wero
donkeys on the beach, in charge of a
stout, red-faced gentleman in o striped
pullover,

“1 say, vou fellows, what about a
ride 7 azked Banter. “Ilere’s the

donkoys.™

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, I didn’t know
o had eny relations in Margate, old
at man ! said Bob Cherry.

“Beast] I say, one of you fellows
ay, will you? Ive left my notecase at
ortercliffa Hall.”
- “"Lett anvthing in 187" asked Jehnny
Bull sarcastically.
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“Vah'i* .

“'Ere you are, &ir I” said the
man in the striped pullover.
on, sir! Lend you a *and, sici” 3

“I don't want any help, thanks " said
Bunter haughtily. “I'm s pretty good
rider! I say, you fellows, don’t wander
away ¥

“No fear!” said Bob.
see the performance 1

entle-
*Jump

"Weo want to

11

withcut sssistance. The donkey turned
%ﬂ head, and gazed thoughtfully at

Tunier.,

Perhaps he doubted whether he wonld
be able to carry the weight., Tha
donkey was, of course, am ass; but he
was not such an aes az to carry Bunter's
weight if he could help it

o moved, as Bunter heaved himaelf
up. Missing the donkey's back, Bunter
(Continued on next page.)

Billy Bunter proceceded to mount
i
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this week.

Hn’sHuaua.'ﬂy known by his nickname of
)
He's [:;al!, hut he doasn*t know fear !
A sporisman is he, and a jolly fine chef,
As Bunter’s the Arst to admlii,
Te the voles of that corpulsnt charmer
ha's deaf,
Relusing to give him a bit

i
—

=

al work

to smirk,

cértalnly

(4)
“ Bon soir ! '* sald Dupont (which means,
* How do you do 7 *").
“ Entrez | ** (which Is, ** Please take a
seat [ ")
S0 1 did, and said : *' Now for & nice
interview.
Let’s talk about things as we eat !
Thusrhlu?;aluts are ripping, old lellow, 1
DK 3
I could do with a bite, by the way.
With 2 ﬂ;ss ol cream-soda, or something
to drink.
Parlaliement ! S0 what do you say 2"

reward,

'Iﬂﬂ'ﬂdj

%

And hel
in the end,

worse |

(7)
For quite a long flme we were busy as
bess—
We finished when hall-hour was gone.
Dupont sald : ** HNow {ake zem fo Gueleh,
it ¥you ]J!.E'-ﬂﬂ-ﬂ'p
While | dish ze omelets—hon I ™
1 hurried away with the lines at full spead,
And left them for Quelch (on the floor),
But as I dashed out to return to the feed,
I ran into Nap at the door.

the order and went and had a mapl
brilliant effort since, nevertheless, as you will agree when
you read these verses written around

NAPOLEON DUPONT

With a frylog=-pan over the fire.
I sniffed a sweet odour and started

My mouth watered high wliith

desire.
The smell of those omeleis was
pnime,
I hoped that the taste was as good.
I'd shill "em & dozen or so0 at a Hime,
And keep on lor hours, 1t I could!

(8)
I gave himt a hand, just by way of

For leiting me stay to the feast.
Thnuagtlll himgﬂr. I telf I could really

oT
To wait a fow mlinutes, at lsasi.
1 willipgly gave him my ald a5 a

To master old Virgil's blank versa,
d him so well that I found,

I'd made his bad Latin—much

INTERVIEWS.

Our clever Greyfriars Rhymester very nearly let us down
He was told to interview * Nap,  but misteok

He's turped in a

’ The French junior of the Remove.
(1} (2)
Dupont is & Frenchman, a llkeablo ¢hap, He’s always polite and he's never a
Whose accent is certalnly gqueer. anob,

He's generous, foo, with hls dough.
(He recently lent me a coupls of Bob,
That's why [ am praising him s0.)
To Bolsover he Is a jolly good pal,
For him Bolsy has a soft spot,
And If any bully starts blffing him, well,
0ld Bolsy 15 soon on ihe spoi 1

(3)
L I called In to ses him and found him

(5)
“Zey'rs not quits completed,” he
answered, " But vait 1

I peeds zat I pul in some herbs.
And zen, vile I varm up z» dish and z8
plate,
I write out Irregular verbs.
Helas | Zat good Quelch he have give
ms ze lHnas,
I must hand zem In before {ea.
I zink if yoursell and myself we combines,
We'd do zem more quickly, you ses [ '

{8)
¢ Zat Bunter says Quelch ask for me 1 ™
he declared.
“ But Quelch jsn't heve 1| ** T replied.
He looked round the study whils I stood
and glared,
And then we roshed back, side by side.
A horrid suspicion was urging us om,
Wa rushed back, and—aoh, what 5 sell !
For Buntalr. the beastly fat brigand, had
gone
(P.S.—And the omelels as wall 1)
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sat on the sand with & bump that nearly
shook the Isle of Thanet.

“(ooocogh 1" gasped Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha1”

“Do that apain 1" said Nugent,

o Uw [ﬁ.l

"o it, Bunter|”

“Waow! {itve me a hand up, you
brasts! DBlessed if I see anything to
cackle att Coogh!”

Aloozo, the obliging, gave Bunter a
hand up. The Owl of the Remove stag-
gored to his feet The man in the

atri ullover grinned.

"Iltf;]kf_ his head ! yapped DBunter,
“ Keep him steady ! Don’t let the brute
back sway just as I'm getting on !

Tha stetped gentleman  held  the
donkey's lead, Onee  more Bunter
heaved himsalf up. This time the

donkey kept still, and Bunter, putting
rather too,much cnergy into tﬁe heave,
shot over his back, and landed on the
other side. Again there was a bump;
and Margate scemed to tremble to 1ts
foundations.

“¥Yaroooh |*

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Splendid !" gasped Bob Cherry.
"Do it agein 17

“Terrific I ¢huckled the Nabob of

Bhanipur.
“Oh erikey I"
“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“1 guess this 13 a sight for sore eyes1”
remarked Fisher T. Fish. “I'll say
this is the bee's knee”

Again Alonzo helped Bunter to his
feet. The fat junior glared round with
a red and wrathful face.

~ Not only the Greylriars juniors, but
guite & number of other people were
now interested in Bunter's equestrian
performances. Tﬁggeru gathored round
to gnze Little ra and girls with
apades and pails suspended sand. fortifi-
cations to give their interested attention

to Bunter. Bunter was the cynosure of
all ejyes.

*1 say, you fellows——"" gasped
Bunter.

“{xo 1t, Bunter

“Heave ahead!"

“1 think you might lend a fellow a
hand—standing round grinning like a
lot of Cheshire checses—I mean cats !

“Let me assist you, my dear
William,” said.Alonzo.
The stri gentleman  held  the

donkey again. Billy Bunter clambered
up once more, with the assistance of
the kind Alonzo. This time he landed
on the donkey's back.

The donkey stood quite slill for a

moment. Then he gave a sudden jump.
Bunter rocked,

“Ow! 1 say—>

“8tick on  him, sir!” gasped the
gentleman, “He's all right. Now
then, Neddy, you ]_-EHBP etill and behave.
Now h, corksl’

That donkey was accustomed to riders
of all sorts and sizes; but it was his
first experience of & rider lhike Bunter.
Feeling so tremendous 8 weight on his
back, the donkey's idea seemed to be

to get rid of it in the shortest possible

space of time, Ie did

Bunter rocked and rolled. Luckily
Alonzo was there, Bunter's arms fast-
encd round Alonzo’s neck as he rolled
off the donkey. 5

“Oh, goodness gracious!” gasped
Alonzo Todd, as he crumpled up. He
was oven less fitted to carry Bunter's
weight than the Margate donkey.

"%—Iu!d me " shricked Bunter.

“Oh dear! Oh goodness! Yaroch!™

Alonzo collapsed on the sand. Bunter
sprawled over him. The donkey
turned his head, and locked at them
both. And there was a roar that woke
zll the echoes of Margate beach.

“Ha, ha, ha!"
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunters Wild Ride !

r 5 HOOOP I roared Billy
i Bunter.

“11a, ha, hal”

“1 say, you fellowsg——"

“"Ha, ha, ha " yelled the juniors.

“1 guess this 1s the elephant’s side.
whiskers,” chuckled Fisher T. Fish,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Oh dear! Will you gerroff, my d-
d-dear Willlam "' came @ suffocated
vogice from wnderneath Bunter, *I—I
—— firpogh! Ooogh!l”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Famous Five dragged Bunter up.
Alonzo Todd sat up and gurgled,
Alonzo was quite dizzy and winded.

“1 say, you fellows!™ gasped Bunter,
“Help me on that moke! That idiot
Alonzo made me fall off i

“My d-d-dear William—— Qoogh !”

“All hands on deck!” chortled Bob
Cherry. “1 say, keep that moke still!
Now, then, heave him up!”

The striped gentleman did not find
it easy to iucp the moke still. Neddy,
usuglly & very patient animal, was now
restive, a.nddﬁeemed nlnr{ilnm:ll. He was
jumping and kicking and plunging.

“Now, Neddy!"” urged the owner.
“You keep quiet, blow you! Let the
young gentleman pget on, bless youl
Ero he is, gir—quiet as a blooming
lamb ["* _

Neddy did not seem quite so0 gquiet as
a lamb, blooming or otherwise. But
his master held hiz head firmly, and
another gentleman in & jersey held his
tail, and between the two of them
Nad'd:,r was kept faicly stationary,
_Harry Wharton & Co. grasped Billy
Bunter together, and heaved him up.

Many hands made light work. Ag
long, long last Billy Bunter was landed
on the donkey's back,

“ Btick on!” gasped Bob,

Bupter was sticking on. He gathered
up the reins and felt quite safe.

“Don’t be an ass!” was his grateful
answer. 1 suppose can ride a
donkey. KEasy enough. You should see
the bunters I ride at Hunter Court—I
mean the hunterz I ride at Bunter
Court,”

“All right now?” gasped Harry
Wharion.

“Yes, you fathead! Do stand clear!
What are you fellows getting in the way
for? wish you'd lcave a fellow
alone.”

“You silly ass ! bawled Johnny Bull,

“Beast! Can’t you get out of tha
way?"? ]
The juniors got out of the way.

Neddy was standing quite still.  Bob
Cherry had a suspicion that Neddy was
only biding hiz time. He did not like
the look in the donkey's cye. But
Bunter's confidence had returned, now
that he was safe in the saddle, and the
steed seemed quiet.

“Sure you're all right, sie? asked
the striped gentleman doubtfully.

“"Yoz; lot go.”

The donkey was released.

“Gea up!” snapped Bunter.

Ife jerked the recins, and kicked the
donkey in the ribs,

Meddy “pgee’d ” up. He gea'd up
suddenly. It was clear that
Bunter had an alarming and exciting
effect on Neddy, and Neddy was not in
his nzual mood. Neddy threw his hind
lega into the air.

It was quite 8 natural procecding on
Neddy’s part. All he wanted was to
Fr.'t ridd of the extraordinary object on
1is back.

But
Bupter. .

He pitched forward, lost the reins,
and clasped the donkey round his hairy

it was vwvery disconcerting to

neck. There was a startled sgueal from
I‘Eﬂdddy, and & yell from the Margate
Crowda.

“ia, bha, hal"

“Ob, my eye!” gasped the gentleman
in the stri pullover.

Ilc was I;cm::n for custorny but he was
wishing by that time that this particulat
customer hed not come along.

“flelp " yelled Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hai" ]

H'pdé:,r weas prancing, more like m
restive colt than 8 sedate Dlargate
donkey. That frantic clutch round his
neck ci"id it with Neddy.- Bcared almosg
out of his asinine wits, H&dd{, ]irﬂnﬂﬂd
and plunged and kicked, and bolted,

“0h, my hat!” '

“dtop him!"

“Look out!™

* Btop that moke [

“Catch him ™

“0h erikey ™

“Arter him ! shrieked the man in
the striped pullover.

Clatter, clatter, clatter I went Neddy's
wild hoofs. He was in full flight.
Frantic howls came from the unhappy
rider clinging on his back,

“Ow! Wow! Help!
feilows! Yarcoh!"

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“After him ! . .

hers was a wild rush in pursuit,
People <lutched at the donkey, and
jumped out of his way. Howls and
vells and shouts only addéd to the
animal's excitement.

There was no stopping him. With a
burst of speed seldom, or never, equalled
by & seaside donkey, Neddy hit the open

Epaces.
Famous Five and Fisher T. Fish,

I say ,you

The
and the striped gentleman, and about
a hundred trippers, raced and chased
after him in vain. Neddy showed a
clean set of heels.

“Urrrgh!” gurgled Bunter.

What was Im%pcuing, Billy Bunter
hardly Lnew. t sccmed like some
awful nightmare 1o Bunter.

domehow, he stuck on.  Only hLis
frantis grasp on the donkey's meck
kept him on. But the tighter he
grasped that lhairy neck, the more
frantic Neddy became.

He raced; he flew! The shoeuiing
crowd was left behind. DBut other
crowds, and other shouts lined the
route, Bunter had a terrified glimpse
of a motor-bus; he missed a snorting
car: he barely cscaped the cluteh of an
excited policernan in the Northdown
Road. And still Neddy flew.

* Qoooogh !" pasped Bunter.

He could secc little but & hairy neck,
He clotched and clung. e rocked
and rolled: but he stuck on.

Clatter, clatter, clatter(

He was on a country road. Margate
had been left Lehind.,  Still the terrified
donkey flew on—like Mazeppa's wild
gteed, only anxious to get rid of his
rider.

If Bunter had fallen off, no doubt
Neddy would have trotted quictly Liome.
But Bunter did not fall off. He was
doing his very best not to fall off. Un-
comfortable as his perch was on tho
donkey's heaving back, it was prefer-
able to 8 bump on the hard high road.
Billy Bunter held on like a limpet Lo
a rock.

But little as he could sce of Lis sur.
roundings, Bunter hed a pglimpse, and
realised that he was on the voad that
led past the gates of Portercliffe Hall,
Neddy, unconsciously, was taking him
home.

“0Oh lor'!” gasped Bunter. “Stop,
you beast! Stop, you brute! Btop,
you putrid moke! Btop! Oh crikey!™

He glimpsed s walking figure in the
road. It was that of a slight man
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As he arrived at the spot where the man in black’stood, Neddy sudd

Bunier, and the fat junior lost his
crashed. Buf the ltfle man

dressed in black, walking abead, who
turned to glance back st the wild
el 1+ yellod. B a1
say—uanelp I yelle unter,

eay, stop him! Btop this donkey!
u&:—-:.rnmmnuh e

he little man in black stared at him
blankly. He made no motion to stop
the donkey. He grinned.

There was nothing, so far as Billy
Bunter could see, to grin at. But the
men in black grinned, quite a wide
grin. He seemed amused by the strange
sight of a fat schoolboy elinging to the
hmg neck of & dank&; in mad carcer.

“QOocooghl Helpl” roared Bunter.
"3top him IV

The man in block chuckled. Instead
of stopping the donkey, or making any
attempt to do so, he stood grinning, ﬂjust.
as if the thing was comic instead of
tragia,

But Heddﬁa perhaps, misunderstood.
Or perhaps was tired of that wild
race. Anyhow, as he_ arrived at tha
ﬁmt where the man in black stood,

eddy, iostead of shooting past, sud-
denly a.tu}i:ped.

The jerk of that sudden halt unhooked
Bunter | He lost his grasp on the hairy
neck and shot off.

Crash!

Bunter hardly knew what he hit as be
crashed. But the little man in black
knew | He knew only toe welll Tor it
was the man in black that Bunter
crashed on, as he flew like a bullet from
the donkey’s back.

The man in black ccased to grin quite
suddenly | Ha gave & wild howl, and
went over backwards,

Billy Bunter found himsalf sitling on
something that was sofier than the ﬁard
high roa He did not realize, in the
confusion of the moment, what it was.
It wos a wailsteoat |

From undse Bunter, Bs he sat, came &
storrible purgle.

EVERY SATURDAY

:::;i:rr = /"; e = :

stopped. The jerk of that sudden s

on the hairy neck and shot off. Crash !
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unhooked
hit, as he

Bunter hardly knew what

black knew ! * Gurrrrggh ! ** he gasped, as he staggered backwards,

CON P asped B O 17
" gas unter, L
“Urrr i'fl” :

“Hee-haw 1" came from Neddy, in
oyous acconts. IHa had got rid of his
oard at lset, and his musical voice Em-

2

*

claimed his satisfaction. ‘' He,
bhaw I”

And Neddy turned round and trotted
AWAY.

Bunter, thankful that he had fallen
on something soft, jammed his spee-
taclos straight on his fat little noso, and
blinked through them to see what it
was. He gave quite o jump when he
mada the discovery.

%“0h erikey 1" gasped Bunter.

And he rolled off the waistcoat.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Hunted Down !

gy ILLY BUNTER pgasped for
i breath.
He was rumpled and

grumpled, tousled and wuntidy,
red as o newly boiled beetroot, stroam-
ing with perspiration. DBut he was not
in s0 bad a state as the gentleman he
had fallen on. i

The man in black sat up in the dust,
pressing both hands to his waisteoat. e
spemicd to have o pain under it.  He
gurgled s asmndinaﬁy.

“Urggh! You—you—you 1diot!
Urrgh! You—you dolt! Gurrghl
Wait till 1 pet my hreath! Wurrggh1”
_Billy Bunter blin at him. The
little man in black had rather a hard,
sharp face, and did not lock asif ha were
B Very pfeaannt-natured gentletnan st
the hest of times. MNow he looked fear-
fully unpleasant.

Hia rather narrow eyes glitlered, and
his thin lips were hard set.  Billy
Bunter was not an thg uptske,

But even Bunter could see that it would
not profit him to linger in the vicinity
till the man in black recovered his
breath.

For the moment the man was hors do
combat. He was winded! Bunter
grasped tho fact that it would ba wise
to set out on his travels before tha
enragad man could gét going,

"1 say, it wasn't my fault, you know I*
gnﬁ;g:d wiiter. :

“Urrghl Wa-a-a-wait till I g-g-pet
my bib-bib-breath ¥ gaeped the man in
black. * W-w-w-wait [

“If you'd stopped the donkey——"
arﬁtjeg _Et;nter. o "

-j-just you w-w-wait ti fp—

Bunter decided not to wait, J

His mount wes gone—not that Bunter
would have climbed on thgtr donkey
again for love or money. Hé was at a
considerable distance from Margate,
sid the high palings that bordered the
road enclosed the park of Portercliffo
Hall. Bunter decided to start for bome.
And he started.

g I;I? did not run— bub he walked wery
as
b'” Stop | came a gasping voice behind
i,
Bunter walked faster.

Bunter, of course, was not to blame
for the accident. And it had been very
lucky that the man in black was there
for him to fall on, otherwise he would
have had a very disagresable bump on
a hard road. But it was clear that the
man was in a bad temper, and Bunter
did not like his looks. The leza he saw
of the fellow the better. Hs put on
spood,

The man in black got on his feet at

last. He wae still gurgling a little. He
collected his hat and sti Then he
ran after Bunter !

The Owl of Greviriars blinked round
Tee MigrseT LipBARY.—No. 1,415,
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through his spectacles, at the patter of
feet on the road. e glimpsed an
infuriated face, and an uprased walk-
infvstir:l-l:.

‘Oh erikey ! gasped Bunter,

e was not feeling aizposed to run on
that hot August morning, after his exeor-
tians with the Margate donker. But he
van! He ran hard| The great gates
of Porterclilffe Hall were at some dis-
tancoe, and that was DBunter's only
refuge, He flow.

But DBunter was too heavily handi-
cappcd for a race. He had too much,
much too much, weight to carry, And
}llﬂ slim little man in black ran very
ast.

Whack !

“Yooop 1" yelled Bunter, as the walk-
iug-stick ecame down over bis  fat
shouldera,

Whack |

“Whoooop 1

Whacl !

H0h erikey I

Dilly Bunter turned. It was useless
to run- on with thot unpleasant man just
behind him, beating him like a ecarpet.

“Look berel” velled Bunter.

The man in black grasped at him
with his left hand.” Only too clearly he
inteticled to continue operations with the
stick in his right.

In sheer desperation DBunter hit out.
The enciny did not geem to be expecting
that. He had been concentrating on
catching Bunter, and whacking him
with the stick. Now he had caught him
—and he caught also a thudding fat fist,
with hif chin,

He sat down suddenly.

Bunter whirled round again and flaw®

Portercliffe Hall was in sight. The

reat wates were wide open. Bunter's
%tﬂn at legs flashed and twinkled, oa
he flew for that refuge. Fanting and
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gasping, he reached the great gateway,
and flew in.
“Qh erikey I pasped Bunter.
An  almost endless drive wound

through eaks and beeches towards the
manzion afar, Buanter dropped into a
walk, and panted on. ke did not sup-
oz¢ that the man in black, feroclous as

a was, would follow him into private
grounds.

But, & fow minutes later, blinking
back, he sighted a figure in black
conting up the drive belind him.

" Beast I gasped DBunter,

he man was walking now, not run-
ning! But he was following Bunter up
the Portercliffe avopmue.

The fat Owl of Greyiriars was feeling
ez if he had not a run left in hus podgy
limbs. But thres whacks from the
walking-stick were enough for him—he
did not want any more. He burst wnto
specd again.

Panting and gasping, Bunter barged
on up the long aveaue.  Burely the
stranger, disagreeable as he was, would
net have the neek to follow him through

rivate grounds right up to the housel
Bunter blinked back again through his
spectacles.

“ Ol lor* 1" he gasped. :

There was the man in black—coming
steadily on! Billy Bunter gave him one
terrified blink, and flew, )

The great doors of Portercliffe Hall
stood wide open.  In the grest deorway
stood an ample form—that of Uhandos,
the butler, looking out.

But the Portercliffe buller was nok

looking at Bunter. He was gazing
beyond him, at the man in black, He
seemed  intevested in thab individual,

and did not observe Bunter at all.

That was rather unfortunate for
Chandoa. For Bunter, short-sighted and

T.
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by Martin Clifford

“We're happy when we're hiking! "—that's the *theme™ song
of Tom Merry & Co. who are off on a holiday jaunt on “shanks

LA

pOny.

And they're happier still when they bump into Horace

Coker, the prize duffer of Greyfriars, Horace prefers to do his

“hiking” in a caravan. There are lots of other things he prefers,

too, but some of them come ** unstuck ™ when he tries to lord it

over Tom Merry & Co. If you're looking for ideal holiday

rcading this bright and breezy story is the thing. Ask for
No. 250 of the

SCHOOLBOYS OWN LIBRARY

At all Newsagents and Bookstalls. d.
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in a state of wild alarm, did not observe
Chandos, either. .

He charged up the great granite steps,
and charged bBlindly in—and crashed

Chandos hardly knew what hit him.
It felt like o batlicring-ran, or a trac-
tion-ecnging ! Chandos” portly legs were
swoept from under him, apd his portly
form rolied over in the hall.

“ Wovooh I gasped Chandos.

“0h erikey 17 epluttered Bunter.

Ile staggored from the shock.

He huc? a glimpse of a figure in black
coming up the steps. He bolted like a
rabbit for its burrow. Thoe man, 16
seomed, was still after him, actually fol-
lowing him into the housel E:lliy
Bunter streaked across the wvast hall,
and bolted into the first open door—
that of the Librarv. Mr, Fish, had he

been at home, wou dﬁaml;nbl have been
there. But Iiram K. Fish bad not yet
CoIme in.

Bunter blinked back across the hall
In the great outer doorway a fligure 1n
black appeared! Thoe man was coming
11 I

That was enough for Bunter!

Heg streaked ascross the library to a
large settes on one side of the magnifi-
cent fireplaco and plunged underneath
it.. Thera, out of sight of his relentless

ursucr if the man in black followed
arther, Billy Bunter gasped for breath
and pajpimtwl with funk.

e —

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter SneeZes !

HANDOS regained the per-

q pondicular,
He gasped for breath and
stated round him o little

dizzily. ] ] .

Bunter had venished into the library.
The slim man in black stood on_ the
threshold of Portercliffin Hall, looking
at Chandos with a faintly amused smile
on his hard-featurcd face.

It had not occurred to Billy Bunter's
fat brain that the man in black might
have business of his ewn at Porterchiffe
I1all, and that he had been on his way
thither when overtaken on tho road by
Bunter and the donkey, That, however,
was the case. The slim gentleman had
srobably forgpotten Bunter by thas time.

I stepped n ab the great doorway,
taking off kis bowler hat az he did so
and revealing s glossy, oiled head of
dark hair, and nedded familiarly fo the
butler.

A hot dav, Chandes ¥ ha remarked.

Chandos drew himself up to his [ull
Leight. Iliz height was not so impres-
siva as his width, but he made a
massive fizure, planted directly” in the
path of the neweomer.

“What are you ﬂﬂinf here, A,
Bosanney ?” demanded Chandos in his
rich, pori-wine voico. *“I wonder at
your impudence in coming here™

“Iodeed ' said Mr. Bosanney.

“Tadeed !” repeated Chandos. %1
have not forpoiten yvou, Mr. Dosanney!
Vou were his late lordship’s secretarsy.
His late lordship discharged you from
his egerviee with ignominy. Although
the facis were not made publie, Mr.
Bosanney, I was perfectly well awara
at the time that the late Lord
Partereliffe—"

“A erusty old bean, Chandos!" gaid.
the slim man. “I beliove he found
fault with vou more than once. Wasn't
there a fuss about certain bottles of his
ninety-twe port being missed from the
wing collar?

Chandos’ portly face erimsoned.

“T will not listen to vour insolence,
Bosanney 17 he said. * You lelt his late
lordship's service under a ecloud. You



were tound prying into papers that did
not concern you—->"

“Cork it!1” seid Mr, DBosanney.

“Wha-a-t1" ejaculated Chandos.

“Put tha bung in I” said the man 1n
black, *¥You slways talked too much,
Chandos. It's a bad habit!"

'The Porterclifie butler raised a large
plump, commanding hand and pmnteaci
to the drive. .

“ You had better go 1" he eaid. .

“Better not, I think,” said the slim

mon, “Is My, Fish in"
“He is not at the moment !” Chandos
lowered “Do you

the Elump hand. -
mean to say that you have any business
with Mr, Figh1? ’

* Just o few [ gaid the man in black.
“1 happen to be his secretary 1"

“0h 1" gasped Chandas,

Ho stared blankly at the hard-
featured man who bad once been Lord
Portercliffe’s private secretary—and
was now, apparently, Hiram K. Fish's,

He hed been aware that Mr. Fish's
socretary was expected at the mansion
but Chandos had certamly not Ex[hecteci
to find in him an old acquaintance.

The slim man grinned.

“Keep a civil tongue, Chandos[” he
gaid, “I'in glad to be back in the old
place! I'm prepared to be civil—if you
aro! But if you talk too much you may
'ﬁnhd yourself logking for a new butler’s
JD .?!

Chandes gasped.

“If—if you are Mr, Fish's secretary,

oy—"*

“1've zaid sol”

Mr. Bosanney handed Chandos his
hgt-which the butler tock mechanically.
Then he walked acrosz the hall to the
library door like gne who knew the way
well, Chandos, "with the bowler hat in
iﬂl:s plumip hand, stood staring after

ira.

The man in black sauntered into the

library.
At that moment a fat faco was peor.
ing out from under & big settee and two
uncasy cyes were fixed on thoe library
doorway, blinking through a large pair
uf spectacles.

Ar tho sight of the figure in black
Billy Bunter's head popped back under
the scttee like that of & tortoiso inte
itz shell,

Bunter palpitated |

Ho had not heard what was said in
tho entrance hall, and he had not, of
course, the famtest idea that the man
in black was the secrctary Mr. ish was
expecting to arrive at Portercliffe.

Ho could only conclude that the man
in black was still after him-—-amazing
a3 it was that the fellow should venturo
to penctrate inte the interior of theo
OIANE1 0N,

Why hadn’t the sgorvanis stopped
him? What did Chandos mean by let-
tmg tho beast como in just as ho hked?

Anyhow, thera he was; and Dunter
gquatted under the sclico in u state of
funk. It was a hot day, and it was
very close and warm under tho sciice.
Likewise 16 was a little dusty there, and
particles of dust tickled Bunter's [at
noso as he breathed,

Ho was in dread of sneezing! Bug
he dared not sneeze with that daorerous
character in the room| Did the man
know he was thora?

Evidently he had come straight to
the Library, just as if he knew that his
quarry had taken refuge there, Bunter,
crouched tn terror, had a view of black
trousers and a pair ef black shoos s
the slim man camo directly towards the
ectice.  In an agony of apprehension
ke expected the beast to stoop and hook
Lim ouf.

To hiz surprise tha legs stopped and
reversed | The man in black sat downl

Billy Bunter breathed again.

EVERY SATURDAY

The man did not know he was there |
He had crossed to the scitee to st on
it! After all, settees wora made to be
Eat on |
. His feet were only ten or twelve
inches from Bunter's little fat nose as
he sat, Bunter blinked at them.

Alarmed as he yas, he was growing
more ‘surprised than alarmed. It was
amazing that the man in black should
sit down in the library and take his
easo thers. The cheek of it

Bunter, however, was %Ead that the
beast was unaware of his presence.
He wrestled with g desire to sneoze—
which, if gratified, would certainly have
made the man in black aware of his
presence immediately.

How long waa the beast going to stop
there? _

Bunter heard the seratch of a match,
Then there was a scent of tobacco—a
rather penetrating scent of an unususl
tobaceo. The man in bleck had lighted
8 cigarette—some forel sort of a
ciﬁmttﬁ, from the smell. ]

o had the mnerve to sit there
smoking |

How long this lasted Bunter never
knew, 1t seemed to him ages that he
squatted n  thet hot, dusty, stifiing
recess under the settee on which sat the
man in black, Beveral times Mr,
Bossahney tossed cigarctte-stumps inoto
the fender—he seemed an inveterate
eigarette-smoker, smoking one after
another without cessation, That, ver
likely, was what made him such a bad-
fﬂm‘Ft’-l'l_‘d beast, Bunter eonsidered.

Weas he ever going 7 Why didn’t somo
servant coime and turn him out? Bunter
could only wonder,

The library door opened at last.

Bunter almost gasped with relicf, It
was somebody at last! Peering past
the legs in black, Bunier had a view of
lang, thin legs m grey! It was Mr
Hiram K. Fish who had entered,

The black legs stirred as the slim man
roso to lis fect, The grey legs camo
over towards him,

“Aw, here you are, Dosanney 1™ said
tho voice of Mr Fish

“Here I am, sir[”
black.

Bunter had to suppress a gasp of sur-
prise. li dawned on his fat brain now
that tho man in hlack was not an
amazingly checky intruder wha had
barged into the house after him! He
was there (o see Mr, Fish.

They sat down on the seitee.

The Lhapless Owl of the Remove now
had & view from his hiding-placo of two
pairs of legs instead of one pair. Ho
wondered whether it would be safe to
venture out now that Mr. Ifish was
present, The man in black wus &
savage-tempered beast; but surely in
Mre, Vish's presence he woald have to
restrain his temper?  But Bunter did
not feel quite sure! And he was safe
where he was !

“The butler goy knows you, I guess ™
said Mr. Fish.

“Quitn  sn,  sirl”  answered Mr.
Bosanney. “I was here a good many
yoars as so¢retary to his lato lordship”

“¥You sure won't he here so long as
my secretary, htfi boy 1" said M. IPish,
willi a dry chockle. uess two or
thres weeks will be ennugh to give the
whole show the once-over, big as it is
Andd you gob a elue™

Billv Bunter canght his breatl.

“Bon's with me here,” went on Mr.
Fish "“Ha's got a party af boys from
his school with hirn for the holidays. [
gucsa Lhey'll sura ba nseful, rubbering
round the old place. You jest mention
secret passages to a party o oolboya,
and I guess they'll nose "em oyut.™

“ Nothing so far, sir 7"

“ Nunk! Bags of time yet,” said Mr,

gaid the man n
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Fish. "I got the shebang for three
months, with option to buy—and I guess

I'll buy fast enough, if it turns out like
you nlfﬂwaﬂ, Bosanney.”

“There is no doubt whatever about
that, eir!” said the man in black. "I
was quite aware of every step taken by
his late lordship, and there is ebeolutely
no doubt—"

“Waal, I'm banking on it 1" said Mr.
Fish. “I'll mention that F'm spending
some dollars on this hyer shebang: but
T'll tell a man it's worth a few to cinch
s cool million—"

“ Atchoooooooh I*

Bunter had struggled long with thaf
gneaza ]

He had strugpled valiantly,

He had hﬁlg it back, hard! And at
that moment he was more snxicus than
ever to keep it clamped down. IFor Mr.
Fish's mystorious remarks wero of the
doepest interest to the fat jumior under
the settes.

Billy Bunter had no scruples about
listening to what wes not intended for
his fat ears! And he was on the very
verge of discovering the secret—the mys-
terious reason why Hiram E. Fish had
located at Portercliffe FHall, and guessed,
reckoned, and caleulated that he was
going to make a million dollars profit by
g0 doim

i only he conld have held that sneeze
g few minutes longer—

But he couldn’t! 3

The dust that was tickling hia fat
little nose was too much for him. That
sneeze, 50 long suppressed, was no longer
to be denied

It burst forth with all the more [ores
for its long au]i'preuinul It almost raped
like & gale! It wna rather a roar than
a common or garden sneeze! :

“ Atchoooh-hooh—hooopl  Choooop 17
sneczed Bunter, under the zellee.

The twoe men seated on the =etice
bounded up Logether. :

“Whe—" ojaculated the man in
black.

“What the John James Brown—"
gasped Mr Fish,

“Ts it & dogt™

LS | E‘I.IEHB—“

“ Atchoooooooooooooooh ™

Mr. Fish stooped and peered. Then
he reached and grabbed. A skinny,
sinewy hand grasped a fat ear, and
Bunter was hooked out like s winkle
frorn & shell. He rolled on the polished
floor and spluttered. 1

*“ Bunter I"" roared Mr. Fish.

“'That fat fooll” exclpimed the man
in black.

“1 guess—"*

“QOocoght  Atchooch! T—I wamn't
thera!" gasped Bunter. “I—I mean, I
—I hid there because that beast was
after me—atchooooooh-hoopl-—I never
heard & word you werse—chooopl—
srying—" .

*You pesky, pie-faced piecan!” roared
Mr Fish l?ﬂ made another grab at
Buntlar!

Tha fat Ow! sguirmed wildly out of
the way. Fe barely dodged the clutch-
ing _hand, and flow for the door

“You pasky jay!” Mr. Fish char
after him. * You doggoned piccan—"

DBuntar tors open the door. e leaped
for tho halll Mr. Fish reached him as
he leaped.

A long leg shot out; and a heavy boot
crashed on tho tightest (rousers in Lhe
county of Kont.

Cragh !

Bump!

" Yarcoooooooh [™®

Bunter Aow ncross the hall, Az Tish,
with a suort, slammod the library door
after him  Bunter rolled and roared.

“Ow | Wow! Yowl Atchoooh'!
Wow! Ow! Beast! Wow ™
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Billy Bunter had a::lf&cted a great
time at Porterclife Hall, DBut he was
finding it s good dwal more exciting
ithat he had expecled.

e

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Sees It All!l
HA.RR'.’E WHARTON & Co. came

back terry and bright from-
Margate in time for lunch,
Thay rather wondered w
had become of EHI{] Bunter. One
donkey had wandered back to the sands
~hut dthfl tiu:ni;'l:u.".-r, ag I:-ic-b Cherry rfﬂ
marked, had not turned up again.
geomed that Neddy had dﬁtrjhuted
Buniter somewhere in the outskirts of
Margate. They hoped that the fat Owl
had not bean ﬁyamag'e:d—axuapt-, rhaps,
Fisher T. Fish. Fishy had no objection
to Bunter getting damaged—indeed, the
more that superflucus guest was
damaged, the more Fishy ywas plensed.

“1 say, ;Eou fellows—" :

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, here he is!™
cdaimed Bob Cherry.

ere was Bunter—reclining, not to
may sprawling, in a deep armchair in the
hall when the juniors came in. He
blinked at thom through his hig
speciaclies,
P'EWhe;rﬂ did your brother drop youi”
asked Bob.

113 !J.l

“Damaged 1" asked Harr

“0Oh, really, Wharton! I
decent ride—round the country, you
know!” said Bunter. “If you fellows
think I foll off that donkey——"

“Well, we did think so, when the
donkey came back without youl” suid
Harry, laughing. :

“Nothing of the kind! I just sent
him back when I was done with him,"
said Bunter airily. “I--I thought he'd
find his way home all right! I'm a
pretty good rider, you know! ¥You should
eea me backing tﬁa hunters at Bunter
Counrt 17

“Ha, ha, ha!”

After what they had eeen of Bunter
backing the Margute donkey, the idea of
seeing him backing a hunter seemed to
entertain the Greyltiars fellows. They

roaved. ]

“Blessed if. 1 sea anything fto cackle
at!” snorted Bunter. "I say, Fishy!
There's & low blighter called Bosunney
s ————

a the popper's secretary!" sai
Fisher T. Fish.

“Well, he's & low rolter, and jolly
uncivil,” said Bunter. " You'd beller
warn him to be a bit more civil, Fishy,
if you want me to stay here!” ]

I guess—" began [isher T. Iish.
Bat he checked himself. It was not
judicious to tell Bunter exactly how
much he wanted him to stay!

“The beast had the cheek to whop ab
me with his stick, because I fell on him
when the putrid donkey pitched me off !”
continued Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniora.

"‘I—i mean, tho donkey didn’t pilch
me off!” said Bunter hastily. * What
I mean is—"

“Ha, ha, hat"

“If you're going to cackle at every-
thing o fellow says——*" hooted Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Beasts!"

Harry Wharton & Co. made the ac
uaintance of Mr. Bosanney at lunch,
! ni did not take very much interest
in the small man in black; but Billy
Bunter favoured him with several scorn-

ful and contemptuons looks~which,
however, the secretary did not seem to
cbaarve. Indeed, he did_not seem Lo
obeerve William George Bunter at all.
-Tue Magyer Lmaany.—No, 1,435,
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Forfunately, the lunch was good and
ample. Billy Bunter's ruffled feelings
were soothed. ” The grub being all right,
averything was all night; and the smiles
returned to Bunter's fat face. i

After lunch, Bunter rolled away to his
room for g nap.

‘his was Bunter's custom after a meal
—and it.seccmed rather & good custom to
the other fellows, as it relieved them of
Bunter's fascinating society for an hour
or two. They did not feel the need of
a nap themselves—heving had only one
lunch each! Bunter, who had parked
thres or four, one after another,
naturally felt the need of repose after his
exertions, _

He plumped down on a soft ottoman
in his room, and laid his bullet head on
a soft cushion with great satisfaction.
But be did not drop inte balmy slumber
80 easily as usual.

here were three places where Mr.
Bosanney's stick had whacked, and ever
one of them had a twinge in it. An
there was a still more painful twinge
where Hiram K. Fish's foot had landed.

Bunter clospd his eyes behind his big
spectacles; but his usual snore did not
materialise. He could not aleep. Those
twinges were too msistent.

It was about half an hour later that
the sound of his door opening caused him
to open his eyes behind his spectacles.

A thin, keen, sharp face looked into
the room.

Bunter blinked at Fisher T. Fish.

Fishy, s_tundin{r in the half-open door,
was listening! Why he had come to tha
room in this surreptitions way, and why
he was standing tﬁerra- listening with in-
tent ears, puzzled Bunier for 2 moment,
Then & gleam came into the little round
eyes behind the big, round spectacles.

ishy was “up” to something; and he
wanied to know whether DBunter was
asleap |

Which naturall

. made Dilly Buntor
very curious bo

now what 1*'ish;.r wWua

“up ” to. He closed his eyes aguin and
snored,

Snorrrrrrrre |

Fisher T. Fish had been looking

towards the bed. Now he changed the
direction of his glance, and spotted
Bunter on the ottoman under the win-
dow.

The snore was reassuring. Tishy
stepped into the room and closed the
door behind him quieilv.

Soltly he stepped towards Bunter.

Had Bunter been aslecn, certainly he
would not have heard him. But though
Bunier had his eyes closed behind his
spectacles and was snoring, he had
never been wider awske. He heard the
stealthy footsteps approaching.

It cost Bunter an elfort to keep his
eyes shut and te keep up the snore:
but he was inten=ely curious to know
what Fishy's pame was,

The other fellows were ull cut of the
house, Through the open window floated
a distant sound of woices from  the
tennizs courts. OF all the Greyviriars
guests, only Bunter wus indoors, Fishy,
evidently, had picked that moment for
this surreptitious vizit to Bunter's room.
But why? Bunter wanted to know.

Ilad he been asleep, he would oot lave
felt the light touch that brushed lim.
And Tishy guessed, reckoned, and cal-
culated that he was fast asleep, as he
generally was after one of his gargan-
tuan feasts.

The bony
necktie,

Bnorel

There was the faintest sound of re-
treating footsteps. the zolt sound of a
closing door. -

Bunter opencd lis eyes snd stared
through his spectacles.

lingers louched DBunter's

Fisher T. Fish was gone.

In utter amazement, the Owl of the
Remove sat up on the ottoman. Hae
almost wondered whether ¥Fishy had
gone off his rockor.

What did it mean?

He had supposed that Fishy had come
there to play some trick or other, and
he had pretended to be asleep, to catch
him at ib. But Fishy had stayed hardly
a minute in the room, and gone as
guietly az he had come. He hsd dona
:l;l_cthing but lightly touch Bunter's necks
.

Bunter groped over that tie with
fat hand. His tiepin was gone!

“Oh ecrikey!” gasped Bunter, more
amazed than ever.

Fishy evidently had abstracted that
tiepin and taken 1t away! Why?

Fishy was not a scrupulous youth, but
he could hardly be suspected of “pinch-
ing ¥ a guest's tiepin.’ Moreover, llmuﬁ
Bunter often declared that tiepie to
extremely valuable, the actual fact was
that it was of imitation gold, and
Bunter had originally acquired it from
a Christmas cracker. Its value, at a
generous estimate, was about threepence.

What did Fishy want it for?

Bunter sat and thought.

Thinking wons not Buntet's long suit.
3till, his fat intellect could work, though
it was not as a rula very nctive.

“ Beast!” breathed Bunter. .

Certain happenings of the previous
day which had been extremely mys-
terious now became rather less mys-
terious as Dunter reflected. ;

Harry Wharton & Co. had bumped him
on the lawn for ragiiln Wharton's
room. His handkc™hief had been
picked up there. The Bounder had
pitched into him for rigging up o booby-
trap over his door—his bullseyes had
been found on the spot. Both circum-
stances had puzzled Bunter, who knew
—if nobody else did—that ho was not

guilty of either the ragging or the
booby-trap.
Somehody, somehow, must have

dropped his hanky and his  bullseyes
where they had been found—how ond
why was a problem beyond Bunter’s fat
intellect. I3ut nmow he had & light on
the subjeet. e

Without being intellectually hrilliant,
Billy Bunter could guesa what Fishy waa
going to do with that tiepin!

Another rag was poing to happen—
and that tiepin was going to be found
on the spot—prool positive that Buuter
had done it!

“Beast 1" hizsed Bunter.

He saw it all now.

The beast wanted him to clear, losk
he should “spill the beans” And this
was his deep-laid scheme !

The other fallows, one after another,
were going to be made to piteh into
Bunter—nand such a process in the long
run would undoubtedly have made him
tired of Portereliffe Hall as o holiday
rosort ! )

“Toast 1 said Dunter for the thired
time,

Some fellows after making sich a
dizcovery would bhave cleared. Not so
Tilly Bunter! Offiended dignity did not
weigh very much with the Owl of Grey-
friara.

A hearty welcomo was not necossary
to Billy Bunter when he was on a visik.
Anything short of the boot was good
enough for DBunter. Bunter was not
going to turn his podgy back on Porter-
cliffe Hall! He was going to put paid
ta Fighy and hiz litile game now that
he saw it all.  Thera waz o grin on
Bunter's fat face ns he roze from tho
ottoman and rolled to the door and
blinked ecautiously into the corridor,
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“I'll jolly well glve the fat frump a tlp about barging into the conrt ! ** said Bob Cherry, swiping at Bunter with his tennis

racket. Whack 1

his racket. *“ Yarcoch! Beast!”

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Fishy Gels Busy—=So Does Bunter !

ISHER T. FISH was grinning, too.

F Probably he would not have

%[:mnﬂd had he been aware that

Eilly Bunter was “wise " to his

surreptitious and nefarious proceedings.
But Fishy had no suspicion of that.

He was in Bob Cherry's room. From
the window thera was a view of the
tennis courts, and Bob could be secn
there—so the coast was quite clear for
Fishy. Bob and Wharton on one side,
Nugent and Hurree Smgh on the other,
were playing o doubles; the good
Alodzo was keeping the score for them,
Kipps was obligingly collecting stray
balls, and the Bounder, Wibley, and
Johnny Bull were in deckchairs, watch-
ing tho play. LEverybody was oocupied
—more or lesz—at o szafe distance.
Fisl]:lmr T. Fish had chosen his moment
* oWl

Fishy was getting busy.

The rags on Wharton and the Bounder
had had painful results for Bunter.
Equally painful results would accrue
from Bob when lhe saw hils room—after
Fishy had done with it}

Bunter'z rolled-gold tiepin lay on the
floor, where it caught the sunlight from
the window—and could not fail to catch
the eye of any fellow coming into the
room. That was tha ¢lys to tho ragger!

More than once that extremely cheap
tiepin had dropped ont of Buntfer's tie,
the fastening being defective. What
more likely than that it had dropped
out again while the fat Owl was busy
ragging ¥

t was, in foct, & “cinch.”

Fisher T Fizh grinned cheerily.

Mever a very scrupulous fellow, he
had no scroples whatever about this.
f a guy chose to horn in where ha

“*Ow [ ** yolled Bunter. ** Keep that racket away—yar
“ Roll away, you benighted barrel ! ** roared Cherry, landing once agaln.

Beast ! Wow I* Bunter fairly roared.

was not wanted, he could take what was
coming to lnm—that was Fishy's viaw,

Heoeould not deal with Bunter person-
ally—tho fat Owl might have spilt the
beans! But the other fellows could—
and would—if they believed that Bunter
had developed a remarkable and exas-
eraling propensity for ragging. Before
-::rn% at this rate, Bunter would be tired
of Portercliffie Hall—so Fishy guessed,
reckoned, and caleulated.

Fisher T. Fish sorted out a silk hat
which Beob Cherry wore unwillingly on
special occasions. He set it grim
upwards in the fender.

Taking a longhandled brass fire
shovel, he groped in the chimney with
it. There was no fire in the grate; but
thera was soob in the chimney. TFisher
T. Fish ladled it doewn—into the hat!

This was merely a beginning. Fishy
had & very extensive rag mapped out in
his bony head. But he felt that it was
a good beginning. Fioding his Sunday
topper full of soot was sure to get any
guy's poat, Fishy _ealeulated. He
chuckled as he ladled away with the fire
shovel, and the hat szlowly but surely
filled with soot.

Ha was happily unaware that an eye
was peering through the keyhole of the
door frem the corridor.

Fishy did not make much noise—he
was a wary and cautious guv! But
Bilty Bunter, tiptoeing down the corri-
dor and listening intently wilh his fat
ears, spotted the room he was in.

He knew that Fishy would be in one
of the juniers’ rooms, and could eastly
puess how he would be engapged there—
now that he saw it all! And as soon
as he blinked through the keyheole of
Bob Cherry's door, he was sure.

The fireplace being opposite the door,
Flﬁ]m!r:r+ T. Fizh, kneeling at the grate,
had his back to the door. and Bunter

cooh 1"

Whaek | Wharton followed up with
dil uw I

had a back view of him—and his cceu-
pation.

Hpo barely repressed a fat chuckla na
he discerned Fisher T. Fish ladling soot
into Bob's silk hat!

" crikey ! breathed Bunter.

Fishy was busy ! He was likely to be
busy for some time. And evidently he
had not the remotest suspicion that Billy
Bunter was awake—still less that Bunter
was watching him.

The fat junior rose from the keyhole,
grinning, and tiptoed down the corridor
to the stairs,

Out of hearing of Fisher T. Fish, he
put on speed. He rolled down the stair-
case and. like Iser in the poem, he
rolled rapidly!

In & minute, or loss, Billy Bunter was
out of the house and cutting away
towards the tennis courts,

He arrived breathless.

“I say, you fellowsa!” he squeaked.

The ball had come over the net from
Nugent into Bob’s court. He was watch-
ing the fhght of the ball, racket in
Land, and cortainly had no eyes or ears
for Billy Bunter.

But Bunter had no time to losa.

_ If Fisher T. Fish was to be caught
in the act of ragging Boly's room, thers
was no time to spare; and tennis did
not matter, anvhow,

" Rob, old chap—" squeaked Bunter.

Bob did not heed. The tennis ball
had bounced, and Bob ran sf it io
catch it on the hop.

“Keep off, you ass!"™ called out
Johinny Bull, as DBunter ran con the
court.

Bunter did not heed.

“1 say, Bob——" he gasped,

Ha rushed on.

Hob swiped at the ball.

The sudden irruption of Billy Bunter
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chargug zeross the court, caused um
to miss the ball, It dew on beyond the

base-line, But every buliet has its’

billst—and eo had that swipe! There
was o terrific crack as the tennis racket
landed on Billy Bunter.

Crackl

“ Yarooooooh 1™ roared Bunter.

“What the thump—-" g:u.sg-cd Bol,

“¥Yow-ow-ow ! Whooop | roared
Bunter, a2 he sat down suddenly, and
hard. *“Ow| DBeast! Wowl Rotter]
Yow 1"

“Game!” said Alonzo Todd gently.
Eugent and the nabob had been forfy-

fteen; and as Bob had lost that shot

it was now game for them., Whieh,
naturally, wos not pleasing to the two
fellows who had hoped to ﬁull level.

“You silly ass!” roared Bob.

“You blithering idiot!” howled
Wharton.

“%ﬂ[ﬂ[ .I:t.!l‘i i

“You ¥y porpoise—"

::¥i:-u E:;me" ;:h an:erﬂa——"

oo-hooop |

“Play that one again,” called Nugent
over tha net, laughing.

“Oh, rot, we've lost it !” growled Bob,
“But I'll jolly well give that fat frump
a tip about barging into the court!”

Whack ! from Bob. .

“Ow! Keep that packet away!
yelled Bunter,

Whaek ! from Wharton.

“¥Yarcoh! . Beast!” .

“Roll away, you benighted barrel!
roared Bob, landing the racket again.
“Roll off, you flabby freak!”

“"Ow! Beast! Wow!"

Bunter sat and roared, Wharton and
Bob laid down their rackets, grasped
him by cither fat arm, and yanked him
to the edge of the court. _

#3235t on him, Smithy!” gruntéd Bob.

The Bounder chuckled.

“Right-ho! Roll hita over here.”

“Ow! Leggo! DBeast! Yarooooh!”
roared Bunter as ho rolled.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“1 say, you iellﬂwa—Iafgul I say, I
came to say—whooop! cama fo - tell
vou fhat Fishy is—yarooch! I kik-kik-
came —wow |

“VYou blithering bloater——"

“Yeu barging banderenatch—"

“Owl Leggo! I tell you that Fishy
is—yoop! an't you let a fellow
speak ?* shriecked Bunter, “Fishy's

ragging your rocm, Bob, you beast!
Ow [

“Wha-z-at?" Baob Cherry, in his
astonishment, let the fat Owl and
Bunter sat and spluttered.

“Peact! That's what I came to tell
you !” hoe gasped. “ He—he—he's filling
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%uuf silk topper with s-s-soot—oooogh!
w;’l

“Mad or dreamingi” asked Bob,
regarding the fat Owl in sheer wonder,

“Qooogh! Beast! Ooogh!” Bunter
serambled to his feet, gasping. “I tell
you ihe beast came and pinched my
tie-pin, thinking I was asleep, and he's
put it in your room, and now hes
ragging—ooogh! Making out that it
wos me—groogh—same as he did with
Wharton's reom—acogh—and my hanky
—and that bnbbr-trap in Hmithy's
room—grooogh——">"

The chums of the Remove stared
blankly at Bunter, They forgot the
interrupted tennis. Bunter had taken
their breath away. ]

, “ Impossible !"" exclaimed Wharton at
ask.

“] toll you he's at it now!” yelled
Bunter. " Playing rotten tricks, and
making out it was me! If you go n

now you'll cateh him ot itl He's got
vour topper, Bob—"

“My topper—""

"Fi:{ling it with soot——"

“J.eoot ¥ stuttered Bob.

“From the chimney! g0y, Fou
fellows, go and catch {:im at it—I tell

-ou he's in Bob's room now !’ gasped
Junter. M Making out that it was me—
B ety cusped Whast

“But w " gasp arton,

“Let's po'and see!” said Johnny Bull.

And the Famous Five hurried away
towards the house, leaving the other
fellows staring, sad Billy Bunter gasp-
ing spasmodically for breath.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Catching Fish 1

e EARCH meal” gasped Fisher T.
S Fish .in sudden alarm,

The silk hat was full of soot!

It had been rather a long

rogess, but it was fimished now. Fishy

Ezid down the shovel, and lifted the

hatful of soot from the grate, and

placed it in a conspicucus position on

a table in the middle of the room.

Fishy g‘hties.'aed that he was not finished
vet—not by any means! But he guessed
wrong! For at that moment there came

o sound of geampering footsteps in the
corridor.

Fishen T, Fizh jumped, spilling soot
from the hat,

He had figured that the guys were
busy at tennis, But some of them, it
was clear, had come in! If Bob was
among them—— 3
F_“hWa!:a snakes!” gasped Fisher T.

1501,

He stared round for a hiding-place.
In a split second he dived under the bed.

He was only just in time. The door
flew open, and Bob Cherry flew in.
After himn came the rest of the Co.

“Nobody here!” gasped Dob.

Fishy, under the bed, scarcely
breathed, The new arrivals could seco
nobody there. But they could not fail
to spot that somebody had been there

recently. He hoped that they would
figure that it was Bunter! & little
knew ! .

“There's Buntcr’s tiepin,” Wharton
picked it up from the floar.

“And there’'s my topper!" roared
Baob.

ti E'h; my I'.l.ﬂ.ti s

The Famous Five stared at the topper
standing on the table, overflowing with
soot.

Bob Cherry glared at it. Toppers cost
money. And this topper, it was cer-
tain, could never he worn again—not,
at all events, without a very extensive
process of eleaning., This was hardly
the way that a guest’s topper was
treated in the best circles

Johnny Bull, grioning, pointed to &
streak DF soot on thoe floor. It led from
the table to the bed.

If Bunter's tale was true—and the Co.
did not doubt it now—Fisher T. I'ish
was in the room somewhere. ‘Thas
trail of ecot showed where he was,

Bob Cherry breathed .-hard.

Johnny -Bull stepped to 'the grate, and
picked up the né)cﬁer

‘;'.&nybml:.' under here?’ he called
out,

uaked. Did tm

guess that he was there? He crouc
silent, quaking.
broken as Johnny Junged under the bed
with the poker. It was broken by a

hﬂﬂPnlmr in hand, he stooped beside the
Fisher T, Fish

he pext moment the silence was

terrific yell as Fishy's bony ribs caught

the end of fthe Puk&r.

*Yoo-hooop {7

“Ha, ha, ha[”

“Bounds lhke mm::had; there,”  re-
marked Johnny Bull, “I'll give him

another dig.”

“Yoop! Keep that poker awayl”
shrieked Fishor T, Fish. " You've sure
punctured me, you piccanl Aw, wake
analoes | ow |

Fisher T. Fish rolled cut into siew.

Ho scrambled to his feet, and atoed
rubbing his bony ribs, and blinking at
the chums of tifm Remove, It was &
fair ecateh. There was no doubt about
that. Fish was caught. :

“Is this what you call & joke, Fishy I*
inquired Bob Cherry, pointing to thae
soot-filled fopper.

“Aw! Don't you guys go off on
car I’ mumbled Fisher 'U. Fish,
guess it was jest a leetle joke,”

*And we wereto suppose that Bunter
hed done it?” said rry Wharton,
holding up the tiepin, .

=] guose——" gtammered Fisher
T. Fish.

“It was you ragged my room yester-
day, I suppose, and made us put it
down to Bunter "

“1—1 puess——"

“And fixed uwp that booby-trap for

Bmithy "
guess—" mumbled Fisher

t11 1_ _I
T. Fich. - _

“MNew and original way of entertain-
ing your guests—what?"” asked Harry
Wharton. 1“[}5 are you tired of our
company already?””

i glup::;!” ga&f}ed Fisher T. Fish,
“Don't you galoots go off at the deep
end. D'm telling you, it's nix agin
you. 1 jest wanted to make things hum
a few for that fat piccan, Bunter. 1
sure did want to put him through a
course of sprouts.”

The chums of the Remove exchanged
glances,  They were not at all sure
that they wanted fo stay with Fisher
T. Fish for the holidays. The dis-
covery of his trickery made them feel
vory much disposed to shale the dust
of Porterclife Hall from their feet.

“Say, it was || t & joke on Bunter [
urged Fisher 7. Fish. “I'll say I'll
chuck it from now on. Honest Injun!
Deon't you guys go off on your ear and
break up the party. Forget it,”

“Look at my hat!” hooted DBob,

“I guess I'l} buy you a noo hat,” said
Fisher T. Fish. “I'll sure stand you

your

a brand-noo topper, the best that dol-
lars can buy.”
“What did you want us to ra

Bunter {for?"” demanded Wharten, wit
a very keen look at the American
junior. “If you don’t want him, you
can boot him out without making use
of us, I suppose®” ]
“‘{}fg, vep! Nope!” stammered Fisher
T. Fish.  *IDon't I keep on telling
you that it was jest & leetle joke? Can'd
(Continued on page 28.)



OUR POPULAR STORY OF ROUSING, RED-HOT ADVENTURES %
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WHAT'S GONE BEFORE,

Selwyn Gore and his brother, Colin,
sef out for Moosc Call to avenge the
murder of thelr Uncle Ampas, o gold
g}'ﬂllwm‘-ﬂr- En wroute, they meet

ounlain Lion, a Sicusr Indion and
friend of Amges CGore, twwho leods
them 1o @ great natural amphitheotre
in the Sunrise Mountains where they
learn that a gong of rvoughnecks led
by Majoe and Musfy hace alrcody
registered the cloim. The two
Britishers succeed in irapping the

in the omphithealtre, and then,
ving Mountain Lion ond his Siown
braves on guard, ride into Tomahawk
o conlist the services of Sergeant
Threfall and hisa Mountics. Return-
tng, they Liow up the enbrance to Hhe
amphitheatre, and the Siour Indians
togelher with the Mountics storin the
narrow way. “Fools!' shouls
Sergeant Threfall. ** Take your timel
Wonna stop a builet +# **
{vowe roaed o)

A Cunning Ruse !

OME of the Mounties and the
5 Bloux leapt Jdown steop places,
aud got to tha lovel below at
soma visk., The athers went on,
pushing, shoulder o sboulder, down the
HArrow Way.
Thea what Sergeant Threfall antici-
pated happened
IFrony & distanes down the amphi-
theaire, 8 shor rang out, and onoe of
the SBioux pitched face forcmost down
tho slope. rolled over, and fcll to the
ground ifteen feot below.

“1 koew it [ roared the sergeant of
ithe Mouoties, " Aim where that smoke
is rolling, boys, and let the skuuks
have it

Fvilently the man who had fired at
Selwyn had stayed behind to cover the
refreat of the olher three, for they
hiad alremly gone some distanece.

Belwrn saw threo hats and heeds bob-
hing about among the rocks close Dy
tlee zpot where e had  buricd  tho
hoard Amyas Gore had set up to mark
Ia claim.

Tho owners of the hats were appar-
colly muking for the rocks, which

MOOSE CALL/

HARRISON GLYN .2

Selwyn knew were homeveombed, o

ad been there and seen.’ But thero
was no way out  If Majoe and Musty
were to seck shelter there they were
deomed. And they were heading for
the holes, for Belwyn saw them turn
that way.

He fired, as did the sergeant, Moun-
tain Lion and Colin; but the crouks
went scrambling on, each man laden
with a heavy pack strapped to his
broad shoulders.

Selwyn  glanced at Mountain Lion
and noti that the Indian’s eyes wero
blazing fiercely.

“ White man shoot Young Warrior !"

unted the Sioux. “Fine Indian!
Mountain Lion shoot him [?

Next moment hé ran out inte the
u?en, at a lopme, easy gait, speeding
after the flecing men.

Thoe Mountiez and the Sioux Indiana
erowidled on to the level, and opened
out there. Seattering, the Sioux bhegan
toe ring in the high cliffa over the top
of which loy the Great Chicf's Head,

_ Hergeant Threfall bawled his troopers
into line and faced them,

“¥You lot of dumb gesse!™ he bawled.
“There’s only four men left, All
wo've gotta do iz round ‘em up. But
I don't want all of you shot up aver it.
Mearch in open ovder and head for them
vocks | 7

They advanced swiftly, twenty paces
between each man.

Dusky-feathered Sioux had slready
gained the base of the rochks, and wero
creeping cautiously from cover to cover,
their feathers just showing, their red-
brewn skine and leathern trousers
merging with the natural stons until
one could scarcely see them.

Belwyn cast an eye sround the place
as they went  There were blackened
patches whers bres had buorned, holes
where the moen had dog.  Miners'
eradles and implements lay abandoned
near the cdge of the shallow stream. A
short distance away, a low canvas tent
was rigged nup, and Selwyn reckoned
that it Lelonged 1o John Majoe.

Thero were other sizus of miners
work about the place, but the area
wae 50 vasi that an army of men could

"o

& e
;

have worked on it for months on end
and then only have combed the surface.

“Wonder if there is any way out
where the streem runs into  this
place ™ said Sebwyn.

“Doun't know,” answered Sergeant
Threfall. “But we won't take s
chance 1"

And slraig‘htwa!y ha gent six of his
men to guard it -

Selwyn E;Iam:nd along the long irrogu-
lar line of the ¢liff, which ran straight
on for a quarter of a mile or more and
offered & ‘thmtanng hiding-places, won-
dering which way Majoe, Musty and the
other two crocks would go.

The Indians were chasmng them, They
would soon drive them out, He ram
closer, in advance of Colin and the
sergeant.© He could ses seversl Sioux
working round a spur of rock and up
ahove Mountain Lion creeping along a
narrow ledge. He saw the braves
making sigis to one ancther, and he
knew that one of the gunmen was
hiding there, and that the Indians had
gob him cornered. _

Suddenly the F“““&}. Britisher felt
rorry for the man. he four crooks
had uwe chanco. And, however bad a
man is, it must be terrible for him to
zca death creeping in upon him and no
possible chanco of escape.

Ono of the Indians fred; then all of
them, with the exception of Mountain
Liom, set up a shrll and desfening
whoopiug.

It was a whoop af triumph,

A sccond later, something whito fluty
tered froma the place where tha erock
wag hiding; it was a dirty, whito hand-
kerchiof tied to the end of a rifla, The
man flourished it, and the Red Indirhs
hesitated.

Sevgeant Threfall began te run,

*1old your fire, Injunas 1" ho shouted.
“It's the whits ﬁu.gl Ile's given in!
Hi, soma of you boys go and get him I

Lhree of ithe Mounties started for the
rocks at & run, and as they did so, the
whita handkerchicf was drawn in.

Banang |

Next moment, however, & shot rang
out, and ono of the red-coated troopers
tumbled headlong in the dust,
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“The  dirty,  double - crossing
hound !” roared the enraged sergeant.

His man had been ghot under cover
of the white ilag.

“Get him, Injuns!” roared “Thre-
fall. *“I don't cars what you do to
him now "

Selwyn, hot with anger, darted for
the rocks and began to climb them.
Presently he saw the killer creeping
away from his hiding-place with the
handkerchief still tied to the end of
the rifle barrel he carried,

Selwyn thought of shooting him,
but as he moved his rifle a shot rang
out from w]zg,iru Mountain Lion was
‘watching higher up the hill., The
killer went down, rolled over like a
shot rabbit, and lay still.

]%liﬂ treachery had not paid him very
well.

Selwyn moved up the steep climb
to mako sure. As he drew close to
the man he eould see that he had a
reddish beard. Then suddenly a loop
dropped down over his shoulders,
eaught tight round his body, tying
Lis arms to his sides, and the next
moment he was yanked off his fect
and dragged away stumbling, to find
himself face to face with the grin-
ning villains, John Majoe and Musty
Wilmot !

“Got lLim!” said Majoe, with a
shrill langh. " That saves our skins,
Musty !

Master of the Situation !

ELWYN cursed his Imck when
S that tightening loop nipped his
arms and whipped Lim off his

fect.

He stumbled, regained his balance,
pud was dingped violently along as
John Majoe drew him in, hand over
hand, like a trout on o line.

With a surprising exhibition of
gtreneth Majoe hauled Belwyn close
and stuck his bushy head against the
boy's. His eyes were sparkling, amd
his coarse 'lips curled in triumph as
he gloated.

With his left hand he peinted down
the rocky winding way up which
Selwyn had climbed,

“They're shootin® down my pals!”
he snarled. “ But they won’t dare to
shoot me as long as I've got you with
me. If I go, you go. Ran right into
the trap, and you thought you were
gmart !” .

Selwyn fook a long look at Majoe,
He had studied him before, many
and many a fime, but he had never
soen the ugly, bearded face as close
as this. It was the ugliest fuce the
yourg Britisher had ever seen.

The shape of the head seemed all
wrong. The man’s coarse skin was
burnt to o deep copper brown, awd
wns eaked with dirt. His lair and
beard were matted,

Hideous curling lips ran in o
cronked gash through the black bush
of hair. The cheekbones were high,
the nosze crooked, owing to a broken
hridge, and the eyes glared over o
buttress of bone at the boy he had
captured,

. “You're Amyas Gore's nevyy, ch?”

THE MAGNET

he prowled. “Well, when I've pob
throngh with yoi I'm pgoing to kill
you the same's I killed him.”

“You murderous villain !* gaid Scl-
wyn savagely.

Majoe laughed.

“That stings you, don’t it?” he
snapped. “Yes, I killed Amyas Gore!
Serve him right! He wouldn’t ghare
the gold hefound with mc and my
mate, Musty ! We shot him and flung
Lhim over a cliff and pinched his claim,
What did you bring the Mountics
down on us for, c¢h?”

“Becanse I wanted to drive you
out of my Uncle Amyas’ claim,”
answered Selwyn defiantly. *“And I'm

lad, The pame’s up, Majoe! You
iaven’t long to livel!™

This reminder wrung an osth from
Majoe's lips, and he dug o gun into
the small of Selwyn’s back,

“I've o mind to shatter your
spine!” he snarled. “But I won't,
yet, You've bin in thiz place before.
Where docs this ¢limb lead up to?”

“Nowhero," Belwyn answercd de-
fiantly. “The mountain drops sheer
down from the top. The only way
out is down. And the Mounties and
Indians are waiting there.”

Majoe grinned cunuingly, evidently
refusing to believe Belwywu.

He swung the rope over his shoulder
and began to climb the rugred, stone-
strewn, slippery path, dragging Sel-
wyn after him.

“Wanl, we're going up,” he said,
“and you're gonna stop any shots
they firc at us from down below.”

Majoe climbed sturdily.

Hesisting, Selwyn tricd to keep him
back, but each time he planted his
fect firmly and clutched at the rocks
which lined the narvow way Majoe
jerked him from his hold like a cork
out of a bottle.

“Come on!” he wyapped. “If it
wasn't for the others I'd shoot you
where yvou stand ™

The rocky path was so narrow in
places that Majee arnd Selwyn had to
moeve sideways to get by,  They
ducked through small, narrow tunncls
and elimbed up steps.  Lizavds amd
snakes darted or wriggled away from
damp, moessy places.

Scelwyn came to the conelusion that
they were mounting up a chaunel
earved by the rush of metintain water
from the cliff top.

Whenever they come to a jagoed
place  where there was danger  of
Sclwyn striking lLig head against the
stone, or damaging his knees n o
turable, Majoe, with a booming laugh,
would jerk him on with the rope m
the hope of secing Lim bruise or cut
his head.

Selwyn ducked and dodged most
eleverly, however, and disappointed
the villain,

AL lazt, aller a steep and breath-
less elimb, they were foreed to tuke
L roest.

Majoe choese a spol wheve he counld
Iide belind o woll of rock, leaving

Selwyn, at the cwd of the lariat, in
full view of anyone who might come
up the patie _

Whilst he recovered his  breath

Selwyn took another look at Majoe
and saw that the black-bearded
villain was a walking arrn:u:nu‘;l\:l+

He carried two six-guns in his belt
holsters, and o wicked-looking knife
with wood handle, sct in o zheath,
hung at his side. He had a rifle
strapped across hiz shoulder. His
side pockets bulged, and he. had a
pack strapped to his back,

Sticking his black-bearded head
ont, Muii-:m caught Belwyn taking
stock of him.

“Wonderin® what's in the pack and
my pockets, eh?” he jeered. “ 'Waal.
I'll tell yer—ii's guhi—uuggetﬂ and
duast! And I corry one of these, too,
gee?” Ile whipped into view a flat,
black automatie, “I'm gonna make
it durned hot for the Monnties and
the Injuns before I eash in." |

Hiz cyes glinted like a madman’s.

While they waited Selwyn listened
apxiously.

A series of rifle shots rang out from
scmewhere oun the rocky hillside,
Then shouting  voices: echoed dis-
tantly. But Selwyn could not make
out what was said. A lend, blood-
enrdling whooping from the Sioux
pealed among the boulders. There
Lad been some more fighting, but it
was diffienlt to tell what had hap-
pened.

Selwyn wondered what Colin was
doine. Where was Sergeant Threfall,
and  Mountain Lion, the Sioux?
Would anybody find his trail and
fallow it? The Mountics and the
Sionx had scattered and gone hurry-
ing in difierent directions among the
rocks,  They might never find him.,

“Come on ! said Maojoe, after a
while, giving the lariat a tug that
bronzht Selwyn down upon his face.
His arms tethered to his sides, Belwyn
could only break his fall with his
shoulder, so that he seraped the skin
and bruised his feorehead. He bad
lost his hat long agzo.

He scrambled up, and was jerked
opward. It was a frightfally difi-
cult ¢limb, and the path so steep
nud slippery in places that he could
never have innn up it had not Majoc
helped him by hauling en the rope.

Every now and then Sclwyn tested
the strenoth of the laciat loop. The
Lide cut into hiz flesh and huet him,
and he gave it up at Iast. Suddenly
they saw the blue sky above them, the
way epeted onl, amd a minute or two
Iator thoy found themsclves on o
steep, shelving ledge that ran right
out on the mountain side. Deep down
Lelow the eheguered level of buosh-
clad plain and pine forest and open,
grassy land stretehed as far as the
eye could sce. A pathway which ran
throunzh it, Selwyn knew, must be the
rearl to Tomalawk.

Teo right and left the steep clifi
face %uttﬂd out. They were in a
pocket between the eliffs, with the
sleep, dropping bank in front of them
promising a death roll should they
attermpt to sct foot on if.

Majoe's black-bearded face dark-
cncdd as he lovked, and he eursed
loudly,

“The mountain's bewitched!™ he
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bellowed, shaking his fist at the slope,
“It’s a death frap! Curse Amyas
Gore for findin® it, curse the gold
ihat lured me hyar, and—-"

He broke off suddenly as a veice
roared out from somewhere behind
Liim,

“Fut your hands up, Majoe! Loose
that boy, and put your hands up, or
I fire!”

Majoe whipped about with an anery
shout, and Selwyn, with a glad cry,
swing round.

Scevgeant Threiall was standing,
biraced in the narrew path below, his
bright red coat glowing in the semi-
darkness,

Selwyn let out a cheer of delight as
he saw the stalwart sergeant with
his gpuy trained on Majoe.

“ Hurral ! Well done,
Mounties !

Selwyn  wondered why Sergeant
I'aul did not sheot Majoe, until it
stddenly oceurred fo him that, looked
at from below, his own body must
L covering most of tho black-bearded
crook. He leapt aside so that Majoe
might show clear.

But Majoc was every bit as gquick
as the young Britisher, and, grip-
ping him by the ghoulders, wrenched
him back again, squatting down
behind him and keeping the boy's
body right in front as a ehield.

" Ne, you don’t, sergeant ! roarcd
Majoe, “You'll have to plug the
kid first. Stay right where you arc.
If you and any morve try to climb,
I'll plug young Gore full of lead!
Back down, do you ‘ear?®

Sergeant ‘Threfall remained where
Lie was, though he lowered his sun
whilst Le considered his next move.

’I'héu'Eelwg'n felt Majoe looscning
Lis riffe. very time the young
Britisher tried to move, Majoc
sripped and held him tight. In
between times he cased off his gun.

Suddenly, Selwyn saw the rifle
barrel poke past his chin. Ilajoe
was aiming at the scrgeant and
about to fire.

Selwyn's arms were gripped to his
side by the lariat, ﬁﬂpl:lﬂltlli not
usa his hands, but he could use his
voiee,

“Look out, Sergeant Paul!” Lwe
velled, and aft the same time e
rolled against the rifie barrel.

Braang !

The shot rang out with a deafen-
ing roar. But the bullet intended
for the scrgeant merely searred the
rocks. A moment later, Sclwyn saw
Mountain Lion's plumed head aud a
Mountie’s felt hat loom up belind
Tanl Threfall,

With an oath, Majoe struek Sclwyn
savagely on the side of the head and
dropped hin.

A black mist swam before Selwyn's
eyes and his cars rang. Then Majoe
keld him tight against his bulky
hodg
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oot if you want to, sergeant I”
he roared. “Bub you can't get me,
unless it's through Lim 17

For an lour or more they esat
watching each other, and the posi-
tion became intolerable to Selwyn.

Hiz arms were nwmbed; his bruised
and scarred head ached abeminably.
He tricd to work his hands to the
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* Hold your fire, Injuns ! ** shoufed Sergeani Threfall, as the man flourished a
dirty, white handkerchief tied to the end of a rifle. *‘If's the white flag !

He's surrendered ! **

frout, but could scarccly move them
away from the seam of his brceches.
I1f only the iariat had not cut so
deeply into coat and flesh!

Majoe began, liftle by little, to
work his way upwards, and, after a
while, found a place where he conld
hide and from which he commanded
the marrow path below.  Tying
Selwyn up to a spur of reck, he
began shooting at the sergeant and
the Sioux, and quickly swept the
path clear.

“They've gohe, curse ‘cm!” he
bellowed. “I shot the sergcant, and
I think T got the Sioux. Now we're
vonns take a chapee, kid. Wce're
moving down that slope. Maybe,
we'll be able to find a way round
the mountains !

The descent that followed was the
craziest, riskiest thing Selwyn had
ever known. Majoe led the way
down the slippery slope, keeping
close to the cliff wall and retaining
guch a close hold on the laviat that
]Selwyn was only two paces behind
1im,

The young Britisher had fo cling
on with lhis nailed boots for dear
life. Without his arms to help
balance himsclf, e nearly slipped at
every ni’:r:%}.

Majoe langhed.

“If's up to you, kid!” he yelled.
“If you tumble, I let go the rope
and you've thousands and thousands
of feet to fall before you find toe-
hold down below I

It was a devilish notion. Sclwyn
had to maintain his balance for his
owit sake. If he fell, Majoc wonlid
not go down with him, If the

sergeant or Mountain Liom reached
the gap, his body would be between
them and Bajoe. Majoe was master
of the situation.

“Come on!” grinned the bearded

seonndrel
——

Fooled |

ELWYN never knew how they
g maunaged to reaclk a4 turn in
the cliff wall in sa,fel:g, but
they did. And, incidentally, Selwy
knew, when he looked back up the
steep slope to the opening of the
path up above, that without alpine-
stocks they would never be able to
climb back,

Majoe knew it, too, but was un-
concerned.

“It don't matter.,” lhie said, as if he
had read Selwyn’s thoughts, “We
ain't going back. Think I'm gonna
face that mob of killers up thar?”

As lie turned the eliff wall, which
he intended should protect him from
the bullets of his enemies, his grin
faded, for he found himsclf upon a
narrow treacherous ledge which lost
itzelf in the cliff face not thirty
yards away. Its broadest point was
where they stood. It tapercd awa
to nothinr. At their backs the cli
face rose sheer up, showing little
gign of foothold or handhold, unless
the stunted plants and bushes which
arew on it were deep-rooted.

Majoe's elation died out, and le
nttercd a string of foul caths.

It was Sclwyn's turn to smile now,

“This means finish, Majoe!™ lhe
said.

‘T'ue Magxer Lisnany.—No. 1,435,
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The beoarded brute rapped  oul
nuother string of oaths, and his cyes
blaged mwadly.

“Waual, 1if 1t docs, we'll o ount
fogether, kid ! he growled. © But
I'm not gonna take a dive. A
Lullet for me. But if I have to go,
1 s=hall heave you over the cliff fivst
and watch you drop.”™

It was no idle threat, Sclwyn
knew. Majoe would keep his word.

They sat down, BMajoe o little
farther along the ledge, his body
mostly sercencd by a jutting wall,
Selwyn between Majee and the gap.
his numbed and aching arms begin-
ning to swell,

;"ﬁrjﬂe still leld the end of the
Iariat,

Selwyn could see no way out of it
mnless he could manage to looscn
that imprisoning loop,

As they sat in silenee. Majoe fook
some dried meat and biscuits out of
hiz pocket and ate ravenously.

“Ngne for vou!” he jeered, turn-
ing to Selwyn. “Bat then you
won't want any food where you're
poing, Tl find a way out of this
somelhow: but before I po, you're

poing over the cliff,. You're silting
vight in my way, sce?”’
Selwyn made a silent vow. If

Majoe flung him over the clif, he'd
cling on to the bearded brute and
make sure that lhe fell, too. He
owed as muel, as a duty, to Uncle
Amyas Gore.

Later, the shadows began to creep
aeross the mountains, amd the miles
and miles of plain far down below
erew  duller and duller until they
vanished i mist and gloomnt,

Majoe had taken to muttering to
Tiimsclf.
nap, for one false move would carry
Lim over the ledge to his death,

Selwyn filled in his time by study-
ing the ehff face, and it seemed to
Tim that it was more broken a little
way up the slope down which they
fuul come,

Az soon as the stavs were up nnd
he econld move without being serm,
T tried to wrigele his hands round
tor the fromt of him. If he ecould
only free his arms from his sides
and move them forward a little, he
mizht be able to double them up-
ward from the clbow and pull al the
foop with lis fingers,

He vould have serveamed with the
pain of the hLiting cord, but he sct
liis teeth and kept quict sz slowly.
impereeptibly. e began fo edge his
swollen atms in front a hittle.

Silver stavs in the black sky

Te man dared not take a-
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winked at
selwyn had always loved stavs. =
always thouncht of them helping to
ruide Drake and his anecestor across
the Bpanish scas.

Suddenly he felt the loep per-
ceptibly lopsen, and in & moment
had hiz right hand free cuough to
be able to feel for his jack-kuife.
Hoe found it and, bending his head,
managed, after many  foailures, to
wrenelh open  the blade with his
tecth., Then, doubling up his right
arm, lie stuck the sharp blade under
the biting !ﬁn}r and sawed at it with
the steel until it severed and he was
free.

The relief was so great, and the
rush of blood through the veins gave
him such intelerable agony, that he
was foreed to ery out and dropped
his knife, which rattled on the ledge
and plunged over the cliff.

The sounds roused Majoc.

“Iloy, what's that?” Le yelped.
“What game are you playin’, kd?"

Belwyn had the presence of mind
to seize the loosened lariat and held
it taut so that Majoe felt the usual
resistance when he turged on if fo
make sure that his prisoner was still

tied up.
“T'me in such pain, Majoe,”
answered Selwyn, which was  cer-

tainly true. “Come and ease the

Majoe burst into savage laughter.
loop. I won't iry to get away !
Selwyn’s buff had worked.

“Tf you did, I'd plug yer!” anarled
Majoc, “Me loose the lariat? Not
likely. You'll wear that till you die,
kid. We’ll wait hyar till sun-up. But
say your prayers. Reckon it's the last
sun vou'll ever see”

“And you, too, Majoe,” belwyn
answered brightly, as the pain began
to case, “I wonder what’s become of
Musty #"”

“To the devil with Musty ! roarved
Majoe. “I don't give a durn whar he
is. I blame him for all this. I told
Iiim to stick by me. I told him, days
ago, we'd ot enough gold to make us
rich for life and to vamoose hefore we
headed into bad trouble. But he would
stay on diggin’ and washin' more. He
got the boys all sore, too, and made
‘e revolt, I never want to sce Musty
Wilmot again unless it's to plug a
bullet through him!”

“A  nice  pair of pals!” jeered
Selwyn, at ease at last, his active
brain busy planning eseape.

(Pon’t miss the closing chaplers of
this great adeenfure yarn in wext

Lim mcuumgiugﬁ-’- THE MYSTERY OF

PORTERCLIFFE HALL!

(Continued from page 24.)

vou take a joke? Forget it, big bays,

h’m sure going to buy you s noo hat,
D'H

_ “All serene !” said Bob. “We'll take
it as & joke. Wo're rather jokers our-

selves, if you come to that. In fact,
I've just thought of a jolly good joke
—t.npf)ing! You're going to buy me a
new hat ¥

“Bure!”

i ']:];‘Imn you can have the old one,” said

“I guess——  Whooop!"” roated
Fisher T. Fish as Bob, with a sudden
movement, picked up the topper from
tho table, and slammed it on his head,

A billow of soot descended over Fisher
T. Fish. It clothed him as with a
garment, _

There was a shriek of merriment from
the Co.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Bong!

Bob Cherry smota the top of the hat,
driving it down hard on TFisher 'L, Fish's
bony head.

“¥arooh! Wake anakes!” spluttered
Fisher T. Tish, as the soof streamed
over him, smothering him from head to

foot. “You pesky Ple{:an! Yurrggh !
'm chuuk—cﬁuu’!ﬂ-c wking ! Gurrg%hi
1 %uess—-—-—- Yurrggh! Wurrgeh! I'll
iell & man—— Burrggh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“] puest=—— Grooogh! Googht
Hoogh1™

“Ha, ha, ha!”’ velled the juniors.

They retreated from the room, well-
ing. They left Fisher T. Fish standing
in the midst of a cloud of soot, clutch-
ilﬁl_g frantically at the topper to get it
off, Wild hewls and gurgles followed
them as they went.

E a 3 i

Billy Bunter grinned when ho saw
IMishy agnin at tea.

Fishy did not grin, "
He was red and raw from rubbin
and scrubbing, and there were st
traces of soot about his hair and his
ears, He was not feeling in the least

like grinning.

Bunter, however, grinned, from one
fat car to the other. Ho was stickirs
to Portercliffe Hall, and he fancied thas
Fishy was tired of his surreptitious
offortz to make him come unstuck.
Bunter had come to stay—and that was
that !

THE END.

(Xow look out for: "THE FPHAN-
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Clacton 1 was going to take my “I
Annnal ¥ meant that I intended
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FOR A PEACEFUL HOLIDAY—

Stay at the hotel I found at Brighton.
Guaranteed peaceful. They serve up their
soup so cold that the guests never come to
blows I—" BROWNY,” Box No. 123,
GREYFRIARS HERALD.

ARE YOU UGLY ?
_ Don’t_despair! Take my postal courso
in Beachcombing and I'll make you such a
dab at spotting valuables in the sand that

you'll soon be making money out of your
“good looks "1—H. SKINNER, c¢/o Post

OHhce, Winklesea-on-the-Mud.
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HE HAD TO
BE A HERO!
By DONALD OGILVY

1 koew Clokor was mapping out & hero's
role for himself the moment I saw him on the
oliffs at Briglitsca. There was something in
the jaunty wey he wus wearing his panamsa
hat and the way he was sticking out ha
chest. His first worda confirmed my worst
i s that stroteh of sand where the cliff
futs out, kid 1 " he asked, pointing downwards.
' t's o trap—a regular trap! Cne of these
d;ﬂ:,ra, ﬁﬂn;:g?nﬂ‘a going to get cut off there by
the tide

“You don’t say so I ejaculated.
“ And what's going to happen then, old
bean ! Will you be rushing in bravely to
the resoue 1™
‘1f I'm anywhere near—yes! And not
so muech of the *old bean’1™ seid Coler,
with a lofty frown.

Of coutse, it had to happen, after that.
Coker had made up his mind to be a hero,
and a horo he hiad to bo, howover it was done !
5c I wasn't & bit surprised a couple of days
later at tho eamo spot when it was nearing
high tide to seo Coker gprinting dewn ihe
eliff path like mad. Potter and Greeno wero
chasing aftor him, yelling * Listen, Coker 1"
and ‘' Stop, you fathead!"  But Coker
idn’t listen and didn't stop ; end in the end,
his pals gave it up.

Rﬁuhf:g the lg::ttum. Coker flung off his
jacket, waded inte the sca, and mado for
the narrow little patch of sand where a nnuc{:u%c-
of boys were standing telking. e reached it
in o couple of miputes, crawled out of the
water, and went forward to explain to the
boya ithat he had come to rescue them.

1 [ar as one could judge by thoir gestures,
tho boys didn't want to be resoued. But
Coker insisted. In spite of theoir rosistanco,
he rushed them into the water and assisted
them to terra firma a%a-m

Wien he arrived, & big erowd was thora to
greet him. But they didn't cheer. They
only laughed! With the exception, that is,
of the two boys. If looka could have killed,
their looks would have killed Coker on the

13!
EPEnker couldn't fathom it. Tub when
Potter and Greens oxplained what they had
wried unsuccessfully to explain to hin belore
:m raced down the oliff, ho bogan to seo duy-
ight.
g".l.‘l:u:: fnct was that the two boys had noever
heon in denger at all.  Although tho strip
of beach on which they bad stood was
completely eovered ab high tide, theve was,
ng ail regular visitors to Brghtsea knew, o
hidden flight of eliff steps leading back to the
top of the eliffs. Bo tho boys eould have
ot beck gquite salcly without geliimg et
vver it—but for Coker's wish to be ¢ hero!

M'yes!. Coker will think twice befove he
turns heroic at Brightsea again !

!!I-!

REASSURING NEWS.

Follows who complained of mice in tho
Srhool last term wiﬁ bo glad to Licar that
thoy have all left.

unter went round the Iouse caling up the
neraps helore leaving for the holiday and the
few rodenta who remained died eof slavvation.

s

“Going for a
walk on the pecer,
E - ¢
Dr. Alfred Birch-
emall, hcadmaster
of 83t. Sam’s,
walked out of the
breakiasat-room of
the Beaview Hotel
at Pargatc, wiping
a number of egg
and jem smears
from his mouth aa
he did so, and
asked that question of three
yvungsters on tho verandar,
“Yes, rather!" corussed
Merry and Bright.
* Coming with us, eirt"

asked Jolly.
A slitoly shifty look secemed
to come mnte the Head's

greenish oyes,

“ Nunno, Jolly,"” ho said.
“You see, I'm not at liborty
to go promenarding on the
peer like & common-or-garden
tripper. As 1 told you in
tho train, l'm not here on
plezzure, but on a very rpecial
mission—a Migsion of Miztery,
in faket™

“Qhi1™

“ Binco I can’t come with
you, however,” went on the
Head, “1'll give you two
bitsa of advice. 'Tho first is
this, make sure that the
contents of your pockets mro
not picked 1"

“My hatt That wouldn't
do at all, eir!’ snid Bright,
in alatm. ** Wo earry o lot
of cash about bolween us—
fourpence or fivepence, at
least,. I there a pickpooket
on the peer, then, sir 77

“There is—a petty pur-
loiner who prowls the peer,
picking people’s pockets!™
said the Head, pondorously.
“Bo uunless you wsanb your
pockets picked wyou'll have
to mind your plp and g's! ™

* Q.. sir] ™ grinned Jack
Jolty. * Now what's the
gecond piece of advico ¥

“Ah! '"Wip Number Two

WOULD YOU BELIEVE

consarns & much more plezzant

subjcot, Jolly,” grinned the
Head. “It. 1a thisr when
you go on the peer, whatever
you do don’t miss paying a
visit to Professor Power, the
sgothsayer! ™

* Busg-gus-soothsayer, sir 7 "

* Proffet and fortune-teller,
then,” egpeplained Dr.
Birchemall., *' He's & regular
warvel, I can tell youl"™

*We'll go and see the old
buffer if you think we shoyld!?”’
said Jolly, resinedly,

They spent an hour on the

-beach before going on the

poer,

Once on the peer, they
soon fouwndl Professor Yower'a
kecosk. ‘Lhe soothsayer of
Pargate Peer proved to he
rather o weerd-looking old
jentleman as far as you could
seo. 'That wasn’t very far,
becawse he was covored from
head 1o foot in his magician’s
robes ; but the juniors eould
tell by the way o talked that
lio wes a soolhisayer to the
ﬂugu:'-t;gﬁ.

“ Professor Power preels
yvoul™ ho erido, in & {unny
falzeilo woice, when thoy
walked in. "' Come to have
our fortuncs fold, wyung
jents 7 Btep this way, then |
Abracadabral  leni-meeni-
ming-mao !

For a moment, Jack Jolly
& Co. had a feeling that they
deteeted somethmg {pmilisr
in Profezsor Tower's voice.
But, knowing full well thaot

IT?

sootheayers, they
decided that they
must bo mistaken.

When Jack Jolly
& Co. were peatea
in tho keecsk, Pro-
fessor Powerataried
gazing mto a. bi
cfistal in {romt o
of two, he began
to call oubt in &
weord, chanting
volce wlnt Lo could eee m
the cristal—and what ho saw
waa o fare nock.out! '

“I1 -sse from the magio
eristal that you are three
pkoolboye from §t. Bam's
8kool for the Sons of Jentle.
meni™ he cride. “ Yowm
names—lemme sec, ono 1
Jolly, the sccond, Merry,
and the third, Bright "

“Grate pipl™ hresthed
Morry, in Amazement.
* Faney sceing all that in »
blessed cristal | '

But the professor had hardly
etarted yet. When he got
really into hin etride, the
thin he told thﬁm “wm
aimply stapgoring. aally, ae
Bright egﬁmgnmd it.y he
seomed to know more about

they knew nﬂlhﬂd. too—sizxpence-ha’

penny 1
“My hat! Tt must have
been that pickpooket the
Hn.a.dl wamugﬁuﬁgh nbuu‘l:-]:’;
8 aimed right. i
wsﬁgﬂnﬁﬂr how he mannidged
to do it without being seen 1
“ Look ! " jackulnted
Professor Power hgdrsel;-,r. jusk
then,
r' The soothsayer was point-
ing a trembling fourfinger
through the winder of hi
keepsk. Following his glance,
Jack Jolly & Co. saw a site
that made them farcly wissle.
Btanding cutside the keeosk
was & smart-looking yung
fellow talking to an old jentls-
n. And while he talked,
e was calmly sliding his
hand into the old jentleman’s

¢oat pocket | .
“1t's the pickpocket!™
gasped Jack Jolly. *“ The

pickpocket of Pargate Peer !
Lot'a nab him | ¥

Before Jolly could step
forward, however, FProfezaor
Power had bounded to the
fora,

“Btand aside | he oride.
* This i3 my job—not yours!”

An instent later, ho flung
out of the kecosk and flung

them then they know abouk | himself at the smart yung

themsclves !

At Isst tho scothsayer's
show finished. Ho rose {rom:
his cristal, gripping feintl
insido the dup:ﬁ of hia hoo
angd bheld out a somcwhak
greedy-looking paw.

" That will be all,” he saidl
* Prolessor 'ower thanks yom
for your esleomed patronage'l
Sixpence  each, pleaze—
eightecnpence the lot! ™

Jaclk Jolly dived his honpd
into his pocket. The noxb
metant he jumped.

“ My munny 1Y he ok

“What aboub it ¥ asked
Mearry and Bright together.

“1t's pgonol™ haltered

E

man—and the Co. notissed,
ta their scrprize, that
ovoced a pair of hondeufls

om the folds of hLiz robes

'l a8 he did sol

If the soothasyer eggepected
w0 malie tho suspected pick.
pocket hia prisoncr without
waubble, bhowever, he was
wdly disappointed. As soon
@ Lhe emart yung man saw

-

Jio weerd figger rush  at
nimm, he ran for dear life.
Alter ihat, thero was an

rgiting chase around the
Eﬁi wilzﬁﬁh cended in  the
“tugitive climbing up on to the
diving-platform at the peer.
head.

Mot to be outdone, Pro-

Jolly. "1t was ali thot I

feasor Power went up after

In apite of the fact that he ge's
more  kicks {ban ha'pence in
the Remove, Billy Bupter’s life

0! warry does not aflect his
weight which remains prefly
atationmary af 14 stone 12 lbs.

During a4 dormitory raid against
the Upper Fourth, Bunter caman
in nsetyl to 5it on the ** downed ™
Temple’s chest, Buoter's
*“weizht ' fold !

Dick Rake s an enthusiast
for jazz rhythm, and cao play
all theJatest tunes on the piamo.
With Johony Buoll syncopating
on his cornet and Fisher T,
Fish Perfnrmmg his American
“tap ** dancing, Kemovites wers
given a (reat in the Rag. When
they all joined in the vocal
choruses, though, it developed
into & real ‘“trag!"™

When Gosling called at TLorl
Mavleverers siondy {0  know
bow many boxes and bags
Mauly was {akiog away this
summer, he found the stud
full almost to the ceiling wi

them | Mauoly likes everythimg
with him when he travels, aml
the “*aky * is the Imi I B
Gozling knows Mauly’s lipr we
“ high.'” {00 !

he |-

him. But a sghook awaited
him at the . for no sooner

had he got there than the
suspected aneak-theef grabbed
him bodily, carrie him,
velling and kicking to the
water-shoot, and sent him
sliding down the slippory
shoot into the water.

Splash !

“ Wooooop ! Grooooo !
Gug-gug-gug 1 shreeked
Professor Power, aa he came
to the surfiss.

And then Jack Jolly & Lo.
made an astownding dis-
covery. As they leaned over
the rail of the peer, they suw
that the professor's headgear
had fallen away, rovecling
beneeth & face that they

kernised at once.

" The Head ! ™ they yelled,

It waa Dr. Birchomall him.-
sall ] _

Tho Co. rushed to the to
of the iron ladder up which
the Head had begun to climb,

and wera tho Hrebk to grect
him as he stepped back on

to tho peer. i
“Bo it was wyou, arl"
grimed Jack Jolly., " No

wonder you knew sc much.”

“*B.al 1™ hist the Head.
“ No need to give ithe game
away, fathead! ‘This, of
corso, 18 my migsion of mistery,

I am understudying my friend
Herlock Sholmes.  Sholmes
was asked to solve the
mistery of the pocket.pioking
on Pargate Peer, but couldn't
come. He asked me to take
hiz place, and I did so—alao
adopting his  sujjestion to
pose as a soothsayer! What
a pity that villan eseapod me
Lustr a8 I was on the point of

ringing the oase to a closs 1"

*“ But I baven’t escaped | ™
oggsclaimed & wvoice just
beside them. * I've stayed
on to find out why you chased
me like you did—and now
that I've lerned I'm afraid
I've got a disappointment for
%Du. I'm mnot & pickpocket,

ut the Pargate representaiive
of the * Daily Post’® engaged
in giving away free gifta to
readers. When you saw me
outside your keeosk, I was
just piving o reader a present
of five shillings—and telling
him all about the skeem while
I didsol”

* That's quite right, jentle-
men ! * said the old jentleman
the Head thought had been
robbed, appearing on the
seen, " Hore's the five Lob,
if you doubt it | ™

“Man-my habtl? gasped
Dr. Birchemall,
“Ma, ha, ha!'™ roared

Jack Jolly & Co.

The chums of the Fourth
simply couldn't help it. The
iden of the HHead ochasing a
¥ree Qift man -under the
deloosion ihat he waa a pick-
pockot sirucl them as fonny.

The Head glared at them
for an instant. Then he
turned on his heel and strode
bagk to his keeosk.

And long after he had gone,
tho peer still cchoed to the
larfter of the fellows who had
solved the  Soolhsayer's
Secret !

{Dor't miiza " Skeolmaster
gnd Slooih f"—ﬂtﬂdﬁﬂﬂi yarn
of thiz funny seaside serics—
ih next week's Y Herald,")

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

When Coker, Polter, and Greene
wenl campinpg up river in &
roomy motor croiser, Coker
wanied to *take the helm."
as usual. For {he sake of peaco,
Potter and Greene Jet him steer—
tll, taking his eves off his {ask
to stare at the bank, the crulser
gollided with & bridge! No
damage was dome—but Coker,
for once, felt guite ‘fzunk!?

.1'- el

o aw

““ Nap ™ Dupont is foils champion
of the Eemove. When Bolsover
Major challenged him fo a duel,
‘“* Nap " slared (o ses Bolsover
arrive with & huge, two-handled
sword which he hBad bharrowed
Irom the school’s collection of
old armour | The duel was off- -

but even ** Nap * couldn’t belp
lasughiog. 'hl: !“ two-edged '
10ke

prood, but his icy coolness in
a crisis was well exemplified
when a hack took [Iright near
Greyiriara, with & girl rider.
Wharton leaped in its path and
seized the bridle, and thoogh
d=agged some dislance, he
bronght the animal 0 & stand-
gtill, Wharton™ was flughed—
but pot with fear ]

HAROLD SKINNER
Describes a—

QUIET WEEK-END
AT BOLSY’S

Just before Breaking.up, Bolsover said
to me: * You're looking pretty pasty and
done up, Skinny. What vou need is & nice,
quiet, restful week.-end. Why don't you
corae down to my place T

I fell in with it right saway. A quiet,
restfpl woek-end did seem just what I neaded.
I1'd been having & pretty hectio time, and the

roapeot of & few days in rural surroundings
?&r rorn the madding erowd was jolly pleasing,

S0 when we broke up, I went home with
Bolsy for a nice, quiet, restful week.end.

This was the daily programme duving that
weeli-ond :

6.30 a.m. Bathe in river.
7 am. Wrestling,
g8 a.au. Gigb:ﬁwinging and Swedish
Till.
9 a.an. Breakfast.
10 a.m. Brisk walk,
11.30 a.m. Second bathe in river,
1 pm. Lunch.
2 pm. Exercise.
3 p.m. Sprinting.
4 ‘pon. Boxing.
5 p.amn. Wresthing.
7  pamn. Dinner.
% p.m. Punchhall.
8.30 p.m. Reading boxing publieations.

% pm. Bed.

80 you see, it wasn't entirely restful from
beginning to end. About the quietude, too,
there wes a rasping wirelesa.set hellowing
out in the drawing-room right thro the
wesk-end. I didn't hear it switched off once.

Tha only moral I can draw from this story
is : If you're feeling seedy and done up, for
goodness' sake don't tell Boley or he may ask
you down to his place for a NICE, QUIET,
RESTFUL WEEEK-END !

REPLY TO INQUIRERS,

We have asked Coker if he enjoyed his
record-breaking motor-bike run from i.omlcrn
:p Erl]ghtun and he tolls us he had & * fine ™

ne

ANSWERS to
CORRESPONDENTS

“FITTH-FORMER."—" Therc's aterling
value in Prout’s face."

Just fancy | Aund wo never noliced before
thal he had gold teeth !

C. HOSKINS (Shell)—" The doctor told
me if I didn't etop swotting, I'd go off my

: ' | rooker,”
Harry Wharton may be called

Why didn't vou stop ?

“ONE OF THE BLADES."—"TI tell you
Skinner’s o fellow of rare honesty.':

You're right. 1t's very rarc for him to
digPIny it !

“ QURIQUS " (emovae)—Tho fellow who
told yvou that the Greyfrinrs Form.mastera
wore boing anctioned off at Courtficld was
mistaken. The wome-out old buffers that
are being sold there belong 1o the rnilway.



