


AS ONE STAUNCH PAL TO ANOTHER—

EC4. A

ERL 18 a rather unusual gque
which comes to me this wee
from e Birmingham reader. He

wants to konow

WHAT 15 A LIMEIUICER?

Well, althongh it seems strange, my chum
i= ons himself! S0 am I—and eo ars most
of my readers. For the expression
* Limejuicer " is what an American sailor
calls an Englishman, When British ships
ure in the tropics, al! the gailors sre igsued
with s ration of lime.-juice twice & week.
Ay thig i only done on British shipa the
Americans use the expreszion to ata
Loth the shipa and the people of our
country.  Incidentally, I wonder if my
Birmingham reader knows what a
“Pommy " ig! Thia is an m:Pmss.inn
nsed in Australia to denote an Englishmoan.
Aned, whilo we are on the aubject of curious
names, how many of yvou know what a
“ Bluencsze " is T This ia gnother satlor's
expression  which  simply  means  an
inhabitant of Nova Scotia.

One of my Monchester readors asks me
if I have heard of

THE COMMA THAT SAVED A LIFE.

Yes, I have heard of it, and for the henefit
of other readers, I will pasa on the informa.
tion. Years ago, in Rusaia, o man wos
condemned to death. He appealed to the
Czar, who wrote on the death warrant :
“ Pardon impossible, to be sent to
Siberia."  Fortunaiely for the prisaner,
the Empress saw the death warrant, and
iransposed the cornma so that the words
read @ ** Pardon, impossible to be sent -to
Siberia.”” The convict was thereupon
released !

There iz another caso of o transposed
comma which caused & lot of bother, this
time int the United States. A clork in the
Congress should bave written ** All
fureign fruit-plants are free from duty.”
Instead of that he wrote * All foreign
fruit, planta are free from duty.” The
regult was that the mistake could not be
chanred until a new eeasion of Congress
met, and it was estimated that & matter of
two million deollars wos involved before
the business was rectified! A pretty
expensive comma that one !

Tom Vineent, of Faversham, puts the
following questicn to mo ;

WHAT I5 A VAVASOUR?

There aren't any nowsdays.  Vavaszour
was the original pame of & DBaron.
Formerly that was the only title in the
British peersge. The Saxons changed the
name from Vavasour to Thane, and when
the Xormans came along they altersd it
ggain to Baron. XNowadays, the title of
EBaron i the lowest in our peerage. Dules,
marqguises, earls and viscounts rank above
thorm.
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Your Edilor is always pleased to hear from
hizs readers. Write to him: Editor of the
“ Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,
Fleetwsy House, Farringdon Street, London,

stamped, addressed envelope will
ensure a reply.

Next query, please ? Here b is—it
comes from John Gibba, of Barnes :

WHO INVENTED BALLOONS ?

It iz said that the principle was invented
by an Augustine monk, in Saxeny, in the
14th century, and adopied by a Portuguesa
monk who died in 1828. The first record
of & man trying to navigate the air,
however, was in 1670, when someona had
the bright idea of building a boat which
it was hoped would be raised in the air
by means of four hollow balls of thin
MEEM from which the air had been
exhausted. Nothing came of this, how-
ever, and it was not until 1782 that the
first ascent was made in a fire balloon by
Joseph Montgolfier., Two years later, the
first ascent was made in this country.
Ballooning becama a popular hobby after
that, and quite & number of spectacular
apeents were staged, some of the balloonista
ricdling on horses which were attached to the
balloons. The principal balloon race held
nowadoys s {he rece for the Gordon-
Hemnett Cuap,

AVE you ever seen & mirage,
{  chums? Haorry Edwards, a
Rochester reader, tells me that
he saw once recently in London,
and he nsha

WHAT CAUSES A MIRAGE?

T {his partcular case, which he mentions,
the inirage was caused by the heated sir
rising from the Mall, leading to Bucking-
hum Palace. Mirages have occasionally
been seen there, and give the mnpression
that the Mall has been turned into a loke.
Varying stratas of air at different tem-
peratures  cause an  optical  illusion.
Mirages are mot very frequent in this
country, bub in both hot and cold climates
they are quite ordi happenings. In
places Jike the Sahara desert, the mirages
appear to ba lakes, but are really & reflec-
tion of the sky. In the Northemn latitudes
the most frequent mirages are reflections
of shipa or icebergs which are really some
congiderable distance away, but appear
to be near owing to the blending of light
rays A sailor friend of mine, who has
frequently sailed the Arctie, tells me that
it is guite a common occurrence up there
to sea & mirage of & ship upside down and
appeari to be esilimg in the sky.
Actunlly, the ship s far away, and the
reflection of it is thrown up to the sky
by the heated layers of air.

Now for a few
BAPID-FIRE REPLIES

ta various other queries which readers
have put up to me :

What is the Difference Betwoen Standard
and Sub-Standard Flim ? (** Cine-fan,” of
Wimbledon) : Standard film ig that which
iz used in ordinary cinormay, and iz 35
millimeires in width, ‘' Sub-standard ™

r i 15 wl less width amnd 15 used [or eduea.

tional amd amateur purposes. There are
different aub-standard widcha, of 8§, 24,
18, and 17} millimetres respectively.

What is the Population of China?®
(R. E. J., of Kingshury): No one knows
for vertain, because no proper ccnzus hos
been taken. It is eatimated, however,

that it is somewhers in the neighbourhood
of 504 millions !

What Is the difference Belween a Siar
and a Planet ? (John Willa, of Dover):
A ptar 18 & self-luminous heavenly body,
pimilar to the S8un. A planet is like the
Earth and dependa for its light upon the
body around which 1t revolves,

What Is the Highest Building in England?
(R, K., of Barrow) : Balisbury Cathedral.
The spire is 404 feet high. B5t. Paul's
Cathedral comes next with s height of 363
foot to the cross.

How Long Is the River Amazon, and
is It the Longest River in the World ?
¢ Curious," of Donmshar%: The Amaszon
iz 4,000 miles in length. It is the longest

ingle river in tho world, but the Misouri
Stmams;:p?; rivers combined are 6,160
| iles in length.

VERY wvear many thousand of hoya
and gurls eagerly swait the appear-
ance of the famous * Holiday ™
osnd ¥ Hobby " Annuals, and every

ear these grand volumes get botter and
tter. As Monday is the publishing date
of these two leading Annuals it is up to
vou t6 purchase wyour copies now. or,
| failing this, to get your newsagent Lo
regerve vou coples until some future date
when you may be able to pay for them.
What a tressure-trove of stovies, articles
and other interesting foaturea the
“ Holiday Annual ' econtaina—hours and
houre of delightful reading. And you'll
meet all your favourite schoolboy char-
actera in this champion Annual, teo ! Tts
prica ig only 5s.

The ' Hobby Annual™ {reats in an
interesting way practically every hobby
under the sun, and is profusely illustrated
with drawings, photographs and easy-to-
follow diagrams. This handsome volnme
is obtainable st the bargain price of fs.
Secure both thesa grand Annuals while
the going's good !

Of course, you've all noticed by now
that our old friend, Mr. Chapman, has
illustrated this wesk’s school yarn, Yes;
Mr. Shields ia taking a much needed
heliday by the ' briny,'” and I feel sure
that you sre all with me in wishing him a
really good time. A word of thanks, too,
to Mr. Chapman who has 8o loyslly
atepped into the breach !

Having got that little lot off my chest,
wa'll run the rule over next week's lisk of
features.

The star item s the magnificent long
story dealing with tha further exeiting
adventures of Harry Wharton & Co., ot
Portercliffo Hall, entitled :

‘“* ON THE TRAIL OF TREASURE [ ™
By Frank Richards.

Unquestionably, this is the finest yarn in
the serics, and as the MAGxET is certain to
sell like hot cakes, readers should make &
oint of ordering their copy for next week
in sdvance. Then we have the ™ Herald "
supplement containing another instelment
of ﬁink}r Nugent's amazing serial, which
will raise & record laugh, beliove me,
Following these come further thrilling
chaptera of * The Flying Submarine !
with Geo. E. Rochester at his very beat,
and the Creyfriars Rhymester's weekly
interview. Meet you all again next week,

chuma,
TOUR EDITOR.




A FIRST-CLASS HOLIDAY ADVENTURE YARN—
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—featuring the World’s most famous schoolboy characters, HARRY WHARTON & CO., of Greyfiriars.

THE FIRST CHAFPTER.
Spiders !

b OMTFE on, Bunter!”
C " Hhan't I
Billy Bunter's answer *waa

short, if not sweet.

“The tide, fathead!”
Harry Wharton.

“RBlow tha tide !”

“It's coming in " roared Bob Cherry.

“Let it 1™

It was s hot Avgust afierncon, and
Billy Bunter was tired. Having wal
a mila, Billy Bunter felt that he was
mti!;leé to be tired, and entitled to take
a rest.  So he was taking it. _

Extended on his Efmd%?" back on the
sand, in the shade of a high chalk cliff,
with his fat hands clasped behind his [at
licad, the Owl of the Remove rested.

Harry Wharton & Co. waited a few
minutes patiently. Billy Bunter had
more weight to carry than they had—
much more!l So they gave hum a few

exclaimad

minutes. But a few minutes wera not
ewough for Bunter. Instead of rising
refreshed and on along the

luggin
Margate beach, EE Elusegl his little round
eves belind his big round spectacles
1§-ith the evident intention of going to
&leop.

It.P'wns not & yearning for Bunter's
fascinating society that made the chums
of the Remove anxious for him to get up
and come on. Buf for one little circum-
stanes they would willingly have lefs
Billy Bunter to slecp and snore as long
as he liked, and come back to Porter-
cliffe Hall any old time. That little cir-
cumstance was that the tide was coming
]ni

Time and tide walt for no man!
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Bunter, perbaps, did not expect tha
mighty forces of Nature to remsain in
abeyance while he had s nap. Ho just
did not think about the matter st all
Thinking was never Bunter's long suit.
He was fired—he wanted a rest—and
that was that! But, with the North
Dea creeping up the shelving sands,
Harry Wharion & Co. could not quite
leave it at that.

Seven members of the Portercliffe
holiday party had staried to walk along

There’s a million éollars wait-
ing to he picked up at Porter-
cliffie Hall if only Fisher T,
Fish and his “* popper ** can
locate the prize. But there’s a
rival in the quest—an unknown,

unscrupulous and resolute
rival, It is the man in the
mask !

the beach from Margate to Kingspate.
It was an agroecable wallk, and though
the fide was on the turn, there was
glent:; of time—for anybody, but Bunter.

ther members of the party had gone by
the upper road to meet them when they
came up the gully at XKingsgate.
Bunter preferred to walk by thoe beach.
Soft sand, for a rest, was attractive, and
Bunter could do with lots of rests when
he was taking a walk.

Etamling round Bunter, as he lay in
comfortable if not graceful repose, tho
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Greyiriaras fellows told him what they
thought of him, unheeded by thoe fat Owl
of the Remove,

“(Get up, you blithering bloater " seid
Bob Cherry.

“(et a move on, you howling ass!™
satd Frank Nugent.

“Kick him " suggested Johnny Bull.

“The kickfulness is the proper
E@puf,‘" remarked Hurree Jamset Ram

ingh.

* Bunter, vou bloated bandersnatch ™
exclaimed Harry Wharton.

_.""Da you want to be drowned, you fat
idiob 1 asked Kipps.

The eloguence of the Famous Five did
not move Bunter. But as Oliver Kippa
asked that ri_:::eshs;-n, the fat junior
heaved himself to a sitling position and
blinked af the sea through his big
gpectacles,

Bunter, it seemed, did not want to be
drowned. It would have been no great
loss, perhaps; still, he objected.

But the lapping sea, curling up the
sands, was at quite a distance. Billy
Bunter gave an angry snort.

“You beast, Kippsl! You rotterl
Making a fellow sib up for nothing!
Beast '

And Bunter settled down again.

“Can't you get it into your fat head
that the tide's coming in?" roonrcd Bob
Cherry.

“And the tidefulness on this esteemed
copst 15 terrific, my ebsurd and idiotio
Bunfer1” said Hurree Jamset Ram
cingh.

“%h, chuclt it!" said Bunter con-
temptuously. “Think you can pull my
logt There's time to wallk miles befora
the tide’s anywhere near us.  Shut up 1"
Tue Magner LiBEARY.—No. 1,438,
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“You blinking, blithering, bloated,
babbling blitherer I hooted Bob. “The
sands aren't as wida as this all the way |
You {rowsy, footling frump, the cliffs
bulge out to the sca before we get to
Kingsgatel You plﬁli;g. pe-faced
porker, we shall bo cut of by the tide
f we don't hurry |

“*Yah 1"

“Oh, kick him[" growled Johuny
Bull.

* Beast 1™

“Roll him along like a barrel I sug-
gesied Bob

* Look here, you roliers, leave a fellow
alone ! roared Bunter. “I'm tlired!
See? Tired! Well, I'in going to rest.
You can clear off if you likel If you
faney I want your rotten company and
your bad manners, you're jolly well mis-
taken! I don't] I'm sorry I ever camae
to Portercliffo Hall with a Bank Holi-
Jday crowd like you lotl Clear off as
soon as you likel You can't go too scon
10 please me |*

“¥ou howling fathead—"

“If you'rs afraid of the tide, I'm
not 1¥ said Bunter sarcastically. “I'm
not & shivering funk, I hope! Elessed
if I don't think you fecllows are afraid
of your own shadows! Never saw such
a funky lot!” i )

“I'm I%-oing to kick him ¥ roared
Johnny Bull . .

“Beast) Run away if you're fright-
enoad 1 jeered Bunter, "I'm in no
hurry to get back to Portercliffe Hall.
Fota and lota of time lo get in for
Jdinner.  Nothing else to hurey for, I
suppose ! Just clear off and leave a
fellow alone 1"

Harry Wharton & Co. eyed the fat
Owl in intense exasperation,

But for that littla cirecumstance, that
ihe tide was coming in, they wounld
rladly have left him to his own deyices.

But ahead of them, out of range of
Bunter's spectacles, the chalk eliffs tock
s wide sweep seaward, and between the
bulge of the elifls and the incoming tide
the space was already norrowing.

When the tida once reached the eliffs
ihe sand would be & good many feet
under water, and the North Sea would
be dashing on the chalk in masses of
foam and spray. More than once un-
wary irippers had had narrow escapes
in that pleasant walk along the sands.

Leaving Bunter to be drowned was
hardly to he thought of, exssperating as
he was. Convincing him that ho was
in danger was impossible, for Bunter
knew Lest as he elways did. Kicking
him for a distiance of half a mile seemed
the only resource. It was a rather hefty
task. Still. there was a certain satisfac-
Lion 1n it

“Hold on!” =aid Kipps. He slipped
his hand into his pocket, with a wink
at the Famous Five. A weird wriggling
object came out of his pocket in his
hand.

Johinny Bull grunted.

“Look lere, there's no time—"
began.

*Shut up, old man!” said Bob.

Johnuy grunted. There was no time,
in his opinion, for any of Kipps' weird
conjuring tricka. However, he shub up.

“"Feel comfortable there, Dunter?”
askod E:E\i?s.

YEL?Y Yes! Don't jaw?

“What about tho sand spiders T

“Thero aren't any. You can't pull
my leg! Look here, you fellows, clear
off and leave a fellow alone!™

Kipps leaned over the sprawling fat
junior. His finger touched Bunter’s fat
neck, and be jerked his hand saway with
a hideous wriggling object in 1t. Buntler
blinked at him with a startled blink
through his big spectacles. The sight of

" Tog Magxer Lisparr.—No. 1,438,
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that horrible wriggling spider made him
shudder.

“Oooogh 1" he gasped. “ Slamp on it !
Ooogh 1

Kipps made a motion of throwing the
spider on the sand and gave a heavy
stammp. The Famous Five grinned.

It certainly looked as if the schoolbo
conjurer had stamped on that spider. Ik
was not likely, however, that ]Eippu had
stampad on his mechanical spider, which
he had constructed with great care and
J.H,Fﬂnlntj.

*I--1 say, you fsllows, are there any
more M %aapad Bunter.

" Look ™ ejaculated Kippa.

Ho grabbed at Bunter's fat car, and
again & hideous object wriggled in Lis
hand.

“h erikey !” gurgled Bunter.

“And look Imm—gﬁ”

From the back of Bunter's collar
K:%pl drew a wriggling spider. 'Thao
Owl of the Remove bounded to his fcot,

Bunter was tired. Bunter was ob-
stinato. But Bunter did not want to
rest on & spoi thickly inhabited by
horrible spiders.

“Urrrggh I he gasped. “I-—I say,

you fellows, let's i-at out of thial I say,
come onl Oh eri ﬁ% |
Bunter was the first to start. The

Famous Five, grinning, followed him,
snd Kipps slipped his mechanical
spider back inte his pocket, and fol-
lowed on.

_—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter AUl Over |

i H dear!”
@ “Buck up
“I’'m tired ™ 3‘&.{1539.11 Bunter,

“Shall we pull vou along
by the cars?”

“Beast I groaned Bunler.

Blower and slower the fat junior
plugged on,  His fat little legs weoro
tired, and the soft sand was clinging
to the tread. The effect of the spiders
spurred Bunter on for quite a distance.
But laziness supervenad,

Ho ceme to a halt where a chalky
rock jutted from tho =and, and sat
dnr-n. One more there was a general
halt.

Harry Wharton ecast a rather anxious
glance abead, where {he strip of sand
was narrowing as the tide approached
tha bulging cliff. Thera was plenty of
time yeb to get past, even at a moderata
walk. At the rate of Bunter's crawl
there was bavely time. And if ithe paviy
stopped, there was no time at all.

"Will yon come on, vou bowling
ass T demanded Wharton.

“Wo, I jolly well won't! snapped
Bunter. *“There ain’t any spiders heve,
and I'm going to hava a rest! If you
like to wait half an hour, I'll came! I
uot, cut off, and ba blowed to your !

“¥ou silly ass, m half that time we
slhiall boe shut off by the tide ! roaved
Bob Cherry.

* Gammaot M

“Loolk out, Bunter, I fancy there's a
spider there!” said Kipps, and he
veached to the rock where the fat
junior sat, and held up his hand, with

a wrigghing spider in it

“I'.:l}% nriﬁey 1" gasped Bunter, as ho
leaped up from the rock.

Then all of a sudden it davned on
Bunter |

He had never come acrocs spiders on
Margate beach before, and lw remems-
bered that Oliver Kipps was a conjurer,
and nerally had some of his weird
contrivances in his pocket for the cnior-
tainment of the unwary. . .

Bunter's eyes gleamed belind his
zpoctacles,

Ha realised that his [at log had Leen

pulled! There were no spidorc—there
never had been any spiders—and it was
a trick to make him get & move on,
when he was tired and wanted to rest!

Wrath beiled up in the fat breast of
William George Bunter.

Ha barged suddenly at Kipps and
iﬂ;rnbhﬂd the wriggling object from his
wand | Before the surprized conjurer
could lift n finger, Buntcr's fat arm
swept through a air, and the
mechanical spider shot out to =ea.

I{{?pa gave & low howl |

“My spider 1™

“He, he, ha " cackled Bunter. “Yon
won't play any more tricks with that
gpider, Kipperal He, he, he !”

For & moment Kipps stared after his
vanished spider. Then, red with wrath,
he hurled himself at Bunter.

Bunter was chuckling.

But he ceased to ciuckle quite sud-
denly., He roared wildly as Oliver
Kipps grasped him, and bumped him
down on the beach and banged };ia head

on the sand.

“Owl Oh! Wow! Lepggo!” roared
Bunter, “Sioppit! I say, you fcllows,
draﬁlmaﬁl Yaroooh | Beast! Whoop 1™

“There 1" gasped Kipps, releasing the
fat Owl at last, and leaving him sprawl-
ing and roaring, “There, you fat
freak

“ Yarooop [

“When wou've finished wour sole,
Bunter, are you coming on?? Inquired
Cherry.

“Ow! Beast! Wowl”

“"Come on, wyou bloater!” bLaunlcd
Jaohnny Bull.

Bunter sat up, with a blink of fury
through his big spectacles.

“Bhan’t I” he roared. “Shan’t! See?
(Go and eat coke, the lot of 1}':}1.1[ I'en
f-fd;-uﬁ- with you! Leave a fellow alone |

ah

* Kick him 1™ gaid Johnny Dall

“Nothirg ¢lse to bo done ! agread
ﬁﬂh Chn:‘r;,‘. “Wiere will you have it,

nnter ¥

“Beast! JE yvou kick me, I'll—
Yaroogooaopi® roared DBunter as the
lon of & boot elumped in his fat ribs.
“{w!l Oh, you rotters! Ocoooh i

Bunter serambled ta his foct, ITis fat
faco was red with fury, The juniors
tramped on  once more, oxpecting
Bunter to follow. Instead of wihich the
fat junior turncd and bolted back along
the beach.

“(dh, wmy hat!” eoxelaimed Bob
Cherry, turning. * Bunter "

“Buonter, you mad as:!” shouted
IMarry Wharton.

“Bunter, yox lunatical fathoad ™
yelled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Bunter did not heed! He flew! Iln

wasn't going to walk another half-mile
~—not another quarter of & mile—not
znother ten yards, if he could help it
And ho wasn't going to bo kicked | Ifa
was going to do what he joliy wcil
liked !

And what hie jolly well hked now was
to run back along the beach as fast ss
luig fat little legs could carry him; in
thea full expectation that the junicrs
would leave him to his own deviers
rather than {ake the trouble to chase
him down.

Which undouhbtedly they would have
done, wilh relief and pleasure, but for
ithe fact that Bunter, left io his own
deviees, would have been drowned like
a rab i a lrap!

'They velled after him. They roarcd
after hirg. Bunter flew on unheeding,
kicking up a spray of sand as e went,
pasping and splottering and perspiring,
hut fecling that it was worth an effort to
et away from those beasts,

“Arter him [” said Baob,
wa can't leave him here!” i

“ Buck up=—ilis tide won't wait for

“Come on,



us t* said Nugent. “We'll wait here.
Kick the fat ass &)l the way back 1"

Bob Cherry rushed in chase, Harry
Wharton dashed along with him. The
other fellows sab on rocks to wait.

unter hed a start. But the two

juniors gainad on him. When, at twenty
yards distance, he blinked over his
shoulder, ho was startled to see two red
and wrathy faces quite near at hand,

“Ow 1" gasped Bunter.

And he tore on.

“Stop " reared Bob.

“Beast 1" came gasping over Bunter's
fat shoulder

Bob put on a spurt and grabbed at
him. As he grabbed, Bunter slipped on
a8 ridgo of chalk and went down. Bob,
unable to stop in tirie, stumbled over
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sirew him along the beach in little tiny
pleces ] I'm going—"

Wharton shot in pursuit again, Bob
at hiz heels. A dozen more yards, and
Billy Bunier was captured—a band on
either side of him grasping his fat ears.

Ha yelled as he was slewed round.

“Leggoel DBeast! I'm not gﬁing
to—— Yarcoop!| I tell youu I won't—
Whoep 1 I refuse to——  Yoo-hosop ™

Gripping the fat ears, Wharton and
Bob marched him back to the spot
where the rest of the party waited,
They marched to an sccompaniment of
wild howls and squeaks from Bunter!
Heo secemed to Feel a pain in his ears!
Mo doubi he did, for the grip of them
was like the grip of & stﬂnf vice.

“Recp lm]g

of the polty porpoise ™

3

The wave retreated in lines of billow-
ing foam, leaving six inches of water
washing the foobt of the olifl

*Now!” panted DBob. He gripped s
fat arm, and Wharton gripped the other.

The juniors rushed on.

In a fow moments the wave would be
breaking in again, and if ther were be-
tween it and the steep chiff, tﬁm would
be washed off their feet—dashed on the
challe and carried out to sea with the
receding water.  Johony Bull, Frenk
Mugent, Huorree Bingl, and Kipps
dushed on ot a swiflt run and got
through past the bulge of the cliff to
the wider beach on the farther side.

Wharton and Bob Cherry, holding
Bunter, tushed afler them. Bunter
floundered and slipped in the bubbling

,"
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* You can’t pull my leg ! said Bunter. ** There aren’t any sand spiders about here ! Clear off ! * Kipps leaned over
the sprawling fat junior. Hils fingers touched Bunter’s fat neck, and he jerked his hand away, with a hideous, wriggling
object in it. ** Ow !°" gasped the fat Removite, blinking with a startled blink and shuddering. **Stamp onli ! Ooogh !*

him, shot acros: him, and Janded on his
features on fhe sand.

The roar that Bob Cherry pave, as his
nose dug up sand, eould slmost have
boen heard at Margate, Kingsgate,
Droadstairs and Ramsgate. It woko all
tha echoes of the beach and the cliffs.

Bunter serambled up.

But he scrambled into the prasp of
Harry Wharton, who had reached him.

Harry's grip cimmi_ on his collar,

“Now, you fat idiot—" gasped
Wharton.

“Owl Legpo!™

“You }mwﬁuq nss, come——  Oh, my

hat ! gasped Wharton, as the enraged
and exasperated Owl suddenly hit out.

A fat Bist landed on Wharton's chin.
Ho lot po Dunter, staprered, and sat
on the send.

Bunter was off apain like a fat rabhbit.
Bob Ciwerry stagpercd up, clasping his
nose with one hand, rubling sand cut of
his eyes with the other,

“Ow 1" said Bob. “Wow! Whera is
he? I'm geoing to slaughter him! I'm
Hoing to smash him!1 I'm going to

growled Jolinny Bull, “I'll help him
on with a kick or two! We shall have
to bucl: up if we're to got through !

“Leggo ™  yelled  DBunter. “I'mn
conng, ain'k IT I sav, you fellows—
Owtl I say Beaszis 17

The juniors burried on.  The tide was
washing right up to the ¢litf in front of
themn now, and veceding again, to leave
& nacrow wot strip.

Thoy could got throush, but not with-
out gotting wek, for the spray was fall-
ing like rain.  PPanting, they areived at
the narrow spot, and then, for the first
time, tho rraliit}' of the position burst on
Bunter's fal and obtuse mind.

Thoey stopped, as a wave caine dashing
in, smashing on the clialk, Bunter gave
a squrak of terror.

“I sayv, vou fellows—"

“Ieep quist, vou fat owl [ snapped
Wharton.  “When this wave goes back
we've rot to run for it!”

“I shall get wot——*

“Would you rather be drowned®”
yvelled Bob.

“ Boast [

wator on the szand, howling wilh Lerror,
From a lofty disregard of danger,
Bunter had dropped at ong foll swoop to
the cdeepest depths of franlic funk.

“Leggo!' he howled.  “I'm going
hack! E'm not going o bo drewned Lo
please you! Beasta! Leggo!”

"¥You ean't go back!™ hflriel-:ed Bob.
“Tho way's clesed behind us {owards
Blnreate.”

* 1least [

Bunter struggled franticaliy. Waler
washed round his fal knees, sand suvgod
round his fect; thers wers tweonty yards
to eover befors the bulge of the great
¢lilE was passed; and the soa was coming
in apain with a rush and o roar. In
sheer terreor, Dunter wrenched his fat
arm away from the lwo juniors as he
slipped in the wet sand and water, and
ent back, Panting and puffing, he flew
out. of reach of the oncoming, feam-
crosted wave, leaving Wharton and Bob
half-way to salety.

“Buck up!" came Johnny Bull's roar
in advance. The four fellows shead had

Tne MaGzRer LisRary.—No. 1,438.
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it the eliff. “Hurry, for good-
ﬁ#p:akal I¥’s coming in{”

Wharton and Bob stop The wave
was coming; but they had time for a
swift rush to join their friends in safety
—leaving Bunter behindl  That they

uld not dol

1':‘m'.'i‘h-::.;qlr did not speak—the same thought
was in both minds as they rushed back
alter Bunter. Arnd as they went, the
tide came roaring in, and a great wave
dashed on the cliff, and eight or mne
feet of water rolled: where they had been
standing a few seconds belore.

THE THIRD CHAFTER,.
Trapped by the Tide !

i UNTER—" )

B “QOh, you mad idict!”

Bunter, in frantic iz, was
the beach io the
iffs, his only idea being to gel away
?Imlﬁm the iilmj;ping tide. That the tide
would follow right ui to the stesp chalk,
and rise th?ire.k fm:!-t ¥ i{u:ip, ha was too
red to think of or realise.
m?"-‘i'hart-cm anii Bob Cherry panted after
him desperately.

The way to safety was cut off now;
Lut they wounld not give up hope—they
would get through somechow. Bub they
hujiﬂtﬂ get Bunter first.

Up the sand, wet with spray, over
draggling trails of seaweed and jutting,
slippery cbalk, Bunier went running,
slipping, stumi}h_ng,r ]ump;whpg.
But tie two juniors ove him,
grasped him, and dragged him to a halt.

He wriggled wildly in their grasp.

“ Leggol We shall be drowned!
yelled tﬁz fat Owl. “Beasts] Why did
you coma this way? I believe Jou want
me to be drowned! Leggel

“You potty chump!” gasped Bob.
“#We've got to get away—come on! The
tide goes right up the cliffs hgrp—raght
up to the ?artheat cliff, you silly fat-
head—if we don't get out we're done

forl
" Iﬂt;_ln all your qu!Li’; _gasped Bunter.

“ Oh, come on, idict!

They dragged the fat Owl back to-
wp,t*{i&i the strip between the bulging cliff
and the sea. :

But they bad to stop thers. Minutes
had been wasted—and minutes, even
saconds, were precious—too precious to
be lost. ‘The beach was aswash with
water—a depth of & yard or more lay al
the foot of the jutting chalk, whirling
and swirling. Thoy backed away from
another incoming wave that thundered
high up the cliff. Receding, it left three
or four feat of water in front of them—
it was a matter for swimming now.

Across that ewirling space boyond tha
jutting bulge of chif their friends were
in eatety. They saw BErank Nugent
clamber on & jutting ledge, clinging lika
a cat to wet chalk, and stare back with
gnxious, alarmed eyes. Wharton waved
a hand to him. : :

“Keep on!” he shouted. “We can’t

ot through—we shall have to try back.

o along the top and lock out for na”

Hizs voico reached MNugent, who
shouted back, but his veply was losk in
the din of the tide. Wharton and Lob
had to back away, the water spreading
and swirling round their koces n3 they
want. i ]

There was nothing for it, but to hurry
up the beach to the imermost embay-
ment, in the long, irregular line of cliffs,
the tide following them hungrily.

That was only postponing the evil

racing Bwp

hour, and th&i knew it. But to get past
the utting chalk was impossible; they
weara cut off from escape; and to remain

where they wers wns to be over-

whelmed. The bulging <hiff was now

right out in the mea, and the tide decp
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on either side of ik, But some distance
from it the chffs lay farther landward,
and there was still a strip of beach un-
touched by the tide.

“Well, this is a go!” pasped Bob
Cherry.

Wharton stopped and  scanned the
irrepular line of cliffis with anxious eyes.
They were stesp, broken here and there
into gullies; but climbing them looked
a tough proposition. For Bunter, it was
an obviously impossible task. .

Bunter rubbed the spray from his
spectacles, jammed them back on bis fat
nitile noea and blinked aceuzingly at his
companions.

“Wa shall have to walk all the way
back to Margate now ™ he gasped.

“I jolly well wish we could!” sighed
Bob. “I wouldn't mind the walk!™

“Well, wo've got tol!” grunted
Bunter.

“You silly ass,” =zaid Harry quietly,
“the tide's washing up to the chiffs for
a distance of half a mile or more, be-
tween this and Margate. We can't go
back "

Bunter's fat jaw dropped.

“But we can't go on!” he howled.
“We've got to go back! If we can't go
back, what's geing to happent”

two juniors did not answer that,
Bunter's folly and obstinacy had landed
them in a death-trap; but it was use
less to reproach the fat and fatuous Owl,
Bunter's eyes grew large and round with
terror behind his spectacles.

“Oh crikey!” he gasped,

“Wa must try climbing
Harry. “Come onl®

“Think I can climb beastly oliffs
seventy feet high 1 wailed Bunter. * Oh,
you rotters! ieve you gnol me here
on purposel”

“Come on,” said Harry, as geutly as
he coutd. On that blazing Angust
ghammn, the shadow of death was on

2.

They

i1y

upl® said

ave Bunter helping hands over
the rough wet chalk at vhe font of the
cliffis.  Behind them the tide cams
steadily in.  Water raced up ihe tand
and receded and raced up again—ever
deeper!

“ Looks like a chance here!” muttered

ab.

Ha stopped where ona of the rdeep,
;]q%ged gulliea rived the face of the

iff.

Wharton scauned it anxiously.

For some distance up, there was plenty
of handhold and footheld fer a chimber.
But bayond that, the surface was ioo
smooth for elimbing.

A rope frem above would+have =aved
the situation. He scauned the olifdap
in the hope of sgeeing =omeons look
down, _

Along the top of the cliffs ran the
public esplanade, extending from Mar-
gate to Kingsgate, aud probably plenty
of holiday-makers wera pazsing along ik
that sunny summer’s afternoon.  Dut ro
one was near the dangerouns verpe.

Thera was no sign of a humaa heing to
bo seen by the schoolboys trapped undey
the cliffs.

With a rush and a foamy surge, the
zon came up to them, drenching them to
the knees. Thers was nothing elze {0 be
done: and they clambered inia the
ru gully. .

ar a dozen feot up, the rugped challk
jutted almost like steps. It was eacy
encugh for the two aclive juuibra io
clamber up. It wag not so easy io drap
the fat and clumsy Owl of the Remova
after them. But they managed it, and
stopped at last on a ledge of rock high
up the guily.

Below them tho sea roared in. In a
few minutes the foot of the gully was
under water, tha Lide washing now
along the whele facade of the liffs. And

up the gully, rearing after them, wave
after wave' came.

“We—we—we can't stay  hord|”
equeaked Bunter, almost fainting with
torxor, as he blinked through his wet
spectacles at the water rising and foam-
ing below. “I—I say, you fellows, shout
for help! So-s-some ¥ may hear you
up there on the prom.’

It was not likely that & shout would be
heard in the din and boom of the surg-
ing tide. But the juniors tried i,
shoutivg and shouting egain.  Then
came a aurge of rising water, splashin
them from head to foot on the ledge, an

eliciling a wild sgueal of terror from
Bunter.
“"Ow! Hold me!l Help! Wowl”

The water receded,
drenched and breathless,

“We've got to get higher I” muttered
Wharton, between his teéth.

He scanned and groped over the rough
chalk, seeking a place to climb.
clambered up at last, finding a rocky
ledge several feet higher. Lying on 1%
ont his chest, he reached down.

“@ive me your paw, fathead "

He grn.rdpe& Bunter’s fat hand and
pulled, and Bob m‘% shoved the fat
11.&71:&1; t:ﬁ&mmhﬁlnw. tithha Ifnmhinﬂd
effo un WaS go the upper
ledge. Bob clambered breathlessly
after him, a wash of the tide almost
tearing him away as be climbed.

The hJFher ledge was small. There
was barely room for the three of them
to cluster thers. PFutrther climbing was
mmpossthle, There was no hold for a
monkey, And the tide rose and rose.

Bunter, jammed on_the chalk, mum-
bled with terror, Wharton and Bob
CE&;‘:}' locked at one another with quict,
set faces.

“The tide mayn't reach as far up as
and did not

this,"” mutterad Bob.

Wharton smiled faintly
answer, Ho knew that if the tide did
not reach that level, the surges would
goon be washing over the ledgo,

“The other fellowa will gu coming
back along the top and lecking for us™
i.a:{é llhb hopefually. 3 hr Thcy—!,]m:.ﬂ]’
ipob where we are, and geb 8 rope——'

Wharton nodded, §

Dut the hops was faint. The other
fellows had a good way to go to geb
off the beach at the Kingspate end, and
a long way to come back along the cliff-
{op. Before them, as both the juniors
kunew, the matter would be settled, one
way or the other.

They could only clamp themselves to
the rough chalk and watch the fide ris-
g, and wonder, with beating hearts,
whether 1t would reach them and wash
them away to death. And as they clung
they shouted, again and again, in ilo
faint hope that someone passing along
the promenade above tho cliffs might
hear their voices above the din of the
ru?!nng, [eannng water eddying in the
gully.

leaving them

THE FOURTH CHAFTER.
Alonzo Comes in Useful !

LONZO TODD stopped.
A His face beamed,
“How delightful!” he ex-
claimed.

Three other fcllows stopped and stared
at Alonzo. ; - :

Vernaon-Smith, Wibley, Fisher T. Fish
and Alonzo Todd were welking along
the promenade over the oliffs.

They had preferred the upper read,
whilo the rest of the Greyirigrs party
walked along the beach. They wera
going to rejoin Harry Wharton & Co,,
when the latter came ulr:a from the beac’:
at the Kingsgate end of the promenade.
Each of the four fellows was busy with



his own thoughts as he sauntered along
in the bright sunshine, . ] .

Smithy was debating in his mind
whether to smoke & cigarette as he
walked. Wibley was thinking out thrill-
ing details of & drama he was speci-
ally writing for the Greyiriars fellows
to perform at Portercliffe Hall, Fisher
T. Fizh's keen, cute mind wag concen-
trated on the *“hidden hoard’™ at
Portercliffe, and the 'chance of his
Fupp-er, Hiram K. Fish, getting his
ean lransatlantic fingers on the same.
Alonzo, with a large botanical velume
under his arm, was thinking of botany
=hiz favourite subject.

The big volume under his arm served
a double purpose. From its entrancing

ages Alonzo could abserb valuable
Euﬁwlcdge of trees, flowers, fruiis, vege-
tables, roots, and other thrilhng things
of a like nature. And between its leaves
ho eould press and preserve the various
specimens ho picked by the wayside for
his botanical cellection.

Every now and then, it is true, the
collected spocimens -.:lrcr}_:;ped from be-
tween the pages of the volume, and wera
lost for ever—Alonze being a rather
absent-minded youth. Bometimes the
work of hours would be undone in o
few minutcs in this unfortunate way.

In fact, when Alonze was collecting
Bpecimens of the wonders of the vege-
table world, e often left a trail of the
same hbehind him, happily unconscious
of what he was doing till he arrived
home, and wondered what had become
of his specimens.

YWhile Smithy, Wib, and Fishy watked
on the asphalt prom, Alenze wandered
on the wile beit of grass between the
prom and the cliff edge, scanning it for
anything unusual in the way of grasses
or ferns.

His mild gaze, as he stopped, was
fixed on a little bunch of ferns, growing
on the very edge of the chif. To
Smithy, Wib, and Fishy there was
r:nthmg of a delightiul nature about
those ferns. But then they were not
botanistz,

“How wery, very gratifying 1" said
Alonzo, beaming.  * Pray walt a few
minutes for me, my dear fellows, while
I =ocure those ferns.”

“ Keep away from the edge, fathead !
grunted Vernon-Smith, ™It's not safe
to fool about the edge. There's a fall
of a{:mit sixty feet, and the tide's com-
ing in.

lonzo paused. The chiff edge was
rteep end abrupt, and the bunch of
ferns grew on the very verge.

“Perhaps I had better craw] on my
hands and knces,” said Alonzo thought-
fully., It would be wvery, very un-
pleasant for a fatality to occur. Or
Fcrimp&, my dear Herbert, you would
ike to seccure those specimens for me.”

*“Perhaps,"” aszented
“but perhaps not.”*

“Or perhaps you, my dear Fish——"

“Guess again,” suggested Fisher T,
Fish.

“(r perhaps you, my dear——"

“If there's anything I really like®
said Wibley sclemnly, “it's crawling on
my hands and knees, and making my
I:q,rﬁ.s dusty, and getting full of aits,
with a chance thrown in of breaking
my neck at the bottom of & sixty-foot
cliff. But not thiz week, old chap.”

*Then pm'hnra you will hold me by
the ankles, while I crawl to the edge”
sald Alonze, “The ground seems to
slope at the odge into a sert of gull
and it would be very, very disagrceahi’
to fall over.”

Alonze  laid down his  botanical
!mgume,_and dropped on his bony lnces,
With his lean gura extended at foll
length, Le crawled through the grass to.
wards toe cdge of the cliff, d the

L]

the DBounder;

L]
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Bounder and Wibley grasped an ankle
each, to male sure that Alonzo did not
rall over.

“Ow!’ squeaked Alonzo suddenly.
“Wow! I am very, very much obliged
to yvou, my dear friends, for holding
me, but pray de not—wow [—pray do
not—yow l—pray do not pinch me hke
that! Yow—ow—ow "

*“ Must hold you tight, old bony bean,”
gald Wibley. “Think what a loss it
would ba if you went over. Tons and
tonz of useless knowledpe all wasted !

“"Wow 1

The Bounder and Wibley were hold-
ing Alonzo tight Enﬂu%h. His bones
very nearly cracked in their grip.

However, he reached the bunch of
ferns, and prabbed at them. The

reciols speeimens came away in his

ands, sending = shower of dislodged
earth over the edge of the cliff.

7

M% dear friends, you should not have
Eu led me back—ow| There is some-
ody below the eliff—ow! T heard a or
ang I was leaning over—oooghl t

startled ma very, vory much I

“Somebody below the cliff 1" repeated
the Bounder, staring. *“What rotl
The tide's in.”

* I certainly heard someone call frem
below,” gasped Alonzo. “It sounded
to me like a ery for—wow I—help ¥

“Rot!” said Vernon-Smith,

“My dear Herbert——"" :

“Hold on, though,” said Wibley.
“Might be somebody caught in the tide.
The other fellows went along the beach,
you lmow.”

“They wouldn't wait to be caught by
the tide, faothead!" gaid the Bounder,
“They've had lotz of time to get
through.”

{(Confinued on next page.)

“Oh!" exclaimed
Alonzo suddenly.
Something seemed
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Fc_- have startled
im. L gre ] -
oot e af ke it th
EEI‘EF-E@ %&Eliy{: g a' III ] "ma e' ' . e'
“Yes; bu -—”‘
i | bigdest bang yet-join
l[B t_.__ n ; d
"We've t vou, —
old nﬁ;.ﬁn IE{:I iﬁfﬁ : ; i ; A
him  back!” said R\ o
Voernon-Bmith, =%
Smithy and k T /
r}};ihlnj_.r F;ELHJ o {leE k
tey march ac A
imn:'l: .tlrfa cliff- h |
cﬂgn, \ hlr:rl{lilng t ’ ” -
nz ng le
ke the snatts o a | = CRYSTAL PALACE ™ X
cart.
Howls came from oo \
Alonzo as his > \
features brushed 'f

through the grass,
His hands, full of
ferns, eclawed
wildly.

TOw! Wow! Aly
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friends—yow—ow ™
howled Alonzo, “I

saiy—— Waow ! Ow !
My nose— Oh!
Qoooogh ™

“"Ha, ha, bLa!

roared Tisher T.
Fish, watching the
scene, greatly on-
tertained. “I'll say

this i3 the bee's
knec! Ha, ha, ha l®
“Ow! Wow! on your card.
yelled  Alonzo. Y
‘Pray releaze my
legsl  Ow! My
nose 13 very, very
painful ! Wow ¥
But his helpers

dragged him on till
ha was off the belt
of rass, and
landed safely on
the asphalt of the
promenade. There
they reloazsed him,
gTINNIn, and
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Alonzo gasped.

“1 assure vou, my dear Herbert, that
I heard a cry from below. The tide
makes a great deal of noise in the gully,
but I am sure I heard—"

“Hot 1” repeated the Bounder. *3till,
a fellow may as well make sure. No
j-:l:u}:ﬁg to be caught 1o tha tide under those
cliffs.™

Smithy dropped on hands and knees,
and crawled to the edge. The Bounder
had a cool head, and a nerve of iron,
At the dizzy verge of the eliff he put
head and shoulders over, and coolly
stared down at the chalky slopes, and
the foam-flecked tide that covered the
beach, and dashed against the cliffa,

“Oh gad!’ he ejaculated suddenly,
as a ¢ry floated up from the depth be-
low, faint in the distance and the din
of the water,

ad Hulplll

It was faint, but clear. On the

romenade above it could not have been
weard ; but with his head over the verge
of the ¢liff the Bounder could hear it.

He scanned the ruigﬂd steep of chalk
that dropped below him, almost sheer,
to the swirling tide welling up the
beach, Thoe shout Hoated up again.
Tha DBounder picked out <clustered
figures on & juiting ledge sixty feot
below.

As he stared at them & swirling wave
dashed up and engulied them. It re-
seded, leaving them streaming with
water and gasping for breath. A fat
figure was %uncimd spluttering against
the cliff. Two white faces looked up,
almost in despair. A breatbless ory
cama again.

Smithy waved a hand over the verge,
and shouted back:

“Hold on! You're scon—hold on,
Wharton—help's coming !” ]

iz wvoics reached down into the
depths of the pully. A shout came back
from below, ernon-Smith  crawled
back from the dizzy edge and rejoined
hiz eomnpanions. : 5

“Good old Alonzo!” he said with a
grin. “Lucky you went crawling after
vour dashed rubbish, old bean!”

“Ay dear Herbert——" murpitred
Alonzo. )

“ Anybody there?’ asked Wibley.

“Wharton, and Bob Cherry, anid
flunter, sticking on a ledge with the
tide rising on them!® answered the
Bounder curtly, “We've got to get &
rope from somewhere! Where the
dickens——"

Ho stared round, .

! egu{:ss they'ro some jays, lo he
cinched hike that ' yemarked Fisher 1.
Iish, ™1 guess &

The Bounder, unhbeecding, cut off ok
a run towards a building on the cliff
gt a distanee. It was a coastpuard
station—and the only spot snywhere
near at hand whero help could bo ob-
tained. And Wibley crept to the edge
of the ¢liff and shouted to the fellows
boelew that help was coming.

N - —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Rescued !

SAY, vou fellows—"
“ All right now, old fat man '™
“T'm waot ¥
“ Not really I ejaculaicd Bol

X

Cherry. ]
“Woet through ! said Bunter. .
Wharton and Bob griomed.  Thew

were all  wet _thrmzﬁ'h, drencived  aud

deipping, Again and again 4 suring

wave nad washed over the ledgpe, and

ihey had had to hold on, and iwld

Bunter, to save their Mves. Awd the

tidle was rising higher and higher
Tue AMucwer Lisrany,™ MNo. 1,438
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But help was coming now; every mo-
ment they expected a rope to come
slithering down the cliff. They were
not worryving about wet.

“Halla, hallo, hallo! Hera it comes "
exclaimed Bob, in great relief.

Down tha rugged chalk came a long,
thick ropo from above. Eob caught the
end of it as it Auttered over the ledge.

“ Bunter first|” said Harry.

Billy Bunter was about to make.that
suggestion himself |

‘The end of the rope was passed under
the fat Owl's arm-pits, snd knotted fast.
Wharton shouted to the fellows above.

“Pull v

The Bounder, cool as ice, was at the
cliff-edge, looking down, He called to
the crowd farther back on the cliff-top.
There were plenty of hands to help
with the rope. 'The coastguard had
come, and walkers on the promenade,
athering to seo what was on, willingly
ent help, Many hands pulled on the
rope, and tha fat Owl of the Remove
was lifted off tho ledge.

Hao ac;uea.ked a5 he rose.

“Owl! I szay, you fellows—wow! I
sayv, this beastly rope is pinching me—
googhl 1 say—och lor' 1¥

Bumping against the rugged chalk,
Bunter was drawn up.

His dizzy eyes blinked at the wide
space of beach and sea, and he closed

them behind his spectacles. He kept
them tight shut, fuivering with terror
as he was dragged up the cliff.

Up he went, and he was pulled over
the verge, and carried back across the
riiss. et and smothered with chalk
rom the cliff, Bunter sank in the grass
as he was released from the rope, and
gasped and spluttered,

Tho rope shithered down again, and
Wharton and Bob Cherry were pulled
up, more easily that the fat Owl, in

turn.
_0h, my hat!” g&:?md Bob. “T'm
jolly glad to be out of that! How did

you fellows And out we were there ™

The Bounder chuckled.
~ “Jolly eold Alenzo!” he answered.
“ e stopped here to bolanize—somao
jolly old specimens on the edge of the
cliff, and heard you—"

“1 am so very, very glad, my dear
Robert 1™ said Alonzo Todd, “Was it
not very, very fortunate that I stopped
to secure those specimens of ferns:™

’;J\Ferj-, very, very, veryl” prinned

And he gpavo Alonzoe Todd a hearty
simack eon  the shoulder. The weedy
Alonzo stagprered.

“Owi” he gasped.  “Wow! Ay
d-d-deay Wobert, I am very, very glad
te see you in safety, bui-—wow--pliase
do not=— yow — dislocate my  spinal
columnp=—ow !

“1 guess you were some ginks, to got
cinciiedd in the tide that-a-way!™ re-
marked Fizher 1. Fish,

It was that fathead Bunter !V said
Hlarey,

“Oh, really, Wharten—'

“That Llithering idiot Bunter ! z20d
Bols.

“{My, really, Cherry——"

“We had to slop for him, or he wonld
have been drowned—not that it would
have mattered—"

“E Hoast I

“Where are the other fellows 7 asked
the DBannder,

ey ot dhrongl all eight, but that
iebling bhanderznatel: Bunter—""

“That piflling porpoise Buntop-—

“Neasts Y gasped Bunter. "1 was
all your fanlt! ILook at the siate I'm
inl P owet through, and smothored
with fiiliy chalk ! IPve lost my tolfee,
ton—I must liave dmp‘gﬂd it climbing
that beastly cliff ! nd that rope
pinched me—I've got a pain!"™

“You've ot & pain?” demanded Bob
“ O | Ygﬂa 1 P b’:

"I'H give you another |

“Beast!” roared Bunter, squirming
away in the grass, “Yow! Jf you
kick me, you beast, I'll—yaroocoop |2

“Ha, ha, ha "

Harry Wharten and Bob Cherry
thanked the coastguard for his timely
aid, 8 proceeding in which Billy Bunter
did not join.

Bunter was not in & thankful mood.
He wae wet, he wnas chalky, he had
been frightened out of his fat wits, he
was feeling very uncomfortable, and he
was convinged thet it was anybody's
fault but his own. Bunter, as usual,
was a very much injured party., Not
for the first time, 'E.iliy Bunter realised
that it was a beastly world, populated
chiefly by beasts; himself probably the
only really decent fellow in it

“Fallo, halls, halle! Here they
come ! exclsimed Cherry as  four
running figures eame in sight on the

romenade from the direction of

mgsgate,

Jobnny Bull, Nugent, Hurrce Singh,
and Kipps had got up from the beach
at the Xingsgate ond, in a state of
great anxiety for their friends. They
were coming back along the promenade
to look over tha cliffs for them, when
they sighted the group, and came up
at & breathless run.

“Thank goodness you're
panted Nugent.

“The thankfulness of the cstecmed
goodness i3 terrific ™ declarcd Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

gafe ™

“That idiet Bunter-—" grunted
Jobnny Bnll,
“ Deast 1"

“Let's kick him all the way back to
Porterclife Hall ! suggesicd EKipps.

HGood egg !

" Let's ¥

“I say, vou fellows, look at the stale
I'm inl” groancd Bunter. “Wob
throngh, and smothered with chalk
from that filthy cliff—-"

“Took at the state woe're in, vou fatb
Owl ™ gaid Harry.

Snort, from Bunter! Tho state that
Wharton and Bob Cherry were in did
not  seem to matter very much to
Dunter.

“I sawy, you fellows, I ecan't walk
home n this state,” said Dunter. ‘' Be-
gides, I'm too tired ! I'll rest here while
you get a taxy I

“ Fathead I

“After what XI've been through, 1
think even you fellows might be a hittle
considerate [ said Bunter  bitterly,
“Hut it's always tho same—selfishnesa
all round. I'll stand the taxi—you
necdn’t worry about that! One of you
fellows can lend me the moncy——"

“Ha, ha, hal®

“Jilozzed if I see an:.rthing to cackle
at! I say, you follows, don’t walk
away while 'in talking to you ! roared
Buntor.

But the fellows did walk awav:; and
the faot Owl, after glaring at them
through his big spectacles, rolled after
theme  Ie sguelched water and web
chalk as he rolled.

“I say, Alonzo—"" he g:tSpfrE!-

“Yes, my dear William!” said the
good and patient Alonzo.

“Yeou're not such a beast a3 the other
boasts,” gasped Bunter. “You'll geb
me & taxi, old chap—"

1 should be very, very pleased, my
dear William——-7"

“Aell, go and get 15, and not zo
much jaw " zaid Bunter.

“But taxicabs are not allowed on the
promenade, my dear William; so
very, very much regret thaf—"

* Idiot 1

“My dear Williany—"
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** Pull him back ! * sald Vernon-Smith. Smithy and Wibley pulled. They marched back from the clif-edge, holding
Alonzo’s legs like the shafts of a eart. Howls came from Alonzo, as his features brushed through the grass. In one

hand he clutched a bunch of ferns.

* Heast 1” .
“We can get & car mn & garage af
Eingsgate,” said Bob. “It's about half

a mile. Buck up, Bunter !
“Look here, T'm tired!" roared
Bunter. “Bece—tired? Il two of you

fellows join hands, you can carry ne as
far as the end of the prom.”

“0Oh, my hat [*

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Jolly good idea ! exelaimed Himl:;g
unexpectedly. “Lend me a hand, Wb,
and maoke a chalr for Bunter "

Wibkley prinned.

“"T'm onl” he said. “ Anything teo
oblire Bunter! Who else matters
except Bunter TV

“Oh good I gasped Buater. “I say,
voure not such beasts as the other

beasts 1"
Kipps and Wibley joined hands to

make a “‘chair® for DBunter. They
gasped as they lifted his weight. How
far they could have carried that tre-

mendous weight was a question that was
never answered.

The distance that they carried Bunter
was about & yard., Theo their joined
hands suddenly parted.

Bump !

Bunter sat down on the asphalt with
8 concussion that almest shook the Isle
of Thanet. Ile roared as he sat.

“Yaroooooh 1

“¥la, ha, ha !”

* Yow-ow-pw 1"

“Try again!” said Wibley.

“Waiting for you!” saul Kipps,

Bunter did not try npain. e had a
strong suspicion that if e was carried
arain, there would he another bumps !

Ile decided to walk, And the Groy-
friars party walked on, to an accom-
}:aulment of gasps, gronus, and grumbles
rom: the Owl of the Reimove.

“ow!

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Getting Hiram K.'s Goat !

1 HANDOS 1"
C o Bir I : .
"1 guess,” said Mer Hiram

. Fish, “that I want to chew
the rap with you a piece !

The stately butler of Porterchifio Hall
did not betray in hiz stately counten-
ance what he thought of that mode of
nddress.

Chandos had great powera of self-
eontraol.

Chandos, in his younger days, had
served s duke. For twenly vears a_.nd
more he had been butler at Portercliffe
Hall. He had served the old lord, who
had resided at the Ilall; and now he
served the wvoung lord, whoe hived in
Switzerland because ho could not afford
to live at the family mansion. After
such high serviee, it must have been a
shock to Chandos to serve Hiram K
Fish, of New York.

Since the young lord had inherited
the estate the great mansion had been
let to a series of tenants, and Chancos
and his stafl had been, so to speak, let
along with it. That was the only means
by which voung Lord Porterclitfe eould
keep up the mansion, and avoid adding
the nwnerous stafl to the ranks of the
unemploved.

It could not have Leen a gratifying
experience for Chandos, accustamed io
the very best famalies.

But with Lord Porterclilfe taxed out
of house and home, the stalf, no doubs,
wers glad to keep thetr jobs on any
torie.

S0 excellent and stately 2 buotler as
Chamdos probably could have " placed
Bimself in some other noble family, not
vot  reduced to pendeel poverty by
income-tax aml  sur-tax  and  death
duties, But Chandos, no doubt, had

Wow! My dear—wow—friends—yow-0!"" he howled.

“Ow! My nose!™

reasons of his own for remaining
faithiul to Portercliffe Ilall. -
Anvhow, there he was, asnd his

present employer was Hiram K. Fish;
and Chandgs bore with that energetio
gontlemian, who was packed with pep
and go, as best he conid. He was even
learning to grasp the meaning of Hiram
I.'s remarkable varigty of the KEnglish
language.

Ho stood at attention—a dignified
figure! ©Chandos was massive and
broad and stately. His plump face was
a3 expressionless as a human  face
could be.

Its stately dignity was a littla marred
at the mowent by a dark shade under
the left eyve. Chandos had had 2 knock
there, having, 83 he had ecxplained,
unfortunately knocked his head on &
bedpost in the dark. The Dounder of
Greyiriars had quite a diffcrent theory
on t{na.t subject—which, however, ho had
confided to no one but Ilarry Wharton.

Mr. Iish, sprawling in a deep leather
chair, with his long legs stretched out,
and a long, thin cigar in his long, thin
moitth, eved the atately butler, with his
Lkeen, cute oves.

“You ain't spotted that guy yet,
Chandos? he demanded. I guess 1 put
it up to you, and I'll mention that I
expect resules.”

(Chandes coughed.

"I regret, sir—" he began.

Mr. Fish stopped him  with
upraised skinny forefingor.

“Now, you get this, Chandos!™ he
said. “You been butler here for
wmpteen years and you know sll the
guys in the shebang from A to izzard |
You was butler te the late Lord Dorter-
clilffe, and I guess you've been longer
on the spet than any other galoot in
the whole ecaboodle] Yon ought to be
alxle fo put yvour Onger on the hombre
I want 1"

1'ne Magner Liprant.—No. 1438,
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* Really, sir——"

“Thera's & guy in this shebang,” went
on Mr, Fish, “that I got to get, end
that I'm going to get! It must be one
of tho servants, because it can’t be any-
body elsa! He knows all about the
secrat passapes in the place, for since
they've been found, and I started ex-
ploring them, he's been playing ghost
io skear me off. You're wise to that?"

“¥ou havae certainly told me so, sir.”
Chandos coughed apain. “There are
many persons, sir, who believe that
Porterclife Hall is haunted by the
phantom of the Red Earl, who was
killed in the Turret Room in the reign
of Queen Elizabeth——" ] .

“] guess that guff cuts no ico with
e 17 said Mr. Fish, with o snort. “ I'll
say I was sure surprised a few when I
loosed off my gun at that ghost in the
vault and pever hurt him any.  Buf
when I found that mi cartridoes had
been changed for blanks, I guess 1 got
wise' to it 1 That spook has got a side-
kicker in this hyer shebang, Chandos,
who's got keys to open deskal 1 guess
ghosts ~ don’t open desks and mess
around with cartridges—not a whole
lot! Nope!™ :

“T can hardly believe, sir, that there
is any momber of my staff who is
unwortky of trust.”

“"Pack that up 1" said Mr. Fish, “I'm
telling you! Some guy got at my desk
and my coartridges! The same guy, I
guess, has heen plaving ghost! And
I'll say it was the same guy cinched the
spondulics from young Bunter's room !
I went that inystery guy, Chandes!™

“Lvery manservant, sir, in  this
establishment ¢cama here with the very
best of characters ™

“Yepl And one of 'em's a crook!”
said l\fr. Fish. “And that's the one I
want! I figure that you ought to be

THE MAGNET

able fo pick him out, Chandea. TI've
enra given the whole cabeodle the once
over, E‘nd he’'s got me beat. But

0
: “T hoave, of course, made very careful
investigation,” said the butler. *“But I
have every confidence—"

“Throttla it downl? snapped Mr.
Fish. * You figure that I'm dreaming !
Young Bunter raised a heap of golden
sovereigns in the hollow cak and parked
them in his room. They was rustled!
Whe rustled them ™

“y cannot undertake to say,
Really—*

“Waal, vou get to it 1" said Mr. Fish.
“T'Il mention this, Chandos! You got
the whale bunch of guys under your
eve, and you ought to be able to pick
out the galoot that's playing this gum-
gamo | ou get on with 1t, or this
shebang will bo wanting & noo butler |
You get that i

Chandos coloured faintly.

“You will allow me to point out, sir,
that though I am happy and honoured
to serve you, I am in the service of
Lord Portercliffe1” he answered.
should mceept dismissal only from his
lordship ™

Iiram K.’z steely eyes pleamed. Ha
sat upright in his chair, and removed
the cigar from his mouih.

*¥You chew on this, Chandos I" he said
grimly. “I got this shebang on three
months’ tengncy, with option to pur-
chase! I reckon you're wise to that
without me telling you I

“FPerfectly so, sir. I am naturally in
tho confidence of Lord FPorterelille's
agoente”

“Tf T buy,” said My, Fish, “the she-
hang's minn! ™Mebbe I can't five his
lardzhip’'s pesky servants till thent Dut
I calculate you don't want to be fired,

51T,
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“1 should be sorry to leave Porter-
cliffa  Hall, sir,” answered Chandos,
with vnruffled calm. “But I have no
doubt that I should be able to secure
an equally advantazgeous position in
soma other establishment

Mr. Fish's lean jaws shut hard.

“Waal, you spot that mystery guy,
or yowll be rubbering after that
advantageous posish so quick it'll mako
your head swim I he yapped.

" Really, sip——"*

“¥You got s crock in your outfit
hera I snapped Hiram K. Fish.
“I'm telling you! You got a crook
hers what plays ghost and picks locks,
and goes moseying along eccret pas-
sages and vaults—looking for what
don't belong to him, I reckeon. If
you ¢an't get a line on him, I recken

now or in thres months’

Il buy s noo butler who can! Chew
dn it, old-timer!”

"As I have already observed,
gip—a"

“Awl Can it snorted Mr. Tish.
“Mebba I coan’t fire his lordship’s

poesky menials till T'm through with a
frads with: his posky, lordehin. bt I
can sure help & galoot off the f{ront
orch, with & boot on his pants to give

im & lift, and that's wﬁat's coming
to you, Chandos, if vou pass across
any more of vyour back<chat. Cot
that 7"

Chandos gazed at Mr. Fish.

Certainly, not from his former ducal
employer; certainly, nob from any
lor of Porterclife had Chandas
heard this kind of talk before.

Tho mere idea of being helped out
of Portercliffo Hall, with a beot en his
Ennts to give him a lift, seemecd to

aza the majestic Chandos.

“Bir!"” he gasped. "8irl” 3

“Chew on k1" snapped Iliram I
“Chew on 1t, biz boy, and get it down !
T"ve said I want that guy! What I
say poes! Get down to ikl Prop
your ¢yes open! Oil your thinker, and
set it workingl I'm telling you if I
don’t get A line on that mystery guy
I'll fire every gol-darned galoot in the
shebang, beginning with youl Yep!
And then somal”

“8ir ¥ gasped Chandos.

“Now beat it1 Git [V

“8ir—" Chandos gur

“T guess I zard gkl
I*ish.

Chandas a dazed sboke, "got™

Mr. Fish, left alono in  the vast
ithrary of Porterclilfe, enovted! 1o
was angry and irritated, and he had
let Chandos have the rough edge of his
tongue. e hoped it would do him
gand.

Chandos waz an  excellent  hutler;
the wvast establishment of Porterclilfe
IIall ran like clochwork under his alic
hands,  Ilut oulside his duties as a
buther, Hiram K. lgured that he wus a
honeliead, a jay, o big sufl, ond a
Loob from DBoobsvilla,

[t was as cortain as anything conld
L that the “mystery man " of Porter-
ofiffe Hall was o member of the house-
hold staff

Chandos, Mr. Fish reckoned, ought
to be able to lay his plump finger on
him. Bot Chandos scomed guile belp-
loss in the matter. :

Indecd, after all that had happened
at  DPortereliffe, Chandos  persizied,
rospoctfully, but  obstinately,  in his
opintion  that all the members of 1he
stall were above suspicion ! Naturally,
it got iram K.'s goat!

Mr. Ifish guessed that he wanted
hoss-sonse from the guy, not that sort
of dope! Ile snorted a3 the deor
closed behind Chandos,

rowled

“*Dog-gonn the bip stff ™
Mr. I‘gaﬁ. “1 gucss he's the dumbesk

led.

heoted e

m
sl



dumbbell I've struck in this dog-
goned dumb island! It sure does get
my iﬂat g few ! I'll tell & man! DBut,
by the great horned toad, if he don't
sort out that crook and toto him along
I'll five him—I’1l sure fire him!”

And Mr. Fish snorted again in
great wratlh.

Cute and E%‘v az he was, 1t did
not occur to Mr. Fish that Chandos
mhght have his own reasons for
sorting out the mystery man and
*toting him along. ith all his oute-
ness and all his spryncss, all his push
and pep, it was possible that Hiram

E.'s wits wers not the sharpest in
FPortercliffic Ealll

not

—-— e rr——

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Alonzo Takes the Medicine I

[ TCIIOOOOH 1
A “Go it, Bunter!™
*Deast! Atchooooh 1

Bunter went it

Harry Wharton and DBob Cherry
werg drenched az well as Billy Bunter;
but they were drying in the hot
August sun  and they  were  nok
BILEEZING.

Bunter scemed to be catching a cold.

The three drenched juniors had
packed into a taxicab at %{ingsgatu to
get back to Portercliffe Hall a3 zoon as
possible. The rest of the party were
walking,

“ Atohoo-choo-clioo " sneezed Dunter.
"1 say. you fellows, I think I'm going
to be 1ll! can feel pneumonis
coming on ¥

If Bunter expected the juniers to
show signs of consternation at that
startling news ho was disappointed.

Bunter had endangered the lives of
ell three by his fatuous folly, and if
ho had a cold in his fat little noso
the opinion of the other fellows was
that 1t served him jolly well rightl

“Fathead |7 said Harry.

“Ass ! gaid Dob.

S That's all you care!™ said Bunter
bitterly  “ After all I've done for youl
Talk about ingratitude being the thank-
less child of a serpent's tooth——"

“Ha, ha, ha

" Oh, cackle 1™ said Bunter., * Cackle !
With a fellow—atehoo—dying of pneu-
motia under your—atchooh-choo—noses [
It's what I should expect of you!l 1 can
feel it coming on—crecping all over
me———

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The idea of pneumonia crceping all
over Bunter seemed to entortain his
companions. They roared.

“Well, you beasts1" gasped Bunter.
“I can tell you we've a lot of pneu-
menia in our family | My grandiather
was lame with it——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Beasts I roared Bunter.

He sneezed sulkily till the taxi drove
up to Portercliffe Hall. Tired as he
was, and ill as he was—with pneu-
monia creeping all over him—Bunter
showed activity when the taxi stopped
at the steps of that great mansion,

o ﬂ'umped . out gquite quickly and
vanished into the bouse, before any
guestion could be raised about who was
to pay the taximan.

Chandos was coming away from tho
liiraey door. The butler gazed at
the wet and muddy Owl, & faint smila
hovering over his plump face.

“An accident, sirt" esked Chandos.

“Thoze beasts got me ceught in tha
tide 1" pgrumted Bunter. “I beliave
they -rli(f it on purpose! Ielp me up
to my room, Chandos!”

Chandos gazed at him, and appar-
ently decided that PBunter 1n his
present state was not nice to touch.
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“James ! John ™  ecalled out
Chandes. " Help Master Bunter up to
hizs room.”

Two footmen helped Master Bunter
up to his room. Wharton and Bob
Cherry did not need assistance to get
to their room, and it did not take

them long to clean and change, Then
l'fhﬁ‘_‘r‘ looked in on Bunter.

" Atchoocoooh 1"

A Jowd and prolonged sneeze
grected them.

Bunter was 1n bed.

“Turned in!” exclaimed Bob.,

“I've gone to bed, as I'm illl™
answered Bunter, with dignity, *Tell

Chandos I will have dinner sent up,
you fellows. Tell him to send plenty |
I believe in feeding a cold !

“Aren't vou feverish!” asked Bob.

" ¥Yes—fearfully foverish ™

“You have to starve a fever, you
know |" said Bob gravely.

“I mean, I'm not feverish at all—
not a trace of it, Juckily! Mind you
tell Chandos to send up plenty | Feed-
ing a cold is the best thing you can

do with it. Plenty, of good food—that's

the thing! I don’t eat much, as 8
rule, as you fellows know——-%

“Oh, my hat !

“But you have to feed a cold! I'm
awfully ill—pains all over——"

“If it's all over, what's the
trouble 17

“I mean, the [Eain*s all over me, you
gilly fathead | mean, that it's all
over—not that it's all over I’

“Lucid, at any rate!” agreed Bob.
“Like (o sce a doctort”

“Well, no, I'm not o fellow to make

a fuss about mn illness, like some
fellows! I say—— Atchoooh! (Give
me & hanky! Atchooh! I say, you

fellows, you ean sit with me till dinner-
time, and wait on mo if I want any-
thing, and—" :

“HMalla, hallo, halla! I think I can
hear the fellows coming in!”  said
Bob, as he hurried out.

“Beast! I say, Wharton—"

“Coming1®  said  Wharton, 1n
response to &n imaginary call, and he
hurried after Bob.

Bunter snorted ! e g

Nobody seemed keen on sitting in his
room, listening to his sncezing and
waiting on him if he wanted anything.
Perhaps they did not see way ho
should not wait on himself 1 he
wanted anything!

But Bunter was nob left alone long.
The rest of tho party had come in, and
Alonzo Todd came up to see Bunter at
once. Ha had a large bottle in las
hand, ss his kind and cheerful face
beamed in at Bunter's door.

“My dear William——"" said Alonzo.

“Ten’t it dinnertime yeti™ asked
Baunter.

“Dinner it ab seven-thirty, my dear
William, and it iz not yet seven o'clock,”

id Alonzo.

“Oh lor'l Got any tolfee?”

“1 am very, very sorry——"

“Cot any bullseyes¥?

“1 regret very, very much—*

“Idiot ™ _

“My dear William, I have something
for you much better than either tofiee
or bullzeyes1” said Alonzo, beanung.

“Qh!"” said Runter, sifting up and
taking notice. “You're not such & beast
as thosa other beasts, "Lonzy | Yhat 1s
it—a galke?"

£l t:lh- nﬁ [J‘J

“ Caramels " asked Bunter.

“Homething much better than that in
your present state, my dear William.”
Alonzo held up the bottle. “'This, my
dear Bunter, 1s Dr. Pooter’s Magical
Mixture for Pining Pooplel A table-
spoonfuyl—-~"

“You silly ass!” shricked DBumter.

H

Almost anything in the eatable or drink-
able line was grist that camo to Bun-
ter’s mill. But he drew & line at patent
medicines, He pined for toffes and
bullseyes, cake and caramels, but he was
not one of the pining people whe pined
for Dr. Pooter's Magical Mixture.

“In a glass of water—" continued
Alonzo.

“Idiot ™

“Pray allow me to give vyou a dose,
my dear Willlam. You will find the
efiect wonderful—indeed, marvellous!”
urged Alonzo. ““There 15 a glass
here—"

it DL:I.IT.I.I_'.I'.I.]"]" o

“I will prepare the medicine for
you—-~"

* Chuormp 1"

“My dear William—"

“Get out, and take that rotten muck
away " roared Bunter.

“J assure you, my dear William, that
it will do you worlds of good,” said
Alonzo.  *It is really marvellous. §
gave some to my Aunt Tabitha's cat in
i1ta milk shortly before it died—"

* Gerrout [

“But, my dear Willlam—"

“ Beast " :

Even the good Alonzo could not con- -
sider Bunter's remarks kind, or friendly,
or prateful. But he was pot to be dis-
couraged.

He poured water into & glaszs, added
a tablespoonful of the marvellous mix-
ture, and brought it to Bunter's bedside,
The fat Owl glared at him through his
big spectacles,

“Now, take it, my dear Bunter!®
urged Alonzo. “The effect will be
visible immediately.”

Bunter's cyes  glittered through his
spectacles. He took the tumbler in a
fat hand. Alonzo beamed.

His mmpression was that Bunter was
oing to take the medicine internally.
%untnr’a improssion was that Alonzo
Todd was going to take it externally.
1t was Bunter's impression that was well
founded.

With a jerk of his fat paw, he hurled
the contents of the tumbler into the
kind, beaming face of Alonzo!l

Splash t

“Urrrgh !” gurgled Alonzo, as he stag

erad back from the bedside. “Yurggh!

arrgght My d-d-dear William—good
gracious—ucrrrrggh ™

Alonzo was right on ono puinti Tha
effect of the medicine was visible imme-
diately. Its efizet on the hapless Alonzo
was fo make him gurgle and gasp
eplutter frantically |

“Wuarrrrggh! Urrrgh!” gurgled
Alonzo. “0Oocogh! I am very, very—
wurergh! Oh dear! I can only say—
gurrrggh! Wuouuurgh 1

Alonzo Todd staggered from the room,
mopping Dr. Pooter's Marvellous Mix-
ture from his eyes and nose and ears and
hair. And he did not return. Alonzo
was very, very kind, and very, ver
sympathetic, but he could not help feel-
ing that kindness and Eﬁ'mﬁﬂ.th were
wasted on an  Invalid like \{:illia.m
George Bunter.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Smithy's Scheme [

b OFFEE, s=ir?™ .
@ “Thank you,"” said Harry.
Wha:ston's cyes rested for a

moment curtously on  the

Elump. lacid face of Chandos as he

anded the coffee. They Iinget'ed on the

ghade under the butler’s left eve. And

a5 Chandos moved away to serve tho

other guests, Wharton’s glance followed
him—dubicusly.
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The Portorcliffe party wers in the hall
nftor dinner, toking coffee there. Only
BIII'P Bunter was ahsent.

laving gone fo bed with a cold,
Bunter was staying there—not at all to
the grief of the general company.
Fodceed, Bmithy remarked that Bunter
could make any party a success by stay-
ing away from 1it.

&'hﬂ radio was on, and most of the
juntors giving it their attention. Wibley
Lad & writing-pad open on the arm of
hia chair, jotting down flashes of in-
spiration for his play. Fisher T. Fish
was regoarding the radio thoughtfully.
Ho was not giving ear to the music
however, but calculating the probable
cost of the clectric current running the
wireless.  Alonzo Todd was deep in
“The Story of & Potato: from the Sced
to the Saucepan.”

On a settee in the aleove where the
bronze statue of Hercules stood, Hiram
K. Fish was deep in low-voiced talk
with his seeretary, Bosanney. Only one
matter occupied Mr. Fish's mind—the
business proposition which had brought
him to Portercliffa Hall.

That business proposition had been s
deep sccret, but the late happenings at
Portercliffc had rather enlightened the
Greyiciars fellows, They had a fairly
clear idea now why Popper and Son
had located themselves in Lord Porter-
cliffe's mansion.

Wharton, as his eyes lingered on the
plump, massive figure of the butler,
I that the Bounder was locking at
Chendos also. Vernon-Smith lounged
acrosas tho hall with his coffes-cup 1n his
hand, and sat down beside Harry, who
was on & divan by the wall at a little
distance from the others. = Wharton
-amiled as the Bounder joined him. He
knew what was in Bmithy's mind.

Smithy did not speak for a few
minutes.  Hie eyes followed Chandos,
Iili;lﬂering on him till the butler left the

“You've still got that ides in your
head about Chandos, SBmithy?” ashed
Wharton. q

“PDon't you egres with me?” asked
the Bounder quieily.

*“Blessed if I know 1" answered Harry
frankly. “There may ba something in
if, but it secms awfully thicki I can’t
quite swallow it.” )

Vernon-Smith shrugged his shoulders.

“Isn't evidenco any good to yout" he
asked. “¥ou and I ran into the mystery
man the other night at the secret door
in the picture gallory. We grabbed him
in the dark, and I hit him in the eye.
I told you afferwards that I believed
I had damaged that eye, and that if we
found a member of the steffi with s
gammy eye, we had the man,”

“Yes; bu .

“Next day Chandos had a gammy
eye—and & E:En of having knocked his
liead on a ost! It wasn't a bed-
post he knocked it on, old bean; it was
my knuckles.”

Tha Bounder spoke with positive con-
viction.

But Wharton by no means shared his
certainty. It scemed beyond doubt that
the mystery man was one of the
numerous staff of Portercliffe Hall. But
Chandos was surely the least likely to be
the man--the stately, massive, irre-
ptoachable Chandos

“Wa didn't see the sportsman that
night in the dark,” went on Vernon-
Smith. “But we grappled with him.
He was a big man—no mistake sbout
that.”

“That's s0," agreed Harry.

“Chandos is & big man.” ]

“Yeoa; but—" Wharton shook his
hoad slowly. “You may be right,
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Smithy—I don’t mi vou'ra mot. But
I wouldn't say anything if I were you!

If Chandos really hanged that eye on a
bedpost—and very likely he did—"

“I'm not saying anythin', fathead]
I've told you suse you wera with
ma at the time. I shouldn’t dream of
speaking without proof. Precious ass
I should lock if I aceused Chandos, and
1t turned out to be some other man.”

Wharton smiled! That remark indi-
cated that at the back of his mind the
Bounder admitted the possibility of a
doubt. .

“But I'm gmn%- to make sure,” went
on Smithy in-a low voica. “The mys-
tmg’ man, whoever he is, is a raseal,
and up to rascality | There's not much
doubt what he's after. Since Bunter
found some hundreds of sovereigna
hidden in_the hollow cak, and somebody
pinched them from the suitcase the fat
wliot parked them in, it's pretty clear.”

Wharton nodded.

“Old Fish has taken this place he-
cause he knows somchow that the late
Lord Porterclifie hoarded o large sum
imm gold here,” said Bmithy, “1 faney
I can guess how.he knows it, too. His
secretary, B‘-crsaunr:{. was secretary to
the old lord, and lived here for ycars
in the old lord’s time. A chap needn’t
be a giddy detective to guess that
Dosanney put old Fish wise: he knew
his master’s game—spied on him, T sup-
pose. And some other man in the placa
was spying, too, and learned about the
hidden hoard, though not whers it waa
hidden.”

Harry nodded again.

“Hiram was keeping it dark,” went

on the Bounder, with & grin. *“But
when Bunter feund the guids and seat-
tered them all over the shop, he
couldn’t keep that up. T fanecy evory-
body in the place knews what he's after
now. Not much secret about it any
longer.”
Y1 suppose the hoard will be his, if
1t's found, as he's bought the place from
:,TFLI[I:IE' Lord Portercliffe!” said Harry
slowly.

“Bunter makes out that he hasn't
bought it, but only hired it, with an
option  to urchase 1” grinned the
Bounder. “He pried into a letter—"

“1 shouldn’t take the word of & fellow
who pried into private letters,” said
Harry,

“Naol But it looks likely enough. I
don’t believe Hiram could afford to buy
the place. But if he 3Enta the hidden
hoard, he can buy 1it—what "

Wharton frowned.

“That's rot, Smithy! He can't buy
the place from young Lord Portercliffe
with the man's own money [*

@1 faney he would look on that as a
emart stroke of business ™ said the
Bounder, with a laugh,

“I_ should call it something else!”
said Harry, with a curl of the hp. “ 8o
near & swindle that it would need a
mieroscope to seo any difference. But
we've no right to think that Mr. Fish
would do anything of the sort. Bunter's
a gabbling ass—and ten to ono he's got
it all wrong.”

“MNo bizney of ours, anyhow,” eaid
Vernon-Smith carclessly. " But whether
the hidden hoard belongs to old Fish or
to voung Lord Porterchiffe, it certainly
daocsn't ei:}n’g to the mystery man—and
he's: after i,

“Right as rain!”’ agreed Wharton.
“I'd like to spot him, and put a si:;xkc
in his wheel. DBut if he's been looking
for it ever since the old lord died years
ago, he hasn't had much luck,”

“Bunter’s had all the luck so far,”
grinned Smithy, “But it may turn up
any time, and I should hate to see it
fall into the pawa of that mnesking

rotter we call the mystery man—though
I should call him Chandos——"

“Better not, tili you'res sure, at any
rate.”

“I'm going to make sure! I've been

oing  zoma giddy detective work
already I” ﬁrinned Amithy. I dare say
you may have noticed, once or twice,
that when Chandos has been wanted, ha
Was ]311']|§ down with one of his heads
aches. He seems to cultivate e head-
ache pretty often. Well, I'vo found
that Chandos takes a long rest in his
room every day.”

't:’F"What on earth has that to do with
it

“Fathead i If he goes rooting after
the old lord’s hoard, he can only do it
at might, when the house is asleop. But
he can’t live without sleep, himself. He
has to make it up in the day-time.”

“Oh1” said Harry.

Yernon-8mith slipped his hand intg
his pocket, and drew out a small object,
at which Wharton glanced curiously.
It was & squirt.

*“What the dickens is that for 7" asked
o andos d d

“Chandos ! answered the nder.

uipndos L Bounder,

“I'm going to fll it with indelible
marking-ink. T got it to-day in Mar-
gate for this litile game.”

“But what—" ejaculated Wharton.

“I've_been studying the lay of the
land! We know, from what's hap-
pened, that the jolly old mystery man
goes rooting into the passages and
vaults by way of the sccret door in the
picture gallery. Well, if he comes from
Fhandns rﬂnml_ he has *]ﬂi.e cross this hall
to get to the picture gallery., I'm com-
ing dewn tn-anht—-——g

"Smithy ™

“And, keeping watch in the dark”
said the Bounder coolly. “And if any-
bedy stirs in the dark, he will get this
squirtful—all over him. And ha can
explain afterwards what he was doing,
up in the dark.™

Harry Wharton laughed.

SBmithy slipped the squirt back inte
his pocket. He was evidently very
much taken with his ides for spotting
the mystery man of Portereliffe.

There wae no doubt that, if any man
ﬁt_:nt a equirtful of indelible ink over
im, it would be easy enough to iden-
tify him afterwarde. Whether it was
Chandos, or uot, the case would be
clear,

“Not a word, of course!” added the
Bounder.

“Mum's the word !” agreed Wharton.

When the Greyfriars party went up
to bed, Herbert Vernon-Smith went to
his room—but not to turn in.

His first proceeding was to fill the
squirt carefully from a boltle of purple
marking-ink.

He placed it in his pocket, fully
loaded. Then he shut off his light,
turned on thoe shaded bedside reading-
lamp, and sat down to read the
“Huoliday Annual ¥ while he waited for
midnight.

THE NINTH CHAPTER,

Very, Very Kind of Alenzo !

NORE {
Harry Wharton & Co. looked
in on Bunter on their way to

end resonant
ey looked into

The sound of s dec
snore greeted them as
the fat Owl's room. i

The light was on, and it revealed
William George Bunter's fat face on the
ptllow—the eyes shut, and the mouth
o -

E?Gmdvnight-. old fat man [* chuckled
Bob Cherry,
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Vernon-Smith jumped for the staircase—and he jumped quick ! Buf he did not jump quite quick enough. DMr. Fish's
leng leg shot put, and his boot elumped on the Bounder as he jumped. ** Yooop ! ' roared Smithy, as he eaptured the boot,

and sprawled headlong.

Suore ! :

Billy Buntcr had been feeding his
cold. It was not a very bad cold—the
sneezing scemced to have possed off.
Perhap: feeding it had done it good—
Bunter had undoubtedly fed it well!
Probably he reguired a rest after his
exertions in feeding the cold,  Anyhow,
he was fast asleep, and snorimg !

On the bedside table was a tray. On
the tray was a dish! On the dish was
a large cake.

Bunter was not always gifled with
foresight.  Bul evidently hc had fore-
seonn that his cold might require feed-
ing again durving the night. The big
pluin cake was at hand, ready, in case
of need!

Alonzo Todd regarded the sleeping
beauty with a kind and sympathetic eye.
The other fellows, having failed to
obtain any answer but o snore to thetr
cheery good-nights, passed along the cor-
ridor to their roonis.

But Alouzo lingered.

Alonzo could not help fﬂ(’lir]? YOTF,
very lart by Bunter's ungrateful recop-
tion of tho doze of Dr. FPooler's Marvel-
lous Mixture for Pining People. It had
taleen Alonzo quite & long time to wash
off that Marvellous Mixture from his
kingd, simple face. After which he had
left Bunter alone. But Alonzo never
reimenibered offences long. o could
make allowances for the testy temper of
au invalid. Now, a3 ho gazed at
Bunter, his kind and sympathetic nature
was in the ascendant again.

“Ay dear William ¥ =aid Alonzo,
advancing to the bedside.

Snore |

Alonzo extended a bony hand and
shook the fat junior by the shoulder.

Runier slirred in his sleep.

“ Urrerggh 1 he murniared.
Urrah 1™

“ My dear William-—-"

Bnore |

shake, shake, shakel!

Liaater's eyes opencd, and he blinked.

“ Peast !

“Gerraway " he purgled. " DBeast!
"Tein't rising-bell!  Urrghl  T'm not
oing to fet. up vetl Tell old Quelch
'm too ill to get up !’

Then, realising that he was not in the
Remove dormitery at Groyfriars,
Bunter sat up, glaring.

“¥You blithering idiot, what have you
wolie me up for?” he hissed. * You
silly fathead, I was drcaming about a
spread in Mauly's study | We had jam
tarts and neringues!  You howling
duminy

YT am very, very sorry to disturh
vour slumbers, my dear William,” said
Alonzo gently. “But [ feel that 1 ecan-
not seck repose without doing what I
can for a dear friend whe is 1LY

“You silly diot 1 -
I“ 1‘:;.13; e patient, my dear William,

“¥ou dunderhiraded dll'l!.r‘.ln'l}' g

41 have brought vou a packet of Dr.
Pooler’s Pink Powder for Sleopless
Sulferers I explained Alonzo. He held
up & packet m his hand, and BDunter
blinked at it with a [urious blink., *If
you take one dose, my dear Bunier, you
will sleep soundly till morning—"

“You—you—ryou—"" gasped Bunter.
Alonzo had woke him out of & sound
sleep to give hin a dose to induce slum-
ber, * You—you——-="

“The taste,” szaid Alonzo, “is rather
bitter 1| DBut you might eat a In:-rce of
this eake afterwards, to fake the taste
ALY i

Hfl':ntut' eroped for his pillow.

S0 the powder may be taken spread
on cake,” explained Alonzo. It does
not matier how it is taken, provided
that it is taken in very, very consitdor-
nble quantitiea. T trust, my dear Wil
linmm, that you will-— Yarcooooh "

Dunter's pillow interrupted Alonzo.

Grasping it with both fat hands, thoe
Ow] of 1hie Remave landed it on Alonzo’s
kind, simple face with all the force of
hiz fut aris.

Bump |

“1 guess there’s a few more to come !’ hooted Mr. Fish.

.tlii!,r:rnzﬂr sat down beside the bed,
yvelling.

Bunter leaned over the bLedside. Up
went the mpillow, and down 1t camoe

again, getting Alonzo nicely on the top
of the head.

Alonzo rolled over on the foor,
gasping.
Bunter tnade anolher swipe, and
naissed,

“ O dear |

aapc:gl MAlonzo.

“You waik till I pet at vou ! hissed
Bunter. Heo started erawling out of
bed.

Alonze did not wait Lill Bunter pot sk
bhim. He¢ grabbed up the precious
packet of powder, which hoe had
dropped in his fall, and bolted out of
Bunter's room.

" Beast 1" hissed Bunter, az the door
closed.

IHe was sorry that Aloneo Liad escaped
so soon.  Exertion did noet, as o rule,
appeal to Billy Bunter. But he would
have been gute glad to exert himself
in handing the gond Alonzo a few moro
swipes with the pillow.

Iowever, Alonze was gone, and the
fat Owl sottled down to slwnber again.
In o few minutes his snore was onco
maore awakening the echoes,

If he dreamed, ha did not droam
that Alonzo's kind, sympatletic ocors
listoned to that snore outside his door.

The door re-opened softly.

Bunter had left the light on, and
Alonzo pazed meross the room at his
?iei:;pjng face. He gazed at him thought-
ully.

Kven Alonzo realised that it was no
uso waking Bunter up again fo urgo
him to take that dose of Dr. Pooter's
Pink Powder. But, in spite of Dunter's
black ingratitude for his kindly atten-
tions, Alonzo had no doubt that the
pink powder would insure Punter a

{Continued on page 16 )
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Ile knew that

refreshing night's rest.
it was unfailing in its efficacy, becauso
Dr. Pooter said so in his advertisements,
and surcly De. Pooter ought to know

Alonzo, with a kind amile on his face
—much to his credit, after the pillow.
1pg—5tepped gquietly to Bunter's bed-
SLOE

This time he did not wake Bunter.

He opencd the packet and proceeded
to shake the pink powder all over the
bedside cake.

If Dunter woko 1t was certain that
he would scoff the cake., On that poeint
there was no shadow of doubt—no pos-
eible, probable, shadow of doubt—ne
possible doubt whatever! Scofling the
cake, he would take the powder—he
would have no choice about tiha.t | Then
ha would go to sleep again, culmly, and
pexcefully, and r-:-IruahinE;I;;. if  the
statements in Dr. Pooter’s advertise-
ments were to be relied on.

Alonzo, feeling that he was doing a

::-Id deed, beamed over the slumbering

wil

Bunter snored on, unconscionz of the
good deed,

To the last whiff, the powder was dis-
tributed on the cake. Neot a fraction of
the cake was left unpowdered.

Having dono that pood decd, Alonzo
Todd guitted the room, with an eusy
conscience. He was very, very muci
hurt by Bunter’s ingratitude, but le
was very, very forgiving: and he was
very, very glad that he had thoaght of
that simple method of doing Bunter
good, in spite of himsclf.

He turned off the light and shut the
door softly, and retired to his own room
in the piﬂﬂs.ﬂn!. frame of nnnd  thal
naturatly follows the doing of a kind
and thoughtful action !

Bunter snored on |

THE TENRTH CHAPTER.
The Secret Sign !

IRAM K. FISH struck a maich
H end  Dighted  his  wmipteenth
long, thin cigar.

The flame of the match,
limnering through the vast Library of
Yarterchiffe Iiall, shone for a moment

on the pale and worried face of Jonas
Bosanner, tha secretary, It wentb ont,
[I.nd ].’Ilﬂ.‘iELllﬂl':'u'lh fﬂf:ﬂ !H:‘;H[‘Il["'ﬂ-l‘("ii o ":J.:ili-
Only the vl pglow, at the cod {:P Lo
cigar, broke tho glooin.

t was Jong past midopeht.

Bot Hiram W, Fish was pot thinking
ﬂ-f h‘\{"ft oar H]{"I"l]. I;r'IH-'l'[I"l":'ﬁ' WWELS t]ljukiﬂg
of botl, but il was ¥, K. TFish who gave
tie orders.  The little man in black
vawned, while Iiram R, smoked ane
sicobed and smoked,  Tlhev were watt-
ing for one to strike before making e
TGy e.

Portercliffe 1uli was deep in silence
aned slumber.

The numeronz  guests, and  the
nurrerous staff, slept 1n their various
guarters., But Iiram K. did not think
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of sleep. and Bosanney thought of it in
Vi,

Hiram K. puessed that there was
another guy in the great mansion who
was probably wide awake—the mystery
man whoe was hiz preat rival in the
quest for the hidden hoard of the late
Lord Portercliffe,

And if the mystery man walked
abroad that night Hiram K. guessed,
teckoned, and ecalculated that Le was
going to “get ¥ him dead to rights, as
he exprossed it

‘Vhey sat uE) in the dark, to give the
impression, if the mystery man was on
the alert, that they had gone to bed.
For morse than an hour they sat
there, the secretary dismal and slecpy,
Hiramm K. ceoldly and grimly -deter-
mirned.

It had cost Hiram K. a pood many
dollars to take Portercliffe Hall for
three months, with sn option to pur-
chase: and those dollars were to come

back again, with many more added
thercunto, when he unearthed the
hidden hoard. It got Hiram K's goat

sorely to find that he had a rival in
the guest—an unknown, unscrupulous,
and resolute rival. The bare tﬁuught
of the hoarded gold falling into the
mystery man's hands roused Hirain's
duu}iﬁst ire.

“I'IY get him ¥ muttered Mr. Fish, as
he chewed his etgar. “I'll sure get him,
if I have to sit up on my hind leps and
watch for him every might! Yep! I'll
sure cinch that hombre I

Bosanney yvawned., The secretary was
ns keen as Mr, Fish to annex the hidden
hoard of gold that did not belong to
either of them. But he lacked
Hiramm K.'s nerve and toughness. He
did not like darkness, and still less
did he like the 1dea of shadowy encinies
lurking in the darkness,

*This proposition ain't so durned
easy as it looked when you put me up
ta it, old-timer,” went on Mr, Fish, “1
fipured that that pesky eold lord would
have ecached the sponduliez all in one
spot, and that when we found the seerct
passages we'd raize the pile. We sure
found the secret passages, but wo ain't
found snytlung else, except that mystery
guy playing ghost there”

Bosanney did not answer; ho was
nodding i his chatr.

“Then  that young gink, Dunter,
tumbled into the hollew tree and found
& heap of sovercigns !V said Mre. Fish.
“1 guess it proves that the hoard is
here OUIC,, but it sure looks as if that
P:-slc:r old lord parked the stuff in a
ot of different places.”

Le grunted.

“And thet mystery guy cinched the
spontdulics that that young gink parked
e his roomn 1 U sure make b congli
therm up when 1 get a holt on i, Yoo
hear e ? T omake b cougrh up overy
continental red cont 17

No reply from the scerctary. 1Ic had
mentdoad off.

M. Fishi grunted souin and smeoied
in silener 11 the stroke of one booned
through the silent house.

Then he Lthrew away the stunp of lus
cipar anid rosc to his feet.

“1 puess we got to pet busy now,
DBoszanney ™ he sard, "Eh? Why don't

o answer, you geck? Great Jolin
3[uums Brown ! Youa goue off snoozing

With an angrey snert Mr, Fish groped
at the seeretory to grasp him and shake
him to wakefuloess.

In the darkness, it was DBosannoy's
nose that he grabbed ; and the secretary
awoke quite suddenly, with a stariled
ek,

“* Waonoooh I

“Park 1t !” snapped Mr. Fish. * You
want to put the whole shebang wise to it
that we're sitting up end keeping tabs?
Quict, you piecan |”

“Oogh 1" gasped Mr. Bosannew, %1
--rId think I-—I nodded off for a moment
an _1!

“I'll say you did ¥ growled AMe. Fish.
“By the great horned toad, T guess you
want lo cinch 2 share in a million
dollavs without taking o lot of trouble.
Mebbe you'd like the dollarz to rain
on you, and only have to held out your
hend to keteh ‘em 17

“I—I am ready—"

“ Now get it clear ™ said Hiram K.
“If that mystery guy's at it apgin to-
night, as I reckon he is most nights,
he's gone by this time, by the sccret
door in the picture gallery. I'm going
to squat there and wait for him to coma
back. For the love of Mike, quit yawn-
ing I” added Mr Fish, breathing bhard
through his long, thin nose.

nney suppressed s vawn. .

“You're going to snuat in the hall.
H ho gets past me he'll run into you.
You get me?"

“0Oh, guite !” gpasped Bosanney.

He did not seem to relish the ilea of
the ‘mystery man running into him in
the dark.

“And you'll grab him. ™

“0Oh!l Certamly ¥ '

“I guess I schall be on hand™
growned Mr. Fizh. *“ He ain't likely to
get past me, but if he does I'll say I'll
be as close behind him as his pesky
shadder. It's a cinch that he's one of
the menzervants; and from the picture-
callery a guy can get back to the ser.
vantzs' quarters by way of the hall
We're bound to get him, Now come
un !.:Ul

Thera was a door from the library
opening on the picture-gallery,  Br.

¥ish groped to it, the sccretary follow-
mf ki, ]
faving entered the mallery, M. Fish

closed the docor, locked it, and put the
key in his pocket. Thera waz to bo
no chanee ui' escape for a fugitive by
way of the library.

Then ha moved zlong the great
gallery to the alcove, where the pieture
of the Red Earl locked down from its

ilt frame. Bosauney followed at lhis
weels.

The picture-gallery of Portercliffe was
a vast apartment. Only a dita ghiomer
of stars cama in at Lhigh windows,

Bozanney pecred to and fro uneasily
in the dark shadows, He was thinking
of the phantiom Red Barl, which ha
appeared in the vaults. Mr. Fish was
convinced that the phantom was &
“fake," but in the silence and solitude
of widnight, Bosammey did not fecl so
sure of it.

Hiramn K. Fish stepped into the
alcove and stood before the tall picture
of the Red Earl—the piciure that
formed the secret door in tho wall

Flo scarned 1t with keen eves. turn-
ing on the light of a pocket vicctrio
Lorel.

A littor =hot inio Uwose keen oves,

“Lreat Johin James Brown!" he
breathed, “ We pot him '™

DRozanney jumped.

“ What—where—" he stammered.

“He's gone through that pesky secret
door 1" said Mr. Fish in & low voice.
“Look here, give that the once-over!™

Bosanney stared, in the glimmer of
tho clectrie torch., From the bettom of
the great gile frame, a foot from the
floor, hung a broken cotton thread.

“Spot that ¥’ grinned Hiram K.

“Yes. But what—" .

“I guess I fixed that up!™ said Me.
Fish grimly. *I'll say I gummed that
thma.g on—ona end to the frame, and
the other to the floor. I gucss nobody
would notico it there, unless he was a
pesky eat ] Get the idea? That pictwre
couldn't be opened without snapping
that thread [



“0Oh '™ breathed Bosanney.

“Is it snapped, or ain't it{" de-
mamded Mr. Ifish. .
“Yer, certainly—"

“Yep=—I'll tell a man! That means
that the guy has gone through that
secerct door ! said Mpr, Fish, with deep
gatisfaction. “ And that means that we
only got to wait for him to come back.
I guesa I'll grab him e¢asy in this
slcove—but if he gets past me, you'll be
in tha hall waiting for him,”

*Oh, yes—quite |

Mr, Fish shul, off the light,

YGet going ' he muttered.

csanney pazsed down the gallery
towards the door that opened on the

He opened that door, passed through,
and closed it again,

~Alr. Fish remained in the aleove
under the picture of the Red DRarl—
watching and waiting. Ile was certain
of his prey now, and he did not mean
to let the mystery man escape his grasp
when e emerged. Ile grinned, a rather
ferocious grin, as he waited.  That
night Hiram K. guessed and reckoned
he was going to put paid to the mystery
man of Portercliffe.

——m o

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Wrong Man !

ERBERT VERNON-SMITH
gave a start and caught his
breath,

The great hall of Portercliffe
was black as the inside of a hat. The
Bounder could hardly ses an inch from
his nose,

But he could hear,

At midnight Bmithy had crept down
silently from his room in rubber shoes.
His squirt of purple indelible ink was
10 his pocket.

There was no sound in the great
house. That Mr. Fish and his secretary
wera sitting up in the library in the

arkness the Bounder, of course, had
not the faintest jdea.

8o far as he knew, everyone in the
great house of Portercliffe was in bed
and fast asleep—except himself and
yerhaps the roystery man,

In the thick darkness Smithy groped
silently to an armchair and sat down to
wait with grim patience. His squirt
was 1n lis hand now, resting on ona
knee,

Ho was sleepy, but he did net think
of closing his eves for a second. Ha
could make up for loss of eleep by a
nap on Margate beach next day. Tha
Bounder was & determined fellow, and
when he tock a task in hand he was the
fellow to get through with it; and, con-
vinced that Chancdos, the butler, was
the “mystery man® of Porterclifio
Hall, Smithy was resolved to make that
fact known beyond the shadow of a
doubt.

1f the mystery man turned up that
night he would get him with the squirt
of ink; if the man got away after that
it would not save him. Mr. Fish would
be only too glad to be called and told
that there was an unmistakable clue to
the night Fr-:swlen

Long before the rascal could clean off
the traces of the ink he would be found
and identified. And it would -be
Chendos’ room that would be locked
ipto first,

And if the mgste man did not turn
ip that night Smithy was resolved to
play the same dguma again night after
n’:Eﬂt till he did.

But it seemed that he was in luck,
ax & sound came through the dense
darkness of the hall

It was a quarter of an hour since he
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had heard one strike. At a quarter
past one, who was stitring in the silence
of the ﬁreut housa 7

_Bmithy’s eyes gleanied as he roze
silently to his feet mnd listened.

Faintly, but unmistakably, there came
the sound of a door that opened and
clozed again. It was the door connect-
g the hall with the picture gallery.
gd the man passed him si]entﬂr in
the dark and gone into the gallery?
Or was he coming back?

The Bounder could not tell; he could
se¢ nothing, But he listened with
straining ears for a sound to guide him.
~And he caught a sound--a faint rust-
ling movement in the dense darkness.
His heart beat.

The unseen man had not gone from
the hall into the picture gallery; he
had come out of the picture gallery into
the hall, That was certain, for the
Bounder eould hear him,

Silent, inch by inch, the Dounder
cropd in the direction of the seund.

17

Dark aa it was, he had the faintest of
g}lllm ses of a shadowy figure close by
t

a door that led into tho gallery; his
keann ear caught & sound of subdued
breathing.

The Bounder grinned in the dark

Carefully he raised his hand with the
squirt n it

Squissssh |

fash 1

The inky contents of the squirt shob
straight at the shadowy figure by ‘tha
Ealler; door. There was a startled

owl in the darkness.

“Oh! Owl Qocooght
ﬂmgh 1

The Bounder chuckled.
Someons was Splutt.aring wildly in the
dark. TFace and clothes of the unseen
man wera drenched with g squiriful of
purple indelible marking-ink. Some, to
judge by the sounds, had gone into the
unseen mean's mouth, He was gurgling

]1.:3'1.'1{!'.*[_2'+
Continued on next page.)

Grooogh'!

{1}
Fitzgerald has a charming smile
(Except whaen he meets Coker),
A fellow from the Emeraid Isle,
As upright as & poker,—

And found him
do?*

“ Well, dogsbody,
you ?

(5)
Ha swiltly put me at my ease,
Did Fliz from Tipperary,
But knowing his proclivities,
I telt & trifle wary.
Said he : *“* Now sample one ol these
Nice cakes from Courtfield Dairy.”

i {T)
4 “Now {ry a fart 1" I heard him =ay.

“*No, thanks ! I answered thickly.
He gave me one! 1 backed away,

Prepared to dodge down qulckly.
Ha ate the tart—"twas gulie 0.K,

At which I looked quite sickly.

Said he :

I found the thing

(10}
Belfore I found the hanky frick,
I'd wiped my face with vigour,
And conseguenily in a iiek
Was changed Inio a nigger!
1 looked, and [lelt, completely slck,
As Fitz began to snigger.

I called fo got an interview
! bowed and murmured : * Howja

Heo psald, by way of greeting :

And why ihis merry meetlng ? "

()
“*Now wipe your JTace
and scoot 1
And handed ma a hanky.
I longad to give the chump my boot,
Eut only answered : “*Thank'asl**

Some mors dashed hanky-panky !

I have decided 0

ive the Greyfriars
Rhymester another chance,

is week's

guile, TERRENCE FITZGERALD,
A dreadful, dreadful joker ! the Irish member of the Fifth Form.
{2) (&)
He rraﬂim his gha;t!y wits Hea'll never miss 2 chance of ﬂ.‘l‘ﬂ,
Alike on Iriends and [oemen, In thai he's very zealous;
To ses a chap who's scared to bifs The Filth Form fellows who've hesn
Is taken as an omen dona
That he’s been talking to old Fitz By him, are rathsr iu!nui;
(Hls usual cognomen), Thoey'll talk to him with Prouiy’s gun
One day,—or so they tell us !
{4)

busy eating,

whai's up with

(6)
I dld—and took a hearty bile !
There came & groat &'Iflﬂl!#?ﬂ !
I fumbled backwards, stif with Iright,
Fifr laughed at the commotlon !
That cake was Olled with dynamite,
At loast, so I've & notlon,

(8)
1 lound my penecil on the blink
{I'd broke the lead-propaller),
Sald Fitz ;1 ** You'd bettar take, I think,
fountain-psn, young feller!*
I did 50, and a sfream of ink
Shot ouf upon my smeller |

was full of so0f—

(11)
I saw that something must be done ]
On that 1 was decided !
T threw a teapot (just for fum),
And knoeked him all lep-sided 1
And then the tea began fo rop—
But not so fast as J d4!d |
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“Guarrrrrggh? Ughl Gurrggh IV

¥ Clot llirugﬁ‘ breathed the Bounder,

The inky one was Boundering wildly
in the dark., There was a crash as an
“ograsional ' table went over, and a
vase of fowers standing on it was shat-
tered on the polished cale foer.

Crash [

“Urergh!  Who—what—  Uregh !
Help!™ came spluttering, " Urrghl
Help ! Gurrgh ™

Smithy slipped the squirt inte his
otliet and greped along the wall for a
ligglb switch, to turn on tho electric
it

He had fully expected that when the
mystery man got the ink he would ron
for it instantly, hoping to escape dis-
covery., Instead of whieh, the man re-
mained where he was, gurgling and
spluttering and howling for help., It
seeined that the sudden drenching in
the dark had knocked him completely
alf his balance.

Vernon-Smith grabbed the switch st
tive foot of the stnircase and turned it
on, Instantly the great hall was Hooded

with light,
His eves fixed on the ink?' fgure—and
s head. It

tlien almost bulged from

was not, as he E;.d fully expected, the
massive figure of Chandea that mct his
view in the sudden illumination.

It was o small, slight figure in black—
that of Mr. Bosanney, Hiram K. [ish's
secrotory | ]

The face, smothered with ink, was
hardly recognisable, and Dosanney was
clawing and mopping at it with both
hands; but the %Duudcr kuew him at
onee.

“Oh gad!” pgasped the amazed
Smithy,
Had Lie been mistaken? Was the

myvstery man, after all, not Chandos, the
butler, but DBosanney, the secrctary?
Smithy felt as if s head was turning
round with astonishment.

Iic had got his man, there was ne
doubt about that—but not the man he
Lhod expected to get !

Bosanney's wild howls and gurgles
reachied other ears than Smithy’s, Lhe
door fromn the picture gallery was sud-
denly torn open, and a talﬁ angular,
bony figure rushed into the hall.

Y Great John James Brown !" howled
Hiram K. Fish. “What—"

It was the climax of astonishment to
the Bounder.

Ho blinked blankly at Hiram .
Tish,

Bosanney had come from the picturc
gallery; evidently Mr. Fish had been
thera with him. Obvicusly, Bosanncy
could not be the mystery man.

The truth flashed into  Bmithy's
startled mind: they, like himseli, had
been up on the watch for the mystery
man of Portercliffe, And be had pgot
the wrong man i

“(Oh crumbs 1™ he breathed.

“Urrrggh 17 gurgled Bosanney, rq-:ri;—
ping rantically at porple 1pdelib
ink., “Oh dear! Owl Gurrght”

“Whet the pgreat horned toad!”
gshricked Mr, Fish. “What the—who
the—how the—— Great John James

Brown | What—awho——""

f{[’;_urrgh IJI‘

“What's this game®” howled Mr.
Fish, ““Who did this? Who's here?

Who put the light on? Whoe—what—""

“J=]— Grooght I—I—— Ogogh ™
stuitered Dosanney., “1 did not soe—
I do not knoew, I—I— Ooooach I’

He clawed wildly at streeming ink.
Hiram K Fizh glared round the hall
and jumped at the sight of Herbert
Vernon-8mith standing netrified, staring.

“Bay, you!" roared Mr. Fish. “What
{he great horned toad—" He strods

Tue Maicxer LisRarT.—INo. 1,428.

THE MAGNET

towards the Bounder with an expresston
on hiz face that made Smithy back away
t-m'-'ilrdia the skairs.
“I—1 say, sorry!” gas
Smith, in uttor dismay. *

“You did that?" hooted Mr. Fish.

ed Ve t;n!:ﬂl*
a

i

“Yes! I—I—"
M Urrrgih ™ from PBosgannerw.
“ Gurreggh !

“¥ou Hgure I want yvou to play your
schoolboy larks in this hyer shebang,
you young gink!” roared Mr. Fish,

le—it wasn't a lark!” gasped the
Bounder, *“I--I was afler the myslery
man, and I thought—"

“You pesky voung gink! Who asked
}ﬁlu to get after that guv?” hooted

iramt K., " Who asked you to horn in ¥
What! By the great horned toamd, I
guess I'll lam you a few, you pie-faced

young geck!™

In his boiling wrath, Mr. Fish seemed
to forget that he was host and Smithy
gueat! He jumped at the Bounder,

The Bounder jumped for the stairease!
In Mr. Fish's present excited state it
wisd evidenily wuseless to remain and
attempt to explain further. Ile jumped
for the staire—and he jumped guick!

But bhe did not jump quite quick
enough! Mr. Fish's long leg shot out,
and his boot clumped on the Bounder
az hao jumPsd.

“Yooop!"” roared Smilhy, as he cap-
tured the boot, and sprawled on the
stairs headlong. “Oh, my hat! Ow®

“I guess there's a few more to come!”
hooted Mr. IMish, *“Yep! And then
some! And then—stop, you pesky young
geck! Slop?™

The DBounder did He
serambled up and few!

In less than a minuts ha was in .8
room with ithe key furned in the lock.
He sauk down on his bed, gasping.

“Oh crikey! Oh, my hat! What a
z¢ll! Oh gad!™

It had been a great schemal! Smithy
still felt that it had been a great schems!
But the best laid schemes of mice and
men *gang aft agley "—and there was
no doubt thet Smithy’s scheme had
“ganged agley.” Ile had nat *pot™
tha mystery man; he had got Hiram
K.'s boot, and Bosanney had got the
squirt of ink! Smithy went to bed—
ranther wishing that he had gone when
the other fellows went!l

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Hand to Hand [
“ PAUH it 1-.i[:+3”I growled Mr. Fish,

not  stop!

“ Uregrgch
“ Park itl"
"Wurrggh "

Hiram K. suo wilhh anger.

He glared meorosely at Jonas Bosan-
ney, mopping his inky face with an inky
handkerchief. DBosanney's aspect might
have caused almost anyone to smilal But
Hiram K. was not feeling like smiling!
Iin was intensely exasperated.

He had landed one kick on the young

ink who had caused this disturbance
17 horming inte what did not concern
him. He wished he had landed a dozen,
and then some! Btill, it was satisfactory
to remember that the one he had landed

had been a very hefty one. ]
“QOovogh!”  pasped DBosanney, still
mopping, “I—I will go to my room,

Mr. lfish—I am in ne state——"

“Aw, can it!" granted Hiram K. "1
guess a leetla ink won't hurl you! It
ain't spoiled your beauly none—you're
jest_as good-looking as you was!"

“I am going to my room!” snarled
Bosanney. *I have ink in my noese and
eyes and ears and hair—pgroogh! T have
gwallowed some—ooch! I am going to
my room. I will come back later, if you
;{LE!!H But I am going to clean off this
in

Another :mugt fmmk Hiram. i

s gone that pesky young gink '™ he
gruw]eﬁ. “1 sure wiail I'd faﬁded him
2 few morel Look byer, you pie-
can—"

But the “piecan™ refused to look
there! Hea tramped away to the stoirs,
leaving an inky trail after him,

Really, Mr. Fich was oxpecting rother
a groat deal from his secretary if he ex-
pecled him to carry on in that horrible
state of drenching ink!

Bosanney, al all events, had no in-
tention of currying on in that state. He
tramped savagely up the stairs and dis-
appeared. )
1"“1me me home to die!* growled Me.
Tizh.

He switched off the light and went
back inte the picturs gallery. With or
without the a.{rP of tha eecretary, he was
going to watch for the mystery man.

That interruption was exasperating.
If the mystery man had eome back from
the mysterious explorations while the
digturbanca was going on, he would cer-
Luinly have taken the alarm. But there
was no sign of him, so far.

The picture gallery, vast and dim, was
silent, Mr TJish passed tha long line
of portraits of ancient lords of Porter-

cliffe, and got back to the alcove where
the Red Earl's picture hung. All was
silent and still; the mystery man, clearly,
was nob coming bhack yet.

Hiram E. sat down on the ottoman
in the alcove, leaned back, waited, and
watehed, He was not by nature a
patient man; he was bursting with push
and pep and get and po! But he foreed
himael(p to be paticni and to wait.

The broken cotton-thrend on the pic-
ture frame was proof that the mysiery
man had gone by the secret door. Booner
or later he had to return—and the bony
grasp of Hiram was ready for him. Hae
would step from the hidden deorway be-
hind the EPi{rtm'ne, right into that bony
grasp—and Hiram guessed that he would
not get out of it sgain easily.

Mr. Fish would hove preferred to hava
his secretary on the watch in the hall
in cuse the unknown rascal broke loose
and ran. But Bosanney had gone to his
room, and did not return. Frobably v:e
indelible ink kept him busy for quite n
long time.

Still, even if the raseal did break loose,
even if he got clear, BIr. [ishh hod kia
eleetrie torch at hand, He would spot
him as he went, at least| He would
ba able to identify him afterwards! And
that would bho encugh! Impatient as
he was, Firamn K. was salisfied that he
was going to *get the puy "—and he
waited=—and wailed-—and waited!

It was a long wait! ¥e heard two
o'clock strike; and then the half-hour
chimed in the gloom.

Hulf-past two! The mystery man was
having a good inninga in his secret ex-
plorationa beneath Portercliffe Hall.

Hiram wondered how long and how
often the unknown man had gone on
those explerations. So far, it seemed
that no success had rewarded him, DBut
it might coma any time—ihe hidden
hoard of old Lord Portercliffe must ba
somewhera.

That very night the secret sceler
might come back from his  guost
bulging with geld! ;

iram K.'s eyes ghittered in the gloom
at that thought.

A sudden faint sound—and IHiram
K. Fish's eyes were so acenstomed (o the
gloem by this time that he could dis-
cernt the outlines of tho great gilt frame
of the Fed Earl’s picture. That frame
began to move out slowly from the wall.

’%he secrab door was opening | i

The mysiery man was coming | Hiram
K. felt his heart boat a little fnstor!



Hiram K. Fish jerked Bunter over a bony knee. Then his right hand rose and fell. Smaeck, smack, !
shrieked Bunter, his fat little legs kicking wildly in the ajr.g i
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“ Whooop 1"

** Draggimofl I ** * Take that, you ornery young piecan !

roared the incensed Mr. Fish. ** And that | I guess you’ve yowled for it, and now you're sure getiing it ! *’

ITe did pot move—he sat silent, still,
braced for a sudden spring.

The é;reat. picture closed again; the
secreb door was shub, A dim, massive
form passed within a yard of HMiram,
crossing Lhe alcove to the open gallery.

And as it Pasﬁ:cﬂ, Hiram f Fich

leaped at it like a bony tiger, and
prasped it with both bony hands!
S0 sudden and unexpectod was the

attack in the dark, that the mystery man
recled helplesaly under it, panting.

Crash!

Ila went down, sprawling out of the
aleove into the picture gallery, with
Iliram K. Fish on top. A bony, but
einewy knee was planted on o broad
chest, pinning huim down.

*I guesa 1 got you cinched!” panted
EHivam.

ITe grabbed the electrie torch from his
ﬁmkﬂt and flashed the light on the man

eneath him.

But he did not, as he expected, see
the face of the mystery man!

What he saw was n cloth mask cover-
ing tho faes from forchead to chin, only
n pair of startled, gleaming eyes showing
though the eye-holes.

Evidently, the mystery man, though
ha did not expect to boe spotted dJduring
his secret prowlings, had taken pre
cautions,

Probably his narrow escape on the
night when he had encountered Whar-
:ﬂl‘l and Smithy had been a warning to
TN

Anvhow, there was no chance of re-
caginsing  lhe face hidden under the
mask. All that 1liram had discovered
g0 far, waz as much as the juniors had
discovercd-—-that the mystery man was
a an of large and powerful Luild.

“Search me! panled Mr. IFish, as he
o red at the mask.

1le releazed the hold of his left hamd
frénn the mystery man and grabbed ak
the mask witlhh i, Lthe electric torch
glesming in his right.

*Anuther second and he would have
scen the [ace.

But the mystery man, ullerly sur-
prised as he was by the sudden atiack
and fall, was quick on the uplake. Ha
struck out, wot at Hiram, but at the
electrie torch in his hand.

The blow sent the toreh spinning from
Hiram’s bony fingers, It crashed on the
oak floor of the gallery, and went out.

Darkness rushed on the scone even as
the mask, prasped in Hiram's left hand,
was torn from the hidden face,

That faco would now have been
revealed to Hiram's cyes hiad there been
8 light to sce it by, but in the darkness
it was as invisible as if =till inasked.

“Great John James Brown!” gasped
Mr. Fish.

He gripped the struggling man with
hoth bony bands again. But the man
underneath was exerting all his strength,
and he was, at lenst, as strong as the
lean American, and twice his weight.

Hiram's bony Loee was uprooted from
the broad chest. Br. Fish found him.
self pitched fiercely aside.

The mystery man  sorambled  up.
Hiram was springing at hime again in
a spht semnd[j

But o heavy drive, with all a heavy
mat’'s weight bhelind it landed on Lis
chest, ond he staggered back.

“Aw, wake snakes ! pasped Mr, Fish
as he stagpered.

ho mystery man was ronning.  Bie
and heavy as he was, Do ran fast, spriot-
ing down the long pallery towards thoe
deor of 'the hall, Awd Ilivamn K. Tish,
panting and furicus, pelied after him at
top speed.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Got Him !
™M

AATNMAAINIDI AL I
That mambling sound was
10GEn.
Bunter was slumbering.

andible=lad there been cars
to hear—in Billy DBunier’s

But his slumbers were not go balmy
as usual,

A cold in the nose was not conducive
te balmy slumber. A sneezo was strive
ing to get under way, and the deeping
Owl gurgled and snorted.

Tho snecze pot going at last.

* Atchoo-oo-hili-oooop I

Billy Bunter woko up, sncezing, ITa
sat up 1n bed in the dark and sboeezed
and sneczed and sheczed again

“Ooovoch | Atchoch-chooli-hhvocoop

It was soine sncezo!| It scemed, in-
deed, to be an accumulation of sneezcs,
which had not been able tn get loosa
while Dunter was aslcep. Now they all
got going together, and they were going
strongr.

With streaming eves sl nose Buanfer
ceased snoezing at Jast ] He proped for
u handkerchiel, and dabbed his fat facs

and grunicd.
Ow ]l Deastly

* Pounsts |
rotlers |

He was thinking of Harry Wharton
& Co., whose fault it was, of courze,
that Bunter had been caugin in the tide
that day and drenched, aud landed with
this beastly cold,

As nothing that ever happened was
Dunter's fault evidenidy it waus the fauls
of somebody else.

After that Gargantuan seceze, Bunter
was not fecling disposed inunediately fo
resume slumbor,  And having wole up,
he had, of course, woke up hungry. le
remoembered the cake.

Ho switched on the shaded clectrie
light a4 the bed head, groped for lis
spectacles and jammmed them on his fat
litle nosza, and Binked ronnd at the
bedside table. There lay ilie cake—a
large plum eake—and the sight of it was
grateful and comforiing.

Bunter Lifted the dizsh from the tabla
to his fat knees, and started on the cake
with a huge bito that lcft a gaping gap
in it,

It was his intention o continue Ull the
cake had disappeared, but that intention
was nover enrricd out.

With his mouth full of ecake o

‘Tig Magwer Lipnant.—No. 1,538,
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crunched and munched—for & second.

hen thers was something like an
explosicn,
“Urregh!  Gurrggh!  Yurrggh I”

spluttered Dunter.

He jutnped; he fairly bounded. Dish
and cake slipped from the bed and
crashed on the Aoor.

Billy Bunter gurgled and gasped and
spluttered and puffed and blew., TFrag-
menks of that mughty mouthiul shet all
over the bed.

For the first time on record Billy
Dunter toak eonly ono bite at a cake!
And cven that one was a bite too much |

“Oh! Owl!l TUrrgh I'm pi-pip-
poigoned " gasped Bunter. **Ooocogh |
Dopeh [

Ho gurgled horribly.

Something was the matter with that
cake—something awiul was the matier
with it!1 It looked all right, but it did
not taste all right. It tasted awiul,
horrible, fearfull

“Grocozh ! Oooch !

The taste was something like bitter
aloe, somothing like unripe tomatoes—
an awiul taste ! It lingered on Dunter’s
tongue, 1t lingered in his extensive
mouth. What on earth had happened to
the cake?

“Beasis I hiszed Bunfer,

The cake had been all right when he
Ieft 1t by his bedside. That was abso-
lutely certain, for he had taken a bite
at it before going to sleep, and it had
been dclicious then.,  Somcbody  had
been larking with that cake! Somebod
had boow putting something on ib—good-
nesa knew what, It tasted like some
beastly medicine !

Bunier’s eyes gleamed with rnﬁe
through bis big spectacles,  The cake
was uncatable ungry as he was,

nothing would have induced Billy
Bunter to take s second bite at that
calee.

He breathed fury.

Some practical joking ass, it appeared,
had been larking with that cake. A
joke was a joke. but larking with a
fellow's food was beyond the limit,
Food was a serious mattor. It was a
very serious matter. If there was any-
thing e¢lse as serions in the wuniverse,
Billv Bunter had never heard of it
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Thoe wrath of Achilles, to Greece the
direful spring of woes unnumbered, was
e mere nothing compared with the wrath
of Billy Bunter at that moment. A
lioness robbed of her cubs could hardly
have felt like Billy Bunter deprived of
a cakeo!

And he was hungry |

Thoere was nothing clse in his room to
cat. Not a stick of toffee, not a
solitary bullseye !

Bunter, as usual, was hard-up. A
postal order, which he had been expect-
ing for quite a long time, had not
arrived. He had not retsined a single
salitary “quid " of the hidden hoard Ciw
hind unearthed in the hollow nak. Tha

other feliows, selfish as usual, kept their
cash 1o their own pocketz—excopt the
Alouze was only temporarily useful
Having lent Iunter all ho had, Alonzo

Bunter gmam‘:ﬂ.

The eold in his head, added to the fact
himt less sleepy than usual, That fear-
ful taste ir hiz mouth added to his wake-
It was impossible to go to slesp apain
without parking something, and ngm

Y Densts 1Y groaned DBunter.

Hoe latd his fat head on the pillow
coy, and refused to be wooed.

He sat up again.
past two. Nobody could possibly be up
at that hour. It was obviously uscless

Even if the butler heard the bell, it
waz extremely improbable that he would
And downstairs everything would be
locked up. Burgling the pantry vwas not
_But Bunter could not sleep. With a
tickling in his fat little nose, hinting of
taste in his mouth, and with on aching
voud in hus extensive inside, it was use-

He rolled out of bed at last.

Pant+y and larder were bevond his

good  Alonzo. DBut the goodness of

could lend no more.

that he had slopt all the evening, mado

fulness. And he was hungry—famished !

waes nothing to park |

and wooed slumber. But slumber was
His watch told him that it was half-

to ring for Chandos,

heed it at half-past twe in the morning.

a prachical proposition.

other sneezes to come, with a fearful

loss te think of sleep.

reach. Bul there was the sideboard in
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the dining-room where he knew that
th™a were biscuits.

He knew that quite well, for he had
helped himself at odd moments from
that supply. Biscuits were rather a
light diet to a fellow as hungry as
Bunter, but it was a casc of any port in
& storm. A few pounds of biscuits
would at least tale the edge off his
hunger.

The August night was warm—in fact,
very warm—and Bunter id not trouble
to dress. He pulled on his trousers and
slipped his feet into a pair of Nugent's
shippers, which he had thoughtfully
annexed a day or two ago. hen ha
opened his door and blinked out into
the ecorridor,

It was very dark end very silent.

Bunter hesitated. He did not like
dark stairs and passages at night.

But hunger drove him on. There was
a faint glimmer of starlight from high
windows over the grand staircase. llo
could sce his way, and i would take him
only a few minutes to nip down to the
dining-room, which opened off the hall,

In & couple of minutes the fat Owl
was in the great hall of Portereliffe. He
rolled seross it from the staircase.

Suddenly he stopped.

Up Lo that moment the silence had
been unbraken—heavy and tomb-like. It
was broken suddenly by a strango out-
break of sound.

Bunter slood transfized.

In utter amazement he realised that
a struggle was going on semewhere. He
realised that the sound came from the
direction of the picture gallery,

But he had no time to think. The door
oh the picture gallery, opening on the
hall, was suddenly burled wide. A run-
ning figure rushed through,

ho 1t was, what it was, what it zl!
moant, the startled and terrified Ow!l
had not the faintest idea. He did not
roalise that he was standing in the way
of a desperate fugitive 11l the cras
camae,

Somoething heavy hurtled into him,
and Billy Bupter went spinning, Ile
gave a gasping howl, ung rolled over
on the peolished oalk {loor,

Tihere was o mmuttered, startled ex-
clamation in the derkaess as the ruu-
ning man recled from the shock, It
in a sphit sccond he was running again.

Bunter sprawled and gasped,

Ie did not even know that s second
running figure was hurtling out of the
doorway ou the picture-gallery. But he
Knew that feet entangled themselves in
himm as he sprawled on the fioor, and
that somebody stumbled and sprawled
headlong acress him in tho dark.
hl’l’hrz noxt second a ficrce grip was on

1.

From the darkness there was a faint
soundd of a closing door. The mystery
man had escaped. But Hiram K. Iisl
was unaware of that as he grasped and
clutched at the wriggling, gasping form
beneath him in the darkness.

*Got him ™ panted Hiram IL. Fish,

There was little doubt that he would
have “got ™ the fugitive had neot Billv
Bunter been in the way., Now ho Jhad
got Bunter ! Saved by the very zkin of
his tenth, the mystery man of Porter-
clile had wvanished, and Billy Bunter,
scared out of his fat wits, wriggled and
il]_llﬁﬂ}{{:l.'] i the ¢luteh of Hiram K.
"ish,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER
Only Bunfer !
ot OTCHER ™ panted Hiram L.
@ Ile had hun'!l

There was no doubt about
that !
e had, so to speal, the wrong pig



li:v:r tﬂtm ear ] But he bad him—bard and
&5

Billy Bunter, dazed and ﬂizﬁy, in a
state of hopeless confusion and funk,
collapsed under the lean American. A
bony knee plantcd on him, pinning him
down, almost punctured him. His bones
almost cracked under the grip of the
lean hands,

* Zotcher | repeated Hiram I, a
trall of triumph in his voice. “By the
great horned toad, I gotcher 1"

In the picture-gallery his mysterious
adversary had stmﬁg}ed and pitched
him off, In the hall Hiram K. had an
casier job of it, His adversary Jdid not
strug‘ia at all. He only gurgled and
equeaked,

In the dense darkness, Hiram K.
could not discern his prizoner. But ha
had got him. What he wanted now was
a light. He roared;

“Wake upl Hallol You galoots!
Chandos !  James! John! Hallo!
Help hore! Wake up, you guys!”

Hiram K.)s powerful voice rang
through the sleeping house. He dared
not loosen his grip on his prisoner, lest
he should twist loose and escape, 3o he
voitld not turn on a light himself. The
mystery man had dodged him once, but
this time Hiram K. was making sure of
liis man !

But it wag easy to get help. Hiram
K. had a powerful voice, and ha put
steam on, Porterclifie Hall echoed to
his roar.

There wzs a zound of cponing doors,
of startled volces,

A light flashed on in the sak gallery
above the hall, and Harry Wharton
stared down ever the balustrade.
Wharten was the fivst out of his room,
plarmoed by the sudden uproar. But all
Ihv: feliows were awakened, and turning
out.

There was a pattoring of footsteps
gnd a shouting of voices.

*Hzllo, halle, halla t”

“What's the row "

"What the thump—"

“Bay, you guys, come down lere ™
roaved Alr. Fish., “Get the lights on!
I zure got that mystery puvy! You
bear me? Cet here, you! Get the
lights em! I've sure got him ecinched,
and I puess I'm hoping to sece lis
frontispicce—pronto 1

“Oh, my hat ! gasped Wharton,

He raced down the stairs.

After him came a crowd of fellows in
yjamas, all wildly excited. Only the

ogunder did not turn ont. He awalkened
and heard the roar of Hiram K., but
he did not heed. He had had enough
of Hiram K. DBut all the other fellows
came rushing down.

V¥iarton was the first; but fast after
himi cama  the amd Kipps and
Wibicy, Alonzo bringing up the rear
with Fisher T. Fish. Wharton switched
on iights, and ran towards Mr. Fish.

“What—whoe—" Lo gasped.

“Iguees I pot hima | I guosz—— Why
—what-—-what the great horned toad!
What the John James Brown [ yelled
Mz, Fish, as the light .l.'evealei luis
wriggling prisoner.

He stared down, with bulgin es, at
Billy Buater ! i

“Jooooogh 1" squealed Bunter.

“Carry me home to die ! howled Ay,

Fish.
' Halle, halle, halle'” yelled Bob
Chrerry, *“Bunter ™

“The esteemed and idiotic Bunter !

“That ass Bunter 1™

“What the dickenz——"

“Qeogh I moaned Bunier.
“'ﬂiﬂﬂ 1 P

The bony knea that neariy punciured
him deprived the hapless Owl E,}f]brﬂaih.
Lie could only zqueal dizmally.

“ooght

EVERY SATURDAY

*1t's Bunter |¥ gasped Frank Nugent.

“Search me 1" gasped Mr, Fish.

Ho releazed the fat Owl, and jumped
to his feet,

How Bunter had pot thers ha could
not begin to guess. But he had to
believe the evidence of hiz eyes. It was
Bunter he had capturcd, and he glared
round the great hall for the mystery
man.

Bunter sat up and gurgled.

“Bay, did you spot thet guy 1 yelled
Mr. Fish. “You seen anything of him #*

*“Of whom ¥ gasped Whartan.

“That mystery guy!” howled Mr,
Fish. “I got him in the picture-gallery,
and he sure broke loocse and ran, and
I was right at his heels! [ fgured I'd
g?tkh,i,m when I got hold of that fat
Eing b

He glared round with searching eyes.
But he hardly expected to see anything
of the mystery man now., That mys-
terious personapge had had time to make
Itis eseape, and he had vanished,

“Well, my hat ! gasped Bob.

“I guess I'd have had him bub for
that fat pink !” roared the incensed
Mr. Fish, * What was that locoed geck
doing here? Say, you, Bunter—"

“ Ooocogh 1
F_“Ilhd you spobt him7?”¥ howled My,

izh.

“ Cooooch [

My, Fish grasped the fat Owl with a
bony hand and shook him.

“EBpill 1! he roared.

“Uerrggh 1

i What was vou doing here?® Liowled
Hiram K. *Was you horning intoe what
wasn't your business, like that other

young gech ™

“Wooogh! I kik-lak-lnk—"
tered Buuter.

“Shoot ' reared Mr. Fish.

“I kik-kik-came down to get some-
thing to cat ! gasped Bunter. “Some-
hoedy ran into me m the dark—ooogh—

stut-

and knoeked me over ! Woogh! Then
you fell on me, you beast !”
“0h, »ou pesky picean!" =apid

Fisher T. Tish, *8ay, pop, didn't vou
get a once-aover on the guy "

“T guess I wuuldu’t-gi:ncrw him from
Adam 1” hooted Mr. Fish.

He turned from Bunter as the service
door cpencd, and Chandos, half-dressed,
came throngh, with a startled look on
his plunp face.

*What—what has happened” ex-
cluimed Chandos, staring round at the
crowd of Greyfriars fellows. *Is it fire
—or burglarg—or——"

“Nape I” rogred Mr. Fish. *“I'll say
nunk ! I guess it's that mystery guy,
Chandos, and I'd sure have cinched himn
if that locoed goob hadn't got in my
way ! You zeen anything of him 7

“1 have seepn no one, sivrl I was
awakened by a loud neisel 1 thought
I heard vour voiea—>"

“You sure took your time to get a
move on 1™ growled Mr. I'ish.

“ Really, sir,” said Chandos, with dig-
nity, “I am guite unaccustomed—="

“Aw! Pack it up! He's pot away 1¥
snorted Mr. I'ish. " Cell up every dog-
ponoed zervant in the houze, Chandos,
and set them hunting him! Find out
if any guy wasz out of bed ! Get to it 1¥

“ ¥|, cerfzinly, sir! But—but an I
to understand that some extraneous
person bas been here 7

“%ou bonchead, can't vou get it into
vour cabeza that T had a grip on the
mystery gay, and he got loose ¥ roarcd
Mr. Fish. “Ain't you got the brains
of 8 bunny rabbit in that pesky fat
cabeza of yourn? I'm telling you to get
to it, and roeot out that dogroned guy 1

Harry Wharton was watching the
hutler’s plump face. Chandos, half-
dregsed, bad all the appearsnce of a

|

man suddenly startled from slumber in
the small hours.

Yet, 1f the Bounder's suspicion was
well founded, Chandos must be tho very
man whom Mr. Fish had geized, and
who owed his escape to Billy Bunter's
unintentional intervention.

Was it possible 7

Wharton shook his head at
thought, It did not scem possible—or,
at all events, probable—to his mind.

Mr Fish turned back to Billy Bunter,
The fat Owl had rccovered his breath a
little. Ha set his sp es straight on
his fat little nose, and hlinked rather
uncasily at Mr. FFish. He had causo for
uneasiness, The expression on the
American gentleman's face wezs quite
alarming,

“You pesky voung bonchead 1™ said
Mr. Fish. “I'd have had him, dead te
rlﬁhtﬁ. if you hadn't horned in 1*

He grabbed at Bunter,

‘I Ea{—leggﬂ]”

tle

relled the alarmed

Owl. “1 say— h, erikey !

Oh, my hatl” exclaimed DBob
Cherry. “Mr. Fish—*

"Esteemed and  Judierows TFidh

KaS Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“IHold on1* stuttered Johnny Bull.
Unheeding, Hiram K. Fish jerked

the fat junior gver a bony knee.  Tlon

his right and rose and fell.
Smack, smack, smack!
“Yarooh! Help!’ roared Bunter.
In deeling with Herbert Vernons

E‘mgt!}. earlier that eventful and

exciting night, Mr. Fish had forgotten

that he was host and Bmith pguest.

Now he seemed afflicted with the

samo loss of memory, only more so!
Certainly, nobady wuul{l have sup-

posed that Bunter was a distinguished
guest ab Poricreliffe Hall, who had
secen him up-ended over the American's
bony knee, wriggling and writhing
under the swipes of a Ecmy hand.
;n.";l-nlﬂﬂ!{, smack |
I say,  you fellows 1" shricked

Bunter. “I say—— Whaoop!”
“Take that you ornery young pies

can " roared the incensed My, Fish.

“And that, and that! I guess you'vo

yowled for it, and now vou'ro sure

getling ipt"
Smack, smack |

“Help! Whoop! Yarooh!” roared
Bunter, his fat little legs kicking
“Yaraop! T sav,

vou fellows, draggimoff |
“Tia, ha, hﬂ.j’FE
ack, smack !
“Yow-ow-0w-wooaop |
How long Mr. Fish, in hiz wrath,
would have gone on smacking, it is
impossible to say. The Famous Fivo
rushed to the rescue of Bunfer.
They gra him and jerked lLim
-a.wadv,r from Mr. Fish’s bony knee—so
suddenly, that Mr. Fich's beny hand,

wiidlg in tho air.
Iul Yoo hoop ™

coming down againm, swiping, missed
him, and landed on the bony kieo
mstead—and Hiram K. uttered a

fiendish yell as hoe got hiz own smack |

“ Hook it!1™ gasped Boh.

“Yurrogh |" roared Mr. Fish., ©IX
puess—ow |  Wake enakes! I zurely
gucssg—"

fHarry Whartom & Co. rushed
Bunter to the staircase and pushed him
up herdlong.

The other fellows followed {lwom,
erinning. Mr. Fish's voiee followed
them, also, raised in tones of wrath:
but fortunately only his voleo Tollownd
h—lltliﬂ bony person remaining in the

H A

“Oh!” gasped Bunter, as ihe choms
af the Remeove twirled him into lus

voom, I say, you fellows=— Ow!
I say—— Wow!] I'm huri! T say, I
shall refuse to stay here if thal's the

way that booy old beast iz goiag to
Tee Micxer LiBRARY. ~No. 1,433
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behave! Owl I say, I'm hungry! I
say, who's guing to get me some
grub

Thero was no answer to that. The
juniors, chuckling, went to their own
rooms—leaving the problem of grub
unsolved. .

Bunter blinked inta
after tho Famous Five.

“1 say, you fellows—" he yelled.

Doors slammed along the passagel
There was no cther reply.

“Beasts I howled Bunter.

He blinked towards the stairs, But
from that direction the voice of Hiram
. Fish eould still be heard!

Buntoer closed hiz deor. Hungry as
he was—famished, in fack, he was not
inclined to go on another voyage of
discovery. e rolled into bed—and
forgot, at long last, his trials and
tribuletions in slumber !

the corridor

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Beetles on Banter !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H went down to Cliftonville
beach to bathe the following

morning—without Bunter.
Banter was ill 1n bed. .
Wiether Bunter really was ill,
whether he fancied he was ill, or

whether e vas pretending to be ill,
nobody quile lmu!:.--hut ?%ﬁhahly the
truth was & mixture of all three
Certainly, his illness did not affect his
appetite—his performance at breakfast,
which was tuken up tfo his room,
showed that he was still feeding his

d on a gonerous seale.  Occasion-
ally he sneczed; but more snores than
gneczes were heard from his room.

With the sclfishness Bunter really
expeeied from  them, the TPortercliffa
party went out to bathe—leaving him
on hig own! To tell the sad truth,
they forgot the fat Owl's [at oxistence
—and did not remember it till they
came back tg Portereliffe Hall late in
the mormng.

“Bunter down yet, Chandos?’ asked
Bob Cherry.

“No, sirl® answered the bhutler. 1
wnderstand that Master Faunter is ill,
gir! FHeo has not left his room.”

“Poor, dear William 1” said Alonzo
Tadd, “He would have been quite,
wite well by this time if he had taken
ﬁza dose of Dr. Pooter’s Marvellous Mix-
ture for Dinmmg People, or if he had
enten tiw cake on which I spread Dr
Tooter's Pink Powder for Bleepless
Buffercr=! I wonder 1f he would take
gome of Dr Pooter’s Tablowds, if I
urged him very, very carnestiy?"

‘Better give him a look-in!" said
Dal.

“Let's 1" agreed Harry Wharton,

The Famouas Live went up to give
Bunter a look-in, with Kipps and
Wibley and Alonzo.

Fisker T. Fish did not betray any
deep interest in the =ad state of lis
distinguished guest. Neither did the
Bounder.

Smithy was not in a good temper
that morning  After wbhat had hap-
pened in the night, the Dounder was
strongly inclined to elear off and shake
the dust of Portereliffe Hall {from Inus
feet,

Still, he admitted that AMr. Fish bad
had some excuse for getting wild and
forgetting the consideration due to a
guest, ot he had quite dropped bis
scheme of  “spotting " the man  he
suspreled. and he  pave Chandes no
further afttention. If Ilivam IK.
wanted fo spot the myslery man of
Portercliffe, Lie conld do it without any
assistance from Smitiy.

Trg hlsexer Liorany.—No. 1,438

THE MAGNET

Billy Bunter was sitting up in_bed
when the juniors came in. Ide had his
fat thumb on an electrio bell.

But it was producing no result.
Numerous as they were, the staff at
Portercliffe Hall seemed to be passing
Bunter's summons unheeded. Perhaps
they were getting fed-up with Bunter.
In the intervals of snoring he had
rung that bell about fiftcen or sixteen
times during the morming. Now it
bugzed on unheeding ears—af it was
buzzing at all !

“Hallo, halle, hallo!” reared Hob.
“Enjoying life, old fat man?”

“1 say, you fellows, there’s some-
thing wrong with this beastly bell [”
vapped Bunier. “I've been rieging
and ringing, snd nobody comes!?”

“Why not turn out?"” asked Harry.

“I'm ill1" . )

"*Lost your appetite1” asked Wibley.

“The faet 15, I'm hungry?"" said
Bunter. “1 balieva in feeding a cold,
yvou know, I've had one or two snacks
sines brekker., Ona of you fellows go
':]‘-ﬂ“.ri, and tell Fishy this bell doesn't
ring.

“Oh, all right!” said Boeb; and he
went to tho stairs and leaned over the
banisters to call to Fisher T. Fish in
the hall helow :

“Fishy, old bean, Bunter szavs he
can't make the servants hear 1™

Fishy glanced up at him.

“1 guess he's made them hear a
whole lot this morning,” he answered.
“I'll opine that they're surc tired of
hearing that bell! Mebbe that’'s why
Chandos has disconnected it. ™

¥ Oh 1™ ejaculated Bob,

Neither Popper nor Son yvearned for
the society of Billy Bunter at Porter-
cliffe Hall: and Chandoz and his staff
cdid not regard him with enthusiasm.
Tt was like Dunter to give incessant and
unlimited trouble, and though the staff
at the Hall ceriainly were not over-
worked, they naturally tired of Plc&d-
ding up and down stairs and corridors
whenever the spirit moved Bunter to
ring.

Fisher T. Fish grinned.

“Bunter still ill?” he asked.

“ Sort of.

"1 puess he'd better get well, thon!”
said Wisher T. Fish. “I've mentioned
to Chandos that he mneedn’t take a
whaole lot of trouble abiout the fat zink,
?nr! I guess Chandos has caught on a
™

fiolr returned to Bunter’s room,
Bunter's fat thumb was «till preszing on
the bell-push. Dt it was ped lilkely fo
beine Clandns. or James, or John, or
Robert, ar Adolphivs, up 1o Bunter's
room. Chandos & Co. had had enough
—ovidently encouraged by Fishy.

" Better torn ouf, old man,” =said
Balb.,  “That bell js=—"hoop—out of
orvder.  Shall T help you our of bed ¥

"Keep off. you heast! I'm 1ll!”
(R4 =

roared Dunter. T say, vou fellows, if
vou ve been down to :“u*[argnl'tl, Tol

might have brougit me some toffee, or
ballzovog—™

“Alv dear William.” said  Alenzo
goullv, “toffee pod bullseyes would be
very bad for vou when you are so very,
very i1l But if yon would take a
tablespoonful of Dr. Pooter’s Marvel-
lons Mixture, in a plass of lukewarm
waler—"

" Beast 17 :

“Turn eut, you fat slacker ™ prowled
Johnnvy Bull. " ¥You've got a bit of a
cold n the noze—no need to stick
frowsting in bed for that.”

“1 eouldn't get cut of this bed to zave
me life ! said Bunter feebly. "I'm
awlully ill—fading away, I think! I
felt pneumonia coming on yesterday,
sfter you brutes got me wet down by
the beach. You can cackle 7

“Thanks, we will! Hs, ha, ha!”

“Cackle [* said Bunter bitterly.
“"You'll suffer from remorse, if Tou see
meo expirel I've got phneumonis in m
legs, and dplumbngu all ever mel
think it's double prneumonia !

“MNot treble 1 asked Bob Cherry sym-
pathetically.

“Ha, ha, ha ™ ]

“I'm too weak to move!"” continued
Bunter. “I couldn’t erawl from this
bed if the house was on fire—"

“Is that a beotle on vour bed, Bun.
tor 77 asked Kipps suddenly.

# Eh~what—ooogh——"

“ Look here 1” I%ippﬂ leaned over and
grabbed at Bunter's pillow.

A black, wriggling beetle showed in
the palm of his han =

“Sﬁﬂgh * epluttered Bunter. “RKeep
it off me! Urrggh 1

“Look here—and here—and here I

Kipps grabbed bleckbeetle after
beetla from Bunter's bed—or, Bat I:r;Lll
WRITEEr,

events, he amgearad to do so.
;\]'_fth a yell of horror, bounded out of

E -

Quite forgetful that he could not have
crawled from the bed if the house had
been en fire, the fat junior bounced
out like an indiarobber ball. Beetles in
the bed were too much even for the fat
slacker of Creviriars.

“Oh, m goodness 1”7 exclaimed
Alonzo. * How very, very unpleasant to
hava blackbeatles in your bed, my dear
William—"

“Trrgh! Are thers any on mo, you
fellows 7' shricked Bunter. “T say, look
and see if there's any on me | Yurrfi?:h S

“You look, Kippers!” grinned HPob

wrry. ' You're the man to find them
—if any ™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Look "  exclaimed Kif 5. "And
look I Ile Erabhed a blur:'geetl{: from
Bunter's neck, made a motion of tossing
it away, and prabbed another—and
another! “The beetles scom to liko
you, Buptor.

“Ow! Grooogh! Take ‘em off me!?
shricked Bunier, shuddering from head
to foot. I =say, vyou follows——
groooogh 1

“Ha, ha, hal®

All the .fellows, except Bunter snd
Alonzo, were aware that 1t was the saimo
beetle all the time—Kipps' nrechanical
beetle, wirich the schoolbor conjurer
Lept in his peclket.

Thev roared with langhter as Kippa
picked Beotle after beetle off Bunter—
the same beetle reappearing each time,

“llow very, very dreadful Y gazped
Alonzo., “Ilow very, very——"

“1la, ha, ka1

“ih! Brast!” roared Bunter, sud-
denly enlightened by the lavghter and
rementbering the spiders on the beach.
*{Oh, yeu rotter, vou're playing a rotton
conjuring trick again 1™

“Ha, ha, ka ! )

“Dear_me! He's tumbled to it!”
sighed I{iﬂps, sliq;ﬁng the mechanical
beetle back inte hizs pocket. * Never
mand, you've got up now. Yon conld
get up, after all, you see! Bftay np !

“Ha, ha, ha "

“ Eeast ! roared Bunter.

He prabbed the pillow from his bed,
whirled it aloft in both fat hands, and
hurled it at Oliver Kipps. .

Kippe ducked in time and the pillow
wihizeed over him.

Dut every bullat has itz bhillet! It
landed on the kind, simple face of

lonzo Todd, and Alonza went over
backwards, as if he had been shot.

“Oh!” pasped Alomzo. “0Owl
Woooogoh 7

“Ha, ha. ha!"

“(Oh, my goodness!” Alonzo sat up
dizzily, “ My delear William, why did
vou hurl that pillow at me! I am very,
very— Owl  YWow !”



“ Yarooop ! reared Bunfer. “ I'll put out my tongue ! Wow ! *
tongue, and glared at Dr. Diddle, crimson with fury. The medical m
placed the finger-tip on Bunter’s tongue,

Bunter, unheeding Alonzo, grasped
ancther pillow, and blinked round
ferocionsly for the schoolbdy conjurer.
Kipps dodged out of the room chuck-
ling. The other fellows followed him,
Alonzo tottering after them, with his
hand to his nese—which felt very, very
painful,

_ Billy Bunter, snorting, crawled back
into bod=an invalid egain! He re-
sumed pressing the bell-push. But
answor thero ecame none, and the fat
wl gave it up at last, laid his fat head
nn the pillow, and snored till the gong
for himeh awoke the echoes of Porter-
cliffs Hall.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Looking After Buntier]

. URN out 1™
? “ 1 il
“You fat slacker 1"

“ Beast 17

Lunch had been sent up to Bunter's
roon.  After lunch he did not turn out.
Il or not, Bunter was determined to be
ill, and that was that!

" That aftcrneon the Creyiriars fellows
wera going down to Margate to walk
on tha pier and listen to the band: and
it wos a fact that if Bunter stayed
behind nobody would misa him to any
great eoxtent. Bunter, in fact, was
welcome to play the invalid if he liked
till the end of the holidays.

. But he was not willing to play the
invalid on his lenely own. He required
attention.

He mzde the cheery suppestion that
the party should take turns at sitting in
1is_room, in ecaso he wanied anything—
which was very likely, as Dunter’s wants
Ware numersus.

That suggestion was token ns a jost
by the Ieortercliffe party—with the
exeoption of Alonzo, wha was very, very
concerned about Bunter, and very, very
sympathetic. And so it came to pass
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that Alonze Todd s=at with the inter-
esting invalid — self-sacrifice being
Alonzo’s long suit. :

Logking into Bunter's room befors
starting for Margate, the Famous Five
found Bunter in bed and Alonzo sitting
by the bedside. Whereupon they urged
Bunter, not politely, to turn out and
st{w slacking.

Which Bunter had no intention of
dmn§+ The servants did not answer
the bell; but so long as a fellow was
there io wait on Buunler, it was all right
—for Bunter! And if it was all right
for Bunter, nothing colse mattered.

“You'roc a silly ass, Alonzo " said

Bob Cherry.

"My desr Robert—" murmured
Alonzo,

“And » burbling chomp!” added

ITarry Wharton.

“My dear Henry—»"

“Look here, leave that fat frump te
frowst and come down to Margate!”
hooted Johnny Bull.

*I should be very, vory pleased, my
dear John, but dear William thioks
that he requires attention—>"

“1 should jolly well think so !" snorted
Bunter. "o and leave me to suffer,
vou beasts—Ilot you eare if I pep out
while you're gone ! After all I'vo done
for you, too | You stay herg, Alonzo,”

“Certainly, my desr William 1”7

And the party cleared off, lcaving
Alonzo to look after the invalid.

Sitting with DBunter on a blazing
August afterncon was not prateful or
comforting; but the long-suffering
Alonzo bore it with meek cheerfulness,

Heo looked a little tired when the
juniors came back for tea, and gave him
a lock in. DBunter hed kept him fairly
busy fetching and carrying.

Tnecouraged by Fishy, the scrvants
abzolutely neglected Bunter. But with
the pood Alonso to wait on him, Dunier
did not miss their attentions. llow
many fimes Alonze had gone up and
down tho stairs ho ecould hardly have
counted.

The fat junior opened a large mouth, projecied his
an inseried a finger-tip into a small pailfat,jmd then
** Gurrrggh | ** spluttered Bunter. *' It’s mustard ! Yarrrooogh ! *

¥ You're o silly rss, Alonzo!” Wible
iold bim, . :

" Leave that fat frowster te [rowst,
and come out 1” said Kipps,

Alonzo shook his head.

Harry Wharton & Co. tea'd on the
lawn, under the shade of the great
Portercliffe oak. Alonzo tea’d “with
Bunter in his room—having his meal in
snatches in the intervals of waiting on
Bunter.

That evening the juniors intended to
go down to Margate to a concert. Bun-
ter did not care for concerts. Nobody
cared whether Bunter came or not, but
the fellows were concerned for Alonzo.
. o It's rotten!” growled Bob Cherry,

Alonzo’s a prize ass, but it's retten to
feo a silly ass put on like this! I’'ve a
jolly good mind to go and roll that fat
frowster out of bed on his neck [*

"“Let's I' said Johnny Bull,

"ﬁhblﬂg;l had a very thoughtiul cxpres-

sion on hig face. .
1§‘lzl‘l;m,:; s doctor to

*What about
Bunter i he aske

“Ho doesn't want s doctor [ said
Harry. “He's got a bit of & cold in the
i:aac]—-uutlung to speak of. It's all hium-

UE 12

“The estecmed humbug s terrifio 1

“But a doctor might do him good, all
the samel” said Wibley ithoughtfully,
“I've brought my theatrical props with
me, you know—="

(18 h?ﬂ‘

“And I ecan make up as a mediecal
ntan easily enough. 'm as good a
docter as Bunter needs—in fact, I think
I might be able to do him more guod
ihan a real mediecal wallah.”

The juniors staved at Wiblew, Then
ihera was a chuckle. Wibley, the great
chief of the Remove Dramatic Bocieiy,
lived and movid and had hiz being in
thoatrieal stunts, Evidently Wib zaw a
chance for displaying s powers now
ithat Bunter was an invalid,

“Bunter ought to ba cured 1" said
Wib. ™A real doctor couldn't eure him

Tue Maigyer Lizpany.—No. 1,438,
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beeause there's nothing the matter with

him. TBut I think I ecould de it. I'm
going to try, anyhow.” )
“Liood egg 1™ said Harvry YWharton,

inughing. )
“The goodfnlness of the egg 13 pre-
osterous 1¥  declared Hurree Jamsct
tam Singh.

And after tes the juniors repairad to
Wibley's room, whera the Greyiriars
actur sorted outb his ¥ t was

Frnpﬂ.”

arreed that Bunter cught to be enred—
if not for his own sake, at least for
Alonzo's. _

There were many chuckles in Wibley's
reomt a3 the “props * werc sorted out,
ﬂ.ndt Wib proceeded to dress for the

rt.
pa'.l'ha:: Famous Five went slomg fo
Bunter’s room to prepare him for the
medical man’s visit,

They found Bunter sitting up in bed
taking a little nourishment. Tﬂere was
a tray on his knees loaded with food-
stuffs, Another tray was on the bed.
side table. Alonze was on his feet,
tired, but still very, very kind, very,
very patient and very, very dutiful.

You r-'.ilij.f fathead, wyou haven't
sugared the tea!' Bunter was remark-
ing, as the Famous Five came in.

‘Bly d?f.l.‘ Willigm, put in three

lumps—

i Jz’sm: know I like six![" snapped
Bunter. “I've told you so. It's pretiy
sickening to be lying here ill and i'."llf'
less, and nobedy taking even the little
Enit of trouble to put sugar in a follow's

¢&,

“But, my dear William——"

“Belfishness sll round!"” said DBunter
bitterly. “Well, I'm used to it, I
wonder sometimes whether T may not
grow sclfish myself in the long run, sur-
rounded by selfishness like this,"”

Alonzo dropped three more lumps in
Bunter's teacup.

“Don't splash the tea all over a fel-
low I yapped Bunter. " What a'clumsy
ass you are, Alonzo!™

My dear—"'

“ 0, don’t jaw ] Put some more mills
in the teal should think you could
take trouble enough fo put in some
milk. Don't spill it all over the shop.
you silly idiot IV

It was fortunate that Alenze was a
patient vouth, A fellow looking afier

an invalid like Bunter needed patience
—quite a lot of

it.
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“ Feeling botter, Bunteri” asked Dob
Cherry.
* Worse 1"

“No!* yapped DBunter.
“Liks to sce a doctor ™
*No, you silly fathead ! Doctors only
make a fellow worse than ever. I saw
a doctor last Christmas, and the silly
idiot made out that I had been eating
too much Christmas pudding., That's
the sort of rot you get from dectors.™

"But we're f[carfully anxious about
you!” said Bob. *“ And, in fact, we're
cathng in a doctor.”

“1 jolly well shan't sce a doctor!™
hoote lfuntﬂn “If yow've rung up
a doctor you can go and ring him o
pgain—zee T

“Too late,” “He's
here, Bunter.

“f{ncp him out of my room
Bunter. “I tell you I won't see a
doctor! Do wou hear? The silly fool
would wvery likely make out that 1
wasn't ill at all. I refuse—"

““Thiz 1s the room, sir,’”’ said EKipps
voice at the door, “The paticnt i3 1n
bed. Step in here”

“Thank wyoul!® said a deep, rather
husky woico.

A slim figure In & black frock coat
stepped  1nto Bunter's room. Billy
Bunter blinked at him. The Famous
Five stared at him. Had they not been
aware that it was a jape, ccriainly they
would not have dreamed of recognising
Wibley., Ha wore horn-rimmed glasses,
and a short grey beard, and had life-
like wrinkles on his brow, and locked
ebout sixty.

“Here yon are, Bunter,” said Bob.
“Dr. Diddle to sea you™

said Nugent.

rﬂ

roared

“DBcast| I—I won't—"
“Ah! Is this the patient?” Dr.
Diddle advanced to the bedside, * Bless

my soul!

o What is all this food doing
BEE ]

Take it away at once!™

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAFPTER.
A Complete Cure !
ILLY BUNTER glared at Dr.
B Diddie through his big spec-
tacles with a deadly glare.

Bunier did not want to see

a doctor. e Lkpew doctors of old
Dunter had seen doctors before, and ho
never saw o Jdoctor without the medical
raun making out that he ate too much.

\

FOR

This dector, evidenily, was just as bad
as the rest.
“* Look here ’* howled Bunter.

“Take away all that food immedi-
ately 1" snapped Dr. Diddle.

“Certainly 1" said Harry Wharton.

“I say, wou fellows * valled
DBunter,

“My dear chap, you have to obey

doctor’s ovders!” pard Bob., " Lot go
that tray, vou fat ass!™
“Ehan't 1" velled Bunter. “I don't

want to see a doctor! I won't sce a
doctor! Leave my grub alone, you
beast 17 -

Bunter grasped tho tray with both iat
hands, and held on. Bob Cherry and
Harry Wharton grasped it, and pulled,

The result might easily have been ox-
pected. The tray up-cnded, and the
contents shot over Bunter.

There was & fearful howl from the
fat junior ss he received tea snd milk
and cake and jam sponge in a shower.

“Qoogh! Yaroooh!™

“{h, my poodness!” pasped Alonzo.
"My dear William—""

“Yaooop! I'm soaked! Wow Y

“Ha, ha, hal"

“"Beasts! Owl I'm drenched! That

tea’s hot—wow! I'm all stickyl Owl”
Billy Bunter clutched at jam spﬂnﬁe,
and dabbed at tea and milk frantically.
The juniors chuckled, and a smile glided
cven over the serious face of Dr. Diddle,
“Calm yourself, my dear boy!” said

the medical gentlemon soothingly.
“Calm  yourselfl This {feverishness
15 K3

“I'm nat feverish [ howled Bunter.

“Let me feel your pulse!”

“My pulse is all right, blow you!"
"1 must feel your pulse! It looks a
little like delirium,” said Dr. Diddle.
“Has the-patient displayed this extra-
ordinary excitemnent before?™

“Beast! TLemme alone!™ Thooted
Bunter, “ Legepo my srm, you beast!”
“Pray hold him while T feel his
pulse !

w¥ Lﬂggﬂ[”

Bunter was held while Dr. Diddla

felt his- pulse. Three or four of the
juniors held him. The fat Owl wriggled
in vain.

"Lﬂﬁlgﬂ!" he howled, “Tepga! I
sav, onzo, make ‘em leggo! Drag-
ecwmolf IV

(Continued on page 28.)
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THE MOST POWERFUL FLYING STORY YOU'VE EVER COME ACROSS !

Into the Depths !

5 far as the public was concerned
A there was no talk of war nor
hint of war in those early
months of 1834, But the British
Covernment was aware that, behind the
scenes, a great Baltic power was plot-
ting agoinst Britain and her empire,
and that unless something unforescen
happened  merciless  and  ruthless
Liostilities would break cut before the
summer had passed.

Blissfully unaware of the war clouds
which were gathering, Carson and
Cribb, two Et:ﬁmcr}.hﬂyﬁ from Abbots-
rourt, set out on o cycling tour of the
Seottish Highlands, and, hearing of a
inysterious monsier which was reputed
to haunt the waters of Loch Clure, they
procecded to investigate it. _

That mysterious monster, however,
was nothing more or leza than a flying
submarine, invented by ils commander,
{faptain  JLawless, undergoing sceret
tests on the walers, and beneath the
wators, of the loch. ]

To their astonishment and ndigna-
tion, Carson and Cribb were pounced
an by a gang of foreign seamen, led
By a swarthy-faced fellow named Cap-
lain Strom. ;

Capturing Lawless and the subinarine,
Strom =et off for the Beltic ahoard tha
eubmarine, taking Carson, Cribb and
Lawless with him. -

'he British Fleet, ongaged n
mancuvres off the Firth of Forth, was
attacked by Strom, who, having sunk
the leading battle eruizer of the line,
dived for the safety of the depths,

L] L] L] ® - -

But Strom was tco late, for already
lean-hulled and swift lLittle destrovers
were dashing to the spot where he had
submerged, and as their depth charges
exploded deafeningly around the reel-
ing submarine, low-flying seroplancs
from the flect aircraft carrier added to
tha oraft's peril by dropping aerial
torpedoes.

His swarthy face livid with fear and
rage, Strom spun the control wheel in o
frenzied effort to steady the wildly-
rolling submarine as it wigsagged down
towards the ocean hoitom.

“Blood and fury ! he crted hoarssely.
= Bhe's out of control |

“She's worse than that,” snarled Vor-
sart, one of his officers, “she's filling
with gas!V ]

It was only too truc. The acid from
the accumulators was splashing on to
the steel flooring, and a yellow, pungent
fog of death was flling the Lull of the
stricken craft.

“Take the wheel!” cholied Sivom,
and as Vorsart grabbed the spokes,
Strom whipped out his knife and com-
meneced sawing frantically at the bonds
of Captain Lawless.

“¥ou've rot to take over,” he grated.
“It’s yvour only chanco of life, as well
as ours ™

Lying helpless in their bonds, sick and
nausented by tho deadly fumes of the

as, Carson and Cribb watched Lawless
urch to the wheel, push Versart aside,
and take control. :

The depth gavge was registering
twenty-five fathoms, and, pressing the

bt e

WHAT WOULD YOU DO

if you were given the choice

of throwing in your lot with

the enemies of your country
or facing a firing party ?

=S

switch which operated the electrically
controlled hydroplanes, Lawless took the
submarine swiftly towards the surface,
the water swishing gurglingly out of the
ballast tanks.

“Mein geist!” swore Vorsart. "IE
we surface we're as good as dead !
“We're as good as dead 1f we

don't ! snarled Strom. *“8tand by to
open the hatch the moment we break
water 1

Flo thrust Lis gun inio the back of
Lawless.

“Keep her Thalf-submerged1” he
warned harshly, “If you surface com-
pletely I'll blow you to purgatery !

Lawless made no reply. His bronaed
and clear-cut features weore grim and
set, and lis ¢ves, cold and hard as
chilled steel, were fixcd on the depth
Fauge.

Fifteen fathoms—ten fathoms—{ive
fathoms—

“5he's coming up!” cried Sirom te
Vorsart, “ Ready with the hatch ™

He stared over the shoulder of Law-
less into the big perizcope mirror, Two
tlestrayers dashﬂdp across the glass, water
pouring from their bhows.

The submarine was coming up in the
midst of tha fleet. .

“ Remember |7 roasped Strom, jaebbing
hiz gun hard into the small of Lawless’
back. *“If you surfage——"

He broke off, stagreringly endeavour-
ing to keep his balance as, with a sud-
den upward swoop, the submarine broke
waler, leaping out of the sea like some
gigantic I:Eaclt seal, to fall and hit the
water again with &8 resounding splash,

{blivious, for the moment, to every-
thing but the letting of air into the
hoat, Vorsart whipped open the hatch,
ol s the clean, fresh tang of the sea
came sweeping into the gas [aden atmos-
phere of the hull, he leapt at Lawless.

A smash to the mouth sent him reel-
ing back against a bulkhead, and before
ha eould recover Lawless had sprung at
Strom and was fighting desperately for
possession of the gun.

“Btand by to close the hateh!”
ecreamed Vorsart, rushing to the wheel.

As two of the seamen leapt to obey
he took control of the wildly carecring
submarine. _

Already the swilt little fighting sconts
of the aircraft carrier were screaming
down to the attack,

Yelling to the scamen to close the
haich, Vorsart tock the submarine
diving down inio the depths again.

1le drove her under as fast as her

owerful motors could take her, an

o owed hiz escape to having dived
right benesth the gigantic hull of a
ronster battle crurser. .

By the time he had cleared the ermiser
he was fothoms deep, and the depth
charges of the pursuing aircrafs
exploded harmlessly above hum, rocking
the submarine as she tore down to the
safety wof the depths.

Meanwhile, behind him, {he fHght
between Lawless and Strom was being
{furiously waged.

Iiut the two seamen had rushed to
iheir leader’s assiztance, as had Roburg,
e R L R SO and

utnumbaro v. four to one, '
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ihoze four savage and desperate men,
Lawless put up an amazingly good fight.
Roburg had snatehed the gun frow
Strom’'s hand, but before he could fire
it a smashing upper-cut sent him stag-
rering buck, to erash, a limp and
mddled heap, to the floor.

A vicious kick in the stomach from
the panting, snarling Strom moment-
arily duulﬁ Lawless up, but, re-
vovering  -himself, he  drove @
terrilic  right to  Strom’s  bruised
and lroken lips, =ending that indi-
vidual reeling back, spitting broken
teeth, and cursing.

Next instant, Lawless' nrms were
pinioned to his sidez by the strong,
epeircling arms of one of the scamen,
and before he could free himsell o heavy
spanner in the hand of the othier man
crazhed sickeningly down on his skull,
plunging him into the black oblivien
uf unconszclionsness.

The Maval Base !

IIE submarine did not surface

I apain until it was well ont In

the North Sea, and then it only

broke water when Strom had

satisfied himself through ths periscope
that therc was no shipping ahout.

Skimming ncross the sea, the snb-
marine spread its metal wings  and,
soaring inte the air, hended swillly
northwards until towards muid morning
it glided down to land on tha wafer
bestde a rusty-hulled freighter  which
was pounding its way towards the
Faltie.

Aboard this old tramp, the s,
Tawda, were the seamen who had
helped Strom to caphure the submarine.
They had with them as prisoners fho
engineers and fitters who had  been
assisting Lawless at Loeh Clure.

Receiving o report that all was well,
Strom took the air again and, climbing
to twoenty thousand fect, headed casl-
wards towards the DBaliie.

“So yvou've come round, then?" he
sail o Dawless, descending into the
hull and crossing to where fhe com-
mander was lying bound hand aund
foot beside Carson and Cribl, "I must
congratulaie vou on the periormance
of this eraft of vours. It excends cven
my most sanguine expectations,”’

“I'm so glad,” responded Lawless
evenly. g

Strom’s  brnised  aml  swollen
twizted in a mirthless grin.

+YWith a fleet of these, we shall Lave
Tritain at our merey,’ he said. “There
13 neither o sea fleet nor an air fleet
that conld withstand an atiack by this
trpe of craft. It is o pity that you.
as the inventor, will not live fo wiliess
ita irrmmphs "

“1 agrec
Lowiess,

Iis imperturbability gooded Sirom
to anger.

“Wa'ra hoading for DBalkoll. our
naval baze,” snarled ike latter. = Vi
we get there youw'll be given the cheice
of throwing in your lot with us or
faring a firing pariy.  You've
Iwiween now and then 1o make up your
mind what you'll de.”

He glared at Corson and Crovd

“And the sama applies to yon two !
he smapped. Then, turning on his heet,
lic ascended into the sguat obscrvation
tower. )

2o swiltly did the fAring submarine
devour space that it was shortly after
rvon that the high-pitelied drone of b=
engines died away to a low hum and
it glided down to land on the water
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rear the submarine piers and iron
quass of the big naval bass of Balkoll
on the eastern shores of the Baltie.

With wings folded back, the sub-
marine surged in towards a steel jetty.

Leaving the prisoners in the charge
of Yorsart and Roburg, Strom went
ashore,

1T was gone abouwt an hour, and
when he returned, it was with an
armed gnard of preat-coated soldiers.

The bonds of Lawless, Carson, and
(ribb were removed. and in the midsk
of the guard they were taken ashore
antl marched past row after row of
corrugated iron hints until they came to
& long. stono building where they wero
nshered Inlo the presence of three
swarthy and uniformed officers seated
uth?. paper-strewn and blanket-covered
fababin.

“(laptain Dawless,' said ono of them
without preamble, “woun know why you
are here. Some time ago we offered
to purchase from yon the plans of your
{lving submarine. You refused to sell
You left us with no_other option than
to take possession of the snlmarine by
i_'ﬂ-l'l.:!l.'.‘, for we wore determined (o have
] A

“And what do you think my Govern-
ment 15 going 1o say about this?'’ de-
manded Lowless,

“Your Government knows nothing
about it,” responded the other harshly.
“The raid was carried out swiftly and
sceretly by Captain Strom, end every
one. of your men are prisonera,  Fven
the attack on the British Fleet cannot
Le proved to be our work, however
mmuch vonr Admiralty may suspect us.”™

He pansed a moment, then went on:

“You arc n man of sterling courage,
a Lrilliant air pilot, and a [first-closs
seaman.  If you will work with us, we
will make you rich beyond your wildest
dreams. f you refuse, youn will be
shot ! Which is it to bo?”

“Taa't 1he guestion rether an insule "
drawled Tawless,

The man leaned forward across the
talle, .

* You say that now,” he said harshly,
“Lut will you zay the same when vou
faco ihe levelled rifles of a2 firing
party? In this war which is to como
with Britain we will trinmph, Noth-
ing can prevent uz  Within twenty-
four honrs we can put a trained army
of millioms into the fehl, Wa will not
fail like Germany did, and in relurn
for vour serviees we are offering you
power and wealil” )

*Yon ean save yone breath,” saud
Tawlesa,

“Phen  von
with us?™

“Aost emphatically !

“Vory gond I nodded the oflicer.

1le turned 1o Carson and Cribl.

“Captain Strom has explained how
ho came to take yon prisoncers™ he
satd. “Vou are young. von have the
whole of life before yon, and it is no
wizlt of ours to kill you unless yon
force us to do so. I you are prepared
to remain here with uns, to swear an
cath of loyalty and allegiance to s,
then we will find work for you to do.
And when our flag flies over Britain
and her eolonics vou will not po un-
rowarded for whatever scrviees you
Iave rendered us.”

“Thanks very much,” =aidl Carson,
“hat there's nothing doing 1™

“You realise,” sard the officer evenly,
“ihat we cannot allow you to return
to England, nor do we intend to keep
vou prisoners for what would of neces-

rofuze to take service

5

auge, Farringdon Strest, Loadgs,
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gity hn an indelinite period. Yonr
refusal to fzke service with us means
that yon will be shet. I think you
lad better change your mind.”’

“I'm not going to!” replied (Carson
stubbornly.

The officer looked at Cribb,

“And you?” he demanded.

“I'm not working for son
Criblb unsteadily.

“Vory good!” nodded the officer.
“The three of vou will be shot et
dawn. If, hetween now and then, you
decido to take sorvice with wus you will
gave your lives ™

Turning fto thse guards, he rapped
out an order and the three prisoners
were marched away to another stone
building where they were separated
nn!cll locked by themselves in adjoining
celis.

=

gnlld

Escape !

0 ba shot at dawnl
Not o particulacly  pleasant
thought, refleeted Carson, as he

gat on hiz low plank bed slaring
at the stong wall of Ins ecell

Fven now he conld scarcely renlize
{hat the events of the past twenty-foue
hours had actually happened. 1B was
only about this time yesterday thot ho
and Cribb were sitting in o Scottish
inn, wading inio a substantial tca.

MNow they wore prisoners on tho deso-
late shores of the Paltic and were to

bo shot when about another twelvo
hours had elapsed. ;
Thoe thing was ineredible. Il and

Cribh would never return to Abbots-
court and the silly fools who lived near
T.och Clora wounld swear they'd been
devoured by the mysierious monster in
the loch. :

If it wasn't so beastly tragic, Apsley,
editor of the school magazne, would
probably give them an obitwary notice
on the followinz lines:

L {‘arﬁn and Cribb have departed this
ife,
But their names will for ever endura
As the fwo bright young lads who,
on holiday hent,
Wore devoured by the beast of Loch
Clure.™

Thoere was one thing absolutely cor-
tain and that was that nobody would
ever guess the truth. How tha dickens
could they? Who on earth would have
imagined that war was so terribly
close? And these fellows must be in
deadly earnest when they wera going
to the lengths of shooting him, Cribb,
and Lawless. ]

But Lawless, pacing up and down hia
own cecll, had no intention of heing
shot if he could help it

It was shortly afler midnight that he
put intoe action a desperate plan of
YECRI0,

Outside in the ecorridor he could hear
the pacing of the sentry, who, cvery
half-hour or so slid back the shutters
in the iron doors of the cells to pecr abv
iha prisenera.

When next that sentrv slid back the
shutter of the door of Lawless' cell he
got the sheck of Dhiz life, for he
conldn’t eee Lawless anywhere.

As o malter of fact, Lawless was
eronched against the deor, below {he
shutter, and completely invisible to the
gentry.

With an oath, tha frightened sentry
vanked back the beolts of the door and
rushed inta the ecell.

e amen.

for transmisston by Canadien Hﬂxulu-
Tealand chiTa.
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- As he did =o, Lawless whipped into
action. His hand shot up, clutching in
vice-like grip upon the sentry's throaf,
angd effectively choking the man's
sudden ery of alarm.

Exerting =nll his strength, and still
keeping iis grip upon the other's
throat, Lawless heaved himself to his
foet, bringing his knee up sharply into
the man's stomrach.

~With & choking gasp, the sentry went
limp, the wind knocked complotely out
1&{ him and the life almost choked out of
him.

Lowering him to the floor, Lawless
dashed to the door, closed it, and
returned to the sentry.

Ten minutes later, clad in the man’s
uniform, and carrying his rifle, Lawless
quitted the cell, bolting the door on the
ragged and bound sentry. .

At the end of the deserted cornidor a
chink of light shone through a partly
open door. Realising
that there was no other
exit from the building
except through that
room, which was the
guard-room, Lawless
cautionsly approached
it, with rifla levelled.

Reaching the door,
e kicked it open and
rasped ¢

“Put your hands
up I’2

The three soldiers
and the scrgeant,
seated playving cards at
tha table, stared 1n

open-mouthed astonish-
ment. Then, under the
TEeIACin threat of
that rifle-barrel, their
hands crept waveringly

gbove their heads.
‘" Btand up [ ordered
Lawless. “I will shoot

the first man to utter a
geound or make =a
hostile move 1™

There was no mis
taking the deadly
intent in Lawless

words, and cbhediently and Cribb.
the four men rose Lo
their feet with their hands still
upraised.

“¥ou "—Lawless nodded towards one
of the men—"tie¢ your comrades
hands., Usa their bootlaces ™

The man hesitated.

“1 shall not ask again!” rasped
Lawless, .

His finger tightened on the trigger of
the gun, and, seeing the movement, the
man hesitated no longer.

Bending down, he
gergeant’s laces out of his boots and
tied his wrists,. He did the same to
his two companions, after which he
gagged them with their handkerchiefs
at Lawless’ order.

“Now come here!” ordered Lawless.

Fearfully the man aspproached, and
within a few moments Lawless had
Lhim tied and gagged.

That done, he examined the fasien-
ings of the other three, and laszhed
their ankles together. Then, quitting
ihe room, he retraced his steps nl-::m%
the corridor and released Carson anc
Cribbh from their cells.

Swiltly he explained what had hap-
pened, and then led the way to ihe
%uard-m:}m. where the two schoolboys
donned a greateoat and a soldier's cap
aplece.

Lawlezz himzelf donned the sergeant’s
coat, and, when Carson and Cribb had
possessed themselves of rifles, he led the

pulled the

i) --* ¢

“ Tt is no wish of ours fo kill you, unless you force us to do s0,’” said the officer, addressing Carson
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way from the guard-room and out inio
the night.

With the rifles on their shoulders,
Lawless marched the two boys through
the darkness towards the jetty where
the flying submarine lay moored.

The trio looked like a military picket,
and the few zentries whom they passed
took them for such, with the resuit that
they resched the submarine withou$
molestation.

“There's sure to be a guard aboard, ”
sald Lawless, in a low voice, as he
swung himself up inte the sguat con-
ning-tower, “ so look out for trouble ™

There was s guard aboard, two
saldiers seated in the contrel-room, and
as Lawless descended the ladder into
the room, followed by the two borys,
they stared at him questioningly.

Next instant they qfrﬂ-ze into  immo-
bility, as he levelled hiz rifle at them
and rapped :

“Btick your hands up!”

“ But your refusal to take service with

~ Uncomprehendingly they looked at
him; then, as he grated the command
agn:in, their hands crept ebove their
eads.

.Under the threat of Lawless' rifle, it
would have heen madness to refuse, and
within & few minutes Carson and Cribb
had the pair of them gagged and
bound.

Aszcending to the outer hull, the two
Boys assisted Lawless to guickly cast off
the mooring-ropes. Then, dropping
down to the controlroom again, they
watched whilst Lawless pu]lleg over the
starting-handle of the eleciric motors.

Slowly the flying submarine com-
menced to surge awav from the jetty,
until it was running for the open sea.
Higher and higher rose the drone of its
motors, until it was hydroplaning at
terrific speed across the darkened waters.
Then, its wings wunfolded, the fiying
submarire soared up into the night sky.

Shortly after dawn it came gliding
down, to land, on the water, near the
5.3 Tawda, which it had located.

Through & megaphone, Lawless
addressed the stocky figure of the cap-
tain on the bridge. ]

“Put sbout!™ he roared. " You will
maka for Leith "

The captamm stared in astonishment,
for he had thought that Lawless was
Strom.

“What's the idea?” he yelled.

rr-‘rm_..': |
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of the water if you refuse!” shouted
Lawless.

The captain held a horried consulta-
tion with his cofficers.

“Who are you?" he yelled.

"I'm Lawless!|” replied that indi-
vidual, " Put sbout, or I'll sink youl"

With thet, he took off again, eireling
low over the Tawda, which obediently
ﬁmt about znd headed bhack the way it

ad come, after Lawless had dropped a
tl:farning bomly within a cable's length
of it.

Later in the merning, two destrovers,
summoned by Lawless’ wireless, picked
up the Tawda, end proceeded to escort
her to Leith, after taking the prisoners
off her. .

That zame afternoon the flying sub-
maring landed in the Thames estuary,
and  within an  hour Lawless was
closeted with several hiﬁ'h Army and
MNavy officials in Whitehall.

“They can do nothing,” he iold

us means that you will be shot I*

“"The idea 32 that I'll blow you out
Carsen and Cribb that evening when ho
had returned to the fying submarine.
“Until this Baltic Power declares war
on us, Britain's hands aro tied, unless
she wishes to become the aggressor and
declare war herself.”

“Well, why don't we declare war "
demanded Carson.

Lawless shook hiz head.

“War is a dreadful thing,” e
replied, “and we want to avoeud it if
possible.  Conseguently, I am going to
use the Hying submarine to smash
these foreigners.”

“You're what? demanded Carson,
staring.

“T'm _ﬁuin to wage a war on {hem
myself I’ re[ﬁiﬁd Lawless grimly. “T'll
put their fleet out of action, blow their
munition works wp, and cripple thom
as completely as I can.” -

“And we'll heip vou!” cried Carson
enthusiastically. *“What d'you say,
Cribb, old chap?”

“ Rather I"* agreed Cribl fervently.

(Captain Lawless iz laking on gome
frsl—what? e sure you read how lee
fares in next weck's chapters of this
thrilling flying yarn. By the way, have
you introduced Captain Lawliss and the
trusty schoolboys, Carson and Cribd, to
your pals? If not, now's !'-F!-f' fime /)
'f'i:‘;s MaiexeT LIBRARY.—XNo. 1,438,



8
THE MAN IN THE MASK!

(Continued from puage 24.)

Alonzo shook his head.

“Uy dear William, »ov must do
exactly as the doctor tells you,” he said,
“A doctor's orders—"'

“Yaoarcook! He's pinching me!
velled DBunter, "Wlmup' He ain't
fecling my 1}1155{‘ He's pip-pip-pinch-
g me! Wow "

“Vory I:;-&{T---.mj bad indeed
wred Dr. Diddle.

“Yaroooh! lHe's
of mo!” shrieked
Alake him, lepgo!
Xarooop "
“Ha, ha, hal”
“Timx put out your tongue, m_;, dear
Boy! I must sce vour tongue!l’

“Ow! I won't!”

“If the patient finds difficulty in put-
ting out his tonzue, the difficulty may
e overcome LIJ t'ﬁﬁtmg his ears a
little,” said Dr. Diddle. “ Now if you
voung gentlemen will take an car each

W LS

nEr

T

incliing lutnps out
unter.  * Leggo!
I won't be pinched !

“Yarooop ! Whﬂﬁﬂp t  Legepo my
cars, you beasts! 11l put oui my
tongue ! Wow 17

Bunter opened a large mouth, and
projected his tongue, Dr. Diddle gazed
ut 1t tlvough his horn-rimmed “glasses.

“Koop it like that ! he commanded.

Bunter kept it like that! e did not
want his fat cars pulled again. With
his mouthh wide open and his tongue
sticking out, he glared at Dr. Dhiddie,
crimson with fury.

The medical man took a small packet
from his pocket, inserted his fingortip
mto it, and’ then placed the finger-tip
on Bunter's tongue.

The effcet on Bunter was almost elee-
trigal.

He fairly bourided.

“Urragh! Atchosol-oop! Gu urggh!
Yorrggh!™ spluttered Bunter. " UOogh!
\Wharrer yvou putting—groogh--mustard
on my tongue fof, vou beast? Yurrer-
oooogh [

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.

ACalm ua:u‘a;plf my dear boy ! said
Dr. Diddle s.:m’fi‘:mg!y
" Yirrerooogh'tY

“Thiz feverizsh exeitement 15 u very
sorions symptom!” said Dr. Diddle,
Lljnkin at the juniors through his horn-
rintmne gla-::.m “I cannot judge
definitely as_ yet, but I fear an accession
of rum-te-tum collywobble. Theve are
wudoubited  signs of rum-te-tum  and
some dieption of pollywobble, and, 1

foar, a touch of foozlc.ogzlo! I"c-m,
I'.I-I'}l:'.l'l:‘ h‘D}" FEH
“Oh,” how very, very dreadinl!™

gaa;md Alonzo.
“The patient may recover,” zaid Dh.
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Diddle. “I am [ar from giving up all
hope."

“Wha-a-t1” gasped Bunter. He
ceased to gurgle, and gazed at Dr.
Diddle through hiz big speetaecles, “I
—I say, mean to say 1'm really ill?"

“Courage” said Dr. D:dﬂlm “You

have a chance—not, perhaps, 8 very
healthy chance but a chance! You may
recover—"

* Yarooh I . ,

“With care !” said Dr, Diddle. ™ With
constant eare and faithful nursing, I do
not despair of your recavery.”

“Ow! Isay, you fellows—— Oh dear!
Oh lox® 1™

“My dear, dear William ! exclaimed
Alonzo, greatly moved. “¥ou shall
have overy care, I will watch over you
night and day. I will give you your
medicing rogular]y—"

" Beaat 17

M Poor old Bunter | said Bob Cherry
sadly. “If wa're going to lose him——"

“Dw! Oh crikey ™

“The loss will be ferrific and prepos-
terous ! sighed the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“I will leave full instructions for the
treatment of the patient,” gaid Dr.
Diddte. “They must be carried out o
the very letter,”

“0h, certainly!” exelaimoed Alonze.
“T will see to that ! Day and night—?*

“A thin diet.” said Dr. Diddle. A
very thin diet!”

* Beast 1™

“My dear, dear Willlwm, I am sure
the doctor is right! .I have very, very
often thought that the great quantitics of
food yvou constme—"

“You silly wdighl” _

“ A Llittle dry toast, throe times a day,
with a glaszss of cold water,” =aid the
medical man. “No buiter on the toast.
MNo tea, no sugar, no gmn, g calo, Lo
swoetstuffs of any sort——"

“ ook here—-" shricked Bunier,

“This trestment to conbinue for =
weak—"

“Oh erikoy !

“If my mstraclions ave nol melicn-
lously carricd out, 1 vefuse to auswer
for the consequences,”

“I will be very, very carclul to sce
them carried out——"

"Shut up, you 1diot ! roanved Dauter.
“Look here, T'm not 1111 IE was only
a j“ﬂim’ I -nna pip-pup-pulling the
fellows' logs ! gmng‘ to get up 17

”En::rp him i in 'EJL- on the diet T have
preseribed [V zaid Dr. Diddle. 1 will
call again to-morrow.”

“1 say, vou fellows—

“Quict, Bunter, old man ! sand Dob
Cherry soothingly.
il—"

“I'm not ilt¥ yvelled Bunter.

“You are! We're going {o sce (he
docter’'s orders carried out. It's up to
us, old chap!™

“ Remember vou've -

“Beast! I'm not Ell {
"My dear William,” exclaimed
Alenzo, “you have been very, very ill

all dmr-y-:m have told me so many,
man times—="
hut up, you duommy |

“Oh, my goodness!
William-—>
" “_Bﬂﬂ.ﬁt. Il’

“This wap, doctor!” gasped Harry
Wharton, and the juniors ?E‘d Dr. D:ddlﬂ
from thﬁ TOOTH,

Bunter glared after him, with a glare
that almost cracked his Epenﬁlmlas

Alonzo remained to take care of tho
patient. But Alonzo's task was near
its end.

A3z soon as the door clesed on the
medical man, Billy Bunter started crawl-
mi from the bed.

lonzo, greatly alarmed, pushed him
back

i Mj" dear William—" he exclaimed.

“Beast! Gerrawayl”

“You must not get up—"

“Grerraway M

“The doctor said—"

“Will vou logpo #** howled” Bunter. “1
want o %ft ua fore thosa oiher boasts
come bae imme my trousers!”

Alonzo puthed Bunter back into bed.

Billy Bunter clenched a fat fist and
kit out !

Crash |

Buomp !

“Whooo-hooop ! roared Alonzo.

It was some punch, with Bunter's
weight behind it. 1t landed on Alonzo's
nose, and Alonzo landed on his back.
He roured wildly.

Bunter serambled out of bed. Alonzo
didd not intervene further. Alonzo was
knocked out. Bunter dressed in record
time. anxious to get out before the
juniors came back.

Alonzo was stll gorgling on the Roor
when Bunter whipped out of the room
and disappeared.

My dear

Ten minutes  later Bolr |, Cherry's
clicery face locked in, Alonzo was sit-
ting up, fecling his nose tenderly—

perhaps to ascertain whether it was still
there ! It felt as if it wasn g £

“Halle, halle. hallo!™ roared DBob.
“Where's the giddy invalid #*

Ol was Alonzo's answer.
W nangh

Evidently Billy Bunter was no longer
illt  The invalid had been completely
cured—by e, Wibley [
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(Whatever you do, chums, dor't weras
the roncludiag story in this mrﬁmr,r firg
series of Jweliday warus, “ON THFE
TRAIL OF TREASURE!” It's the besl
uf the beneh? Fook out for #f in next
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MY MAJOR

Says BOLSOVER MINOR

When the vao. started, my major gave me
of warning about emoking.

“I've heard that some of you fags smoke cigarettes

& word

—

- —==Tu
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Te——T
——
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on the sly during the hols.,” he eaid. ™ Let me
catch you smolk and I'll w}m::f: Iynm See 1™
* I've never am in my life,” I told him. No. 153.

“ That's all right.
then, or yvou'll regret it ! ** growled my major.
It’a & funny thing. I'd never thought of
emoking before. mﬁut. having been ordered

pob to smokd, 1 felt I simply had to try it.

I bought a packet of five ecigareties and
made up my mind {0 amoke them duriog the
vac., even though I never smoked again for
the rest of my life |
%I did it, too—and my major never found
out. But I had one or two narrow agueala.

Once he omme across me in a fleld just os
I'd finished emoking one. He locked jolly
suspicious end asked me what caused the
amell of burning.

I told him I'd been trying to set fire to the
farmer's haystack, and the relief on his face
wna wondorful,

Another time he caught me sneaking

upstaira for & whiff and asked me sternly
where I was going.

I eaid I was going to fix up & booby trap
for the maid, Percy let me go at once and
told me he was jolly glad 1 waan't going
emoking,

There was another occasion when he saw
me bring a cﬁuFle of cigarettes from my
ket and 1 really thought the game was up.

t, just in time to save my bacon, I told him
they went off bang when lit, and that I was
?Jing to put them in with unele's eigarcttes

or o lark. FPercy promptly apologised for
thinking wrong of me.

I E‘IIPEFHE it he sskes me now if I've ever
smoked, I shall have to admit it. But I shall
tell him it was only opiom. I shouldn’t think
he'd see any harm in that, would you 1

THE OLD
FAMILIAR SOUND

By JAMES HOBSON

I was sitting on the sands with Btewart.
All we ocould hear was the ]at,!'ppirlg of the
waves on the shore and the cry of an occasional

gull,

“ Doean't it seem peaceful 1 "' I sighed.

“ You're right,"" agreed Btewart. " How
far away Greyfriars scems! Why, we seem
to be in & different world. I've almost for-

the names of the fellowa | '

Just aa Etowart said thia, we heard a new
mound sltogether—a sound that struck a
familiar chord in both of ua together.

Crash! Thump! Bang!

Jolly well pee that you don's,

“What the merry dickens!' ejaculated

Blewart.
Beom | Ping! Tinkle! Crash!
“Can it be T " I asked, hoarsely.

“ Must be ! said Btewart. * There can’t
posatbly be two sounds like that 1™

We got up from the sands as if moved by a
ginglo impulse, and hurried along 1o the
pierrot ghow from whence the horrid noise
waa n-:rmm%

One look was encugh, We were both
right 1 The pierrots were running a piano-
playing contest—and the Grst competitor was
Ulaude Hoskins |

How to Cure Toothache

If you know the answor, for Fote's sahke
tell me. A dentist wants to chargo mo a
dollar for taking out a tooth—and I can't
stand such an awful wrench as that]—
' FISHY,” Box 39, GREYFRIARS HERALD.
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Dicky Nugent'’s Great Serial,
“Dr. Birchemall's Prottegyl”’

Bert Birchemall, a neffew of Dr. Birohemall,
the headmaster of 8%, S8am’s, had joined the
Fourth. He was n booly and a cadd. In
spite of the fakt that he ranked inside the
Head's eircle, ho was a rank outaider.

The Head, however, farely doted on him.
This was rather funny, for he had never met
hiz neffew before the yungster arrived at St.
Sam’a. But it wasn't the only funny thing
that had beon noticed sbout the Head by a
long, Ie:'n% chall, so the skcol took it all g2 a
matter of cores.

On the day after the new bov's arrival, the
Fourth wers in the footer pavilion, changing

1 for the mateh with the Fifth, when the

elumping of heavy hobnailed boots sounded
outside, and the Hvﬂad tripped lightly in. He
wore footer shorts benecth his academmick
gown. ‘The Fourth couldn’t help wondering
why. Behind him lounged his leering neffow,
Bert Birchemall,

“Good afternoon, boys!™ grinned the
Head. “ Ten to one in doonutts you can’t
guess the plezzant serprize I've pot for you ! ™

“I'll take you on, siri ™ mige Jack Jolly.
* You'ra going to tell us that Bert Birchemall
i3 leaving St. Sam’s. Is that the plezzant
serprize, wir * "’

* Ha, ha, hat™

M Btrike me pmnk!™ eggsolaimed Dr.
Ihrehemall.  * Of all the potty answers I can
imagine, Jolly, ?u}ura is cortainly the potiiest !
Hert Birchemall leaving, indeed | E('-'h y it
would be a disaster to Bt. Sam’s if my brilliant
yung neffew laft !

*“ Hear, hear | ** yelled Bert Birchemall.

“ Look ot the lad's dial | ** oride thoe Head |

and

dramattically. 3
ert

“ There's honesty
it |

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

Birchemall won't leave Bt. Sam's if I
can help it, beleeve me! Your idiotic
guess, Jolly, was miles wide of the
mark |

“Then what's the correct answer?™

“¥Yes, epill the beans, siri™
curridged the footballers.

“ YVery well, then ; as you all give it
up, I will tell u,"griﬂn-eir]]r.Bimh&m-
all. * The plezzant serprize I promised

ou 18 this : my neffow ia poing to play
ooter for vou egainst the Fifth this
afternoon | ™

“Oh, orums!”

A gasp of dismay went round the
Fourth team., Thiswas about the most
unplezzant * plezzant ' serprize the
Head could possibly have given them 1

* But we've alrcady got our team
sir | ** objooted Jack Jolly.

* ¥es, and what a team they are | " jearcd
Dr. Birchemall. “ Why, I trooly bslseve
they’d find it hard to beat a blind skool | My
neffew will stand out like a giddy professional

amongst them ! DBright! Stand wpl®
Eright stood up. P
“You'll stand down,” said the Hand

“ Bert Birchemall will take your placeToould hardly

"Nuff aaid 1

* Ch, grate piﬁ) Rl

ki Hurr}-' up, tho rest of you ! *' went on Dr.
Birchemall, glancing at his rist-wateh. ** Just
to see thal my neffew gets fair play, I'm going
to referee the matoh mysélf—and I don’t Jike
being kept waiting 1 ™

The Fourth looked rebellious. Bub the
notissed that the Iead was swishing his b
about rather omminously, so thoy decided
that it wasn't advissble to argew the toas
any further.

Five minnits lator, the rival teama turned
out on Little Side. The uneggepected site of
Dr. Birchemall on the feld, armed with a
wiggle and a birch and wearing footer shorts
made the spectators simply yell.

* It’s the Head ! ™ they cride,

“ Bai Jove! It's becn comin' for & lgng,
long time, an' now it's come | ** drawled the
Honnorable Guy do Vere, ' Battah wormn
thﬁ ?F:apmst mental homo to prepaih a padded
ce

* Ha, ha, ba | "*

Feop |

Bl =

! Bugk raised hia leg to kick. But bafore he
Icmuld do 80, something happened to that leg |
Bert Birchemall rushed in like a oyolone,
grabbed it with both hands, and jerked it high
1o the air.
Bang! Crash! Wallop!
" Yaroocooo 1" yelled Bueck, ag he hit the
hard, unsimperthetick turf with his head.
! “Fowl there, refl" hooted DBowneer,
! ¥ Pull him up, sir ! ¥
{ “TFowl, fddlesticks!” rotorted Dr.
Birchemall, to everybody's amozemoent.
* That was a perfectly fair charge. Get on
with the game, boya | ™
* G.g-grate pip 1 7
The playera resewmed play almost dazedly.
The Head’s amazing decision threw a loorid
light on the way in which the game was going
to be handled. It was pretty cbvicus that
yung Bert Birchemall was going to be allowed
& lot of rope | J
But nobody dreemed how much rope he
woa goingtobe .
- allowed till the
. game really pot
mmto its strido.
{ Evon then they

beleove it.

The Head
winked his eye
at the mogt
faarsome of
fowlsg—ao long
a3 the culprit
was his dear
1 neffew. I.Eut- if
any player
venchered to
go euywhers
near DBert
Birchernall, the
Head came down on him like & ton of bricka !

All Dr. Birohemall seemed to be conserned
with waa seeing that his neffew scored for the
Fourth ; but try as he would, the Head's
' neffow couldn't mannidge it 1
| At lpst, Dr. Birchemall grew desprit,
. Grabbing the ball himself, he threw it at his
neffew's feet, and yelled : * Run dowa and
sgore ! I'll keep them off for youl™

“ Thanks, Unele AIfl" grinnod Bert.

A shrill blast on the Head's wiassle ga,ﬂi" Hea Licked the ball and followed it, and the

tﬁa signal for the kick-off, and in an inetant
the
Form skipper and centre-forward,

across to Buel.

Head came palloping after him, beating off

game had started. Bowncer, the Fifth|sll attackers, .
thel - At last, the Head's neffow was In the very
ball to Swankleigh, and Swankleigh swung it| mouth of tho goal.

Ha pawsed—Lkicked—and
the ball lodged in & corner of the net !
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Reggie Coker, ** Coker mioor,™
ol the Rixth, olten burns the
midnight oil, being keen on
study. His elder brother, Horace
Gﬂﬁ:ler, iﬁfﬂ tha Fta'ﬁh,h %\inkl
worlds of Reggle—though FPoiier
and Greane say if Horace nmﬁpuﬂ
up &l night long he still wooldn't
koow sa maoch as the average lag |
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Dang‘in,% that she iz tha faftest
girl in the world, Bessia Buntar,
of CLiff House, affirmed that she
Is merely well-developed, unlike
her brother, Billy, who 13 much
Onlookers, who could

ditferencs
them, thought E'ﬁi?:' statement
2
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Dongald Ogilvy Is very proud of
hie SBcotoh extraction. Whan hs
appeared io the Bemove passage
in & kilt, Beolsover major ma
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Invited to a dancs at Clift Houoss
Bchool, Harry Wharton & Co.
fett a littla nervous ! Hurree

b and Frank Nugenot proved

B : biz height,
"lightest on their Teet—bat Johnny

of gtretching

vl when ha trod on her
foot | Johnoy's was the ** ball **
step—not the ** fox-{rot ** |

¢t siretche

“Goal 1" roared the Heoad.
footballer! Goal! "

bl [ use ma, sir,” spoke up the woics of
Jack Jolly, “ but haven’t you made a slite
mistake ?

Dr. Birchemall stopped cheering.

« Mistake, Jolly 7 hat do you meant™

* Oh, nothing much,” said Jolly, with
orushing sarkasm. “ It juet happens that
vour noffew kicked into tho wrong goal and
ascoraed for the other side—that's all ] *

*My hat ! gasped the Head.

Jolly waa right ! The shock was too much
for Dr. Birchemall, He blew his wissle and
said it was half-time.

The players went into the pavilion; but
there was one who did not go with them-——
namely, Dert Dirchemall. As the new boy
wallced off the field, he notissed in the crowd
a good.-looking yung fellow beckoning to him.
This wyungster, who didn't belong to St.
Sam’s, then walked away from the footer
field. Bert Birchomall followed him.

When they had reached & seclooded spot,
the gﬂﬂd-lﬂﬂ{ing yung fellow wheeled round
and said : “ Sorry, old chap, but the deal's
off mow [

* Oh, it is, iz it 7 ** gaid Bert Birchemall, in
aatmngei;;' sinnister voige, ** Whosayaso 7

“Mal® :

“Well, take this, then!' snarled the
Hoad's noffow, landing a nock-out.

After that, his behaviour was pokuliar.
First he bound and gagged his defesated
opponent. Then, with endless trubble, he

agged him to a cell at the top of the old
ruined tower at St. Sam's. Finally, he locked
him mm and left him thera |

Dr. Birchomall nearly wept with joy on
geeing his neffew turn up on Little Side again.
Heo had a word with him, then addrossed the

plu;,'a:mi

“Boys!' he said. * I have hart.rending
newe for you—especially for the Fourth! My
EEEEEW‘ is too tired to play footer again to-

gy 1’

The Head seemed to e ect the Fourth
to bust into tears. But they didn'tl They
checred instead—then went om the field to
win the game by 10 goalato L !

The Fourth farely blessed Bert Birchemall's
tiredness at the end of the game. And not

" What a

for a moment did any of thom dreem of the
Sinnister Socret that lay behind it |

(What 4a the " ginnisfer" mystery abowt
Beré Birchemall ¥ For further developments,
read next week's instalment of ©' Dr. .Eircfa

mall's

The =chool doclor
Bunter to do atretching exercisas
$0 get hiz fat down gnd increasas
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Bunpter di
koges—whereat Ogilvy showe. Hull got & glare Irom Clara sireiching to reach a L
high shell in the pentry.
was canght and ocaped—hs had
d *? things too far [

Prottegy | "'—ED.)

You never i
did you? Neither did I till I saw him with my own
oyig.
ityggr a factl

It was right in the hoart of the country, miles
from any ro
niba.
stopping it out as tho
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told Billy Horaecs Coker, staying with his
Aunt Judy, insisted on slee ing
in a tent, saying it was healthier !
Aunt Judy was awakened in
the early moroing by a terrifio
commotion—Coker’s guy Tropes
had laf the feni down om top
of him | Coker looked a com-

plete “* guy ™'

kind
was
ic off &
He

o chocker an

" GREYTFRIARS HECTOGRADPH PURLISH.

GEORGE BULSTRODE reveals

MAULY AS

A HIKER

ined old Mauleverer as a hiker,

But now that I've actually seen him, I inow

ad, that Browny and I came acrosa his
Heo was in full hiking elobber and he was
h his life depended on it,
* Hiking, old n t" Browny gm:?ed.

“ Yaas., Troitin' along my way " aslked
Mauly, amiably.

* Any old way you like | ™ grinned Browny.
“This 18 a mystery worth looking into, eh,
Bulstrode 1 **

“You bet!™ I agreed. " How far have
vou walked, Mauly *  Ten milea 7

Mauty etopped and eyed me in herror,

“Ten miles ? Burely no human being ever
walked ton miles 1™

“"Wea've juﬂt— dona that ourselves™ I
chuckled. * What have you done ™
Maul

¥'& apawer took us :}mnFIut.ﬂI}r aback.
“About a hundred yarda | " he said.
“A lhundred yards!’ lhooted MHrownv.
“ Thon how the dickens did you get here ¥
“ By car, dear man," M&u?; replicd simply,
“ I thought there'd be no harm in gettin® the

chauffeur to take the car across country an'
try out thia hikin’ bizpey properly. Ho I did
it. I've hiked & humﬁ‘-}d yoards, I don't

care much for it. Now I'm goin' back to the
car bohind that hedge. Can I give 1ou men
aliftr™

Tho answer was in the affirrnative ! Browny
and I camo to the conclusion that we'd dene
onough for ene day—having seen Mauly's
idea of a hile |

DICK RAKE Investigates
STRANGE STORY
OF PHANTOM FOURTH

A most remarkable rumour has been going
the rounds among Greyfriars holideyinakers.
In spite of the fact that the sohool is closed for
the vao., the Upper Fourth, it is alleged, have
been seen en masse on the playing.tields at
Greyfriars 1

osling is tho man who saw the apparition.
He told several people that he certainly saw
a crowd on the playing-fields, and he added
that they loo like the Upper Fourth and
behaved like the Upper Fourth.

I'm now going to reveal tho truth about
this astounding story. I was so intrigued by
it that I went to the expense of phoning
Gossy up yesterday.

Gossy now admita that he was mistaken.
He still ineists that they loocked and acted
like the Upper Fourth ; but he admits that
on oloser investigation he found he was
mistaken,

What he took to be the Upper Fourth wae
n:mg a flock of nhe-aai:- all the time !

on't blame Gosaling, chops | After all, it
was a perfectly natural error !

MNaturally
Smith minor, who runs a bes-hive at homs
in hia gardon, greatly resents the soggestion
that he docsn't know the first thing aliont it.
He asks critica to call on him personally,

: when ho will give them all a stinging reply !

—

Suffering from Sunburn P
Then buy a copy of Mark Linley's latest
you'll turn whito in no time 1—

ING CO., ¢/o GREYFRIARS HERALD,

Answer to Correspondent
“ 'LONZY."==*Ig it trus that eating fruit
makes ons ygood at history t" Quite true,
'Lonzy ! Regular fruit-eaters never forget
thoir dates 1



