


THRILLING SITUATIONS AND LAUGHS GALORE IN THIS GRAND COMPLETE SCHOOL

YARN OF GREYFRIARS!

UNTER DEATYS %.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Important 1
AN DUCK!® shouted Billy
Bunter.

Putnam van Duck, the
new jurior ‘n the Grey-

friars Remove, did not heed. As ha
was standing at the wicket, with his
bat in his hands, watching for the ball
te come dewn from Hurree "Jamset
Bam Bingh, he had no attention to
waste on Billy Bunter,

Two or three other fellows, however,

called out to the fat Owl of the
Remaove:

“Bhut up. Bunter!”

“Buzzs off ¥

* Don't bother [

Billy Bunter did not shut up. He
did mnot buzz off. Neither did he
coase to bother. Bunter gome
down from the House at & run, and
arrived breathlesa. A]lz:uarenﬂ,]- it was
an urgent matter that -had brought him
there. But to the Hemove fellows,
just  then, the urgent matber was
cricket.

It was only & practice at the nets
But Harry Wharton, the captsin of the
Remove, was watching Van Duck with
s very keen eyo. The Ameriean
junior was taki to cricket
duck to water. He wielded the willow
like a fellow born to it. Now he
waa standing up to the bowling of

Hurrce Singh, the best junior bowler
b {l-reylritra.

Wharton was coonsidering he
watched, whether Van Duck might not
be a valuable recrnit for the team
going over to Roockwood the following Q
week,  Billy Bunter, always super-
fluous, was more superfluous than aver
gt the moment.

“1 say, you
Bunter.
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fellows I  gdaped

<2 Tl

Get out i hﬂuted Harry Wharton.
“But 1 say—"
“Kick him, somebody !” snapped tho
captain of the Remove.

illy Bunter Jum d out of reach

before anybody could oblige. His fat
existence was forgotten st once.

ayes were on Putnam van Dock, a3
urrce 3ingh sent the ball down.

It was & wi ball—one of the
nabob’s wiliest. But the junior from
Chica sgemed usl to it. He
patted it away, and grinned cheer-
fully.

“By gum, he can bat!” s=aid Boh
Cherry.

“B_yr guio, he can!” agreed Harry
Wharton. fanc
him at Rockweod. We—'"

“1 say, you fellows——"

“0Oh, my batl JIs Bunter shill
ihmﬁ'f IB]'.uw away, ﬁu:!ut%* 1”'{

“But I say—" yclle unter.

“Kick him 1"

“Van Duck™ wanted!™ howled
Bunter.

ﬂRﬂ‘t t)l i

“Wanted at  once—important!”

spluttered Bunter. “Think I've come
down hero fﬂr nothing, you silly assesl
I tell you it's important!”

“0Oh, blow!” growled Harry Whar-
ton. “qua, Yan Dw::k this fat idiot
says you're wanted 1"

an Duck came unwillingly away
from the wicket. However, if his
Form-master had sent for him, he had
no choige in the matter. Angd he took
it for granted that it was a summons
fromm Mr. Quelch.

“Bearch mel” he grunted. "I guess

Quelech might ‘ﬁwa & gUuy a. rest on &8
half- hulu:ln hat does the cld gink
want, Bunterl”

“Eht *Tisn't Quelch 2

“The Head ("' asked Van Duck.

“'Tisn’t the Head |2 o

“Who the great horned toad i3 ik

wa shall wank-

l.hf,m 1" demanded Putnam. “If it's
ky profeck. sent for you
can ‘bh lnm to guess sgain! I*fl BBY

I ain't chucki ericket to mosey
around for sny th Form guy 2
“'ian't a prefeckl™
“Then who—* rearad Van Duck.
“It's a parcel ™

“A—a—a parcel!Z stuttered theo
American ]unmr
“That's it!" gasped Bunter. "I

csme to tell you, at o when I saw
it taken to the House dame’s room.
You'll have to go to Mrs. Eebble for
.t, ou know. It's tuck, of course.™
it-tut-tuck 1 stuttered Van Duck,

while the other Remaovites glared at
William George Bunter as if they
could have eaten hi

1t was not & e from Quelch,
or the Head, or even # prefect! Billy
Bunter had interrupted the cricket—
to bring the news that a parcel of
tuck had areived for Putnam, and
awaited him in the Houss dame’s room.
That was the important matter that
had brought the fat Owl scudding
breathlessly down to the nat.'.l

From Billy Bunter’s point of view, it
was, of oourse, a matter of the very

eatest importance and urgency.

ricket, in comparison, was =& trifle
light as air.

On that point Harry Wharton & Co.
did not agmn with Bunter.

“Tuck, course,”™ ssid Bunter,
heedless nf Ewmlnun p;lueau * What
elso ecould it be? 'Tian’t & hamper,
though—too small for that! Looks to
mauliltmuhk be & box of choco-
latea. Anyhow, it's jolly certain that
it's tuck, old chap, and I came to tell
vou at once. Come onl”

“Come on?” repeated Van Duck.

“Yes, como on, old fellow!"” said
Buntar,

“Carry me home

to diel!® ejacu-
lated Putnam.
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“You rosred Bob
Cherrr.

“0Oh. veally, Clerry—"

“¥You pernicious porpoise!” yelled
Johnny Bull.

“0h, really, Bull—-—"*

“Blaughter  him "
Wharton.
“1 say, you fellows, don't flu.;r,' the
atl Come on, Van Duck, old chap |

say, what are you waiting for? It's
tuck !

Evidently, Billy Bunter ecould not
understand & fellow lingering, when
he had news of the arrival of tuck!

fat villamn!™

said  Harey

He blinked impatiently at Putnam
through his big =spectacles. C‘-‘erl:amlf,
the Owl of the Remove was not wholly

disinterested in the matter. He in-
tended to be on hand when that parcel
wes opened—with an eye to the
crumbs that fell from - the rich man's
table Bunter was in & hurry for that
parcel to be opened.

" You—vou sky piecan!” gasped
Van Duck. “You allfired bonehead !
You two-cent remnant! You—— Oh,
st down!™

“I say——  TYarococooh!” roared
Billy Bunter, as the exasperated Ameri-
can junior prodded him with his bat.

The prod took effect on the widest
?El-l.‘t- of Bil]{ Bunter's ample circum-
erence. t tapped him on the
cquator, as it were. Billy Bunter sat
down quite suddenly, with a heavy
bump

“Urrrggh!” gasped Bunter.

"Now, yvou pack it up. you pie-daced
piccan [ growled WVan Duck, and he
walked back to the wicket.

“Gurrrggh " gur%led Bunter. “I—
I say—— {locooer |

“Roll away, barrel!™ grinned PBob

erry.
“Urrgh! Beost! Wurr ‘
round, my iufants said

“Grather
Bob. " All of you kick him together—

gh !."l

-I:lf

first kick te mel Keep still, Banter!
Hallo, halle, hallal ‘hore are you
going ™

Billy Bunter did not delay to reply;
he went! Spluttering for gr-:.-ath, the
fat junior burncd the wind, as Putnam
van Duck would have expressed it.

Harry Wharton & Co. turncd their

sttention to cricket again.  Ipex-
plicable as it was 16  Billy Dunter,
nchbody cared two hoots, or one,

whether there was o parcel of tuck

unclaimed in-the EHouse dame's room,.

so long as cricket was the order of the
day.

That parcel of tuck was immediately
forgotten by  everybody but  Billy
Bunter. Dut it was not tlic sort of
thiing that Billy Bunter could forget!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Luck—and Tuck !

1 O away, Master Bunter !
G “Uh, really, bBIras. Kelble,

| —

“Will you po  away
demanded Mrs. Kebble, with great
asperity.

“Oh, certpiely ! Bot—"

“And shut the door, please!™

Thoe Heouse dame’s rovmn, z2urrotnded
by cuphoards from Hoor to cetling, was
a nwee cosvy room. Mrs. Kebble, the
House dame, wai o nice, cosy old soul.

DBt it was for meithor reason thot
Billy Bunter had rolled in
Half an hour had clapsed sinee

Bunter'a visit to the ericketers, During
that half-hour he had paid no fower
than three visits to the House danwe's
room. JEach tite he had bhinked at a
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parcel that iay on the House dame's
table, with a longing blink through his
bl%‘ spectacles,

t was all very well for Puinam van
Duck to pass a parcel of tuck by, like
the idle wind which he regarded not
Van Duck was a millionaire's son, and
no doubt had all the tuck he wanted.

It was quite different with Bill
Bunter. Bunter never had all the tu
he wanted. Certainly, bhis wants in that
line were rather extensive.

If Van Duck did not eare about that
parecl, Banter did. He was, indeed,
prepared to save Van Duck all the
trouble of dealing with it.

Un his first visit to the House dame's
reom, Bunter had stated that Van Duck
wanted him to take that ﬁarcel up to
his study. 'That statement had no offect
whatever on Mrs, Kebhle. Probably
she knew her Bunter too well! She had
eimply asked Buater to shut the door
after him.

On his sceond visit, Bunter had asked
for & clean handkerchief. That was
rather move plausible, for there was no
doubt that nter was in need of a
clean handkerchief.

_He was provided with one; but Mrs.
Kebble, unfortunately, did not turn her
back, so there was absolutely no chance
of snafHing the parcel that lay on the
table.

On his third visit Bunter asked for &

In nine ecases out of ten,
William George Bunter, of the
Greyfriars Remove, gets more
kicks than ha’pence from his
school-fellows. But, fat freak
though he is, Bunter comes in
useful sometimes, as is proved
In this week’s all-thrill school
story of HARRY WHARTON
& CO.

clean collar. This, slso, was plausible.
Bunter necded a clean collar as much

af he needed a clean handkerchief.
Bunter's nceds, in these lines, were
perpotual.

_ But Mrs, IKchble was getting rather
impatient. Now, on DBunter's fourth
visit, sho bit, 50 to apeak.

She was tired of Bunter as a visitor.
New boys, lost and lonesome, often
drifted to that cosy room, and were com-
forted, often with cake. But it was lone
since Bunter had been o new  poy,
though, certainly, he would have had no
objection fo huin? comnforted with eake,
like the newoest of new kids.

“Y sy, Mrs. Kebble, I only came in
for a clean handkerchicf.” zuid the fut
Owl reproachiully.

“I gave yvou one not bwenky minutes
ago, Muster Bunter 1

“I—1 nwan & ¢clean collar

“1 gave you one uot iten minwtes
ago 1

“I—I mean-—

“ (o mway. Master Banier ™ eaid Dra,
Kebble severely. “ I will report yvou to
Mre., Queleh M you come lwre playing
vour liktle jokes !

Mrs. Kebblo did nop scem to suspect
that Barter had designz on the pareel
that lay «n Lhe table. Sho suzpected o
L 1

rag.

“1=I smay, whal's that outside
window ™" askod Buster suddenty,

Mra. Keblide twnawed her head to look
at tho window, )

Billy DBunter made a swift movement
towards Lthe table.

L]

EL]

Lhe
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But the House dame's head was
turncd back st once.

“There was nothing st the window

she snapped. * And—and what are you
dmngi, aster Buntec?"
* (O 17 gasped Bunter. " Nothing ¥

“You must not touch Master wvan
Duck’s parcel ! Go away ot once! And
if you come here again, I shall meution
it to Mr. Quelch " gaid tho House da:uoe,
with intensified savarity, i Bhut thae
door after you, pleasa!”

Billy Bunter suppressed his feelings.
rolled out of the room, end shut the
door after him with a bhang. Which
was very bad manners. But Bunter was
feeling very angrv and annoved.

“Suspicious old cat!” ~ murmured
Bunter. *Looking at a chap as if sho
thought he was ning to bag another
follow's paveel | guapminua cat [

As that had been precisely Billy
Bunter's intention, the «House dame’s
suspiciousness was really excusable.

But the fat Owl was annoyed.

Any minute now those beasts might
come in from the cricket. They ware
going out of gates after cricket practice,
Bunter knew, and they would come in
and change. Then, no deubt, Putnam
van Duck would econsider it worth while
to call for his parcel of tuck,

No doubt, if he was on the spot, he
would be allowed a “whack.” But with
a lot of greedy fellows about, it would
not be a ‘?argﬂ whack. Bunter liked tho
lion's share, when he could got it.

“Cat 1" repeated Bunter, ss he loafed
morosely in the corridor, cudgelling his
fat brains for another excuse to butt
into the Honsze dame’s room.

“ Bunter 1"

“0Oh 1 gasped Bunter.

He spun round at the sound of his
Form-master's voice. Mr. Quelch was
coming up the passage, and he frowned
at Buntor.

The fat Owl blinked at him, It reaily
was annoying. Quelch had no business
there, unless he was going to speak to
the House dame. Of course, ha had to
butt in, just where he wasn't wanted—
by Bunler! It was like a beak!

“ Bunter, what are you doing hera?®™
shapped Mr. Quelch.

Cheok, Bunter thought—as if o fellow
couldn't do as he liked on a half*
holiday. But he did not say that to Mr.
Quelch.

“0Oh! Nothing, sir!” he stammered.

“¥You should net Lo deing nothing,
Dunter ! i do not approve of boyvs loal-
ing idly about the passages on a half-
hudiday ™ said Mr. Quelel.

“J]—I'tn waiting for some chaps to
come in from the nets, =ie 1%

*I do not see why you conngt join
them at the nels, Buanter !”

“Pain't o compulsory day, sie,” said
Punter, ags 1if that settled that.

“Nonsense 1" said Me, Queich. " ¥You
arce 1dle, Duuler! You would be much
better vceupied on the cricket lield,” or
tnking o healthy walk., At all events,
do not lonl alwat the passages. 1 ddis-
approve of it

“Oh! Yes zic!] I mean, no, sic!”

Ar. Queleh walked o to the House
dome’s door, and tapped. Billy Bunder
Lhinked after him, with n vengeful Wink
throngh hiz bog spectacles,  Lle would
Luve eojoved teflig the Bemove master
what he thourhd of e e was not
flattering  opion, But that wpinion
Tunter had tv keep locked up n by
own fat breast.

“lir—Mra. Kebble” Quelel did not
enter the Hovse dame’s vounm; bie spuke
at the open doore ™ Alvs. Loche would
s glad 1o see yuu in the Heads house,
48 soon nF you are at lesaee,”

e Aauser Lapoauy.—No. 1,470,



4

D ¥Certainly, will po
wmediately |

Billy Bunter heard both remarks. The
wrath faded out of his fat face. He
could have blessed GQueleh. Quelch had
come along just o tune to solve mas
problen: !

He.rolled away, as Quelch came back
down 1iha corrider. But he rolled
slowly, aud the Remove master passed
hiin and dizsappeared.

Onco Queleh was out of sight, Billy
Bunter stopped, He posted himself ab
a window in the corridor, and stood
looking out. There was a view of the
kitchen garden, and Mr. Mimble, the
gavdener, hocing therein. Billy Bunter
was, apparently, deeply interested in
that view when, a few munutes later,
Alvs, Kcbble camme rustling down the
passage.

But when Mrs, Kebble had gone down
thae alairs, Bunter's interest in r.
Mimblle and his hoeing performance
cvaporated on tha spot.

He gave one cautious blink round
through his big spectacles, and rolled up
ilte pazsage to the Houre dame’s room.

Swiftness was not Billy Bunter's long
suit] DBut on this occasion he was
almost as swift as the swallow in 1its
light.

He whipped into the room, eclutched
the parcel from the table, and whipped
out] He did the corridor almest al
&) mph. On a ha]f—lmhd:i? most of
the fellows were out of the House, and
no eye fell on Bunter as he bolted into
the ﬁemm‘ﬂ passage with his prize.
Breathlessly, he arrived in that passago.

Then, for a moment, Bunter paused,
blinking at the parcel in his fat hand.

The lebel wes addressed to Van_Duci,
in 8 “fat” that Bunter knew. It was
the handwriting of Mr. Coorn, &n
American gentleman in London, who
sometimes wrote to the millionaive’s son
at Grovfriara, Bunter had seen that
“fist ¥ several tinmes on letiters put ap o
the rack. Van Duek bad had a hamper
from Mr., Coot on one occasion, This
timie it was a much smaller parcel—a
box of chocolates, Bunter guessed.

Bunter was strongly tempted to roll
on to Study No. 7, his own study, and
devour his prey there. But he realized
that it would net do. It always secmed
to Billy Buuler that, if there was auy
inck about, ho had a sort of natural
vight to it. But o was aware that that
view was not generally shared. It was,
in fact, o rather serious matter to bag
another felluw's parcel from the Iouse
dame’s roour,

Quelch had scen him in the passage,
ino !l Mrs. Kehble would remember his
many visits ! He would be suspected !

Quelelr, who did not approve of
Bunter loafing aboutl the corridor, would
eertainly havo approved still less had
he lesrned the object of Bunter's
loafing.

On the other hand, though s fellow
vertainly couldn't snafe another fellow’s
prareel, there was no reason why a fellow
~houldn’t take » fellow's parcel up to u
fellow's study for Liml

That was enly good-natured.

Thers was no reason why ho shouldn’t
apen it all ready for him when be came
iin ! That, too, was pood-natured.

And, hevieg good-naturedly done so
much for a fellow, a chap might sampls
the conteits of s purcel while he waiicd
fur a fellow to come n.

So INlly Bunter ralled into Study
No. I, thy sludy that Van Ducle shared
with Whartan amd Nugent, He shut
tho door, and in about o minuta morve,
IFI:]!'EM*:I-.'"L was unwwrapped oo the study
Talkagen,

It contained, as Buanter had alveady
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nessed, a box of chocolates—nobt & very
arge, but a very handsome box, and
evidently expensive. The fat junior
removed the lid. Within, beantifull

acked in silver foil, lay the layera o
ovely, lusciouzs chocolate-creams! Nod
merely lusclous, but serumptious—the
sort that melted in a fellow's mouth.
end made him realise that life, with all
its worries, was really worth whilel

TOh 1 gasped Bunter, “lood Y

Bianter's capacious mouth watered.
He grabbed a eouple of the lwscious
choes and crammed them into  that
capacious month,

Bunter gobbled.

It was his intention {o sample a few
of those choesl The rest were Lo be Jeft
for the owner. But the sender of that
box of choes had concentrated rather
on quality than on quantity. They were
of the very best—which was good—but
there were only about a dozen of them,
which was not zo good. Big and fat as
they were, a dozen chocolate-creams did
not go very far with Billy Bunter,

In five minutes Bunter was blinking
through his big spectaclea at an ecmpty
chocolale box. And as he blinked at it,
there was a sound of tramping footsteps
and cheery voices in the Remove
passage.

“Oh lor' 1" ejaculated Bunter.

Bunter had intended, really and truly,
to leave the major part of that box of
vhoes for the owner., Somehow they had

nel It was clear that, with nothing
wt an empty box to show, it would not
e wseful to explain to Van Duck that
he had brought that box up to the study
and opened it for him out of sheer good
nature |

Already it scemed to Bunter that he
could feel a boot on his tight trousers.
He blinked at the ompty box—he
blinked at the door, about to open--and
in sheer desperation he grabbed the box
wnd the unwrapped wrappings from the
table, shoved them inte the armehair,
and sat on them. As the chocolate hox
crumpled under his waight, the door of
Study No. 1 was thrown open, and
Harry Wharten & Co. came in.

S ——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Ginger-Fop for Bunter !

ik ALLQ, halle, hallal™
H “I1—1 say, you fellows:—"
“How did Bunter know
we woere coming in for ginger-
pop ¥ asked. Frank Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha !

* Oh, really, Nugent—-"

Billy Bunter did not rize from the
armchair. It would have been polite,
no doobt, to rise, when tho owners of
the study came in. But the fat Owl
had his reasons for sitting tight!?

“What's that fat bounder doing
here " asked Harry Wharton, with =a
suspicious glance at the fat Owl in ftho
armechair. * If you'va been scolling the
ginger-pop, you fat burglar——

*“Oh, really, Wharton! I never Imew
there was any ginger-pop in the cup-
board. 1f you think I've touched your
ginger-pop—""

Bunter, for once, was not guilly!
Urertainly, had he been aware that thera
was a supply of that rofreshing Leverags
i the sticdy cuphoard, it would not have
remained nontowched.  All was grist that
came to the fat gyab-hunter's nill. But
he had been too busy in Study No, 1
to think wbout the possible contents of
the cuphoard.

“What are yon doing here, theny”
demaonded the eaptain of the Remaove,

“Oh!l Just waiting for vou chaps to
voing inl” said Dunter. #As you're

roing out after the ericket, I=—I theuglht
you rmight like me to come "

“*What the dickens put that idea into
sour head? asked Johnny Bull

* Oh, veally, Bull—"

“My hat! It's still here I exclaimed
the captain of the Remove, as e openeld
the deoor of the study cupboard, and
beheld the bottles of %n er-beor thevein,

Considering that Billy Buonter had
been found in the study, it was rather
4 surprising sight.

I Wonders will never ccase!” zaid
Nugent, “Like some ginger-pop,
Bunter §™

“¥es, rather 1" said Bunter prompily,
A dozen large fat chocolate-creams had
made Bunter thirsty.

“ (o and seout for a glass, then,” zaid
Frank.

ai "h?lj

“Get & ﬁlass from wvour stude, fat-
head ! We haven't enough to go round.”

“Oh!" gasped Bunter.

Bunter was lazy—the lazicst man ever,
But he was not too lazy to feteh a glass
from astudy a few yards up the passage,
if the same was to be filled for him
with fizzy ginger-pop on a warm after-
BOOn.

But he did not move! He could not
move from the armchair without reveal-
ing the ruins of Var Duck’s box of
chocolates.

Harry Wharton sorted out glasses.
Study No. 1 wes provided with six
tumblers—quite an unusuval supply for
a junior study.

They were set out on the table, anml
the bottles lifted fremn the cupboard.
After cricket practice in warm weather,
ginger-pop was grateful and comforting ;
a pleasant refreshment before the juniors
started to walk to Courtfield.

“1 say, you fellows, you've got six
glasses there,” aaid Bunter. “T\Ec? need
to get any more.”

“Van Duck’s coming up, futhead—
he's only eut off to the House deame’s
room to get his parcel.”

“{h crikey !

“Is that what you're waiting licre
for?*" grimned DBob Cherry.

“Oh! ¥es! No! I—I sav, Tou
fellows, are you sure there was a parcel
tor Van Duck at all?” stammersd
Bunter.

The Famous Five stared at him,

“Why, you benighted ass, didn’t vy
come down to the nets to tell Van Duck
507" exclaimed Bob., “Didi’t vou pot
prodded for it?”

“Beast! I—I mean, I—I might have
heen mistaken ! stammered Banter,
“I—I think, on—on sccond tiluuqhin,
vou Lknow-—that—that perhaps there
wasan't a parcel, after all, I don’t sup-
posc old Coot has sent Von Iheek a Lox
of chocolates,™

“Old Coot ' repealedd Haery.

“ ¥es, that old bean who writes to Van
Duck, you know! It was his fist——"

**His fizt—on the parce! that wasn'( 1"

“Ha, ha, hal™

“ I—=I—I mean—-"

“Well, what do you uean, »au
hlithering owl?" asked Harry Whaiion.
“You can’t have snaffled Van Duck’s
parcel under Mra, Kebble's eyes, or, 1
shenld think—""

“I—I mean—that is—aoh lor’ 1" Bun.
ter broke off as Putnam van Duck eamo
into the study. Ile came canpiy-handed,
to tha surprise of tha Famoos Five,
thaough not to Billy Bunter's.,

“ Haven't you got it ?” asked Dob.

“Mope! Kebble wasn't there, and |
contdn’t sce anything of a pareel fer
me, ' answersd the Awmerican junine, ™
ryess that fat gink was stringisz 1.

ulong.™
“Oh!  Yes! That's it!"™ gased
Bunter. “ There—there wasn't a parcel,



ohd chap. Tt was just—jnst my litile
jolko 1

“ Yon pie-faced bonehead—="

“0Oh, really, Van DNueik! If you're
going to call a fellow names after he
took the trouble to eome and tall you
about your parcel-——"

“Am't you just allowed there wasn't
s parcel, vou locoed geck?™

“Ohl Ah! Yes! I mcan—"

“There jolly well waz!" said Harry
Wharton.,  “Bunter’s seen Mr, Coot’a
fizt on the label. He's lot that out [

“1f Kebble isn't there, that accounts
for the milk in the coconut!” chuckled
Bob, “Bunter's snaffled the parcel.”

* Oh, really, Choefry—="

“ By the great horned toad—" began
Van Duck, with a glare at the worried
Owl in the armchair.

“I=I bhaven't!” howled Pamter, in

' Eﬂunter,
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A3 13 vou can't take a fellow's word,
vou'd better let the maitter drop," said
with dignity. "I say, you
fellows might let me have some of that

inger-pop.  Chooolates make a chap
toirsky.™

“Chocolates I e

“1—I mean, I haven't had any choco.
latezs! I—I wonder what made me say
—c-¢-chocolates 1" stamumersd Bunter.
“I—1 say, you might eut along to my
study and get me a glass, Bob, old
chap,*

"li'uu can’t cut along and get one for
vourself 77 asked Rob.

“Nunno! I—-I mean, [—I'm tired!
I—1I feel as 1f I couldn't get out of this

armrhaig, old chap.”
“That's all right! I'll help you
ot —*

“ RKeop off, you beast! I—I mean, J—

5

“Only a doren in it " chuckled Bob,

“That's all,” said Bunter. " Not that
I know what was in it, you know. How
should I know "

“Ain't he a cougledrop? said Bob.
“1 suppose he's sitting on it now, and
that's why he can't got out of that
chaie 1

“Oh” gasped Bunter, “Nothing of
the sork ] If you think I bunged it into
this chair and sat on it when I heard
you fellows coming—"

“Ha, ha, bha ¥

Bob Cherry stepped behind the arm-
chair, grasped the high back, and
heaved. There was a roar from Rilly
Bunter as the chair tilicd and he shot
ont on the carpet.

Bump |

After Bunter shot & erumpled choeo-
late-box and erumpled paper wrappings.

alavm, “What I mean is, thera was & I'm ifl]l I've pot & pain!” gasped But there was no sign of chocolates,
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“Gﬂ away, Masier Bunter ! ** sald Mrs. Kebble, severely,
on the parcel addressed to Puinam van Duck.
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i | .llli'iﬂ report you to Mr. Quelch ! ** But Bunier had designs
¢ [—I say,*" he sald suddenly, “ what's that oufside the window ? **

A5

the House dame turned her head, Bunter made a swili movemonti towards the parcel.

avcel, just as I told rou, but I haven't
fon u.ui"..-.'hr-rp near the House dame's
Toom. wasn'l within a hundred yards
of the place when I saw it there—""

“Oh ernmbs 1™

“I—1I =say, vou fellows, if the parcel’s
gone, I—I fanev it must have been the
—tlix cati” sgaid Bunter., * You know
that cat of Mrs. Kebble's—always sneak-
ing about the House pinching some-
thing. 1 haven't been in Mra. Kebble's
room at all. You can ask her, if you
like—she will remember giving me o
clean kanky &

“h erikoy ™

“TIi's & bit thick, the way fellows
alwars think of me if any tuek’s miss-
ing,” said Bunker warmly, *“ Unjust, I
call ik, Xt isn't as if I waz o greedy
fellow, like some fellows I could name.
Yo, f‘rinstnn{:{-, {herry——""

“Why, you fat slug———>

Buntor. “A—a touch of pneumopnia in
my right le, 2

“Ha, ha, ha ¥ yelled the juntors.

“Blessed if 1 see anything to cackle
at | It's a fearful pain[” said Bunter.
“ My prandfather was lame with it—"

“Ha, bha, ha ™

“Oh, really, vou fellows ! Look here,

don’t mind nsing the samo glass as
von, Wharton 1 I'll have it {irst—sco ™™

“Where's my parcel ¥ demanded Van
Duck.

“hHow should I know?” retorted
Panter. *'Tain't my business to watch
over your parcels, 13 it¥ I came and
told voun it was there, and a fat lot
of thanks I potl If you'd come back
to the House with me then, it would
havo been all right. I know absolutely
nothing about it—no more than the man
in the moon ! Rotten fuss to make over
a dozen chiocolate ereams—

y

“Yow-ow-0w {" rearcd Bunter, as he
rolled.

*0h, my hat I exclaimed Bob, as he
picked up the crumpled box. * ¥You
needn't look farther for your paveel,
Van Duck! Hero's what's left of it [

“I'll sure lambaste that fat piccan 1”
reared Van Duck.

“I=—1 say, you fellows!” pasped
Punter. He serambled to his feet and
backed hurriedly to the deooe. "I1-—I
say, I—I brooght that parcel up here to
—{o—~ta oblige you fellows! meat,
I don't know how it got in that arm-
chair | It—it's gquite surprising! 1—I
think I can hear Toddy colling me—-"

“You'ro not going without your
giﬂ;ﬁt‘ﬁﬁn I guesz " said Van Dhnel.

Punter was nt the door, but he turned
back at that. Van Duck picked up 1

®ur Maagyrr LiEpany.— o, 1,476,
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foaming glass of ginger-pop from the
table.

“0Oh 1* gasped Bunter. *I—T say, all
right 1*

arry Wharton & Co. stared at
Putpam  van Duck. 'The American
junior was a good-tempered and
tolerant fellow, and, as he had heaps of
money, no doubt the loss of a box of
chocolates did mnot bother him very
mucl,  3till, it was rather surprising to
seo him take it like this. Few fellows,
m tho circumstances, woild have offercd
Bunter ing‘_er-pup in return for bagging
n parcel of tuck, snd that was what
Putnsm was doing.

Bunter wos surprised. Still, he was
going to got the ginger-pop, and that
was tho chief thing. Ho did not know
vet how he was going to get it,

Heo halted in the doorway, and Van
Duck stepped towards him, the glass of
foaming fuid in his hand.

“I guess it's due to you, old-timer,
after taking the trouble to bring that
box of choes up, and saving me all the
“trouble of eating them I” remarked Van

Duck. * Here you are ¥
He grasped Billy Bunter the hair
with his left hand and jerked his head

forward. With his right hand he tilted
the glass of gimg-er-bear down the back
of the fat Owl's neck.

“Oaoooocoogh 1M spluttered  Bunter.

* Crooogh 1

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the FFamous
Five.

“Ow! 'm all wet! I'm all sticky 1™
velled Buuter. “Ow! Oooghl Why,
you beast ! Cirogongh |

“Hand me another glaes ' gaid Van

Duck. “Bunter's sure fond of ginger-
pop, and I guess he can have all he
wants ™

v Urrrl'ggh ;n

THE MAGNET

Bunter did not stay for nore ginger- Bhanipur had forgetten to inelude him

pop. It was true that he wos fond of
that reireshing fluid, but he had had all
he wanted—and more | A kanzarco had
nothing on Bunter s he bounded out of
Study Neo. 1.

Wi el

THE FOURTH CHAFTER.
Amazing !

OKER PIEE, the Greylriars gun-
P man, roza from his bench by
Gosling’s lodge.

He gave his bowler hat =
firmer clamp on his bullet head, and
roached to his hip pocket to make sure
that the six-gun was right and ready.
Then he lounged down to tho gates ns
£ix jumiors arrived thera in a cheery
little erowd. Adfter them rolled another
—a very fat one!

Harry Wharton & Co. were starting
on 8 ramble, which was to wind up in
the bunshop at Courtfield. A walk up
the tuwpﬂtﬂ by the shining Sark, a
short eut acrose Popper Court \Woods,
and tea at tho bunshop seemod vather
attractive on & sunny, fine half-holiday.
To the fat junior who trailed after the
party, the last-named item was the only
attractive one—but fthat wasx very
attraciive indeed to William QGeorge
Bunter.

Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh, the happy
possessor of & handsome remiftanece, was
standing tea at the bunshop. Several
Remove fellows, whe were out and
about n various directions, were to
gather there at the presgribed time; it
was going to bo quita a party. From
such a party, of course, %ilty Bunter
could not be left out—at least, from bhis
own point of view.

Certainly, the dutky Nabeb of
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in the list of gnests. Dut that did not
worry Bunter. That waz: a trifle light
as nir, or lighter.

Poker Pike, bis hickory face serious
a3 usual under his bowler hat, calmly
joined. the juniors as they went out of
Eated.

Harry Wharton & Co. emiled, theugh
Catnam van Duck looked o little restive,

Putnam's popper, in far-off Chicago,
had hired the gunman to keep wateh
and ward over his son at school, and
Putnam admitted that he was needed
there. The wiles of Chick Chew, Kid-
napper Na. 1 of the United States, were
many and various. There was no doubt
that the Lkidnappers would already have
“einched ” the millionaire's son but for
ihe watchful Poker.

Nevertheless, Poker Pike often seemed
too much of a good thing to the gilt-
edged American junior. He tired of
having the gunman per?etuaiij treading
on his tail, as he ealled it. It was
necessary, but not nice.

“"¥You youn vy
hovizon 77 asked Poker.

“Bome I said Bob Cherry gravels,
answering Poker in his own lauguage.
“Just a few, old-timerl Moseying
around & piece. _

“ Me, too!” said Poker briefly.

“Aw, can it, Poker” said Putnamn
re_:;t-n-a]tg: “I guess I'm safe enough
with this otowd, and we've meeting
move guys in Courtfield. ¥ou want to
sit this one out, Poker.”

“Torget it!” said Poker, with his
nsual brevity. Poker Pike was a man
-'i:t_f few words, but unlimited determina-
jon.

“1 say, you [lellows!® Billy Bunter
rolled out after the juniors. “I say,
we don't want that dashed punmant!
Look here, I don't want to show up at
the best place in Courtfield with thas
blessed gunman, I can tell you |

“¥ou gaing to Courtlicld, Duniert™’
asked Bcﬁ}.

“Qb, really, Chorry—"

"“"Going our way?” ashed
Wharton.

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“If the esteemned Bunter does not like
the absurd company of the ridiculous
gunman——*  bhegan Hurree Jamsct
Ram Singh.

I jolly well don't!” grunted Bunter.

“Then the walkfulness in another
direction is the proper caper!” sug-
gested the Nabob of Bhanipur,

* Oh, really, Inky—"

Hearry Wharton & Co. walked down
to the river. Behind them walked
Poker Pike, ngparmﬂg deaf to the
objections of Bunter—at least, com-
pletely regavdless of them. The fat Owl
volled along with the juniors.

Bunter seeried to have forpotien the
episode of the ginger-pop in Biudy

0. 1, though it was only half an lour
ago. Bunier was not the man to bear
prudges or to remember offences whou
a spread was in the offing.

The fact that he was superfluous did
nat worry Bunter. ¥ the good-natured
nebob allowed him to hook on, that was
good enough. And it was for Hurree
Singh, as the founder of the feast, to
decida. Bunter did not necd a pressing
invitation., Anything short of the boot
was all right for Bunier.

Poker Pikae lounged along thie towpath
behind the party, his slits of eves very
Lkeen and watchiul.

It wos quite likely that the school was
watched by soma of the gang of kid-
nappers, and that hostile eyes wers on
Fatnam wan Duck as he walked out
with his friends. Poker, at least, lrad
no doubit of it,

hitting  the

Havry



He was not letting the gilt-edged
vouth out of his =ight, He seldom,
or never did.

“1 say, vou fellows, what's the good

of walking?” asked DBilly Bunter.
“What about pgetting a ecar? I'll
ph‘li:ma for one, if you like.™

Good 1" said Johnny Bull, * You
go back and phone for s cnr, while
we keep on by the river.”.

“Jolly pood ides!™ said Bob Cherry
heartily.

“I'il stand the ear, if that's what
vou're worrving sbout,” said Bunter.
*Inky can lend me a pound-——"

o lendfulness will not ba ter-
rifie,” grinned the WNabob of Bhanipurn,

i i’fF I, if you're going to be mean,

ba

“The meanfulness 1z going to
preposterous [

“ Beast | ] ]

“You silly ass!” said Frank Nugent.
“We're takmg Van Duck for a ramble
through Popper Court Woods. He's
never been there wet. If you're too
jf.:nl]I;l.r lazy to walk, st down and shut
up bi

“I could walk wou off your legs,
and chance it."" retorted Bunter. * But
the fact is, I'd like a car, and I'm
willing to stand one.”

“Inky’s blowing his cash on the fesl

at the bunshop,” said Bob. *“"'He can't
afford to stand cars, old fat man.”
“Ha, ha, ha !

Snort, from Bunter. He rolled on
after the Famous Five and the Amecri-
can junior—slowly. The juniors
started on & walk of two or three
miles, which was nothing ta the herces
of the Remove. But two or three
vards, as a rule, sufficed for Billy
PBunter. He wac more heavily handi-
capped than the other fellows in the
matter of weight, o

He lagged and lagged. The juniors
quite expected the fat Owl to lag, and
probably to conk out in the first quarter
of a mile.

“Come on. fativ ! called back Bob.

“Wait for me, vyou  beasts!™
squeaked Bunter.

The juniors waited for him to como
up. Bunter rolled on slowly. .

“If wa're going at this rate, we'd
better look for a night club instead of
r. bunshop,” remarked Johnny Baull
garcastically. “We shan't be in Court-
field before midnight.”’

“I say, you fellows, there’s no
huery,'” said Bunter. *“"Tho fact 1s
I'm sieép:,'." .

“Qleepy ! yelled the juniors.

“Yeu” DBunter blinked at them
thrnuﬁh hizs big spectacles. * Blessed
if T know what's come over me; but
I feel foarfully sleepy t” .

“Do vou ever fecl anything clae?”
asked Bob.

“Well, lock here!” said DBunter.
“YWe've lots of time on a half-holiday.
What about resting for half an hour,
while T have a nap? You fellows can
sit in the shade, and brush the flies
off me—see "’ o

“Ha, ha, hal” welled the juniors;
and even Poker Pike's scrious visage
wrinkled in a grin. 2

The Removites could not quite see
themselves giving up their ramble to
ait round Bunter, and brush the Ries
_off him while he snored.

“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at 1" snapped Bunter. “I can tell
vou, I'm awfully sleepy. I can hardly
keep my eyes open.’

“You seem to be able to koep your
-mouth open,”

“* Beast I

“Bit down and take s rest, old fut
Lesn,” said Bob, y

Wil you fellows wait for me?™

EVERY SATURDAY

“0Oh, nol”

“Yaohi?

Billy Bunter did not sit down and
take a rest. Thick grass and shady
trees  looked very inviting, But
Bunter did not want to arrive at the
bunshop too late for the spread.

Ha rolled on. Behind the party
walked the gunman, serious and sedate,
and wery waichful. But Bunter had
forgotten the obnoxious gunman now,
He was tired. That was nothing new,
of course; but he wasz unusually tired.
and he was sleepy, and growing
sleepier.

Bleeping was Bunter’s long suit. In
the BEemove dormitory his snore genoer-
ally started as soon as his fat head
was laid on the pillew, and continued.
like a Wagnerian uncnding melody,
1ill the rising-bell clanged out in the
morning. And a nap after dinner was
always welecome to' Bunter., Still, 1t
was very unusugl for even Bunter to
awvant to nod off while he was out for
& walk in the afterncon.

But he did. He blinked, and
lilinked, and blinked, growing drowsier
and drowsier. He came to a ]’}ﬂ-lhr ar
last, and leaned on a tree as the juniors
turned inta the footpath through
Popper Court YWoods,

%1 =mav, vou fellows, hold on!” he
squeaked. *I say, I'm really awinlly,
frarfully EIEDTI! I say, hold on!"”

“What's the metter with the fat
asa?” asked Bob Cherry. “ITo really
looks sleopy.” He stared at Bunter.
“MTan much dinner,” grunted Johnuy
Bull. ’

“I mnever had  enomgh  dinner,”
vapped Bunter. “Quelch -stopped me
at thea fifth helping of steak-and-
kidney pie, and he wouldn't let me
have more than four helpings of pud-
ding. I should be hungry now, if I
hadn't had thoss choes—I mean, I
never had the choes——"

“I guess we haven’t moseyed out io
listen to that fat guy chewing the rag.”
remarked Putnam van Duck.

“Come onl" said Harry.

“PBeasta!”’ gasped Bunter,

With a tremendous effort he detached
himself from the tree, and rolled after
the juniors as they went down the
shady path. Fle blinked, and blinked
as he rolled. That strange, inexplic-
able drowsiness was growing on him.
Sleepy-head as he wnas, this was quite
a new expesience for Bunter, and he
Jdid not know what to mako of it. DNut
he knew that he was fearfully sleepy.
and that ovory time hig fat eyelids

closed, it was mote diflicult to get
them: open again,

The footpath, shaded by pgroat
hrauches, banked by nodding lhaw-

thorng, was very shady and pleasant

nfter the sun glare on the riverside.

Dunter was more and more tempied
to take a rest. He began to feel that,
feed or no feed, he wonld not be able

to help it. Mo was almost falling
nsleep as he walked.
“I:Fnlln, hallo, hallat"' ejaculated

Tiob suddenly, as he looked back at
the fat Owl, who had fallen a good
way behind. "“'What on carth's thal
game? Look ("

All the fellows looked. In fact, they
stared blankly. Bunter was stnl} COni
ing on; but he was weaving his way
Llindly, like a follow more than half-
asleep. He lurched from side to smide
as he walked. He seemed hardly to
know whera he was going, snd hardls
able to keep hia feet. )

 What the dickens is the matier with
him 1" exclaimed Harrv.

“(lammon |¥ grunted Johnny Tull
“ Just gammon—to make us hang wn
for him"

1

slicok his hem R
They stood watnhing Bunter in amaser.
mont, and even Bull, after =~ fow
moments, doubted whether it was
“gammon.” But if 1t was not gammon
—what was it? How could any fellow,
oven Buonter, be falling aslesp ns le
walked in the middle of the day?

Poker Pike locked at him, and a
strange expression came over the gun-
man’s face. His look became very in-
fent. But the amazed juniors did not
notice the gunman. Their astonished
ooy wera fixed on Bunter,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” gasped Rol,
“IHe's going over.”

Billy Bunter gave another lurch, and
went over in the grass. He was heard
to grunt; then he lay still,

Harry Wharton ran back. He was
rather alarmed, as well as astonished.
MHe reached Bunter in o few moments
The fat Owl of the Remove lay still
in the prass, fast asleap, and snoring.

—mema

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Who Doped Bunter ?

~ORE! '
S That sound, familiar in ihe
BRemove dormitory st Ureviviars,

now awoke the eclioes of Poppuer
Conrt Woods,

Harry Wharton & Co. stared Jdown
nt the fat junior—in pmwazement, almost
i stupefaction.

PMPoker Pike, standing with his hands
on his hips, stared at him, his grim
face setting grimmer and grimmer,
ilis slits of eyes turned from Bunfer
1o the amazed growp of juniors, scan-
ning face after face. Dosb snapicion
was written in Poker's look: and it
would have mnde tha cliims of the
Kemove jump, had they guessed ihe
thoughts that were passieg in the
Greviriars gunman'zs mind. iz glanes
Lingercd intently on the dusky face of
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh,
 “That's not gammon, suid Bal
“Ha's really asleep.”

“Kick him, and
Johnoy Bull.

Had Bunter Leen spooling, that sog-
gestion would have been -emough to
wake him up., He wonld not have
waited for the kick. But he gave no
sigh. He lay like a fat log in the
HFASS, ENOTING.

Harry Wharion stooped, and shook
him by a fat shoulder.

“Wake up, you ams!” he exclaimed,

Snora |

“Wake up, you blithering fathead !
roared Johnny Bull,

=norp |

Bunter dil not wake. His Litila
round eyes were tightly elesed behind
hiz big spectocles. He slapt, and he
gnored, Buntor was never onay 1o
wake—but now it seemed impossible,

“He can't be ill, I sappose™ goid
Nugent.

“He doesn’t look 11," saidd Bob.
“ Basides, illncas doren’t meke a chap
go to sleep—more likely to keop him
awake, I shonld think.”

“Tha obsurd Bunter beaia the cele-
Lrated Beven Sleepers at their own
vidiculona game,” remavked Huorvee
Jamset Ram Singh. .

Bunter slopt ou regardless, Cerfainly
there waga no sign of illnesa about L,
i fat face was a= ruldy as ever. 1l
liad simply been overcome by thal exira-
ordinary drowsineas, lle slept zoundly,
and he snored loudly, )

“Wall, wo've got to pot onl™ sand
Harry at last.  * But—what about that
fat duffer ™

“Can't carry i " remarked  Bob
Cherry. .
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The juniors chuckled. Ther were no
weaklings, but certainly their commbined
strength wounld hardly have been equal
to carrying Bunter's weight the length
of thet long, winding footpath,

“1 guess we ain't standing around
rbbkering at that sleeping beauty,” said
Poatnam van Duck, “J}f he wanis to
-yeoze, let ham get on with i 1™

“Can't do anything clse, I suppose !”
tnid the puzzled captain of the Remove.
“ Bunter beats Rip van Winkle, but
Fvo never seen hin Like this before,
Bleased if I can make him out. But he
witl ra all right.”

“"The rightfulposs will be terrifie.”

“We can make him comfortable in the
shade,” said Bob, **When he wakesz up,
I ean trot home. Nothing else to bo

o

“All handa on  deck!™ grinned
Augent,

All handa were needed!  Six pairs
grasped the sleeping Owl and lifted him
unt of the grass,

He stood on his feet—held! It was

really amazing that it did not awaken
hin. But it did not. Ho zagged
heawily in tho grasp of the Removites,
and would have pilched over had they
fet. go. They gasped under the strain,

“Here, horn in, Poker, you gink!”
snapped Putnam,  “Can’t you lend a
liwnd, instead of standing there rubber-
ing like you was & rural rube secing
Broadway for the first time 1

Poker %‘ikﬂ had his oyes glued to the
rnabob’s dusky fnce, though gquite un-
noliced by Hurree Singh. DBut he
started and nodded, and put a sinewy
arm round Bunter's fat shoulders, tak-
ing the weight, whici: waz a tremondous
rielinf to the gasping juniors.

*Thia way 1” said Harry.

Tha sleeping Owl eould hardly he left
it 1the footpath. The loss of his fascinat-
ing society on the walk did not, perhaps,
worry ihe Removites very deeply, but
they were willing to Jda everyilnng they
could to make him comfortable while
jie had his slecp out.

Bob pushed a way fhrough the haw.
thorps that walled the footpaih, and the
wiliers followed with Bunter,

They carried him round the messive
trunk of an aneient beech that stood o
few yards from il path

(n the farther sido of that heech the
orass was kigh and thick, and made o
vainfortabla eourh.

Bunter was land in it

Tho mossive heeeh and the hawthorns
ltiel him from the footpath, =0 he was
nat likely to he disturbed. Ia 1hat
guict and shady spot he eould sleep as
g &5 he liked,

Bob Chovrrey, always  good-natured,
gatherad a bunch of folinge to make
i n pllow, and spread a handkerchinf
oyer Lthe fat fare to keep the poats off.

Bunter, still fast asleep, setiled down,
suoring. his fat fgure almost  hidden
Tromy view Ly ihe high, thick grass,
Poker Pike stared down at him, the
aring, snipicions look more prapcunced
than ever on lis bickory faee, The
fires friars fellows were surprised, but
thar: was more than surprize in Poker’s
grim face.

Often enough, Bunter had been badly
in need of a nap on a wann aflcrnnon,
This waz a zounder nap than wsnal, Lot
tiit, so far as the sehoolboys could see,
was all,

They walked on, and the mmble of
Billy Buntey™s suore died away belind
thein,

Polier Pike followed, hia brow decply
Eillel,  He Gappesd Poloamn van Dok
e the arve, and the American junior

chead voad st hin
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*"Pull in a picce ! said Poker bricfly,
“I guess I want to chew the rag wilh
Tou a few,”

The schoolbors came te a halt.

“I'N say you guyvs can beat it 1" added
Poker.

Harry Wharton & Co. lonked at him.
Polker, it seemed, wented to speak to
Yan Duck in private, anheard by other
cara] They exchanged eurtous glances
and walked on. "

Putnem stopped unwillingly, with a
frowning brow, But Poker Fike did not
speak till the Famous Five were out of
hearing.

“¥ou pesky piccan !” exclaimed Put-
nam impatiently. ““What's got you?
Ain't you got no more manners than
a grizzly bear, Poker "

“I ain’t worryving about manners
nolie ' answered Poker, “1 got to keep
tabs on you, youn Putnam van Duck,
and I'll say that Chick Cliew ain’t cinch-
ing you by no shenannigan game.
Nopel Ain't your popper, over in
l‘l;n:?wgﬂ, paying me to keep you
sabe ¥V

“*What the great horned toad——"

“"You getting sleepy 17 asked Poker.

Patnam jumped,

He did not look sleepy. He looked
extremely wideawake as he stared at
the gumnan with wide-open eyes,

“HI&E[?T i ho ejaculated. “You gone
lnca, Paoker? You figure I'm a guy to
nod off to sleep a-watking, like that fot
goek we've left in the wood 7*

“You don't frel it coming on, like
thint fat gink 1" asked Poker anxionsly.

'utnam stared at him hke a fellow in
a dream,

“You gone loco®™ he gasped.

“1 guess you win't got itl1” sail
Moker, with & nod,  “Mebbe they got
that fat gink in mistake for you! The
nigger, 1 reckon™

“You pesky piecan,” said Van Duck
savagely, "it you ecall MMurree Singlh
a migger, I'll sure send tho popper a
cable to fira you |7

“Mebbe 1” sa1d Poker quiectly, " But
I ain’t fired yet, and long’s I ain't
fired, I'm kecping labs on you; and no
darkey ain’t gomg to play Chick Chew's
game with me around. 1 ain’t saying
hea's the nigger in the woodpile—I allow
I don't know yet, but I sure don't like
hia colour a whole lot.”

Peker FPike came from a counlry
where the colour of a complexion was a
itatter of awful importance. MHe was
nware, of course, that the Nahob of
Bhanipnr waa an Indian, but in his ewn
i he classed him as “colonred.”

S0 far, however, Poker had nover
allowed a hint of thiz absurd prejudiee
to escapo him.

It astonished Van Duack,  Jle eould
sne ihat the gunman suspected 1Turreo
Jam=et Ram Singh of something, but Lo
could nob bwgm Lo guess what,

Poker made o gesture back nlong thn
footpath, 1n the direction whero il
sleeping Owl had been left.

“What you figure's got  ihat
g‘ir!i-rH?"’ ho asked. :

“He's gane to sleep—"

“Dapo I said Poler lwiefly,

“Great Jerusalem coriekeis 1" gasped
Vau Duck, ™ ¥You're snre loraol Who'd
want to dope that geek ¥

“*Nobody, 1 recken,” answernd Poleer.
“1ak hels soee dopead L govess ey was
arfer you, amd somehaw that fat geek
ol it 1 was feared That yon'd got it
along of i, bt you leok 1.K.  Any-
how, ho'a doped,

** Iinpossible 17

“Ha's cdoped I zaid Poker  ealindy.
“Aod I gouess in wize 1o toat hearud
of depuy, voo, 'H 2oy Pae Livewedd Chick

fat

Chew wse it afore in his kidnapping
stunts, Buorest thing you know.”

Yan Duck gazed ot him, dumb-
fonnded. ’ .

“Nohody's watching out to Lidnap
ihat gink, I reckon,” went on Poker
“"Ho got it—hut it was suro meant for
you, Putnam van Duck., That's a cinch
~—how'd ho get 187 I'm telling you
there’s somo guy in your schoel on
Chick’s pay-roll, playing Chick's game.
One of that bunch, I reckon—and I
guess most likely the eoloured piecan |
You got me

Van Duck eould not speak; he counld
nn}ly stare,

FPoker was o wary guy—and a sus-
picious guy. His training in the Chicago
jnints had not endowed him with faith
m human nalure.

He was prepared to suspect anvbody
and everybody where Putnam's safety
was concernod,

Chick Chew, who stood to gain a
ransom of half a million deollars for the
kidnapped millionaire’s son, was ready
to =pend monay like water in bribes—
and on hia own happy sida of the
Atlantic that was exiensively his
mathod, .

Certainly it seemed improbable, even
tn Poker, that schoolboys at Greyfriarvs
could be bribed to hel% the gangster in
his lawless game. But Poker was taking
no chances,

Buanter had been drupged—doped, as
FPoker ealled 4. The jumiors never
drecamed of suspeeting it, but Mr. Pike
waos sure of it. Obviously, he had heen
doped in the schonl, belore starting on
fhat wolk, By whom?

Poker did not know. Ie was trust-
mg nobody till he koew. It was absurd
to suppose that dope had been intended
for Bunter. It had got to the wrong
address. There was a scheme on fook to
dope Van Duck and place him at tha
kidnapper's merey, That was clear to
Poker |

Whoe could have handled the dope
oxcept one of the fellows he assoeiatod
with?  And of those fellows, who was
most likely?  "Lhe coloured guy, of
mairisr:! Poker figurcd that he had it
ra

“I guess,” said Poker anxiously, *you
want to forget (his irip and walk back
with this baby, you Putnan

“You locormd geek!” =and Pulnam,
finding his voice. *I'm going out to tea
with Hurree Singh 1™

“I’ll say he's the very guy—>=

“Can ijé. you bonehead " snapped
Van Duck. “1I ain't believing any that
Bunter's becn dﬂge . And if he was,
my friends don’t know a thing about i,
as you'd understand, if you wasn't loco !
Pack it upl T guess you'll bo sus-
pecting tho Head next of being on
Chick's pay-roll 1

“I wouldn’t put it past him, if
Chick aimed to buy him ™ said Poker
calinly. “But I sure got my evoe on the
colourcd guy this tima. That dope was
aimoed at you S

“Aw, forget it1 DPack it vp and sit
on thie ld ! howled Van Duck. *Ueo
and chnlp chips1 Don't spill any more,
ar I will sure lam you a faw I*

And, leaving the gunman, Puinam
rann  after his friends, and rejoined
them, with & rullled brow. L'oker Pike,
onee his suspicions were arouscd, waos
prepared to suspect averyhady ab Geoy-
friars, from ithe revered Heod, Dr
Locke, down o (osling, the porier.
Ilut his exiraordinary suspicion nade
Putnam hall angry, half inelined to
langh.

Poker staved after him, frawning, and
then, with a grim face, followed an.

IT ithere was a schime on [oot to dope
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old-timer ! ** he sald.

the millionaire’s son that day, Poker
was the guy to put paid to it1 And he
had no doubt whatever that there was!

.

THE 5IXTH CHAPTER.

Not the Goods !

C HICK CHEW ﬁ'l‘i'ﬂl‘lﬂ&-—'&ﬂ ax-
pansive grin, that revealed his
expensive American dentistry,
gleaming in the shafts of suu-

light that came through the foliage over

the footpath in Popper Court Woods.

Chick Chew scemed in high feather.

His associate, or side-kicker, as Chick
called him, walked by his side. The two
gangsters were following the shady
woodland path, the way the Greyiriars
?a-.rt:-r had gone; but the latter were

ar shead, out of szight, Had they

geen Chick and Bud, however, they
would hardly have recogniscd them.

Chick and Bud were getting rather too

well known in the vimnity of Greyfriars,

and they had made some changes in
their sppearance. Excopt for Chick's
extensive waist meassurement, and Bud

Parker’s horn-rimmed glasses, they

looked like their customary selves,

“1 guess this journey is going to be
thoe last trip, Bud!” remarked Mr.
Chew, speaking in low, cautious tones.

“Bez you!” murmured Bud, Bud weas
pessimistic, a3 usual.

“T'1l say vou're some Dismal Jimmy.
Bud " grunted Chiok. * Ain't that hird
safe doped? I'm inquiring of you!™

“ Mebbe ! said Bud,

“Whon a schoolboy gets hold of o box
of expensive chocolates, what does he
do with them " demanded Chick.

“Parks ‘em I admitted Mr. Parker.
“Bure! That ket was addressed
to the young gink, in a fist that old
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Van Duck stepped towards Bunter, the glass of loaming ginger-pop in his hand. Grasping the fat junior by the hair, he
Jerked his head forward. Then he tilted the glass of J i

Coat, i London, would swear was his'n,

if he piped it! Hé won't scent no
mouse, that young gink won’t! Soon's
ha parks them ocs, he's doped:

There &in't no damage in that dope—
but it's sure 1" said Chick. “Didn't we
use it on young Guggergummer, back
in Noo Yark, and didn't he wake up
where we wanted himi@”

“You said it1” agreed Bud.

“It's holiday at that school,” went on
Chick,. "and if young Putnam stayed
in, he'd fall asleep there, faster'n Rip
van Winkle, an hour after he parked

that dope. L;.-ing around to be picked
up, Bud Parker,’

“ But—" murmnred the more pessi
mistic Bud.

“But he started walking out afore the
dope worked,” went on Chick: “and I'll
say nothing could have suited me fineor,
You want to know, Bud FParker, that
I'd hava picked him up, and walked
his chalks, right in the nmuddle of las
school if it came to that! But I allow it
comes easier with the young guy
wicandering around & mile out of the
shebang.”

“Poker's along of him™
Bud uneasily. )

“Aw pack that upl” gr-}wled Chick.
“1 allow I sin't honing for gun-play in
this pesky country where a guy can't
loose off an automatic without gl?ttiﬂg'
the whole pesky population rubberin
around,. But if Poker Pike stands
between me and my bird he gets his
sudden 1*

Chick Chew slipped a fat hand into
g pocket which sagged under the weight
of his sutomatic,

“You keep your hardware ready.
Bud! Mebbe it won't be wanted; but
if it's wanted, it will be wanfed bad'!
I'm telline vou, that young guy Putnam

muttered

ginger-pop down Buntsr’s fat neck.
* Oocoocoooogh [ ** spluttered the Owl of the Remove.

R
i

Wl PP HLLT

1 r'rll:ii?! E'

T

“1 guess you asked tn:_n': it,

** Beast—grooocoogh ! **

is walking around doped, and we only
got to foller on, to pick him up.
Poker'll be keoping tabs on him, and we

got to put paid to Poker!”
Bud Parker nodded, but rather
dubiously. Putting paid to Poker did

not secm to strike the horn-rimmed man
as an aettroctive proposition.
But Chick was full of confidenee.

He had ne doubt that the doped
chocolates had been consumod. He had
still lesa doubt that the dope wonld
worle, It was, from his point of view,
a stroke of luck that the doped school-
boy should have wolked out of gates
before the deng took effcet: another
stroke of luck that his walk should
have led him to the lonely wood, When
the drug overcame Putnam, the only
difficulty in Chick's way was going to be
the gunman guard,

That was, certainly, a considerable
diffienlty. But Chick was preparcd to
desl with it. If it came to pun-play,
Chick was no sloueh with & gun! The
gangsters would be two to one, ond the
sdvantage of a surprise on their side.

F'm telling you,” said Chick. “Ii's
pic this timel If we get Poker nap-
ping, he'll stick 'em up fast enougl,
with & gun lookin’® him in the eve!
Yep! And I guess he ain't wise fo it
that we're sround.”

“ But—" murmured Bud.

S Lissen I breathed Chick.

A rumbling sound from among the
shady hawthorns reached the keen cars
of the fat gangster.

It was a snore !

“You hear that " breathed Chick.

“Sure 1 whispered Bud,

“That's & guy asleep !

“You said it!"

Chick's eyes gleamed ; Bud's glistencd
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behind bis horn-rimimed glasses. As
they listened intently the =o of a
snore from the shade came unmistak-
aﬂ:rlr : Bvidently there was a slecper
there

“B tha great horned toad!™ whis-

“We gﬂt hlmi I

that dcr ﬂ to work, Bud, be's
Zonse

“Mebbe soine hobo to sleep in
the shade }** meuttered ﬁ

“Aw, can i&I" Chick. He
wun:?mh:héhﬂathﬂihﬂmm
came from some tram
“Ain't we trmdiu; on tha h’:fu! them
guys? Didn't they pass this way, jest
ahead of nat Now wnmm;ﬂ
gmthtﬂ sle:e!:;! It'a sure the gay 3
ot tho al”
? &nn? 'ii There could reslly be
1tt!n ubt of it.

# went on Chick, “that the
other mfants would walk on, and leave
him to it, if he wanted to dﬂ-IET Thaﬁ
sdu‘m w “hdn’thwmtttﬁ;’ atmﬂ around

wWatoaD, jim at it, Bu
gﬁuhr!w; P ::1,. ¥ said ﬂiud
“ No guess Fokers Equa
by hurﬂ.m" admitted Chi “We
got to handle that hombre, But I guan
we'll sur him some, and gef b im
covered afore be can pull his hardware.”
“* Looks lw-il.” admitted Bud.
*“You want to walk sofe!™ whispered

Chick.
The fat gangster led the way, treading
zs Eghtly as = cat, in spite of his bulk.

"!hﬂ m lightly. the horn-rimmed man

md hare,

' ﬂm& silently through the haw-
thnm and reached the big beech
that slu&nw them.

From the other side of the massive
trunk came the deep, continuons spare
3f a sound sleeper !

He was mngﬂthm in the shade, sa
vat unseen | ut he was thammt]m
tendy snore left no doubt om that
aoint.

But no one was to be seen! Chick
took it for granted that if FPuatnam
van Duck wanted to go to sleep on that
~amble, the other Mhﬁlbﬂ}'l would leave
him te it. But Poker Pike, it was
sortain, would remain with Puinam,
He might or might m::t suspect dope;
but, in any ease, he remain on
guard over the mﬂlmnn:mu son. But
e was not to be seen.

Chick was puzzled.

Unless the gunman was standing on
the other side of the beech, leaning
against the trunk, he would have been
vizible. Chick concluded that that must
be the case; though if Poker was
thera he was Estrangely ulent.,
sbviously not on hisa guard as vs

Bnore !

do cloeo to the spot Chick did not
renture tu spesk, or even ie whisper.
[1e sipned to hia side-kicker whet to do.

His sutomatio glimmered in his hand,

Ancther glimmered in the hand of Bud _;

Parker.

Poker, if he was there, was close up to
the hig trunk on the other side, standing
by the sleeper. A sudden rush round the
hig beech, and Poker wounld be eovered

h;r two sutomatics before he had time

to touch a weapon. Even the pessimistic
Bud had to it thet this was “pie.”
They ruthed together—Chick an e

sidde of the bi hmh. Bud on the other,
antomatics litted.

* Btick "em up I” rapped Chick Chew,
as he came round the tree,

“*Stick ‘em up 1" echoed Bud.

Two automatics were levelled at the
Intherto unseen side of big beech—
and would have covered Pcker had he
been standing there )

But he was mok there

Chick Ehred—nmamdl Bud’s eyes
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slmost popped through the born rims of
his glasses! Poker was not there!

Nobody was there—except the sleeper
in the grass, with the handkerchief over

is foce to keep off flies.

Ghmk’ fat fam crimsoped,

Hﬂ*ﬁrﬂr in all h m mtear as & gangster

klm ick Chow felt

ad as he felt now, with his

dﬂdhr antomatic levelled at the trumk
of & tree!

Thlt automatic disappeared quickly
into Chick’s pocket. Bud's fu!iuwd 17
out of mght. Chick was red with annoy-
snce. Bud grinned. Automatics, it waa
yest clear, were not needed,

"]:'lﬂata me ** gasped Chicl
#*To a frazzle | agreed Bud
* Poker ain’t aronod—"
“He sure ain's [*
“I rechoned he wes up agin that
tree as wa 't pipe him! But—bat
ke sin't 1V

“Not-hide nor hair of bhim 1™ said
Bud,

Chick stared round among the mod-
ding hawthorns. There was po m0

save the twittering birds and the dmex U

No one was at hand—
iuegﬁ half hidden in the

thmk grass, with the handkerchief over
his face. The sleeper’s cap showed that
he was a schbdolboy and belonged to
Greyfrinrs. Obviously it was the doped
schoolboy. But t.he:ra was no Bign of
Poker Pike |

*'It’s got me beat!" muttered the
plexed e} “0Old man Vanderd
Over in Gaweo, 18 ¥ H’Iﬂ.t
slinger whole wads t-ugl.e m‘hh: nnmﬁ;
son here. Foker ain’s ﬁu to throw
him down wh:la he’s drawing hia pay |
But ho ain’t here! ’s sure moseyed
on and left bim to snooze™

“1 guess this sees us ﬂ:rnugh -
muttered Bud. “PlU say I ain’t honing
to throw lead with Poker| This here is
clam’ pie 1

“That ain’t no dream ! agreed Chick.
“We got the goods!”

He grinned w:t,h satisfaction.

{:I-f t]‘m

Amazing

and utterly unexpected as it waa, for
the watchiul to bave left the
doped. schoo arded, it was

“i:ﬁgﬂ to _the kidusppers! They had
oply to pick him up and walk him off
to the car that wes waiting at a safe
distance, with Tug at the w Chick

w grinned—and chuckled! He bhad

t the goods.”

en, as he bent over the sleeper, the
grin faded from his fare. Tha thick
grass half hid the slumbering figure—
the handkerchief wholly hid the face,
But on a closer inspection Chick realised

and that the ample lines of that fgure were

not exactly those of Putnam van Duck.
« With s sudden miagiving, he snatched
the handkerchief away from the
slumbering face,

He gave a yell of rage and dis-
appointment.
he {nua thaf. was revesled wea that

a schoo g :P“% deep under the
influenco nf dnpa wt it was not the
face of Putnam van Duck! It war a
tat face adormed by & pair of big
spectacles | Tt was the face of William
George Buntﬂr, tha ornament of the
hre& riars Rem

reak sna.kea l“ “howled Chick.

He stared at EBilly Bunter nlmm

etrified. Bunter stumbered happ

ick stared at him with un
eyes. o gritted his teeth, graa
fat junior by the s!muldar,
him sax Ijr.

Bun BOOTS W43 into Bn
unessy g]runt. But he. did not swaken,
It was clear that ho was doped.

Chickt's faco wes & picture as he rose
agsin, leaving the fat Owl enoring anee
morel Bud gazed st Bunfter open-
mouthed.

“Carry me home to die !” murmured

havmg
the
ehook

Chick almost faintly. 11l say this is
the elephant's side-whiskers, snd then
some ! ow come it that fa.t gink
has got the dope instead you
Putnam? I'm g you, Bud Paﬂmn%
That's why Poker ain’t around | I guess
he Eadm’t- keepmﬁ; no i-nh.l on that ﬂah
sid iecarr! But——

EeEmh me * amid Bued.

*“The dope’s been took I* amid Chick.
“If it ha-.dn t been took But it sure
hasa! You can sea that that lard-faced
m:hpedt Doped to & framlel

d ym:.ll:ig Putnam am't! I'm
aaking you, Bud Parker, for the answer
mﬂthﬂ one. ™

You can search me | answered Bud.
Billy Bunter was at the mercy of the
ra—if they wanted him! But
% B | snted the million-
nire’s son; but mm!d not have
taken Billy Bunter nt- s gift!

With feelings too for words,

Ki r Ha. 1 af tha mtﬂﬁ Etataﬂ
el b Tk

Hnd Parker fnllnwud hm: E d:d B:l :r
Bunter's smore—for quite a -:l:stnnca
noonscious  of gangeters,
fmﬂ !Iﬁ!its of & ﬁséﬂu.t hi{! Eﬁtﬂe%ﬂn fI'.mi
ittle ntee, dreaming happily o
rexd in ‘s Er&yh‘mr: study, Billy
guma ﬂumhemd onl

THE SEVERTH CHAPTER.
Poker Takes No Chances !

L1 STEEMED and ludicrous
E friends—*
“Hear, hear!”

“The dailglhﬂut pleasure of
beholding vour ridiculous countenance
round the festive bosrd iz absurd an
terrific [

}‘Hh ha, ha ! ;

t was quite a large
%Inﬂmri at the op in Ehurﬁpﬁi,r

urree Jamset Bingh hnd engaged
his table by telephone earlier in the
day, and a bowing waiter showed the
Greyfriara party to it when they

arrived, Other Ramava fallowa were
already on the : Vernon-8mith and
Radwmg, Peter Todd and Tom Dutton,

Tom Brown and Squiff and Hazeldene,
and two or thres mors. It was & large
table, but it was well packed,

i}nlt were piled good thi to eat—
round it were packed the f s to eat
them. Hurree Jamset Ham Bingh, at
the head of the table, had Putnam van
Duck on his right I:mud Beob on
his left. Two or three waiters gave tho
numerous party their sttention; even
the manager, & vaery port and
importent person, hovered roun

t was rather a special cocasion. The
Nabob of Bhanipur, hems in great
funds, considered Il.'F s good ides to stand
a handsome spread to hia friends in the
%emmm hin if:':-!m:'lam in the

emove ap heartily.

It wans rezlly unfortunate that Billy
Bunter could net be present. The mere
sight of the eatables on the table would
have delighted his eyes.

Hurreo Jamset Ram 8ingh's graceful

remarks were cheered. They also made

thia_r fellsnwaﬂs]mfﬂg,a aoili
n s ‘wore amilin
one! Thet was the hard- W hickory
face of Poker Pike.
Poker locked serious and grim.

Politely the nabob had invited him to
take s seat at the femtive board. Tha
juniors wers pmmmd to make room
or him. But the gunman mﬂlg
dmhuaﬂ
tha.h}y Mr Pike did nod eare much,
m::.rh::-w or cakes and jsm-taris, cream
E uffs and eclaira meringues, Pro-
sbly he liked a stronger fluad than tes
or coffee or lemonsde or ginger-beer.
In any csaee, Poker was there, not for



pleasure, but for business. Ie was
“keeping tabs " |

INever since he had been at Creyiriars
had the gunman been so watchful and
wary and suspicious. Bunter loy ash
in Popper Court Woods—doped! Who-
ever had doped him would be lﬂ-ukm%
for another chance at the gilt-edgec
juntor—and Poker was on the watch for
it. His suspicions concentrated on the
dusky nabob. It was one of the young
piecans, Poker reckoned, an the
coloured guy was the likeliest. And the
dusky schoolboy was standing this feed
—providing the food and drink that
Putnam was to partake of | What did it
look like? It looked. to Poker, as if
there was dope about !

Like a lynx, the gunman watched the
Nabob of Bhanipur. Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, after a time, had noticed
that he seemed to have an unususl
interest for Mr. Pike. But he never
dreamed of suspecting the cause,

ere were plenty of other customers

in the bunshop. Many of them glanced

towards the juniors’ table. Many

lanced at the stocky figure and hard-
iled face of the Chicago gunman.

Poker did not mind. He had no
objection to publicity, Probably he did
not ohzerve that he was observed. His
keen attention was fixed on Putnam and
the suspected nabob.

Had Putnam been 1 the same state
as Billy Bunter, miles from the school,
he certainly would have been in danger
from the kidpappers, even with his
5yumanlg1mrd to protect him.  Paker

il not intend te allow any risk of it

“You won't want that here, old
bean " grinned Bob Cherry, ws he
noticed the gunman loosen the six-gun
in his tet, which looked as if Poker
fancied that he might want it!

“ Mebbe ! said *And
mechbba not 1™
_ *Think Chick Chew Is going to walk
mte a crowded bunshop and hook off

oker dryly.

Van Duck under our noses?” ashed
Vernon-Smith.

“I wouldn't put it past him ¥
answered Poker.

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated the
Bounder, ' Look out for the guu-play,

vou men !l Duck in time !V

‘*Ha, ha, ha

Poker grunted—and watched, posted
near Van Duck’s cheir, Putnamm guave
him a fieree scowl, which left Poker
yuite unmeoved,

“Can’t you beat it, You pesky guy?"
breathed Putoam., “You weant the
wlhole shebang rubbering at you?”

“1 pucss that cuts no ice,” said Poker.
“Let ‘em rubber, if they want. I'll
mention that you ein't going to bo
doped none.™

“ Pack it up, yon bonehead ™

“What's thatt” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, staring ronnd. “Who's going
1o dope whom, Van Duck

“That pesky guy figures that Bunter
was doped,” prowled Van Duck. “He
suro fancies some 5:3; was after me andd
ﬁot Bunter. The pesky boneliead is sure

ﬁuntad by Chick Chew, like he waz a

ost. ™
E_""D'h my hat!” said Bob. Ha stared
at Poker. “What on: earth’s '}jut that
silly idea into your head, Pike?™

ker shrugged his shoulders,

“*1 guess that fat gink was doped,” he
answered, “and I'll say I'm going to
sco that Putnam van Duck don't got the

same, Ifrom the same galoot! Surcst
thing you know."
“Mad ns s hotier!” said Bob.
“Madder I* growled Putnam. “You

park it, Poker! Keep it parked I
Poker stood silent—but very watchfnl.
Bome - of the fellows who had canglt
what was said. grinned at one another
PPoker D'ike was taken rather as a joke
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gt CGreviriars. DBut his extraordinary
suspicion  that the millionaire’s son
might be “doped ” at a schoolboy tea-
perty in a bunshop scemed to the

leep juniors o real shriek!

The spread proceeded merrily, fellows
passing good things up and down the
table. utnam van Duck did as much
justica to them as any other fellow—
ut Foker watched him so closely that
he seemed to be counting the mouthfuls
put away by the American junior.

20 long as he received mothing from
Hlurree Jamsct Ram Singh, the gunman
appeared to bo satisfied, though alert.
Presently, however, the dusky nabob
poured ginger-beer for the fellows whe
preferred that refreshing Auid to tes.

Foaming glasses were passed along,
and Hurree Singh was bhanding one to
Van Duck when suddenly he gave s
jump g3 a grip of iron fastened on his

duzky wrist, 2
i orgot it [* gritted Poker Pike.
The Nabob of Bhanipur stared at him
in utter amazement, It seemed to him
that the Greyfriars gunman had sud-
denly taken leave of his senses.

“My csteemed and sbsurd Poker——"
he gasped.
dickeng——>"

“What the
Harry Wharton,
“What the thum " stuttered Bob.
Every faco at the table was turncd on
Poker Pike. DEvery eye was fixed on
him in amazement. He did not heed,
With a grip of iron on Hurree Singh's
wrist he forced tha tumbler down, and

exclaimed

WILL READERS PLEASE
NOTE

that owing to the Whitsun

Holidays next week's issue
of the MAGNET will be
on sale FRIDAY, May 25th ?

it was set on the table. Then, releasing
the dusky wrist, Poker picked up the
tumbler. Hurree Singh, lost in astonish.
ment, fairly goggled at him.

Poker jommed the foaming tumbler
te the nabob's mouth,

“Bwaller I he rapped.

_" Wha-a-t=——=="" gtuttered Hurree
Singit.
“Taste it, yon !

“Tit-tut-taste it 1" stuttered the nabob.

“¥epl And pronto! 1 guess vou ain't
handing no dope to that Puingm van
Duclkk while I'm around.”

“Did-dud-dope ! gurgled Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh. "My csteemed and
idiotic %un-ﬁlingmg fathead, the ginger-
pop 13 armless and nocessary—"
“You-tasting it? demanded Poler,
knitting his brows grimly. “I'm telling
o to swaller half that Paek&t, ansd
swallee it prontoa! Get me?*

“ Y ou }{_csk:.r piccan 1™ shricked Van
Duck. “Will yon let up #*

“Nope! Swaller!™ rapped the gun-
man, while the tea-partv stared at lim,
transfized, almost petrified, “I ain't
waiting! DBy the great horned toad, I
%tmga - I got wyou card-indexed, you
doping guy! What's the harm
swallering, f there ain’t no dope
around?  Swaller "

Y RB-b-b-but—" pasped ihe astonizhed
nabab,

*Bwaller. ar you get yvours sudden!”
gnarled Poker. )

With his free hand he jerked the six.
gun from hiz hip.

There was & gasp from tho tea-party
as the gun glimmercd in the gunman's
hand. E.l‘lmre was & stutter of astonizh-

3

ment from the waiters—a splutter of ox.
citerment from customers dp and down
and round sbout the bunshop. The
portly menager almost fell down at the

5%1;
eedless of all, Poker Pike jammed
the six-gun almost in the dusky foce of
the Nabob of Bhanmipur.
“Swaller " he roared.
“Are you mad?™ shouted
Wharton, jumping to his fest.
“Poker, vou locoed gink—" gosped

Van Duck.
roared Poker. “By the

Harry
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great horned toad, you swaller instanter,
or I'll sure spill your juica all.over this
here shebang! Burest thing you know,™

He jammed the foaming glass at the
pabob's month. A wave of ginger-bece
went over the rim, and splashed into
Hurreo Singh's neclk,

Utterly amazed and dumbfounded,
Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh gulped at
the ginger-beer. With the glass tilted
at his mouth, it was a hurried and
liberal gulp, and it was not surprising
that some of the ginger-beer went down
the wrong way. Hurree SBingh gurgled
wildly.

Poker slammed down the tumbler,
now half full. He watched the gurgling
nabob grimly.

“Urcrrggh!” came from Hurceo
Singh, as he

o i chalked. “Grooghl
ooooovogh !

I guess he’s got it!” said Poker.
“Hce's sure got his own dopel T'll say
he's fecling 1t some! Burest thing you
know.”

"Grogogh! Heoooli! Qooch ™

Bob Cherry thumped the nabob on the
back, He choked, and gasped, and
gurgled, and recovered a [ittle.

Poker Pike watched him. He seemed
disappointed. His frst impression was
that Hurree Jomszet Ram Singh hacl
been immediately overcome by a liberal
dose of “dope.,”” Now he rcalised that
it was simply a sudden gulping of
gmger-bﬂer that had made him ehoke,
¥hether dope was around or not,
whether or not the dusky nabob was the
doper, that ginger-beer, at all events,
was quite innocuous.

“Gurrrgght” wgasped Hurrce Jamset
Ram Singii. "“Wurrggh! You csteemod
and Iudicrous idiot, what is the
meanfulness of these absurd prococd-
1El h1

%sut.nnm van Dwuck, his foce erimszon
with wrath, picked up the tumbler half
full of ginger-beer. Poker gave him a
reassuriog nod.

“1 guess you can swaller that ealo
now, buad I remarked. "1 guessg—-
Oooooogh! What—yoosoach IV

It was not Putnam’a intention to drink
the pinger-beer, He had another use

for it! He glared at Poker, jerked his
arm, and shot the ginger-beer fairly
into the hickory face.

Splash |

“Gurrrrggh ' gasped Poker.

Taken by Bllrplﬁﬂe, he stoggered back.
Rob Cherry kindly put out a foot, and
the gunman atumbled backwards over
it. Streaming with gingees-beer, Poker
sat down suddenly and hard,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Painful for Bunter I

i A, ha, hat®
H The tun-gnrtg roarcd,
Foker Pike sat blinking

through ginger-beer. He was

quite taken by gﬁurnriﬂﬁ? Evidently r]ur-

hadl not cxpected that from the gilt-

eidged vouth he was protecling from the
danger of “dope.™

“Aw!l  Search mel” gasped Poker.

“Groogh! _ What the John Jminres

Tue Macxer Lisnasy.—No. 1,470,
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Robinson—

Qoogh | You esk
'Tﬁ..‘l!n “¥ p r

PlecRn— googh I
a, ha, ha!™
en Duck was not finished yet. The

otber fellows were laughing, but the
American junior had Fat “mad ™
up! He grasped a bottle of ginger-beer
and poured its contents over Poker as
he sat. Foaming ginger-beer splashed
all over the gunmep ri%ping from the
rim of his bowler hat, drenching him
from head to foot. Putnam followed up
the ginger-beer with a jam-tart! There
was a loud sguashing sound as he
I:-Iutam& it on the hard-boiled face of
1is gunmen guardian,

"5ﬂ crikey !” gasped Bob Cherry.
“Go easy, old bean!

“You're wasting the tuck!” grinned
Joh im]y Bulk

*1'll sure make that Eeak:.' ‘n]{ll.a_ty skip I
howled Van Duck. “T'll'give him dope !
Take that, Poker, you locoed piccan!™

“That ™ was & large cream-tart!
Poker, as e staggered blindly up, took
it with his face.

He howled snd gurgled. 1

The tea-party howled, too, with
laughter. Poker's hickory countenance
had disappeared, under jam and cream

and pestry, mixed with streaming
ginger-beer. His aspect was quite
extraordinary,

“Usrrgh! Say, what's the goame?”
gurgled Paker. “"Let up, you youn
piecan! You want me to Eleat. you up?
Lot up, I'm telling you ™

“Ha, hs, ha!”

“(ientlemen ! Gentlemen Thao

seandalized manager of the bunshop
rolled up. " Gentlemen—I insist—this
dhsturbance—-="

“Kick that man out!™ called out
‘Temple of the Fourth, who was teaing
with his friends, Dabney and Fry, at
another table. * Kick 'em all eut!”

*Rowdy lot, the Remove |” said Fry.

1My, rather!”™ said Dabne%

“Turn him out ™ shouted emgle.

“This disturbance — reslly — in-
sist—" gazped the manager. It was o
lavge and profitable tea.party, and
Indign princes and American million-
aires were maorae than welcome at (he

buanshep. Bat theve was a limit.

* Now vou beat it, Poker, you guy !”
howled the exasperated Van uck.
*You hear me, you galoot? You beat
i, and beat it pronte !

Poker dabbed a sticky face, and
spluttered. '

“1 guces not I ho gasped. “1 sure

ain't leaving you here to be doped by a
coloured guy on Chick Chew's pay-roll.”
¥ :'l-\[;r only esteemed hat!” ejaculatod
ihe Nabob of Bhanipur. Hurres Jam-
st Ham Bingh understood, =at last,
what was the mattcer with Poker Pike.

A fBush came under the dusk of his
checks, and his dark eyes flashed. He
shep towards the punman,

“You ludicrons and preposterous fai-
head I* he exclaimed.  “The absurd
dopefulness exists only in your idictic
L gination—-—"

Aw, can it said Poker, still dab-
hing. "1 guess Eau ain't passing that
Putnam van Duck nothing without tast-
i itk first, and you cao ehew on that.”

The gun was still in Poker’s hand.
Byt the Nabob of Bhanipur paid it ne
hood, Inky was the best-temipered
Fellow in the Remove—seldom or never
was his Oriental calm rufled. But it
was rufled now, with a vengeance. Ho
vlenched s dusky fst, and hit Poker
Pike fairly on his pimple of & nose. 1t
wasg a hefty knock, and that pimple of a
nose felb as if it had been pushed
threngh the bullet head.

Takea by surprise again, Poker Pike
sob Jown, for & second time,

“{h  erumbal” gasped
VW harton.

Tue Maguer Lisrarr.—No. 1,476,
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“ Eeep cool, Inky!® gesped Bob.
Foker sat and s ]utg‘re%e

“1 been knocked over!” he gasped.
“Jumping toada! I sure been K.0.'d
by a doggoned nigger! I guess I'll

hand himnm a few !™

Hea serambled up. With one eecord the
tea-party rushed on him. They piled on
himn right and left. Putnam van Duck
swiftly anmexed the six-gun. Other
fallows faticned Pokcor Pike cut., The
portly manager of the bunshop almost
danced round the scene. His expression
indicated, quite plainly, that he was
tired of that tea-party in his establish-
menk,

“Go away !’ he shricked. *“Get out!
All of you! Stop this at oneal I will
send for the police! T will report vou to
your headmaster, Turn them out !

Poker heaved and struggled furiously.
Everybody in the bunshop was on his
feet now, "staring and buzzing. It was
the wildest excitement that had ever
boen seen in that bunshop. Poker, not
faor the firat time since he had been
i:gu:utml at Greyfriars, had made a sensa-
10T,

* Fire him out !’ roared Van Duck.

Heaving and strupggling in the midst
of the mob of schoolboys, Poker waa
heaved to the door. In & gesping heap
he was hurled out on the pavement of
Courtfield High Streef.

Putnam brandished a fist at him from
the door.

~ Now beat it, you geck I” he roared.
“Beat it, or you'll get run m!  You
want to bo canned. you gink? Beat it1”

Poker gered up.

“I guesa [ ain't beating it any, and
leavi ou here to be doped!™® he
gasped. *“'Not by a canful! I'm sure
coming back [

“"Pack the goal!” grinned Bob
Cherry, y

The tes-party blocked the doorway,
ready for Poker. Obviously, he was

not going—he was coming bhack. Poker
was & dutiful guy, sand no odds could
turn him from H"m path of duty. A
crowd was gathering in the street—in
the distance, loomed a policoman®s
helmet,

*Hold on!™ gasped Van Duck. *“I
guess I'll beat it with the pesky guy—he
sure won't let np without I

Van Duck ran out znd joined Poker,
Ho grabbed him by the arm, and
drngged him along the pavement.

“Htep out, you gink!” he hissed.
“There's a cop coming along——=>"

“I guess a cop don't worry me none ™
answaored Poker, L'l sgay—-"

“Come on, vou pesky honchead!”
hissed Yan Duck.

With Putpam slong with him, Poker
was quite ready to come on. Dabbing
hia sticky face, he accompanied the
American  schoolboy dewn  the Eigh
Street.

“Well, my hat!™ zaid Bol Cherry.
*What an afternaon I

“Nice man at a tea-pariy PP cliockled
the Bounder.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“My ecsteered elinina, now (hat that
deplorable and disgusting gunman has
departfully wizeled, let us resnmae the
ludierous spread.” said the Nabob of

anipur.

The bunshop mavager had to be
placated, before the spread could be re-
sumed. However, as "aker was gone,
that was effeetod—rspecially as consider-
able itoms for damages wers Fning ta
appear on the nahob’s bill. The tea-
party, rather breathless after their exer-
fiona, sat down round the table again—
the cynosure of all eyea in the bunshop.

Meanwhile, Putnam van Duck hooked
Poker Pike into & taxi, and eliminated
himy from the publio gaze of Courtfield.
LEven PPoker, indiferent as ho was to

publicity, was rather glad to gel his
sticky face out of tho publio view., All
the way to Greyiriara Putnam filled io
the time by telling Poker what he
thought of him—Poker listening with an
unmoved wooden [face—the 1exican
Juntor's remarvks having exactly as much
effect on him as water on a duck.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Poor Old Bunter !

& UNTER ™
B Mr. Prout's rich and fruity
voice boomed in Hall.

The Fifth Forma master was

taking roll. :

But when FProut boowed *Bunter!"
there came no answering “adsum.”
Romove fellows glanced round. Bunter
was not present.

“ Bunter ! came a deeper boom.

But it booted not. Billy Bunter was

not thers, and could nect, therefore,
angwer to his name. Prout marked him
abeent,

Harry Wharton & Co., in the ranks of
the Remove, exchanged rather startled
looks, They had returned from the bun-
shop in ample time for calling-over, and

had not seen Bunter about when
they came in, But, so far as they had
remembered him at sll, they had sup-

posed that he was about somewhera.

They had taken it for granted that
when he awoke from his nap in Popper
Court Woods, he would roll homeward.
He had not looked like awakening in
time to arrive at the bunshop fer tho
spread; but it had never cocurred to
them that he would not awaken in time
to return to Greyfriars for calling-over.
¥et he had not d up. -

Harry Wharton glanced at the big
dak doors—closed while roll weas taken.
It was not infrequent for fellows to
squeeze in at the last moment, and
hurry into their places. But there was
no sign of Bunter., 2

“My hat!” murmured Bob Cherry.
“RBunter can’t still be ﬂﬂmzingll“

“Not after hours of i, should
think,"” said Nugent. .

“The snoozefulness would certainly be
rather terrific!” remarked Hurree Jam-
s¢t Ram Singh. * But the esteemed and
idiotic Bunter 13 not here.”

“Must be about somewhere,” said
Jolinny Baull, *Perhapse he's found
somebody’s tuck in somebody’s study,
Enﬁ it's kept him too busy to hear the

E +!ll

Harry Wharton nodded, It was
possible, and he could hardly believe
that the Owl of tha Remove waa still out
of gotes, slecping in the wood. If he
was, 1t coul ard a natural
slumber. All tha jumors had laughed
at Poker's suspicion of “ dope,” but if
Billy Bunter was still asleep out of gates,
that put rather a different complexion
on the matter.

The Famous Five were rather anxions
now to ascertain whether Bunter had
comoe in or not. As soon as the school
was dismissed from Hall, they locked
for the fat junior.

He was not to bo scen.

* Scen Bunter 1 they inguired vp and
down and round about the Ilouse, of
cvery fellow they met.

* No!" was the general reply.

“Too often!” was Skinner’s answer
o the question; which was not a help-
ful variation.

MNobody had scen Bunter!  Harry
Wharton ran down to CGosling's lodge,
to ask the poxter whether he had seen

unter come in. Gosling hadn't.

It waa sgon clear that Billy Bunter
had not come back to tho school. It was
alimgst unimagineble that he was still
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Hurree Jamset Ram Singh started the ball rolling, and the whole Form followed suit. Pudding atier pudding, in sticky chunks,

fairly rained on the Greylriars gunman. He staggered and stumbled, blinded and choked by ireacle-pudding.
roared this rlot at once!™

asleep, under the shady beech where tha
juniors had left him. But if not, where
was he?

“What the jolly old dickens—" said
Bob Chevry., He gave his friends an wi-
easy loox. “1 say, there can't be any-
thing in what that idiot Pike waa ja
bering 4

“How could there Le®"” gaid Harvy.
“How could Bunter be doped, as that
fathead calls it? Who would play such
a mad trick on him?™

Futoam van Duck whistled.

“I've sure called that guy Poker all
the names I ecould remember,” he re-
marked, “but I puess it looks aa if Le
was on that mark. That gink Bunter 1s
some sleeper, I allow, but if he's asleep
now, he's sure been doped.”

“But who =— how=———
Nugoent.

The chums of the Remove were uncasy
and slarmed. “ Dope,” to their minds,
was almost unthinkable, But where was
Bunter? .

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh's dusky
fuoe set & little, and he did not speal.
The gunman’s suspicion of the nabob,
absurd as it was, was neither grateful
nor mm!artin§ to lim. . _

“Wo can't leave it at thiz ! said the
captain of the Hemove abruptly.
“ Bunter's got to be fetched in, It—it
‘aaka to me a3 if he's been drugpged,
somehow—gondness  knows  how. It
fooks as if Pike was right there—"

Y Dut who—and how——"

“Goodness knows! But F'd better go
te Quelch and let him know about
Bunter,”

That, it was clear, had to be done,
Whatever was the truth of the malter,
Billr Bunter could not be left out of
galez, and the dusk was already falling.

exclaimed

Mr. Quelch.

** Cease

The Co. nodded aszsent, and the captain
of the Remove went at once to his Form-
master's study.

' Bunter hasn't come in vet, sir?”
asked Harry, with a lingering hope that
the fat Owl might have turned up.

“No, Wharton!” answered Mr.
Quelch, Wharton noticed that a cane
lay on the Remove master's table—

evidently ready for Bunicr when he did
come in!

“J—I'm afraid there's something
wrong with him, sir!” faltered Harry.

Mr. Queleh looked at him.

IIurrmdl:E* the captain of the Removo
explained how Bunter had heen left.
Mr. Queleli’'s oyebrows rose. and rose
mota  and more, as he listened in
astonishment, :

“But the boy caunot hiave remained
asleep, out of doors, all this timel™
exclaimed Mr.  Queleh. * Absurd,
Wharton I

“I1—1 know, sir! Dul—that man Piks
has an iden in his head that dope has
been used—"

BMr. Quelch

“Dope 1" repeated
e thinks

blankly.

“J—1 meoan, a drag, =ir!
that it was meant for Van Duck, and
Bunter got it somechow by mistuke!
The kidnappers——"'

“ Absurd 1" enid Mr. Quelch.

But he knitted hiz brows and looked
very thoughtiol.

“It 13 very singular that the bos has
not comnn in,” he said. * Very singuler
indeed ! 1 think, Wharton, that I had
better give you -leave out of gates, to
fetch him in, before it is quite dark.”

“T1f lic's unable to walk, sir——m"

“1 can seaveely think so, But'—
Mr. Queleh paunsed—"I think you had

“ Boys | o

better guide two Bixth Vorm prefects to
the spot wheve he was Jefr.”
- Y Wery well, sie 1™

Five minutes later Harry Wharton
left the school with Wingate and
Gwynne of the Bixth. A crowd of
fellows watched them go.

By that time everybody knew thut
Bunter was missing, and that he had
been left aslcep, hours ago, in Popper
Court Wooda, _

Skinner declared that, onee asleepn,
Bunter was not likely to wake till morn.
inE: but that was only SBkinner's litle
joke., There could ba no doubt that if
the fat Owl was still aslesp it was
the result of drugging—quitc an execiting
idea to the juniors—especially to those
who had been present at the party in
the bunshop.

Poker Tike’s amazin
not, after all, umfmmdr:i Had Bunler.
in some incredible wav, fallen the
vietim to “dope” intended by the kid-
nappers for the American junior? i
!mlked vory much like it—and, in that
case, it became a burming question
whose hand had administered the dope?
It secmed impossible that it eould have
been administered by anyono oulside
the school. y g

An eager orowd waited at the big
dloorway of the Hounse for the return of
VWharton and the prefects. 1 they had
to carry Buntey ]}mnw, they wero nod
likely fo retwrn in a bhwry. Skianer
suggested that & breakdown gang would
be veguired to go to their aid,  Dut
Skinner was frowned upoen on all sides;
it was no time for 8kinuer to be funoy.

It was neavly time for prep. when, at

(Cantinued on page 10.)
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last, the tinkle of a bell was heard ab
the gate. : ;

5 'fhey*rn coming I' said Bob Cherry.

Through the dusk of the quad, the
returning party loomed up,  Wingate
and Gwynne were carrving a fat figure
between  them. Harry  Wharton
followed. y

There was & buzz of excitomonkt as
they came np the steps. It was Bunter
—and lic had to be carried! The
question of dope was scttled now,

An eager swarm of excited fellowsa
surronnided the prefects as they came .

page

Panting for breath, Wingate and
Gwynne_set Bunter down on his feet—
etill holding bhim, or he would have

fallen.

Fvery eve was glued on the fat face,
Gilly Bunter’s ayes were tightly closed
belund his spectacles. He grunted and
snoved  alternately, It was strange,
startling, almost unnerving, to see the
fat junior standing there fast esleep;
Imt there was no doubt that he was
decp in the deepest slumber.

“You found him there?” asked Beob,
as Wharton followed in.

“Just where we left lum,'* answered
Harrv., “Fast asleep under the boech.
The handkerchief had E!ipclwd off his
face, but that was all. He doesu’t scem
te have stirred.™

“oor old Bunter I

“Is—ig—iz  that Bunteri™ Al
Quelch rustled up with 2 startled faco.
“Bless my soul! Ho appears gquite
iconscions—"

“Quite, sir!" satd Wingate.

“Please take him to his dermitory! 1
will telephone for the docter imme-
dintele.”

Plenty of willing hands helped to got
Hunter ta the Remove dormitory, whern
e was laid on his bed. A quarter of an
hour later, Dr. Pillbury came buszing
frean Friardale in his ear.

Prop.  that evening, eclaimed little
attention. The fellows had to go to the
studlies—but the studies buzzed with
exeited conversation, Billy Bunter, in
the Hemove dormitory, lay unconscious
—sloeping like Rip Van Winkle, The
dactor’'s  report was reassuring: he
secmed to have suffered no harm, and
vould only be left till he came out o
that strange slumber. HHe was still
asleep when the Remove went to bed,
wnd 3t was not till the rvising-bell was
ringing  in  the morning that Bily
Buuwer's eves opened at last,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Na Cius !

HAT day Billy Bunter had the
epotlight.
The Owl] of the Remove was
_ tlie evnosure of all eyes.
tis strange adventure had caused
nsronishmeont all round, but the most
urtonished  fellow of all was Burnter
himselfl
'!I.'-:-. declined, at first, to helieva that
Tuk Magxer LiERary.—No. 1,476,
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hie had remaincd asleep in Popper Court
Woods, and had been carried home by

g two Bixth Form prefects, unaware of
Ll whink was fmng orn.

But the fast that he awakened in bed

8 in the Hemove dermitory, and remem-

bered felling asleep
unter at
last that it really had happened.

He had awakened feeling quite
normal; the dope seemed to have left
behind no effect whatever.

There was only one thing that
mattered with Bunter. He was fear-
fully hungry, and more anxious for
breakfast that morning than he had
ever been beforel And the breakfast
he packed away was & record.

Mr. Quelch, who breakfasted with his
Form, was very tolerant that morning
with Bunter! DBunter was allowed a
freo run of the table,

As he had missed both tea and supper
the previous day, be had a lot of Jee-
way to make up., He did his best 1o
make up for it.

At his tenth rasher and eleventh egg,
however, Mr. Queleh called time, as 1t
were. Ha was tclerant, kind, and
sympathetio, but perhaps he was begin-
ning to fear that Bunter might buret,

Bunter did not realize the danger|
e blinked reproachfully at his Form-
master through his big spectacles.

';I’m still hungry, sir!”™ he pointed
O1LL.

“You may have a little toast and
marmalade,” said Mr. Queleh, relenting.

Bunter did not have a little toast and
marmalade—he hed 8 lot] Apgain hia
Form-master called Lalt.

“I'm still bungry, sir!”+ ventyred
Bunter.

“ Nonsenso ™ sajd Mz, Quelch,

And that was that!

But it was not quite “that,”™ se to
speak, for the fat junior annexed toast
from Bob Clerry on ane side of him,
and a grape-fruit from Van Duck on
the other. They grinmed, snd Jet him
go ahead. But Skinner gave the fat Owl
a warning whisper,

“Look out, Bunter!**

“Eh!®  Bunter blinked round in
alarm, fearful of Mr. Quelch'a gimlet
eye. DBut the Remove master had
turned away at the moment to speak to
Mr. Hacker.

“Better leave Ven Duck's prog
alonc!™ grinned Skinner. “That's how
you got the dope, old fat man !

“Oh " gasped Bunter.

There was a chuckle up and down
the Remove table.

Nobody doubted that the dape the day
before had been intended for Van Duck.
Somehow or other it had been intro-
dueed  into something the American
Juntor was cxpected to consume, and
which Bunter must have consumed
instead — not at all awm  uncommon

nothing efter

f happening!

Bunter blinked at the tempting grape-
froit uneasily, Then, slowly and re-
luctantly, he pushed it away from him.

For the first time on record Billy
Bunter refused foodstuffs |

"O.K., you fat gink!" ssid Vao
Duck, *Get on with it !*

*MNo Iear!™ said Bunter,

“You silly ass!” geid Bob. *“Do vou

think semebody’s been deping the grub
at the brekker-table?”

“Somebody doped something yester-
day I" answered Bunter, 1 don't know
what it was, but I must have gob it!
Ne more for me, thanka®

Van Duck, grinning, proceeded to
deal with the grape-fruit himself.
“Dope ” had been ebout the previous
day; but he was not feeling uneasy.
Although far from being as keen on

foodstuffs as William George Bunter,

be was not likely to miss his meals for
fear of dopel

But Billy Bunter had made up hia
fat mind to be very careful. For the
prasent, at least, Van k's ample
tuct was safe from the grub-raider of
the Hemove.

In Form that merning Billy Bunier
began to feel rather glad that he had

been through that strange adventure.
uelch was very kind. Having done
no prep the previous evening, Bunter

could not be called on for his " con.™
Neither was he called on for anvthing
else.  Quelch gave him a very casy
time in first and second lesson. SUilf
and stern as Queleh looked, he could
bo very considerate when ha saw just
reason to be so.

Slacking in Form was sheer happi-
ness to Billy Bunter. He could only
hopa that this would last.

He rolled out, in break, with a checry

grin on his fat visage.
_ And. in break, he realised wlhat an
inportant person he was. Fellows of
all Forms came u% to him in the quad
to ask hini nbout his weird experience.
Fellows he hardly knew by sight were
guite interested in lum.

Even prefects of the Sixth, great
men who lived in quite a different and
suparior world, gave Bunter a word.
Even Coker of the Fifth, who regarded
the Lower Fourth aimpiy as  trouble-
some microbes bestowed on Bunter
soma minutes of his valuable time.

Bunter found the spotiight rather
agreeable.

He rolled back into the Remove-roomn
for third school, feeling quite bucked.
Quelch was still going casy.

He even affected not to notice that
Bunter was sucking toffee—a gift in
break from some sympathiser whose
sympathy had taken a practical form.

Billy Bunte: began lo fesl that he
almost liked Quelch.

After morning school, he was ealled
on to stay behind, when the Remove
were  dismissed. Buch a sunumons
would, at any other time, have filled
Bunter with alarm. Now, however, he
stopped guite cheerfully at his Form-
master’s desk. He wondered whether
Quelch was gpoing to give him &n exfras
holiday or something of that sort!

Mr. Quelch stopped short of that.
Bunter had been called up for guestiona
to bo asked.

The Remove master wantfd to know
anbout that dope! It was, of course, n
matter that had to be investigated.
The surreptitions hand had te be
traced.

“MNow, Bunter,” said Mr. Quelch, “I
wish you to answer me very carefuliv.
There appears to ba no doubt that eome
drug—fortunately, harmless—was intra-
duced into something you ate or drank
vestorday. No doubt you can remom-
Ler what you may have eaten 7™

“0Oh, yes, girl [ don't eat much—

111 Eh ?r;

“I'm not slways stulling, like some
fetlows, &ir," eaid Bunter. “I can
remember everything I ate yesterday.™

“It appears probable,” said My,
Queleh, "that the drug was intended
for Van Duck—thare appears to be no
otuer way of accounting for 1t Did
vou eat anyihing ntended for Van
Duck 7"

“No, eir!" said Bunter promptly.

" You are suro, Bunter

" 0Oh, gquite, sir! Thera aro some
fullows in the Remove who aren't a bit
ariicular  abeout  snafilin another
a'low’s tuck, sir. but I've always been
very gareful about that sort of thing. ™

Mr. Quelch gazed at him. He waa
not so well acguainted with Bailly



Bunter’s manners and customs -es the
Removitrs were. Bab he had his
doubts sbout the aceunvaey of that
statement |

“This ia & wvery wurgent matier,
Bunter,” he said quelly. “Please try
to  remember carefully and answer
trithfully"

*Oh, certainly, sir!™

“Van Duck’s food or drink must, I
think, have been tampered with vester-
day, by some unknown means,®™ said
Mr Quelch. “If you took anything—
ahem '—in ga—o thoughtless moment,
i:bﬁ:l;mwing to him—->

no, sirl"” .
Bunter’s answer was prompi—foo
prompti He was beginning te fecl

alarmed.

“C-ca-can I go pow, sir?" he asked.

Clearly it was not going to be an
extra holiday. Bunier was anxious to
get out of the Form-room.

His eye lingered on the cane on the
desk.  Certain| i’, Quelch had been very
kind and considerate that morning ; but
Bunter doubted whether the kindness
nnd consideration would last, if it came
to light that he had snaifled a parcel
from the House dame's room. Quelch
was awfilly striet about such things.

Fortunately—from Bunter's point of
view-—1t was pot likely to come out.
Mrs, Kebble would naturally concluds
that the American junior had taken the
parcel addressed to him—unless she waa
mformed otherwise.

Nobody was likely to inform her, of
course, Van Duck had deslt with the
grub-raider in his own way, and the
matier was at an end.

S5ill, Bunter was not feeling easy in
his fat mind. A whopping was due to

him, and he did not want to be
Wi 0ppe
“¥ou are sure,” said Mr. Quelch,

“that you did not—h'm—econsumo any-
thing that Van Duck might have been
expected to take 7"

" Abs=olutely certsin, sir!”

“Did Van Duck, by any chanee, give
you anything that he might otherwise
have taken himself?” asked My
Quelch. puzzled and perplexed.

*Only the ginger-beer, air.”

“0Oh!* Mr. Quelch was alert st once.
"Van Duck gave you some gingexr-
baer, Might be otherwise have drunk
it himszclf1'?

* I suppos: g0, sir, only—"

"A drug might very well Lo intro-
duced into_ ginger-becr. This may be
the elue of which we aro in search !
exclaimed Mr. '%;:lﬂ!cll- “¥ou drank
the ginger-beer that Van Duck gave
you, and——"

“Oh, ve, sirl”

“You did opol!™ cexcluimed Mr
Qunelch.
“No, sir! You see- =2

“I do nol zeal™ snapped the Remove
master. 1 Van Duek gave vou his
glass of gitgerbeor, why did you not
drink i$1"

. "He—he put it down back,
] i
*What 1"

“My b-b-b-back,
ave somelhing like a

Runte:,
Alr. Qluu!vh

=nort. lle had found a clue—to a

s-lonlboy practical juke, apparently |
*Absurd 1" he snapped

nmy

sir 1Y zlamered

“Coean 1 go now, siry"  gasped
Bunteer
“If you  can romember pothing
g —="

“ilh, no, sic=ncihing !

' Yoo inay gol”

Bunter went—gladly ! There was no
danger  now  of the affuir of the
sualfled chocolales coming to  light!

LVERY SATURDAY

And it did not cecur {0 the fat Owl's
podgy brain, for & moment, thet it was
tha chocolates that lad been doped!
Mr, Quelch was left perplexed—with-
out & cluo to the mystery !

el el w—

THE ELEVERTH CHAFTER.

Pudding for Poker !
' IKE I
P “The abenrd Pike! ox-
claimed Iurree Jamsct BRan
Singh.
“Jolly  old Pike!™ prinped the
Bouuder.
Bome of the fellows laughed.  Some
stared. Pokor Pike, as he walked

coolly inte Hall at dinnertime, drew
the general attention.

The gunman's lickory foce was
sodate as ususl; almost expressionless,
Poker was displaying bis usnal disre-
gard for publicity !

He marched into ITall; glanced
round him. and marched up to the
Remove table, where that Form were
already sitting down. 3r. Queleh,
taking his seat at the head of the table,
regarded him with surprised ingniry.

Fellows stared from the other tables
Even from the high table, whera the
great and glorious prefects of the Bixth
sab i statc, came curigus ztares. mnd
surprized mmrmurs.

The Removites grinned. ITurrea
Jamset Ram Bigh rowned. Putnam
van Duck look at TI'oker as if he
could have bitten hin.

Heedless of all, the Greyfrviars gun-
man stood there, giving the long table
the “once-over.”

Do you—h'm—want anything, Mr.
Pike?" asked the Remove master

Mr. Quelch had never liked Poker's
presence in the achool; buk of late lie
had been wvgry civil indeed to Poker
That was =ince the gunman hoad got
him away from Chick Chew, who had
“roped-in "' the Remove master, in ono
of s many schemea for geiling hold
of the gilt-edged American.

Even now, Queleh ecould not quite
think that a Chicago gunman was in
his proper place at a Public schooal: but
after that eminent service from A
Pike, he could scarcely be anyihing but
civil, and, indeed, grateful.

39 now he addressed him with polite

juiry, instead of =uapping at him as
ha would have done once upon & tune.

“Zuro ! san. "oker, with a nod. "1
guess I want to keep tals on thal Pul-
nom van Duek 1™

A ripple of meorviment ran along ihe
Remove table. It was checked by a
gimlet-oy: Flurr: from Alre. Quueleh.

“But, veally, Mr. Pike—" zuid the
Reomove master.

It was true that Poker s=aw kil
nappeys v every shadow, bab lee had
not hitherto figured thal it was neces-
sary to walch the willicoaire’s son at
mcals.

“[ reckon {here's dupe around, sir
explammed Poker. "I pgot tu sgee that
that baby ain’t doped none.”

I1is shits of eyes vested for a searching
mament on the dusky face of Hurpes
Jumset Ram Singh. The Naboh of
Bhaunipur was silting ouly one or two
places away from tho American junior.

A fu<h came into llureeo Singh's
dusky cnecks.  That :i::*.a,i'uhing Taesd:,
lu'iufyu..i it was, did ot vseape lum.

“ Dope ™ vepeated Me. Quelch, with a
stavt. e wnderstood now why FPoker
cotustdersvd 1t necessary o appear at
meals.  Iln eoloured  with  vexatinn.
“Really, 1t-there 15 not -cannot be—
apy danger M

17

" H2ays youl”

“You cun havdly suppose, Ar. Pike,
that Lore, st the school dinner, anyone
could possibly administer—"

“1 gucss 1 sin't taking no chances
with that Putnam van Duck, sir I'? said
Pokeor stelidly. “His popper is sure
paying me high to sce him safe. I got
t¢ see that he ain't doped”

“Ha, ha, ha I"”

“*Bilence ! Mr. Piko, if vou desire o
lunch at this table, T will dircet a chaie
to bo placed for you.”

“1 guess I ain’t moseyed in for cats!?
answered Poker. [ jest want to keep
tabs! T'll eay there's dope wround in
this bhere shebang, and Pll tell a man
that it ain't going down young uinam’s
I

Mr. Quelch breathed hard and deep.

“¥ou may stand there if you eo
desire I he snapped.

* Burest thing you know 1" said Poker.

Mr. Quelch desired to ba considerato
to the gunman, He could net forget
the service Mr. Pike had rendered him,
but undoubtedly he was very much pex-
turbed and annoyed.

The bare idea of a suspicien that
“dope * might be administered at the
school dinper was really intolerable.
Yeb it could not be denied that d
had been handed out somehow the
previous day. DBunter had got ic
instead of Van Duck, that was all.

How, when, and E:r whom was =till
an lmpen-:tmi:-ta mystery. But to sus-

ct & Groyfriars servant or a Grey-
riars boy of being a tool in the honds
of the gangsters was absurd. ]

Absurd as it was, no other ex]planatwn
was forthcoming. Mr. Quelch bad to
admut that. Poker's vigilance was justi-
Lied, so far as that went.

Anyhow, ho was going to keep
“tabs.

_The szchool dinner proceeded, with
ripples of laughter. Poker stood like a
statue, watcling. Ile scanmed avory-
thing that was passed to Van Duck.
The Awmerican junior glarved at him—
without producing any effect. 8o long
as Putnam was helped by a servant from
the saine supply that was handed out
to the other fellows, Pokor was satis-
fied. Wary and suspicious as lo was,
ho did not figure that anybody was
poing to dope the whale Remove.

But when 8 dusky hand passed Van
Duck the salt, Poker woke to smdden
lifa. lla reached over the table aud
knocked the salt-cellar out of MHurree
Jamset Ram Bingh's hand.

Crach [
" What—"" pasped Alfr. Queleh.
“You doggoned geck!” roared

Putnam van Duclk.
* Bilence ! Mr. Pike, what—"

“O.K., sirl” said 'oker calmly. “I
guess I ain’t taking mo chanees !
“You silly asa!  exclained DPohb

Cherry indignantly.

“You howhog fathead!” cexclaimed
IHarry Wharton. .

" Silenee I exclaimed  Mre. Queleh.
“Hilenee 1
Poker, onco
walehed,  Man

'rlnl:.rn ilr:l'll'u]-‘-'ﬂ.h]i‘.
curions  cyes  turned
o the dusky face of llurreo Jamset
Ram Singh. Tho scene in 1he bunshop
bad not beem forgotien, and Poker's
action now was too pointed to bhe mis-

understood.  Llis suspicions centred on
the dusky nabob.
“BMr. Pike,® gasped the Remove

master, *is it possiblo—is it imarinable
—that you suspect o Remens Loy 2"
Uuelch chokod with indignation,

“ I ain’t accusing no guy,” ~anl Poker
calmly, “1I'll say I don't know wiw
handed out the dlope. Tt was sara fomn
{(:u_'r that was around that Pafnan van

Juek, thougb the fat goob got & Ly

Tur Micxer LisRany, Ng. 1,470,
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mistake, Seeing that there ain't no
guinter to no guy n}urﬂ‘;l any other guy,

guess it logks like it mught be the
darlae.™

“Hew dare
thing [ exclaim
indignant wrath.

"1 ain't taki
Poker stolidly.
in this bunch 1"

ou suggest such a
Mr. Quelch, red with

no chanecps ™ gaid
"It was Eure Some guy
“ Nonsenge I

hooted Mr. Quelch.
“ Absurd 1"

; Hurree Jamset Ram Singh rose to bis
eet.

Pudding was being served round the
Remove table now—treacle pudding.
Billy Bunter got busy on it st once.
Ha was anxious to get through the first
helping and bag & second, with an Eﬂa
on & t%ird. But no other fellow at the
Remove table heeded the pudding.
Most of the juniors wero laughing, but
the Co. were glaring at Mr. Pike in
great wrath, ,

“My esteemed and idiotic Pike,” said
Hurrce Jomset Ram Bingh, his dark
oyes Ig'leaming. “tha suspectiulness of
any KEemove man is absurd and ludi-
ercus, and the suspectfulness of my
humble self is terrifically offensive | The
apologise is tha proper caper }”

“Forget it " said Poker. )

“Please sit down. Hurree Bingh!”

gasped Mr. Quelch. *I recommend you
to take no heed of this absurd, ridicu-
lons, nonsensical—"
“{With ell raspect to you, estecmed
sahib, I am bound fo take notice of the
ridieulous and offensive insinuation |
said the nabob. " The absurd Pike has
asked for it I¥

Hurree Singh picked up his plate, on
whérélg lay & generous helping of treacle
pndding.

Before even the wary gunman counld
guess his intention, the chunk of sticky
}:-uddmg:- whizzed acrosa the table and
anded in the hickory facs.

It was sticky, it was juicy, and it was
hot! Poker Pike gave a roar as he
rreeived it on his wooden femtures.

_ “(ood old Inky " gasped Bob. "Go
it, you men! Give him some more 1

Whiz | went Bob's pudding. It landed
on Poleer’s right ear
followed by
left.

* Boys 1" Ehtielﬁd Mr. Quelch.

But for once the Remove master was
unheeded by hie Form. Frank Nugent
and Johnny Bull followed the lead of
their -:*?m:ﬂdesl, nnddlﬁifu genum?l;]lmlp.
g3 of treacld pudding BQuas on
]"nq:%l;nr Pike.

"o i, vou men | roared Baob.

harton's, landing on lus

“Honar, hear1”

“1a, ho, ha I”

" Yurrrroooogh 1" gurgled  Poker,
stgggerm‘f and clawing wildly at hot,
sticky pu ding, “ I'll say—— ¥rroogh 1

Bauash 1 quash ! Bguash! came

chunk after chunk of pudding. The
BRoundor landed hizs on Poker's chin;
Peter Todd's caught him in one eye,
SBeunfl’s in the other, Nearly ail the
Iemove were on their feet now, hurl-
m%- ?luiﬂmg,

Whiz, wluz! Baunsh, squash |

" Boye " gasped Mr. Queleh,
I ecimnand you——"

There was a buzz from the other
tables. Beniors a uniors were on
their fect, staring. Even the prefects
wers sfanding up to lock., Hall was
filled by shouts of laughter.

Mr. Quelch waved his hands and
hooted in wain. Every man in the
Remove exeept Billy Bunter clut up
pudding to hurl. Poker's belief that the
doper was “ene of the bunch * might
be ridiculons, but it was exasperating,
tno.

‘The Removites made it clear to
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“Boys!

It was mnstently T

THE MAGNET

Poker what they thought of him and his
suspicions. Hurree Jamset REam Bingh
had started the ball rolling, and the
whole Form followed suit as one man.
It was guite unusual for the Remove to
disregard their Form-master, but they
digregarded him now. :
Pudding after pudding, in sticky
chunks, fairly rained mlﬁe Greyiriars
unman. He atuggere{i and stumbled,
linded and chok treacle pudding.
Fudding bunged up eyes and mese
and ears and mouth; it plastered his
bowler hat, which Poker had not taken
off in Hall: it ran down his neck; it
stuck all over him from head to fobt !

Thera was a howl of protest from
Billy Bunter as Bob Cherry grabbed his
plate away., Ammunition was runnmﬁ
short, and Bunter was only half throug
Eil:iskhflpmg. It was needed for Poker

ike

“1 say, that's my pudding 1* shrieked
Bunter, in dismay. "1 say—— DBegst!”

Bunter's wild shriek was unheaded.
His pudding squashed on Poker Pike.
Then the Bounder ]r;:ma d the puddin
itself from the dish. rbuul: two-thirds
of 1t had been served to the {ll.minra. A
third remained on the dish. Smithy
seized it, and hurled it, amid yells of
laughter.

“Gurrrrooogh ! gurgled Poker, as it
spread all over his face, masking him
with treacle.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Boys!" roored Mr. Quelch.

this riot! o

+*

“Cenan
Cease——

“Pelt him [* yelled Boh Cherny.

“(ive him the plate ahulﬁ{ed the
Bounder.

“Hurrah [

Iiﬂu lt lJF

# Gurrrrooocogh ! gurgled the hapless
%tmman. “Urrrggh! I guess—wurrgh |

D000 i '

“Ha, ha, ha*

A plate cracked on his bowler hat.
Poker dabbed and clawed treacls from
his oyes, blinked round him wildly, aud
lurched for the doorway. He was in no
state to keep tabs now! Even Poker
realised it! He was & pillar of sticky
treacla pu&ding: from head to foot!

re Was {:-um? his neck. He
lived, moved, and had his being in a
world of treacle. Grasping and gurgling,
spluttering and choking, Poker made
or the door,

Howls of laughter followed him, and
whizzing crockery. Poker tottered out
of Hsll, gurgling wildly,

“Ha, ha, inl ruai'eg the Remove.

“Ha, ha, ha!" echeed from one end
of Hall to the other.

“Bilenca 1" hooted BMr. Quelch. “8it
down! I order vou to sit down at onee!
Resume your places! Bilence!1”

The Remove resumed their places.
They had put paid to Poker, and they
did not regret it; kut pnow that the
shindy was over, they rather expeoted o
thunderstorm. After the.feast came the
reckoning; and they would not have
been surprised at whoppings all round.

But Mr. Quelch surprised his Form.
He sastonished them. He opened his
lips—and the BRemovites listened, wait-
mg for the storm. But there was ro
storm.  Mr. aloh directed another
pudding to ba brought., Which was a
imag. relief to hin Form, especially Billy

[FRIRALY o

No doubt the Remove master shared
his Form’s indignation, and made sllow-
ances for it.  Possibly he was oven
pleased to be relieved of the gunman's
presence in Hall, even by such extra-
{I-[‘dlﬂﬂ.!‘}' mMcAasn g,

Anyhow, ho said nething further on
tlhie subject, to the surprise and relief of
the Hemove,

When they came out alter dinner they

saw nothing of Poker Pike. He was
not seen before they went in to afier-
noon school. Had Chick Chew ® horned
in® at Greyfriars just then, he would,
for once, ve found Poker off his
guard. Poker Pike was very busy
cleaning off treacle—and it kept bun
busy for a long, long time |

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Tries It On !
1 EAST!™ murmured DBilly

B Bunter.

Shocking to relate, he was

alluding to his Form-master,

Needless to say, he did not let Mr.
Quelch hear that remark.

It was the following dsy; and the
Bemove were in Form. It was a warna
May afternoon, and Buniwer was not the
only Hemove man who felt that there
wera niger places then Formi-rooms on o
sunny day, and nicer things than Latin
Prose.

Bunfer
peeved. .

For a whole day, after his dope adven-
ture %ue-lch had been wery considerate.
FE gm slacked 1n Form as much as he
IE@d.

It had scemed too good to last! And
g0 it had proved! The next day Quelch
was his old self again, Bunter waa
called on to construe in the moruing,
and handed out his “con *—for which
he received o hundred lines. It was
borne in on his fat mind that the happy

was peeved—very tmuch

period of slacking was over, i
hich peecved Buanter very consider-
sbly, His fat brow wore a frown wlhen

he rolled in for afterncon school with
the Remove. Latin prose had no attrac-
tions whatever for Bunter. Either in
verse or prose, he loathed Latin. It
scemed all the more putrid, alter u
happy day of slacking.

'Fﬁﬁ day before Bunter had sucked
toffee in class, unhecded. Now, when
he ventured upon & single, solitary bualls-
eve, Quelch was on hun at once. Hoe
rapped fat knuckles with a pointer, and
mado Bunter throw a bag of bullscyes
into the wastepaper-basket. No wonder
the fat junior murmured *Beast!” It
was quite a mild expression in the hs -
rowing circumstances,

Now Bunter had & Latin paper before
him—and never had & Latin papor
soemed to him so weary, stale, flat, and
unprofitable.

Beast | breathed Bunter.

A thoughtful wrinkle camne into his
fat brow. But he was not thinking of
his Latin paper. Great thoughts were
working in Bunter's podgy brain,

His eyes gleamed. behind
spectacles. ]

If anything could set Billy Duanter’s
podgy intellect going at full pressure, it
was the hope of dnd?in work. And
Bunter had thought of a e.

Lia

A mu?ia of days age he had heoen
doped. Tho doping waas still & mystery.
Poker Pike, at loast, was expecting

something of the kind to be tried again.
Ho it might be! True, it was unlikely
that another packet of dope, intesded
for Putnam von Duck, would get to
Bunter's address. 8till, it was pos-
siblea! How was Quelch to know?

Quelch had been kind and sympathetie
for a whole day, after Bunter's last
doping, Now, if he was kind and sym-

athetic for a couple of hours, it would
Eo all right.

And so the Remove, busy with Latin
papers, Word suddup[r startlcd by a
sound unaccustomed in the Form-room—
a decp and resonant snore |

Every fellow jumped and looked
round.



Mr. Quelch jumped, tool

Snore | X -

Quelch wss quile unaware that his
valuable ipstruction sometimes had a
drowsy effect on his pupils. Certainly
he never expected to see _u.nﬂ fellow in
hia Form go to sleep at his desk|

“{O3h orumhbs ™ breathed Bob Cherry.
“That ass Bunter—"

'lhere was & sup ed chuckle. The
juniors supposed that Bunter, under tho
combined effects of Latin and warm
weather, had nodded off to sleep. They
had no doubt that Quelch would scon
wake him up.

Bunter's fat head leaned on a fat arm
on his desk. His little round eyes were
glucd shut behind his big round spec-
tacles. And he enored.

Mr. Quelch gazed at him, transfixed,
for a long moment. 'Then he hooted :

“ Bunter [

Snore |

“ Bunter 1"

Bnore i

“Upon my word!” gasped Mr.
Quele “Boys! Cease laughing at

onca ! Do you imagine that this 13 a
laughing matter ¥ s

T{m grinning Removites looked na if
they imagined that very thing. But
Mr. Quelch saw no cause for merriment.
He was d&edp!g annoyed.

He strode over to Bunter's desk.
Within & yard of the fat Owl he roared:

“ Bunter |*

Snore ! ;i

Mr, Quelch kad thoughtfully tﬁmkad
up his cane. Now he gave the fat
junior a rap acrosa his shouldars.

“0Oh 1" espluttered Bunter, )

“Bunter, how dare you to sleep in
clzss |” thundered Mr. Quelch.

Svore !

Mr. Quelch gazed at that hopeful
pupil as if petrified. The Removites
gazed at him, gasping.

If Bunter had been asleep, that whack
with the cane certainly had awakened
hira, to judge the howl he had
uttered. But now he was %::mg on snor-
ing, &s if still asleep. If Buntor hoped
to got away with that, it showed that he
bad o very hopeful nature,

“ Bunter [ gasped Mr. Quelch.

Snore |

“Bunter, you are not adleepl”
stuttered Mr, Quelch, “What do you
mean, Bunter, by this palpable pro-

tence? Are you in your right senses?”

Bnora 1 -

“Upon my word, Bunter, if
not sit up immediately, I sha
you I hooted Mr. Quelch.
swiched in the air. “How dare you
pretend to be asleep when I am speak-
ing to you? I am perfectly aware ihat
vou are wide awake, Bunter |

“ Oh, nao, sir I gasped Bunter, alarmed
by tho swish of the cane ip the air. *I
—I—I'm fast asleep, sir "

“ Wha-a-a-t?"

“J—I can’t opan my eyes, sir l—[—I—
I'm sound aalesp |

“Ha, ha, ha|” yelled the Hemove.

““Silenca ! Bunter, how dara youl”
roared Mr. Queloh. “How dare you
make such a ridiculous statemnent |™

“iTain’, sir }” gasped Bunter. "“I1—
I’ asleep, sir. I—I can't wake up.
I've been doped 1"

“ Doped 1" shrieked Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir1” gasped Bunter. “Same
as I was the other day, sicl I—I-~I'm
sheolutely unconscious, sir.’

The Removitea fairly rocked. But
Mr. Quelch did not_share their mirth.
For & moment or two he stared at
Bunter; then the swishing cans came
down, across the fat shoulders, with a
wighty swipe,

hack
“Yarooooop I reared Bunter.

on do
OBLG
cane
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Heo bounded.

If he had been asleop, he was awake
now! He was wide awake! He
bounded up from the form, roaring.

“Ha, ha, hal*

“Ow!l Wow! Yaroooh! Whooop!”
roared Bunter.

5 i Bl.in!.'-ﬂ'l', you absurd, prevaricating
ay—"

“¥Yooo-hooop 1

“Bend over that form, Bunter ™

“0Oh crikey ! I—I say, sir— Wow "

“Bend over I thundered Mr, Quelch.

Whack, whaek, whack !

*Yow-ow-ow | _ Whooonoop I”

“Now,” said Mr., Quelch, “you may
tako your place, Bunter, and write your
paper.”

Yow-ow-ow-ow [

Bunter sat on tha form again. Ha
wriggled there painfully. And he did
not go to sleep again |, Breiny as that
great idea was, evidently 1t failed to
wark with & downy bird like Quelch!
For some reason—Bunter did not know
why—Quelch hadn't believed that it was
dope |. That great idea was an absolute
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frost, and Dunter was sorry that he had
tried it on | And diemal as Latin prese
was, he did not think of trying 1t on
again |

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
From Jest to Earnest !

“THF}} ludicrous ass ™ gmwlm?

urree Jamset Ram Singh.
And the Co, frowned,
They were walking in_the
quad after class, when Poker Pike
appeared in the offing. The chums of
the Remova were hoading for the school
shop, to refresh themsslves with ginger
beer after Latin prose. Had the
Famous Five been on their own, Poker
would have taken no heed. But Putnam
van Duck was with them, and Poker
appeared suddenly from nowhere in
particalar and followed on.

Putnam breathed hord.

“I'Hl say I'm getting fed-up to the
back teath with thét guy!™ ho eaid.

iCondinued on hexé page.)
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¢ fTe sure does gob my goat. Here, you
Poker, you boat it "

The juniors came to & halt. Clearly
tho Cireyiriars gunman was going to
keep on eye on them in the tuckshop,
wary of dope. . s

They liked Poker! With all his weird
mantiers and customs they had teken a
liking to him.  Buot they were wrathy
now. That the dopi was & deep
mystery, they admitied; but that Poker
should ruspect Greyfriars fellows of

having a hand in it wos the limit.
“(Clear off, fathead!” said Harry
Wharton.

“I guess not!" enid Poker stolidly.
“Nobody here sin't going to dope that
Putnam van Duck with me around.”

“You unspeskable idiot!™ eaid
Johuny Bull, “Deo you think a Grey-
frinre man could be tipped by & kid-
nappoer to dope anybody ¥

*You said it 1” agreed Poker calmly.

“You torrific fathead—" hooted the
Nabolr of Bhanipur,

“You can pack that up!” said Poker
Pike. * 1 guess it was one of your bunch
—I gueza nobody else hed no chance.
And T'Hl mention 1 got suspicion that
you was the guy. DBMebbe you've got
dope in vour pocket this mipute!l Yon
ain't paszsing it up on Putnam wvan
Dck.™

“Do you wanbk some nomo treacle 7
asked Bob Cherry.

Aw, can it1” growled Poker. “I
guess I'm o good-tempered guy, or I'd
surc beat vou up & few [or treacling me
that-n-way [

“Fathcad !

L AH !h

Heedless of those conpliments, Poker
Pike walked after the juniors as they
walked on.

*Say,” whispered Putnam, “you guys

et on, and you come along with me,
fnk;r. I guess I got o stunt for pulling
that geck's log a tew.”

The Co. went on to the tuckshop, and
Elurree Singh changed his direction and
walked down to the gates with the
American junior.

Aftor them walked Poker.

If Van Duck was going out of gates—
eapecially in company with the dusky
jutior whom DPoker distrusted—Poker

THE MAGNET

was going to keep tabs on him, even
more carefully than usual.

Tho two juniors walked out of gates
and down the lane towards Friardale.
The Greyfriavs gunman hovered watch-
ful in the rear,

“ My esteemed Van Duck,” murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh, “what is
the whoezy idena 7"

Putnam grinned,

“That pesky bonehead figures that
vou're in ¢shocts with the kidnappors,”
he answered, "Il say he's sure
sugpicious that you're leading me now
right whera they're waiting to rope

me in."

The mnabob chunckled. Ho  was
cxasporated, and at the same time
amunsed, by Poker’s suspicions.

“Waal, let him think s0,” said Van
Duck. *“We'ro going lo lose this Laby
in the timber and give him & jolt. He
sure will get mad with you when he
comes on you alone and finds mc miss-
mﬁ—ﬂnd it will surprise him some when
I drop on his head from a branch, I'm
telling you, that guy is going to have a
logzon,”

Hurrce Singh grinned and nodded.
They sauntored on down the lane,
followed by the watchiul Poker. They
reached the stile that gave admittance
into Friardale Wood, A men in =
carter's smock, with a whip under his
arm, waa leaning on the stile.

He stepped aside for the juniors to
pass, his eyes lingering on them as they
went. They gave him no heed—men in
carter’s smocks were numerous enough
about the village. And a‘shaggv beard
ond a quantity of grime quite hid the
identity of Tug Keary !

They wu.lkecf on ﬂb; the footpath. The
man in the carter's smock moved on
towards the village as Poker came up,
and lis back was to the gunman, But
he did not go far. He turned back again
:ﬂllt‘n the gunman had.stepped over the

2.

Potnam and Hurree Singh walked

som¢ distance down the footpath, and

then the Americen junior suddenl
turned off inte the weod. 4

Hurree Singh followed him, grinning.

They pushed a rapid way through

hawthorns and bracken, and reached a
1

“THE BOY WHO KNEW EVERYTHING !”

Every * Ma g{lﬁt " reader knows the one-
and-only Fisher T, Fish, the Yankee
junior of Greyfrinrs. In the
sparkling long su:iml yarn in this
week's GEM, Fish pays St. Jim's &
visit with the intention of showing
Tom Merry & Co. what a cute guy
from the * Yewnited * States can do.
But all he proves is that he is full
of gas —and then soma! Read
about the fun and frolic Fish's
visit causes—a visit which ends in
his arrest |

There's also a fine tale of the

ear ly adventures of Harry
Wharton & Co. in this number
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big oak-tree a hundred yards or so from
the path.

With o light bound Putnam caught a
low branch and swung himaalf into the
tree,

He was immediately out of sight in
the foliage.

“3tick there, bo!" came hiz voica
from above. * Wait fill that pesky guy
comes covorting around! 1 sure am
,g_m'ng to Ei'fm Poker the surprise of hia
ittle life,

“The surprisefulness will be terrific!™
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Heo waited under the tree.

Poker was not long in comming. His
suspicions, already aroused, woere very
keen now, The juniors had dizappeared
from his sight in the bracken—and
Poker was in & hurry to spot there
again,

A bowler hat appeared amnng the
thickets, and Poker came panting up.
his face alert with suspicion. IHe gave
the dusky nabob a searching look, and
stared ronnd for the American junior.
A glittor came into his slitz of eves as
he failed to sight him,

“Bav, whem's that
Duck ¥ hie barked.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh Jeancd on
the trunk of the oak, his hands in his
pockets, and regarded the gunman with
& cheery, dusky smile.

“The seefulness of the esteemed Van
Duck is not great,” he drawled. " Ho
18 not on this ridiculous spot.”

“Where's that young guayv?" barked
Poker.

“The lookfulness is the proper caper,”
suggestod the nabab, “and perhapsfully
the findfulness will be the happy result.”

Poker Pike's Faco set like iron. Theve
was no sign of Van Duck—no sound to
be heard from him. Ho had vanished.
He had been out of the gunman’s sight
ouly two or three minutes—and in that
short spoce of time ha had disappeared.

* By the great horned toad 1™ breathed
Poker. " I'll say I'm wiae to your game,
vou doggoned darky! You got that
voung geck here for them kidnappers to
Eﬁnclil;. and they got him ! They sure got

10%

“The surcfulness is not terrific, my
esteemed and idiotic Poker.™

“Park that I” snarled Poker. " YWhere'a
that :i;:&ung guy? You gotter lead nw
straight to him, or I guesa I'll Bl you
so full of holes you'd do for o colander.™

Poker Pike whipped out his six-gun.

“Now !” ho snagled, gun in hand.

There was a rustlea 1n the bracken
behind the gunman, and he half turned,
Before hé could nholly turn there camo
a crashing blow.

With his attention fixed on the dusks
schoolboy, the Greyfriars gunman was
taken, for onco, completely off las
guard. )

He had n glimpse of 8 man in a
carter's smock, Emdp at the same moment
the butt of a revolver crashed on his
head, and he spun over,

The six-gun went flving from his
hand, dropping into the grass. Poker
Pike went down with & crash, half
stunned by that sudden, ersshing blow
which e¢rushed in his bowler hat and
banged like & hammer on the bullet
head within.

It was such a blow as might have
stunned any man. But Poker's head
was hard—and he was not knocked out.
He crashed over on the ground, his
senses spinning, sprawling, but making
an effort to rise.

But the man in the carter's smock
leaped on humn like & tiger.

Poker Pike was erushed down under a
knee that was planted in his ribs, and
tha man in the smock threw up his right
hand, with the revelver clubbed in it,
far another smashing blow,

Putnam +van



Had that terrible blow Tanded, it
wonld have been the finish for Poker
Pike for some hours to come; his dizzy

senses would have been completely
rcatiered, .
But Hurrea Jam:et Ram Singh

leaped forward.

It had all !mi:penn.d so suddenly that
the dusky schoolboy, leaning on the oak,
had been taken utterly by surprise. Tha
assailant probably had not noticed him
there ; anyhow, his handa were full with
Yoker for the moment, and he had no
time to attend fto the schoolboy. A
moment would have been enough for
‘fug; he needed no more tc deal the
Llow that would have put Poker to
F;‘EE if it had not cracked his tough
shiall.

But in that moment the nabob leaped
on him. Barely in time Hurree Singh
grabbed the descending arm. ;

IIe was unable to stop the forcible
descent of the blow, but he dragged the
arm aside, and the heavy metal pistol
butt crashed on the ground, inches
from Poker Pike's head. ]

With a fierce snarl, Tug wrenched his
arm loose and struck at the schoolboy.
Hurree Jamses Bam EmEh gave a pant-
ing ¢ry as the pistol butt struck his
:Iuﬂdy orehead, and he went over back-
wards, crashing.

Poker. Pike heaved u%, and Tug
rocked. The gunman was hard hit, but
he was still gamee. But the clubbed
revolver was up again, _

“1 got you, f‘nk&r 1" hizged Tug. “1
got yow, you big stif! And 1 reckon
I got that gilt-edged bird! ¥You get
yvourn, Poker "
~ There was a rustling and brushing
in the hranches of the oak above. A
ﬁhgmra shot down, landing on the
shoulders of the gaugster, and Tug
rolled off Poker Pike, grappling wildly
with Putpam van Duck,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Poker Takes It Back !

URREE JAMSET RAM
H SINGIL sirove to scramble up,
but his zonses were spinning.
A big lump was forming on
thn nabob’s dusky forehead, With &
spinning brain, he sank back helplessly.
FPoker—less Jdamaged, though ﬁa had
Lind a harder knock—Ilurched to his feet,
The men in the earter’s smock was
volling over in the grass, ficrcely
clutched by the Amaerican junior.

Tug had been taken quite by sur-
prise by Putnam fslling on him from
the branches of the ask. That surprize
Pad been intendea for Poker Pike, but
the game had changed suddenly from
jest 1o esrnest,

Putram was strong and wiry, and he
gave the gangster a tussle. Tug had
dropped his revolver as he was hurled
over, but his sinewy hands grasped at
Putnam, and the struggle quu}d not
lave lasted long. Putnam put every
aunce nte it fighting hke a wildeat,
bt 1l pawrlrgul gangﬁter rapidly
pgained the upper hand.

Theve was no help from Hurree
Bingh: ho was unable to pet on Ins
feat, Poker Pike heaved vp and stood
lurching, his head aching and spinning
under the evunched bowler. But he
pulled himeself together with iron de-
termination. He lurched towards the
=pot where his six-gun lay in the gra«s
wiwl stooped for it, almost pitching over
us he slooped

But ho got holid of it and managed
to straighten up. e Jurched over to
the gpongster.

Crack ! eama the barvel of the six-gun
on Tuz's head,

EVERY SATURDAY

The man in the carter’s smock yelled
and tora himself awaey from the breath-
less and elmost uﬂnu&t&d American
&ninr;. he leaped clear, panting. The

ard had been torn from his fece in
the struggle.

“Tug, you pesky scallawag | panted
Poker, and he fired as he spoke.

The report of the six-gun roared
through Friavdala Weod.  But, for
once, Poker's aim was not goed; he
was swayiug as ha pulled trigger. The
bullet missed Tug by a vard.

Poker lurched towards him, pulling
trigger again. Thae man in the carter's
smock leaped awiy into the bracken.
His own weapon lay in the grazs, and
Poker's dizzy cyes glared at him over
the roaring six-gun. Tug sprang away
Inst in time, oussed by inches.

Poker Pike leaned one hand on the
narled trunk of the oak to

imself and pumped bullets after the
gangaster az he ran. .

Thero was & wild crashing in the
bracken as Tug fled for his life; bullets
scarched after him as he went, and
mEa of i‘;lmm geut Flc«am 1u

ang, bang, bang ! roared the six-gun.

The hot lcad tg'rge sereeching thrc:Eu h
bracken and bramble, speeding t
zangster in s flight.

. The rustle died away in the distance.
Tug was gone. Poker loosed off his last
sllit- and :tood panting, lcaning on tha
OrfL B

“Carry mo home to die!™ he d.

“Inky, old man!™” Tutnam mrﬁmgled
over ta the Nabob of Bhanipur and
bent over himm breathlessly with anxiety,
“Inky, you're sure hurt!”

Hurree Jamset Ham Bingh sat up
dizzily, supported by the American

untor's arm; his dusky hand went to

is brutzed forehead, and he grinned
ruefully.

“You're hurt, old man ! panted Van
Duck,

“Tho hurtfulness i3 not terrific,”
gasped Hurree Janiset Ram Bingh.
“Ow! There is an absurd bruise on
my—ow !—idiotio napper, that s allL”

Van Duck helped him 1o his feet.
Iurree Singh leaned on the oak, ten-
derly rubbing his forchead. He was
pulling himself together uow, though
he was ~till dizey,

Poker Pike reloaded the six-gun:
that was his first care. He packed it,
and took off his erunched bowler and
rubbed hi:t aching head; then heo
punched out ihe bowler into a semblance
of & hat again. When he replaced it
he did not jam it down quite so Lightly
as usual.

Tug was gone; the =ndden danger
was over. 1’oker was more than alert
now, veady for the whoele gong of
rangstera if they had turned up; but
tha wood was silent after the rustling
of the Recing Tug had died away.

There-nwas a rather extraordinary ex-
pression on bhe hickory face of the
Greyfriars gunman. Ha Jeoked curiously
and uncertainly at the Nabob of Bhani-
pur, Hurree Singh was 0 pain, but
the look on the gumman's face made
him smile.

“DPutnam, you young guy, what was
\'ml-fluillg it thal tree " Bl led Poker.

L waz dawning on him that the juniors
had becen * pulling his e '

“You pesky prvean,™ rietoried
Putuam, 1 was suro fooling you, like
the avnery boanchead you are; and L'
sure havo dropped on yvaur cabeza if
ithat guy hade' d horbned in”

“¥ou young gink IV grunted Poker.
Yo clon’l want to ;‘rlr‘l,}' na ool jokes
on the guy what's keeping 1abs on you.
That waloot Tug was bhanmng arounad,
watching for a chavee—and 1 guesa |
came near geiling by with it this tine.
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Ha sure did surprise me some when he
handed me that paclet.”

“Yep!” snapped Van Duck. * And
who stopped him from plastering your
fool braina all over this location v

Poker Pike made no reply to that.

“Ma, I‘Ft:t. busy as fast as I could!”
mapped Vean Duzk. “Buf it was this
guir that horned in snd stopped that
galeot cracking your nut. as it, or
wasn't it, you pie-faced piecan !

* Burest thing you know,'’ admitted

ar.

“And you figuring that he was in
cehoots with Ehﬁ-k Gﬁew 1" snorted Van
Duck. *Bay, you want fo go round s
corner and shake yourself.”

Poker Pike nodded slowly.

He wasp slow to convince. Bui he had
to be convinced. It was clear to oven
Poker's solid brain that it was Hurres
;}']:mtgglt:m Eﬁin l:!l wil:g: had def&l?tie&

& gan r ut for, his prompt he
Poker would have lain in the grass Jike
s log, stunned and senseless—leaving
the gi-sngater ‘free to deal with the
schoolboys. And, plucky as they were,
they would have had no chance against
an armed ' and desperate ruflian.
Putnam van Duck would have been
" einched "—walked off by Tug—while
Poker lay stunned, and pral:ilfh]'}* the
nabob slunned beside him. It was a
surprise to Poker, but he had to chow
on 1t and get it down.

“I guess,” he snid slowly, “that it
wasn't that guy bhandled the dope.
Nope | It sure was not that young guy.
'l tell that kid I -ake it back.”

“And I'll tell you that you're the
goob from Goobsville, and then sone ™
snepped Putnam. “lIoky, old man, I
E;peg..a we wan. to be hitting home—and
ntting it quick. You want to doctor
that prize-packet your
cobeza.”

Poker Pike followed the twa juniors
back to the footpath and then to
Friardale Lane. His hickory faco was
very thoughtful as he went. Ile did
not spoak a word il they reached e
school gates.

Then, as they weut in, he tapped the
Nebob of Bhanipur on the ellaw.
Hurree Jamset Romm Singh glanced at
bhim, with a faind grin on his duzky face,

“I'll say I'm sorry, big bey,”
mumbled Poker. *“You surc Elid horn
in hke a httle man, and yon got a
packet to show for it. And mo figuring
that you was in cahoots with thoew kid-
mapping hombres! I'm telling yon I'm
feeling  jest now  like & inwoent
rembent,™
CYIe da all right, my estecmned and
idiotic Poker ' gritmed the nubab.

“I'll say I de feel liko a pivee that
ihe cat brought in and left arcemd,”
mumbled Poker, “and then some. I
allow that you wosn't the doping puy—
nor yeb any of vour bunch, 1 reckon.
It's got me beat—but T puess T got to
lock farther for ihat doping gus ™

"Mebbo you'll suspicion the Fead
llﬁxt-,” suggested Van Duck savcastic-
ally.

“ Mehbe,' zaild Toker.

“Oh, my esteepied hat " ejacolaled

IMurree Jumnszet Ram Singh.
" Me suspicioning you, and yon get.
iing that packet on my acconnt, 16
sure does make me feel o cheap oo, ?
saicd Poker, who was evidently remorso-
ful for his disirust of tha nabel, now
that the disky schoolboy’s powd Taith
had been so mdubitably proved. “ 'min
asking you to forget 16, bud.”

“The forgetiulness will bee fonnedis
alee and derrilic,” the mabob a==ured
hime. “*The frown of absurd he-tilicy
aml preposterows  bwhignation will (s
replaced by the swile and freicndship
and kimd regapeds"

"Tue MaoNer Lismaky.—No. 1,176,

¥ou got on
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“Bearch me” gasped Poker. Y You
sura do spill & ibful when you start

e machine”

And Poker went into Gosling's l&d?‘z.
and the two juniors hiurn to the
House, wherse Mrs. Ecbble's skilled ser-
vices were called upon to deal with
the nabob's bruiss. But with all the
House dame's skill and care thet bruise
was big and black and prominent, and
it was likely to be & long time before
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh got rid of
g}& “packet ' that Tug had handed

im.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Light at Last.

i 00K  out, Bunter!™ pgrinned

L Boeb Cherry.

Billy Bunter blinked round
through his big spectacles.

“Thet's Grimey,”" said Harry Whar-
ton, with a glance at the stocky official
figure that was crossing from the gales
to tha House.

A good many glances turned on In-
nﬂmnr Grimes, of Courtfield. Most of
the fellows concluded that he had
visited Greyfriars in connection with
the activities of the kidnappers. Byt
the spirit moved Bob Cherry to pull
Billy Bunter's fat leg.

“"Wonder who Grimev's after?” re-
marked Deob, with a wink to his
fricnds, unseen by tho fat Owl, * Looks
bad for Bunter.”

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“The badfulness is terrific,” agreed
Hurree Joamset Ram  Singh., *I1i
esteemed Quelch has sent for honour-
able inspector to investigate mystery of
missing grab—"

“0Oh, really, Inky—" .

*It was bound to come,” ssid Johnny
Bull gravely., “Tuck missing up and
down the Hemove passape— """

“T hear that Coker of the Fifth has
mizssed a pia, too,"" remarked Frank
Nugent, entering solemuoly into the
Eame.

“Well, if Quelch has called in In-
spector Girimes, it's a pretty serious
autlook for Bunter,' said Harry Whar-
ton, “As s first offender, they might
let him off with & caubion.”

“Beast 1" howled DBunter, “You
jolly well know that old Grimey ain't
come here for mel I never touched
Coker's pie—-measly thing, too, with
hureﬂy any gravy in itl”

“Ha, ha, hal’

“1 guess vou had my packet from
old Coot,” grinned Putnam van Duck.
*And if Quelch has got wise to it—"

“1 didn't!" roared Bunter. I
never knew you had a parcel, and 1
never touched it. And that was two
ot threo days ago, anyhow. Thoy can't
be raking that up now."

"Three months’ hard for poor old
Byntey,"” sighed Bob Cherry. “But I

believe it's jlﬂlf.j"gﬂn-d exercisa on thao
b will bring down his fot.

treadmill,

WHO

of his early adventures at

i‘l'_l_ thﬂ - - -

wouldn't play football
defied his headmaster
was ragged by his Form fellows

His name is Harry Wharton !
Every “Magnetite” should read the amazing story
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Ho ,may come out only weighing a
H

.

“Y¥ah!” snorted Bunter.

Billy Bunter had many sins on his
fat conscience—more sins than con-
science, really. But he did not quite
believe that a police inapector had
been called in to handle the mystery

of missing tuck in Remove studies.
Still, he blinked rather uneasily sfter
Mr. Grimes, as that portly official

gentleman went into the House.

A few minutes later Trotter, the
page, appeared, looking round., He
came over to the roup of Removites.

“Are they Bunter "
murmured Bob.

“0Oh erikey I gasped Bunter.

The Eat Owl eved Trotter with great
&p}i'rrehﬁnsiqn as he came up.

“Ar. Queléch  wantse—" began
Trotter,

“(Oh crike;r! Is old Grimey with
him?" exclaimed Bunter.

sending for

“ Yes, sir. He wants—"
“I'm not ing " gasped Bunter.
“I—1 say, Trotter, you fell Queleh

that I'm out of gabtes—sec? I'll tip
you half-a-crown when—when my
postal order comes™

Trotter stared at ham.

“Mr. Quelch wants—="" he repeated.

“I—I won't go—"

“ Master Van Duck—"

“Oh " gasped Bunfer,
“And Master Buntor——"
“0Oh log' 1"

Trotter grinned, and went back to
the Héouse. Billy Bunter blinked &t
the juniors in grest dismay.

# §—1 say, you—vou go, Van Duck,"”
he stuttered. * Tell Quuich I've gone
out. Tell him I've been run over.

snid
“Both of you will snawer
g cguest_mns."

“Bure, sir!"” said Pulnam. :

“MNow, DMaster Ven Duck,” said
Inspector Grimes, “your Form-master
thinks, and I agree, that the drug
st i1ﬁm been for vou, and that thia
boy, Bunter, became its victim by some
mischance.”

“I1 guess so, sir.”

“MAfaster Bunter must, therefore,
have eaten or drunk something in-
tended for you.” sald Mr. GGrimes.
“This article, whatever it was, must
have been drugged. It is scarcely
possible that any person can heve pene-
trated into the scheol, and tampered
with the food. I think we may dismniss
that, Mr. Quelch.”

Mr. Quelech raised his evebrows.

Y Burely, sir, rou do not suspect, like
that ridiculovs gunman, that any Grey-
fjriars boy. counld possibly have—" lLe

CEZE.

“No, sir!” said Mr. Grimes, with a
faint smile, "That would be the last
idea to enter my mind.”

“I am glad of that, sir! ¥Yet, if you
exelude the possibility that some ex-
traneous person—— However, procecd,
Bir,

]nsPDciEr Grimes proceeded,

“Now, answer me carefully, Masicr
van Duck! I underetand that boys at
school sometimes receive—hem—tuck, I
think it is called—tuck the medium
of the post.. Such as a hamper, or a
cake! Hem! Have you received any-
thing of the kind by post this week ¥

Mr. Quelch started a little. He saw
at once the drift of the Courtfield
mspmtar’a thoughts.

to be the victim of the drug”
Me. Queleh.
Mr. Grimea'

Say to him—— Ow! Leggo my arm, . ° E'hﬁi,‘ﬂ was & parcel on Wednesday,

you beast! Stop dragging me along, &I, said Van DIJ-QE; it %

you rotter! I won't go! mean, 1'm On  Wednesday ! The _inspector’s

coming, ain't 17" howled Bunter. eves gleamed. “That was the day the
“Ha. ha, ha !* drug]:raa used. What was in the

i wetantls. .. paree] TV 2
dﬁ;{lr iﬁmﬁﬁ ?ﬂm;ﬂfﬂi}!ﬂ ;[I.i'.ride:t “.Aﬂhox of chocolates, sir, from Mr,
Mr. Quelch’s study with Van Duek in 00k

a very uneasy frame of mind.

Inspector Grimes was in the study
with the Kemove master. Bunter gave
him a dismal blink through his big
spectacles.

“Y say, it—it wasn't me—"" began
Bunter.

“What do yon mean, vou foolish
boy ! enapped Mr. Quelch. *Be
silent | Van Duck, as no discovery has
bean made with regard to the—the
drug that was used last Wednezday,
I have asked Inspector Grimes to make
an inquiry -inte the matter. He has
kindly consented to do se™

"Ohi” gamped Bunter,
relick. )

Ha realised that it was only the
mystory of the dope that had brought
the Courtfield inspector to the school.
Hr:-kwaa not on the track of missing
fuck,

* Bunter is sent for, a3 he chanced

in great

‘?

Greyiriars. See—

“THE MAKING OF HARRY WHARTON!”
GEM

On Sale Now
Price 224d.

“Who is Mr. Toot!?" )

“An old friend of my popper, sir,
who lives in London, He eends me
things sometimes.”

“¥ou are sure that this parcel came
from Mr. Coot?”

“It was his fist on the label, sir.”

“Handwriting may be imitated,” said
]l'.'ﬂ'r, Grimoes, Did vou eat the choco-
atos E—Jl

“N-n-nope ! starnmered Putnam.

“Who did *"

“I didn't!” gasped Bunter, as Van
Duek’s eves turned on him., “1 never
knew that Van Duck hed & parcel on
Wednesday., I never went down to the
nets to tg.]fhim. You can ask Wharton,
sir—he was there,”

“Wha-a-at!” ejaculated Inspector
CGrimes.

“ Bunter !
VOLeo,

“Oh, ves, sir!
cent, s !?

came Mr, Queleh's deep

I'm absolutely inno-
_%mped Bunter. " You

couldn't possibly suppose that I would
snallle a fellow’s parcel, sir! You—you
know me too well 1"

“DBunter, I warn you to onswer MMr.
Grirmes truthfully. Otherwise——"'

“(h, of—of course, sirl!"” groaned
Bunter. “I hope I'm not a fellow to
tell Rlyis. I haven't tasted chocolates this
weck, sir! I—=I've almost [orgotten
what they taste like, it's—it's so long
since I had any.” g

“1 think, sir, that we are getbing near
the facts,” said Inspector Grimes, with a
foint grin on his official visage, “1f
Muaster Bunter consumed the chocolates
sent by post to Master van Duck—*

“0Oh, no ! gasped Bunter.

“ Bunter, speak the iruth
exclaimed Me. Queleh,

(}F ]

at once .
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** 1 got you, Poker ! ** hissed
There was a rustling

“Yes, gir, I=I always do, sir, I—
I've often got into trouble for being so
truthful |” groaned Bunter. “1 never
went anywhers near the House dame's
room on esday afternoon, sirl
Mys. Kebble will tell you so, if you ask
her—she’s surs to remember giving me
2 clean handkerchief-—"

“ Bunter I* gasped Mr, Quelch, “Yon
went to the House e's room and—"

“0h, no, sir! I went nowhers near
the place,” mosned Bunter. “I wasn't
in the passage when you passed mme, sir
—-you remember——"

“Upon my word!™ exclaimed Mr.
Qualcgﬁ “1 remember now that I saw
ou in that passage, near the Jlousze
ame's room on Yednesday afternoon,
Bunter, and spoke to you. I remember
olearly. And Jou were thera for the
purpose of—

“Oh lor't No, sir!” gasped Bunter.
“Nothiog of the kind! I never knew
therse was a parcel on Mra, Kebble's
table, Besides, I only took it up to the
study to oblige Van Duck, You see, sir,
he was st the cricket, and—and hadn't
time te fetch the pareel himself, and

heing a good-netured chap—"

“Then you did take the parcel?”

“Qh, no, sir! I never touched it,”
stuttered Bunter. “I—I wouldn't!
Some fellews in the Remove would, sir
—but not me.” :

““Bless my soul!” gurgled Mr. Queleh,
“This boy's stupidity and prevarica-
tion——>"

"Qh, really, sir! I=I assure you I

never touched the parcel! And it was
all through my being good-nstured, and
wanting to oblige a chap! I knew Van

Duck wouldn’t mind ma taking one or
two, sir—and I was going to leave the

raising
brushing in the branches of the old cak above as Pulnam van
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his elubbed revolver.

rest for him, but—but somehow they all
went] I—I was quite surprised, sir, when
I saw the box empty. Not that T had
them 1" added Buanter cautiously. I
told Var Duck I never had them, and
instead of taking a fellow's word, he
s]:;.:-dved lt;h-::' ginger-beer down my back
n ———

Inspector Grimes coughed, Ho was
trying not to laugh, Mr. Grimes had
questioned all sorts of offenders in his
time; but the fat and fatuous Owl of
the Remove was a new one on him!

“It appears, Van Duck,” gasped Mr.
Quelch, “that this box of chocolates
intended for you, waa whall constmned
by this greedy and untruthiul boy.”

"He's told you so, sir ™ said Puinam.

“1 haven't!” yelled Bunter in alarm.
“"I've told Mr, Quelch 1 didn’t, you
beast | Don't you get mgkjng out that 1
had wyour choca! As if I'd touch o
fellow’s tuelk! I don’t know how the
box got in the study at all! I sat on it

entirely by accident! I—"
“Beo silent, Bunter!™ roared Mr.
Quelch,

“Oh, yes, sir! DBut I never—"

* Bilenca |

“Tt scems fortunate, sir, that this—
this extraordinary boy acted as he did,”
said Mr, Grimes, w1 iin% to put in o
word for the hapless Owl. “Had Van
Duck eaton tha chocolates, as no doubt
he would have done entirely without
suspicion, he might have fallem help-
lessly into the hands of the kidnappers,”

“That iz quito true 1™ sajd Mr. Quelch,
“¥ou arc then, assured that the choco-

latog—-"
“Dopad chocolates by post, sir, is
an old trick, though doubtless new in

the experience of a schoolmester,” suid
the inspector. “But a telephono call to

‘T got you, and I reckon I got that

Duek hos downt

this Mr. Coot will estgblish the faot
beyond doubt,”

“Quite!” said Mr. Quelch.
I will deal with you later.
both go for the present,”

“I—I say, sir, never—"

“Gol” thundered Mr. Quelch.

And Bunter jumped, and went.

The Owl of the Remove had one
satisfaction, however—he had succeeded
in_beating the gangsters |
_ The mystery was elucidated at last;
in fact, what had been a very deep
mystery to Greyiriars School was rather
& simple proposition te a police-
mapector,

telephone call to Mr. Coot, in
London, drew from that gentleman a
tota]l denial of any knnw!ea:]i_ﬁa of any
box of chocolatea sont to Puilnam at
Greylriars.

Evidently that box of chocolates hod
not come from Mr. Coot; so thero was
no doubt that Mr. Coot's “fist ¥ had
been imitated some person unknown
—and there could be no doubt that that
person was Chick Chew, star kidnapper
of the United States! It was one more
of the gangster’s many wiles, and it had
failed—through Billy Bunter!

For which B:Ii{w unter claimed the
credit, as soon as he understood how the
meatter lay. According to Bunter, he
had suspected those chocolates, and had
snaffled them out of pure friendship for
Putnam—reslly sn_act of devotion!
Sad to relate, nobody believed Buntesr.

‘: Bunter,
You may

——

THE END.
(Pha next yarn in this grand sETies 8
entitled: “THE VENGEANCE OF

BUNTER THE VEXNTRILOQUIST!"

Be sure fo purchase your copy of the

HMroRET next Priday! N
Tae Muoxer LiBRART.—No. 1,176,



REVEL IN THE THRILLS OF THIS

MODERN PIRATE STORY, BOYS!

CAPTAIN

“ Your Fate is Sealed !
EARILY, and with his hands
W fettered, Roderick Drake lay

inn his narrow bunk in Ronsld

Wesidale’s ¢abin, listening to
the throb and whir of fgi;fa.ntin CngInes
us they lashed into fullest pressure,
driving the pirate cruiser through placid
ERAS,

Night shrouded the Indian Occan.
For twelve hours—twelve ages of mental
agony, B2 it scemed—fFrom the sinking
of the 8ylvia Bay, Roy Drake had been
a prigsoner in the gunnery heutcnant's
eabin. In his mind's eye, he could still
sea the foundering of the giant Aus.
tralizn lusury liner, the passengoers,
lately so light-hearted and carefree,
crowded into the lifeboats or strugghng
in the shark-swarining sea; on I
bridge of the Vengeance, implacable as
Fate, he saw Von Eimar, coclly survey-
ing the scene of horror through his
powerful binoculars.

Mentally the boy reviewed the scnsa-
tional events that had taken place with
such breathless rapidity since Yon
Eimar had organised the mutiny of eon-
victs on Nemesis Island. and by
etratagem captured the Varland eruiser
which he had turned into a pirate war-
ship, Already Captain Vengeance, a8
tha world's master-spy now called him-
self, had shown himsclf to be capable
of the tigerizh ruthlessness so necessary
to his desperate now trade,

One crumb of comfort alone remained
to Roderick Drake. The Sylvia Bay
had managed to Hash eut an S O8
before the torpede had shattered a
Lreach in her keel-plates. By now the
world would be aware that, for the first
tine for s hundred years, a pirate
man-o’-war was out on the seas. Nor
would it be long before Roy's faiher,
Blorgan Drake, the brain of DBritain's
Becret Bervice, would be engaged on the
task of rescuing—or avenging—his kid-
napped son.

A door clicked open in the tiny cabin,
and the electric bulb blazed into life.
Twisting in his Lberth, Roy saw Hilarity
Hinton, the little Cockney ex-burglar
who was Ronald Westdale's general
factotum. In one hand he balanced a
tray with a plate of sandwiclhies and o
mug of steaming coffes
0w dot” asked the Cockney. Ob-

sorving the boy's white, strained coun-
tenance, he grinned sympathetically.
Laving the teay on 8 hinged table, he
drew a tiny key from the pocket of his
dingy white, recfer jocket, ™It's hun-
accommodatin’ to wear the vings, chuin.”
he added, ftling the key into the lock
of the handeufis. "I knows that from
hexperience.  'Hre y'are, my bucko !
The steel bands clicked open, and thank-
fully Boy crept out from the bunk,
rubbing his chafed wrists and stretching
and flexing hia cramped muscles.

“No, I wouldn't, if T were vou, son,”
warned EHilarity, slipping a gun from
his pocket, as  stinetively Row
measured the Cockney's diminutive
stature against his own well-developed
Yinbs, for Boy was only & lad of ffteen.
“I'm o nervous chap myself,” Hilarity
ryan on, “an’ if anything ‘appened to
vou becauvse of me I'd never recover
from the shock, Park it, cocky | What's
the good, anyway? You've a three-
*undred-mile swim between you and the
nearest land I®

Tre MaoweTr Lismary.—No. 1,476,
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Hey smiled a liftle
as he sat dowan to his
first meal since noon

the Ercvir_'_rus daxv,
Az lilarity  had L
said, i was worse -

than useless to think
of oscape from  this
cruiser, with ifs erew
of waollizh  convicts.
Later ou, perhaps,
when they made land
if ever they did—
he would wateh his
chanee.

Hungrily Boy devoured the supper
bhefare him—or breakfast it should be
called, for it was within an honr to
dawn., As he demnolished the last erumb,
and swallowed the fMnal meouthinl of
coffee, Hilarity unlocked the cabin door
and motionsd him to follow

“MNow for a nice, quict little consti-
tootional in the moonlight,” grinned the
Cockney, following BRoy up a vertical
1iron ladder to the gun-declk. Yo
takes your hexercise by moonlight, like
the howls. "'he Big Bug, Von Eimar,
wants a pleasant’ little chat with you
in his eabin. Feels sociable, he does,
Only mind how vou speaks, cocky; he's
got o narsty temper, he hasl”

With this fricudly warming, Hilariiy
Hinton led the way across the shadowed
gun-deck,

SBtars fashed bright in the dushy,
purple vault, Through the placid swelis
where phospliorescent blue fires daneed
and fickercd like will-o'-the-wisps, the
Yengeance lunged her iron stem, spark-

Trrr=rre-reth !

—]

of sheer panie

VENGEAN

Y

By
BREDON

dao T T

Flame spurted from the depressed muzzles

as the alrman pressed his trigger, threshing the decks of
the pirate eruiser with red-hot streams of lead, Sereeches

volieyed from the demoralised convlets !

lit smoke pouring from her squat, red-
hot funnels. .

Down in the blistering Gehenna of her
stokehold, black and yellow firemen were
toiling, naked, perspiving, stapgering
from one gaping, white-hot furnace maw
to the other, clanging fire shovels,
furnace rakes, and clinker bars to keep
up the pressure of steam. Only men
sonsoned to the sun-heat of Africa and
Sonth China could have stood the strain.

In the engine-room, Mikhail Lebedoff,
Russian  renegade cengincer,  stolidly
chewed a rank cigar as he swabbed his
matted brow with a piece of oily waste
and kept a bloodshet eye upon his dials
aned incheators,

“Toll speed ahead ® Von LKimar had
ordered, and pistons pounded, valves
and steampipes hissed, botlers strained
and jumped on their bed-plates, while
gasping, half-dead greasers sgquirmed in
and aut of the mazea of machinery as
fhey otlod conplings and bearinga



Roy Drake, poacing behind Hilavity
Hinton in the ¢lean, fvesh tang of the
sea oly, understood fully the reason for
Yon Eimar's haste. Like invisible
waves, the 5 05 =ent out.by his victun
was spreading across the world. For
hundreds of miles every ship and wire-
lesa station would be flashing out thae
sensational,  almost  incredible  news,
Warships in Singapore, Colombe, and in
the Dutch East Indiczs would be got-
ting up steam, In a fvw hours retribu-
tion would be lovsed in the wake of the
daring modern pirate who had defied
-."ﬁ:rj' sea faw and tradition of the past
handred years.

Not a light was to be zcon on the
Vengeance frem stom to stern. The
bright starlight, glimmmering ghostly
upon her metal deck-plates and super-
structure, provided the sole illumina-
tiom; nor wos there any of the song-
voaring and drunkenness that had pre-
vailed among the conviets dilringl the
first hours of ihe voyage. Von Eimar
kept his crew of vascals and ruflans
under an iron hand.

As they passed the inky bloteh of
shadow east by the gun-zhield of a big
six-incher, Roy made ont the elose-
cropped, bullet head of Killer Moran,
m:u:f_ the gold car-ringa of Luis Hamiro
as they squatted under the massive gun-
breech,

They had been talking rapidly and in
mutteved tones, but at the approach of
the two newcomers they became sud-
denly mum, : :

Roy wondered. Neither the American
gangster nor the Argentine half-breed
would he have trusted an inch. To zeo
those two in seeret conclave was a
simister sign. It boded mischicf for
gnmoona 1 o

H,emaﬁmi hiz peaked cap, Hilarity
repped his knuckles upon a steel-sheeted
door, and as it was opened in responsc
ta a deep, strong, familiar voiece,
Roderiek Drake found himself ohee
more in the presence of the master-spy
and master-pirate, Von Eimar.

With the inevitable cigar juiting from
one eorner of his tightlipped mouth.
Von Eimar sab at his case o a swivel
chair, before a handzocme oank desk in
tha ecabin that lhad once belonged to
Admiral Merieski, of the Varland navy.
The admiral did not require it now,
having changed his quariers to the
stokehold, in company with Governor
Zarda of Nemesia Island.

With the now captain =at Lhe notovions
Dr. Nieuwe, distinguizshed DBrossels
surgeon—and poisoner! .

Roy Drake sct his lips in a firm line
a5 ho met the suave and mockiyg glance
of his futlier’s sworn cnony.

“Be pleased to take a seat, Alapster
Drake I” Von Fimar smiled blandly as
e nodded towards a padded annchar,
romoving the black, sirong cigar from
his lips, “A drink? No? Well, thero
are soma chocolates on the table. Help
&'ﬂ]lir.ﬁe]f. Hinton, you may wait within
calll”

Hodulously Von Eimar polished his

monocle with a handkerehief, while
Loy sat defiantly in the avmchair.
“EMurderer and pirate,” I think you
eatled me some hours age,” began Veon
Eintar, screwing lis monocle once mare
into a palo blue eye. " A pithy oxposi-
tion of my chavacter, Master Drake,
though you make ne allowance for my
other and bettor qualitics. Alinost I am
inclined ta hke you. Yon are pos-ossod
of a truthiul wpd refveshing candany,
wnd you do not lack for spirit—two
iualities which I have alwaya admired.
1f you wero not the son of Morgan
Drake, I could wizh that yon wero my
own.” Significantly he poavsed, to add:
“It ks a pleasing stroke of rony ihat
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has thrown into my hands the son of tha
man who sent me to Nemesis Island |V

“And so you intend to werk your
revenge ufun me 7 smiled Roy bitterly,
as, squarely and directly, he looked Von
Eimar in the face. "'ﬁ:’r:ll, et on with
it! I shaw't give vou the satizfaction
of seeing me spivell™

“You are mistaken, my dear bov.”
Dryly Von ¥imar took a bizcuit from
tha tray and snapped 1t between his
white, gold-filled tfecth. *“'With you,
peczonally, I have no quarrel. 1t 13
rour father whe is my ecnemy, not you.

on are nrerely the instrument of my
vengeanee., It 15 Morgan Drake, not
his son, whom I wish to see squirming
and snivelling. ™

“Yeou mean to sirtke at my father
threwvgh wme? azked Koy contempiu-
ously, “To break my father by wwure-
derimg mie—1s that 167 Well, snivelling
and squirrming  decsnd run in our
fannly i

Venr DEimar razed a ringed, podgy
hand.

“Who said you were to be killed, miy
impulsive young friend 7  Bmiling, he
chook his sguare. shaven, strasght-
backed head. I do not toke so ceude
and clumsy a revenge. My methods ave
mora subtle.”

The smle upon his bvoad Teutonic
features became coldly sinrster, mfintiely
devilish in its mockery.

“I -wonder what my old friend
Morgan Drake will feel when he learns
that his own son has joined my pirate
crew i he continued pleasantly.  And
with that he leaved back in lus swing-
chair, drawing al his vigar with intense
satisfaction. .

lin:vfr felt puzzled. From Von Eimar
he glaneed to the Belgian doctor, who
had taken no part in ihe discussion, and
whose black, beady eyes glittered
maliciously behind his pince-nez.

“I1 am a prisoner; not & nwember of
vour pirato crow 1 Roy pointed out con-
temptuously and not a little surprized.

“Bo you suy, my boy. And it is true.
But truth does net always prevail in
this sinful werld.”

Blandly suave, Von FEimar drew n
handsomely bonnd beok from a drower
in hiz desk, and rustled the leaves.

Here are the laws and articles of my
pirate erew, drawn up by myself and
sipned by every man under my orders

our namg oeeupic: s prominent posi-
tion on tha list. You ave surprised?
Put we have several most consununate
forgors amweng ws, and i your baggase
we found several Ietters and documents
wille vour signature to serve for a
madel.  See for yourself !

With amazed eves Roy saw his awn
name, so skilfully imitated that he hin-
sebf conld not tell the difference, among
thoze of the pirate leaders.

“ It we showld ever come to trial,” Van
Famar pureved zoftly, "that signatore
ought to-be good hangman's evidenee !

LCoolly he checked the hot words with
which Roderick Drake  would  have
interpnsed.

1 have no intention of allowing my-
self or any of my confederates coming to
trial, if I ean help it,”™ ho acdded, * DBuk
at Limwea we shall fake prisoners,
intend that they shall see ithia bank.
Perhaps T shall eonfrive it that one
shall escapo with thiz  incrimunating
cvidence. At all events, thev shall sen
you, apparcntly helding an imporiant
post abeard this ship—with & gpuwnan
itn watch yon so that you have to play
the partl Should you escape framnm us,
yaur denials might be accepted; bul T
doubt it—vinphatically 1 dounht it! II
wo should bo captured, make no douht
bt ihat every man of this crew will
swear that you were one of ug—ont of
spite, if for no olher reazon. Your fatue
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iz sealed. Betier accept your dJestiny.
and enlist with Von Eimar, the pirate.”

Foderick Drake felt cold inwardh, amd
sick. In spite of the warm colour that
burned in his cheeks, fear gripped at his
heart-strings with iey fingera. This was
a vevenge fitting to the cold, ealeulating
natureg of Von Eimar. Ha knew the
master-spy’s devilish cunning, and Low
he could make it appear that Rov had
artially and  voluntarily joined the
pitate erew.

Az for Von Eimar's infamous pra-
posal, lwe disdained to answer. Ratler
would be have followed the haplesa
wrebches of the Bylvia Bay than joined
that crow of outlaws, pivates, and
murderers.

“IHow long do you think vou will be
able to plng out this game?” he asked,
i 8 burst of impulsive bitternosz. " 'That
S 085 from the liner has done for vou!
There's not a port in the world where
you can take fhis eryiser, and her coal
and supplies won't last for ever. There
will be warships on your track this very
hour. All the navies in the world will
be after you. You'll be sunk ov forced
to surrender within & week [

Von Eimar shook his head.

“My dear lad, you really do nal sap-
pose that I embarked upon lis
desperate  venture without caleulating
the immediate consequences? I am not
50 rash as all that., Nal! That 508
from the Sylvia Bay, I own, was an
itemn  outside my  caleulations;  or,
rather, a risk I had cousidered to bhe

negligible. 1 did not suppose that
Captain  Cooper wished 1o commic
suicide.

“But, all the same, if vou were to
look into our radio cabin at the present
moment, you would sce our operator
giving out the message that the Ven-
peaner has struck o sunken reef, and is
foundering rapidly. That message may
be believed or not at present. Probably
not, The navies tho world, as vou
so0 aptly remark, will doubtless continue
the hunt. But when they fail to find
i3, they will be foreed to the conelnzion
that it iz correet, and the search will be
abandoned.”

“DBut they are bound to find sou!™
Roy pointed ont, " They'll rake every
stquare uile of the seas, every island voy
can reach, rvevy creck end lagoon !

Arain Vou Eimar shook hizs head.

“*I have jpwovided for that con-
tineoney, my dear Itoy Dealie.” ho zaid.
T am not o poor a gea-fox that I have
nob my secerct boarrow,  Whers 25 367
Your ouriesily will be satizsfied within
a few hourz, my bov. The only fhing
1 fear i3 that I may he intoreepted
hefore T reach it. It's & race against
tiimwe 1M

As he was apeaking, Rov noiiecd a
(lusly of rosy light upon the thick, glazed
“lullseve” of the eabin  porthole,
which helokened coming day. It was
as lie nobiesd his eircamstance when
there canw o sudden, stprtled shout
from tlie Vengeance's control-top, the
lond, inzistent clangor of & ship's hell,
and then the brigen penl of a bugle.

Tho denr waz shing violeotly open till
it elushwedd om gts hinges, and into the
cabin planged Hhilarity Hintou,

1 osar, eapliog, evied the (Cockney
fremzuxdly, as Von Emnar glared, @ ife
all up with us! Harevplanes | Wour of
‘an. They're commr up B oot U,
e’ hevery one's o whopper !™

Foreed to Surrender !

ITIHI & face like dha! of o
W balked devil. Voo Fianar
=W R the iron laddidler to

the ernisee’s [l.‘u't'hil'iti;:i". Do
goath him,  wwder  the [ﬂru;nr:l 2an-
Tuie dacrer Lisrary.—No. 1,470,
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turret, the hastily aroused pirates
swarmed in dismayed groups, all staring
esstwards where the flaming half-dize
of sun hovo slowly over the gilded eea
rim.

Ronald Westdale handed his chief a

air of binoculars, and with & grunt in

i= sguare, thick throat, Von Eimar
lem‘u:ﬂclCl upon the bridge rail, focusing the
lenses into the dazzling glare.

Out of the ruddily lit eclouds swong
four black specks, droning sonorousiy
towards the solitary cruiser.

“Ach!”™ Von Eimar muttered an
angry exclamation. ““This is what I
feared, Mr. Woastdale, Bowbers |
Dutch, I make them out to bal Fokker
fighting planes from Batavia, probably.

iis 15 bad 1" ; :

He swung round as a wircless-room
orderly touched him on lus sleeve,

“Weall?" he grunted shortly.

The man handed him a slip of paper.
Von Eimar glanced at it, uttercd a short
laugh, and crumpled it in & podgy fist,
tossing it over the lee bridge-wing into
the wind. :

“ From tha Dutchmen!” he said fo
Westdale. *They want to know who
wa are. They’ll find out soon enough.”
Briskly Von Eimar upcapped the
engine-room speaking-tube. 1 want
every atom of speed you can give me,
Mikhail Lebedoff! What's that?” he
added, as & murmur fRoated up the pipe.
“The boilers will blow up if you pue
on another ounce of steam? Let them!
it's the nearest you'll ever get to heaven,
Leébedoff, if they do. We'll have one or
two messages of brotherly love dropping
on to us from the sky befors long.™

He swung round on his heel to gzive
sharp, guttural orders to the quarter-
master at the wheel, a short, stecky
German with & crooked scar on his
cheekbone.  Westdale had already
descended to the deck whera 1le
Varland master-gunner and onc or two
of his mates were untigging the weather-
proof covers from the twin anti-aircrafs

ung. In a few brusgue words the ex-
ientenant of the British Navy gave his
orders. .

Unnoticed and forgotien in  the
ganeral bustle, Roy Drake stood apart,
wabkching the swift approach of the four
Dutch gntﬂeplunﬂa To and fro in
the wildest confusion ran the convicts
of Wemesis Island, arming themselves
with rifles from the racks, falling up and
down upright ladders, and 1wmpeding
those few of the pirate crew, chiefly
Varland npvy deserters, who knew what
to do.

Von Eunar, from the bridge, rapped
out & few orders in stinging, caustic
tones, and the convicts rallicd a little.
fumbling, however, w2 they rammed
clips of cartridges into the mapazines
of rifles, with hands that shook witn
alarm and terror.

By now, with o thunder of powerful
triple motors, the four lmtch Fokkera
were almost upon them. The silence of
the cruizer to their inguicies, and the
hustled preparations on the gun-deck,
no doubt convinerd them that hero was
the modern pirate cruiser whose exploir
of yosterday was already ringing round
the world,

Larger they loomed, like giant bees
hovering round a dop that had dis-
turbed  their hive-~but with 1
difference, that their sting was far more
powerful and deadly,

Throngh his lenses, ¥Von Rimar could
see the gopgled and Liclmeted Lirpds of
pilots and gunuers, the machine-guns
swivelled alove the enckpilz, and the

[ =
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bomb-racks slung below. They wera zea-
planea, and, powerfully armed ss she
was, the Vengeance was especially vul-
nerable from the air.

Coolly and methodically, atripip(td to
his shirtsleeves with the cuffs rolled up,
displayin his  muscular forearms,
BRonald ‘estdale superinténded the
gunners as they slid a copper-cased sheil
into the oiled brecch-chamber. Then, as
the breech-bleck clamped shut, he took
over the pgun, tilting the long, lean
barrel at a trajectory angle, till hs
focused the first-coming war-plane in his

ﬂl%ht.'!-.
n silent rage he gritted his teeth,
blinking his eyes as the fierce, blazin
sunrays flooded the sights and blinde
his vision. The Dutchmen knew their
business,. Not only did they come
swooping out of the sun’s eye, as it were,
but they d:'ipped. rolled, and secared as
they zoomed along, sunlight flashing en
therr wings, offering the mest difficuls
of targets,

Trer-vee-rrrh |

The foremost plane suddenly lebt out
a rattle of machine-gun fire. It was only
a prelimnary warming-up, as the
gunner gave warning of his hostile in-
tentions, but it started another panic
among the unsteady conviets. oW n
swooped the avenging angels from the

SKY.

Oblivious of the terrified haowis,
sereeches, and vells of the pirates who
were sereaming at him to fire, Ronald
Westdale waited, coolly, then calmly
pressed the firing-push.

Crash !

A flower of smoke, petalled with
Hame, blossomed intoe view and obscured
the enemy sguadron.

Westdals; suppressed an ocxclamation.
The sun had bafled him. "His aim had
been all right, but he had miszjudged
the range by fifty yards, Except for one
fiving ribbon of canvas that HRapped
from 8 wing, the [our Fokkers were
undamaged.

The frightened convicts howled curses
at him; but Von Eimar, up on the
bridge, said not a word, knowing full
waell the difficulty that his Enghish gun-
licutenant had to face.

Shrugging his massive shoulders, the
captain rapped out an order to that
stocky CUerman helmsman, whe had
served aboard a raider in these seas
during the Great War.

Dver swung the eruiser to port, just
as the leading Dutchman flattened our,
zooming low over their smoking funncis
and tripod masts.

Trrr-rrr-rrrh !

Flame spurted from the depressed
muzzles ®3 the gunner pressed his
trigger, throshing the decks with red-
hot streams of lead., Sereeches of sheer
penio volleyed from the demoralised
convicts,

A few fired a ragged, futile fuzillade;
most threw thernselve: flat on the decik-
plates.

Later on, Royv Drake smiled to think
of the terror of these half-hearted sea-
scum. At the mwoment he had other
things to thiok about.

Pii-ting !

A bullet struck a ventilator cowling
just beside him, glancing aside, and then

attened itself against the wrmour-
plating. A smouldering flake from the
ventilator spun wpon the boy's jacket,
burning & Lole in his sleeve. With a
musical twang a wire backstay swung to
the deck, sovered by a remarkable shot.

“*Gly  orrors!” gasped Hilarity
Thinton, ducking instinetively  beside

Leadon, BE.Q.4.
Gd. for ez months, Bels A
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him. *“T'ree shies a penny! It's like
'Appy 'Ampstead, only we'ra the
cokernubs 1"

One after the other, the Fokker war-
planes thundered over the helpless
crulser, raking her decks with a zone
of fre. A punner beside Westdale
slumped to the base of the gun-pivot.
groaning as he nursed s broken
shoulder., The steel deck-plates were
splashed and dinted in rows with stars
of lead.

The convicts scampered in a mad
rush for the hatches. A few flesh-wounds
were the sole result of that continuous
machine-gun fire, but one man was
stunned and another broke a leg as they
jumped for the 'tween decks.

“Stand to_guarters, you scum I* thun-
dered Von Eimar through a speaking-
trumpet, to the few who remained.
“We're not beat yet! Mein blut! You
fools, are wou afraid of their bombst
They won't drop them if they can help
i "

His vigorous contempt infused some
life into them as the Dutchmen ceased
firo and wheeled. Grunting in his bull
throat, he switched the glare of his
light blue eyes on to Killer Moran, who
stood on the hridﬁe beside him, gnaw-
ing his trembling lips with fear.

“Have up our colours, Moranl”
snapped Von Eimar curtly. i we ﬁ'ﬂ
under this time it will be with Jolly
Roger fiving to show our contempt for
the world t*

Gulpin Emne.thin¥ down that threat-
ened to choke him, tor he was a coward
at heart, like all his murderous kind,
the American p!ug-ug]:l‘y did as he was
ordered. As  thou to show the
supremest contempt for the Dutchmen's
fire, the sable flag with the death's head
flapped to the morning breezc.

tanding exposed as he was on the
pirate warship's deck, Roderick Drake
experienced & curious sense of detach-
ment. That he lnmsell stood the chance
of being killed by the fire of those who
were really his friends, or of bein
drowned if:{ the Vengeance was bombe
and sunk, hardly cccurred to him. It
was a8 if he hm{ been sitting in & com-
fortable =caf, waltching an exciting
episode on the films.

Again the anti-sireraft gun exploded
in smoke and flame. Tensed, and with
grey eyes narrowed, & sinear of cordite
smudging his keen, clear-cut featurcs
Ronald Westdale had sligned his sights
irpc-:i. the bBombers as they circled over-
T pd,

Von Eimar c¢lapped a fist upon his
open palin.

“Good shooting, Westdale!” hae
grunted, in guttural approval.

One of the Fokker plancs suddenly
lurched in her gliding #ight, hovered,
then ewung EQMTI{&WIF over as one of
her wings crumpled like paper. A fly-
ing picee of shrapnel had caught it as
tha Elutn:hman banked. Down she flut-
tered like o great wounded bivd, rosted
upon the smooth sea-surface a minute,
then slowly filled and sank.

“Firat blood |” croaked Westdale. his
throat hoarse with sulphur and ealt-

ctre, as he wiped the sweat and smoke
romn his face. “DBut it was more luck
than anything else. Hero como the
mynhoers again.”

from three different directions nt once
tha Hollanders converged upon ‘the
pirate cruisere, intent to avenge their
fallen comrade. IMirst to starboard,
then to port, the Vengeanco zig-zagged.
a corkscrew of silver surf marking her
erratic course. .

Again and apain Westdale punped
ghells into the gold-and-Blue of the tropia

—
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sky. It was like trying to iut masquitoes
with tenma—'i:ra!]n with one’s eyes dazzled
with the sun's ra.rlmn::n Sti]1 the Dutoh-
men wheeled and hovered in the blazing
zone of the sun, every now then
breaking away to swoop over the decks
of the oruiser with & murderous storm
of machma-gun fire.

Ag yet they had dropped none of the
J'ugh explosive bombs slung to their
carriages. von Eimar surmised cor-
rectly that the Dutchmen would reserve
those terrible pm;echlea for a last re-
gort, Fﬂr ona thing, they wanted to re-
oover the bullion stolen irom the Sylvia
Bay, and to bring the pirates to trial, if

ible. For ancther, thay did not wish
or complications with the Varland re-
publie, to whom the cruiser be

But at last their impatience masterad
ithem. Roy saw & plane th:.mdarmﬁ ouf
of the golden dazzle, and then like fiash-
ing meteors, two hnght- objects camo

i s
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COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRIS!

Your Ediior s always plessed to

haar from his readers. Write to
him: Editor of the MAGMHET, The

Flestway Heuse, Farringdon Streset,
London, §.0.4. A stamped, addressed

anvalops will snsurs & reply.

EFORE getting down to real
businesa this week, I muet thank
bundreds of you followa for your
!ﬁttaru Bsing your nume

delight at bei Bsglu to read thagztonm
dealing with tha carly adventures of
Harry Wharton & Co., st Greyiriars—now
a. aring in our gma.t. cnmpmnm Pa

* Gem,” published every W *_r.r.
'Thm warna, written in the early days
of Frank Richards, are real gems. Are

umadm.%tham! If not, vou're missing
ﬂﬂmut at ever | %

From one of my Welwyn readers comes
s query regarding
THE SALT OF THE EARTH.

He wants to know how long it is possible
for anyone to live without aslt, Not
very long, I can assure my chum of thab.
The exaot time is not known, because, as
far as is known, no one has deliberately
killed themselves by abstaining from
salt. A little while ago some studenta
decided to find out if 1t was possible to
exist without malt. They lived entirely
on food from which all salt had been
exoluded. Even their wvegetablea were
boiled three timea to extract every

articla of npatural salé from them.

e rosulta were amazing. OGN
found that all food becamo a.baa]atal;r
tasteless. Then they %ﬂ to
violently from ocramp. A tha.t-
became so tired t-ha.l; it was too mu-u
of an effort for them to shave, Without
doubt thoy would soon have died if they
‘had not abandoned the experiment and
built up their strength again on food
which extra large supplies of salt
to counteract the lack of it in their bodies.

Balt ias one of the most valuable thingsa
in the world. There are still many places
in the world

WHERE SALT IS MONEY.

Blocks of salt are used os money in the
Sabara desert, and also in certain parts
of Abyssinia. Ewery vear large caravans
aot out across the mtghty desert, making
for the salt pans. Here ealt water,
obtained from pf.:mda in the desert, in
placed in shallow pans. The water is
evaporated by the sun, and the salt
remaing. [t 13 then made into blocks

EVERY SATURDAY

hurtling and whistling down.

Boom | Bun-m-nmml

Like & toy steamer the cruiser rocked,
ps with muffled thunder, piilara of spout-
ing water hurled fountains of spray. to
lagh npon the decks.

Disregarding the terror and disma ]3 of
his crew, Tn];: Eimar dﬁﬂ the
gray cruiser about its win coursa,

Deliberately the l}ubr:hmgu e~
frained from dropping tihe bomba
direatly on to the ecruiser. Tt was a
threat and & warning; bpothing more.
Shouts of surrender came from the few
convicta still remaining on deck, but
Yon Bimar stood like a statue, inexor-
able on the upper bridge.

MNext times it Was & grimmer warning
they got. In vain, Westdale fired, the
ghell exploding over the tail of the plana
u& xt vol Ia:m:d duwn umm them from

the asky. glare foiled his aim again.

A steel bolt came hurtling from the

of a certain gize. There is a definite
currenay valud for ﬂtﬁm blocks of salt,
and when mytﬁ ia purchassd whioh
is only waorth a ﬂl‘ﬂ.q‘u.ﬂ.rtﬂrhlﬂﬂkﬂf
salt, the blocks dre aplit up ac

By the time the year is out all the
currency 13 used up—seo off go t-hﬂ-{:il‘ﬁ"rﬂnﬂ
sgain on their long march over the desert
to renew the supply of currency for the
Bedouin dwellers in the desert.

LITTLE while age I mentionsd,
in my chat, the emallest book in
the world. A Manchester reader
has now sent me particulars of

THE SMALLEST WRITING IN THE
WORLD

—a0 emall, in fact, that it seems hardly
believable. It is just another case of
thes invaluable work that can be done
by microscopy. Would you believe that
the eniire contents of the Bible could be
so reduced that the whole lot could be
nt::pmdumd fifty-nine times in the space

inch? A miocroscopioal
writing machine, inventad by the Ilate
Wﬂlmm Webb, a Fellow of the Royal
Microacopi Enclat.g, counld condonse
matter even to these infinitesimal propor-
tions. Needless to esy, a very high-
powered microscope was necessary to
read the wnt-mg Webb dﬁaﬁm;.r&l:l his
machine spme time before he died, but
many of the slides, containing the writing,

still exisb.
Although this apparatus has not been
taken up by our own museum suthunhm,

it ias mtamtmg to note that Russian
scientiste are mow experimenting on the
same lines. They can already reduce
a whole of an ore newspaper
on to a scopic alide, where it will
only take upa&qum tlﬁr&. of an inch,
When anyone wishea to consult thia, the
slide 18 megnified and thrown on to a
lm'gc‘ soreen, wherp it can be read with
ease |

From ote of my Manchester readers,
who signs himself ** Film-fan," comes a
m soncerning cinemas, He wanta to

HOW MARY CINEMAS ARE THERE

in the whole of the world 1 'The United
States Government have recently com-
a report on cinemasas, and they esti-
mate that thers are no less than 87,209
cinemeas in the world. These cater for a
total pulation of 1,808,705,017. 1
don't know how thoy work out. the
sumed population of the world, but, any-
way, those are their figures. This means
that thero is ome cinema for every 20,718

people.

In Europe we have 60,150 cinemas for
557,608,198} inhabitants, The United
Htates saenges 15,878 cinemas for a

population of 127 million ople. The
country with the smallost number of
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ovarhead plane on to the cruiser’s fore-
deok.

Loging bis halahce, Koy Draks was
flung viclently on to t]u metal dmt-
plates .as the Vengeance gmumd
shivered in evﬂt':r rwat and girg
BATE wara unned a ram lf-m.:

orash o Eth Iﬂswa-.
and nhuwm'a of bent, tw: muuldur-

:w YO, from the
&t last he sorambled to l:uu feet,
ears numbed and singing, so that iur ﬂu
moment he thought himself deaf for li
it was to ses with misted, w:.tu«-ﬁ]lui
eyes the smoke &rdtm% away I.::ul
forecastle reveal e of wreck
age, with a blackened ora
crater in her forward de-ck.
engino-room bell nhnlﬁd l.nd Yoo
FﬂlT;rt threw over the telegraph tu
'] p B

{Continued on next page.)

uinumuinl%x;n rﬁnnh:tlpuﬁgﬂa
T8 are

anemas. in China, :m:i it 18 estimated
that this means cml: ono cinema per
1,582,624 persons |

Here are a fow
RAPID-FIRE REPLIES
to varions readsrs’ quoeries:

What mth . Epgish Now T
F " Hatha.mul m
W quw The frst
pu‘hﬁuhndmh nd, IHE

What ks the Greatast Depih that Man
have Dassendsd Intd the 502 ? Thres
thousand and twantrﬂg.ht foat. T
William ﬂl;-aaha n.nd Otis Barton
reached thia bﬂh?uphu n
August, 1034, 'I"hu-r remained at that

th for five minutes,
it True that there Is a Country with
only one Millonaire? Yes. There is
only one man in Austris whoss insoms is
above a million Austrian schillings, about
£40,000 in mMOneY,

€an One Umbrellas ai Rallway
Stations ¢ Thers is one railway station
whioh hires cut umbrellas on days
for the use of . in
Bireatham BStation. A s#sson ticket
hnlﬂuﬁyn 2d. per dey for the vse of an
umbre O poassengers must
leave o deposit of 2s. Bd.

What 13 ** Shewt hioing " ? The
unmau'*i‘urhd ' but seen at a

or chseured by & cloud. Thas
sea the glm nl' the nﬂuhnn,
the actual striking

wo onl

gnodyumnmthupm.hutlhhmkthl
next week's yam,

“ THE VENCEANCE OF BUNTER THE
VENTRILOQUIST | ™

16 easily the best he has ever written.
Most of you fellows kmow about Bunter's
hutraf mlmhighf;umit?tfﬂtﬁand .
W, urposes he in paat.
Wel, Ptha fak mhﬂg';fult has not foz-
gotten how Poker FPike " fanned " him
and mads him akip, and the idea of pulling
Pike's log by way of reve is somathing
oot o e and laugha
gimply tumble over each other in this
ripping yam, and if you don't wvote it
groat you're real hllcl to pleass,
ptain Vengeanoce
and his conviet crew who meet with more
thrilling adventures aboard the pirate
oruissr, Yengeanoe
Of mum,

Egmba.% and

‘E

on tha wsual
aughs in ** Greyfriara

nty of in the Grey-
friara ‘s versed written around

William Btott.
YOUR EDITOR.
Tee Maguer Lispany.—Mo. 1,476
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Ti: o =om of white. searcd [aces the con.
vict porates massed usder the bridge.
RKuives awd rifles were brandished.
Firvioven and greascra camo. serambling
out of the engine-room hatch.
“Buarrender!  Haul down the Haf‘.
Surrender before they blow s out of the
water, captain ™ L

Killer Movan, flunvishing a long-har.
relled Clolt, Jed the pame-stricken rush,
stopding on the bndge-ladder, bayin
like & g.fl-igixla:'rnm:i dog, Lut still cowe
Ly the fieree, white glave of Von Bimar.

“Dufehy’s got ua beat, cap'n! We've
gotta throw in " .

" Bwealt beaded the American's brow.
Clearly he was torn belween two fears.
but the backing of the erew helped bhun
to face the rutﬁlms arch-pirates”

“We've got no kick comin’, Von
FEimar,” hemaisted frantically, " Better
to go back to Memesis Islund than be
blown up like this!”

Hoy ‘Dreke stood aside, looking on
egontemptupusly.  Westdale, lighting a
cigarette with smokestained fingers,
leaned against the brecch of his gun.
Wildly clamowred the mob. DPlainly if
Von Eimar did not surrender they
would tear him to pieces.

Stolidly ¥Von Himar drew o whistle
from hi= pocket, The hubbob died to a
mutter as be blew a pioceing Llast,

“Etrike the black flag, Moran,” zaid
the ehicf pivate, guictly and distinctly.
“The Dutelonen have us by the throar.
We surrender !

Von Eimar Turns the Tables !

HUTTING off her engines as =he
% ghded down, a big Dutch sea-
plane skonnmed gracefully olong
thie smoolh sca-surface until she
rested within a fow yards Ei‘mn bhe sur-
rendered pirate cruiser, Out of her cock-
pit leaned an officer with & megaphoneo,
“Sond uws a boat!” he roarcd acros:
the short streteh of water. "1 want to
comna aboard !

Silently Row Drake walched as
Kruuow, .the Fign be'san, piped hoands
to mat and lower one of the warship's
boatls. i

The pirates, now that their fivst shock
and terror was over, ung about moodily
and n groups, scowling and muttering
a3 they watched Von Einur on the
bridge. Evidently they wanted a scape-
gont o whotm to wreak thelr rage
and disappointinent, though no one had
the lhavdihood }n epenk a word to that
grimy, tuplacuble figure who stood with
one podey band vosting on bis sheathed
revalver, monoche plinting in the sun.

“Phs i oa rummy  go”  motlered
Hilarity Hinton to Roy and Weatdale,
“Wo've fell out of tho fryin’ pan into
the fire! What'll they de lo us when
they got uws niee an' safe back on
Noemmav-sis Island, I wonder ?*

Neither of them puswercd. Walching
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Vou Eimar as he stood lighting e cigar,
Roy wondered what was passing in the
pirate captain’s mind, Knowmg how
utterly such tame surrender was at
variance with Yon Eiumar's crafiy,
tigorish native, the boy wondered
vaguely whethor sothe dark scheme was
Latching in tlic master pirate’s mind.

The Duteli flying officer, a big,
middle-aped man  with a  thick
mousiache, elbowed his way through the
throng of piratez at the gangwav and
clambered Eri:-;klg.' to the bridge. From
bis manuer it was plain that he intended
to stand no nonsense.

“You ere the leader of this gang of—
of pivates. T presume?* he said, sddress-
ing Yon Eiwar, and heditating a little
at the word- ihat, in the twenticth
century. verged wupon the grotesgue.

Vou LEimar saluted, with the faintest
Rickor of irony.

“I call myself Captain Vengeance
he veplicd, as Killer Moran and Roneld
Westdale jeined him on tho bridge,

“Well, whatever your name may be,
vou are eaptain no lovger,” The Duteh.
rman spoke loudly and clearly for asll to
hear.,  “You and all the men in this
ship are prisoners, TFromh now on you
wjl}l ateer o course for Batavin, A
Duteh cruiser iz coming to meot us,
And=be sare of this—at the frst sipn
of treachery we'll blow you out of !%;L!
sea

Whatever may have been Yon Eimar's
thowghts, bis hard features remained
inzeratable. e even smiled,

“I am at your ovders,” he answered,
shvagiing his shoulders.  * But will you
not come Juto ihe charibouse {o advise
me? T fear I am but a fauliy navigator,
abd I am net altogether sure of the
vight coprae.™

For a mwoment  the Duichinan
hesitated,  Then, rveflecling that oven
these desperate fellows, now driven to
complete  and  Jgnowminious  surrender,
would hardly dare {o injure hime he
ndded and followed Von Eimar into
the chart-room.

A minule or two later o muffled and
goggled figure desconded the aceom-
modation ladder and was rowed back to
the waiting plane,

A thunder of fLriple engines, the
suction of powerful aiv-serews drawing
the giant scaplane through tho water,
and preseatly she soared aloft to rejoin
Lher conaarts circlhing above.

Westdale gave orders to the erew. It
happened  that the bonb  had  net
dono any irreparvable damage to thoe

Veugeance's furecastle, The bows were
badly crumpled, but her underwator
plates wore still sound. Smoke volleyed
through the twin funnecls, the screws
clurued, and the =nrrendered cruiser
commenced to surge forwerd on her
alturcd course,

Westdale's gaze followed the big sea-

plane as it swung aloft snd took
station at the resr of the other ‘two
Duteh aiveraft, all three whirring nlong
in ¥V formalion, circling round the
cruiser,

“What is if, Ron ™ asked Ror, struck
by the Buglishmar's ook,

“You'll see presentiy,” countered
Wesidale, and strained interest, vot urni
mixed with anxiety, was i his eyes as
he watched., i

Roy, glanving up to the bridge, waa
surprised not for see the stocky figure of
Vou Eimar. Was he hiding his chagrin
and mortification in the charthouse, be
wondered.

The next moment bhe nearly jumped
out of his ekin.. -

Scarcely able 1o credit his ears, he
heard the sudden, continuous rattle of
machine-gun fire. Tlien, with amazed
cyes, he saw one of thé foremost Dulch
bombers suddenly crumple, buarst inie
flame, and fall, spinning, in &8 swift
death-dive to the sea.

Startled exclamations broke from the
watching conviets,

“Wha-what—what—"" stultered Roy
Divake dazedly.

Westdale cought. him by the shoulder.

“It's Von Fimar '™ he cried oxcitedly.
* That Dutehman whe boarded us. Von
Fimar sluck him up with ;1% gun, pound,

Lh

amdl gapged lim, and then took his
place, disguised in his uniform end
poggles

“ But=but the Duteh pilef?™ asked

Royv. catching bis breath,

Westdale shrugged his shoulders end
Lit his underlip.

“Clan’t you guesa?  Von Eimsr
coulidn’t take chances. The plane's fitted
wilh dual controls, of course. Look!”

Fascinubed. Roy Drake watched the
duel between Von Finar and. the last
remaining . Volker. It was short and
sharp, Staggercd by thet sudden and
unlooked-for development, the Dutch
pilot and gunuer were faken complefely
at a diradvantage. Von Elmar was
upon theiv inil, shooting wings, fuselage,
and propellers to pioces,

Boefore the gaze of the bahblin
convicts amd Raderick Drake’s hurriliﬂﬁ
eves she plunged to destruction in the
wake of her consoris,

In a few minufez Von Eimar had
reduried to 1he bridge of the cruiser.

“Full zpecd ! bce called deown fhe
engine-rnom tube, ignoring the delighted
vociferations of his erew, who a short
while hefore had been ready to rend
hiny Jimb from limb.,  *'Let her rip,
Mikhail Lebodoff I We've got fofind
Tuurut!"uﬂtlmrugﬂ within  twenty-four
LTS

{Von Eimar gol out of that difienlty
repy el Wihat well be his next morec?
You'll be awrprided when you read nexe
week's exciting chapters of this stirring
adeeniure yarn, cluinsl)
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VICTORS
and VANQUISHED

Last Laughable Spasm of Dicky Nugent's
Serial :
“THE SPARTANS OF ST. SAM'S!”

When Dootor Birabemmall
appeared on the St. Bam's
Sports Groond, the eggeite-
ment waz st fever-pitch,
though the eheers were not
gt all messley (jook i}
Behind the Head cams the
veat of the judges: and
hebind them the athletes
who were to compete in

the others staml =a
chases against the 5t
Bam's Spartans—as
Eimn B8 wyour face,
iekham, if you don’t
ml!?ld my saying sol"
r.

the day’s eventa,  Teams | furiomady,
from &5t Bill'a and Bt.| * Really, sir—" he
Pote's as well as St. Sam's | began furiously.

marched side by side ; and
Lhe masterious newoomers
from 8t. Al's—s shool no-
body had ever beard of
beforo—added just that
spice of wncertainty to the
resulis 'hhtl;m needad to
w enthawaiasm
of specktators |
Deffenmg cheoers rent the
air as Doctor Birchemall
led the procession down the
track to the -poat.
i B‘B—Eh !Em' EL = Iil! b ]
* Bmash "em, Bt. Bamn's I
* Punish 'em, 8t.
Peto's ™
The only skool that drew
no cheera at all was &t.
Alfa: but the orowd were

lar Loo eﬁgatod' to notiss
that pekuliar fetober.

The Head, who was
official starter as well as
leading judge, soom got to
bizziness,

e Laﬂdiﬂahﬂnﬂ jentlomen,
ha cride through a megga.-
fone, " the frst evont on
the amme 18 the
Senior Hundred Yards raco.
Compstitors will kindly line
up immejately-—or even
sconer than that if they
caw b

Tour white.clad BGggors
detached themselves from
the rest, ‘The Bt Sam's
supportora groaned when
thoy saw t Weekling,
one of the puniest of the
Head's so-called Spartans,
wal poing to rum for tho
home side. But Doctor
Birohamall, who could see
nothing WMu%I with the
fellows he had trained him.
melf, farely boamed as
Weekling crawled up to the
start.

“ Brawvo, my brave
Weekling ! ™ he cride, clap-
ping his bony hande en-

But the Head had

Beoing that
old blunderbuss
brought along
skool armoury and fired.
Bang !

training

old Woeeklin an

had enrolled
Spartan ; and

he conld da
was o totter
fecbly along
the trask at
tho spoed of a
broken - dawn
old eah.horse!
The Head,
who had only
partly re.
covered f[rom
the shock of

him

I;inﬁ: had won the race |
Gﬂ “1
Attaboy t
speed |
ien't in it with himn |
winniog |
He wins !

Look at
Greased litend

Heooray 1 ™

eyvbeard, and
waltzing him
roundandround
out of sheor

Liekham was nod
mgmct gn artiat ; noever-

loss, tor Birchemall's
remarkt made him eunller

no
intenshun of delaying the
gtart for the plezzure of
lissening to Mr. Lickham.
the ronners
wers ready, he projoocedan

he had | 3pect
from tibe

Bircheraall had made poor
BVan
weaker wesklmg thon he
had been before the Head

fﬂih:
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haven™ won, sir: it's St
Alf*ts 1 "

Doctor Birehemall soon
stopped his capers at this
annowncement. A garatly
pallor spread iteclf over his
chealoa,

* Imposesibul 1 ' he eaid,
horaaly.

" I'm afraid it's only too
true, or,’” sighed Mr. Liok.
ham. “If vou ask my
opimion, this is only a four-
tasie of what we may epg-

right through 4t
amme., But, that
o8 35 maey, Sk Al'a hava
won the race |

“ Then X shall disqualify
the winner!' declared
Docter Birchemall.
won on & fowl! He
deliberately ran shead of
Weekling ! I'm not stand.
ing for tackticks like that
on thia track, Lickham !
He's disqualified !

“But aven in that case,
air, 8t. Bill's or St. Peto's

Hundred Yards race. 5t
Alfg :—disqualified for
fowling. &t. Bill's :—ditte.
Bt. Peto's :—ditto. Winner =
—¥Weekling of the &St
Sam's Spartans !

A mermer of indignation
ran  through t{he assem-
bulled multitude,

" Sharoa | ¥

“ Play the
Birchemall 1 7

“Dont be o Dbeastly
roiter, gir t "

Then Sir Couty Grey-
besrd stepped in. Beezing
the Head's m?gnfnna. the
vennerable old jentlemon
addressed the ecrowd him-
salf,

* Loadiea and jentlemen !
Pleaec—hah !—keep your
seats ! he welled, in his
rofined, aristocrattick
voice. " As one of the—
huh '—puvvernors of this—
hah I—histerical old skoaol,
I take the responsibility of
ovor.-riding Doctor Birch.

same,

By B

the blunderbuss going off,
dido't notiga this at once
and cheered wildly, under
the impreasion that Week-

Weekling !

his
He's
Heo's winning |

The Head grabbed his
neareat naybour, who hap-

[ will take the honners!™ cmall’'s verdict! 1 award
thea roes to
Bt. Alfs, egod!
Three harty
choers for the
winoer [ "
Dootor
Birchemall
farcly peshed
hia testh mt‘;,.h
roge, aa @
ngﬁird broke
inte frenzied
chearing. But
it was imposaibul to do any-
thing but bough to the will
of an im&urt-&nt- patleman
like Bir Gouty vhaard.
Hiz word waz law, and the
Hoad realised that Hii' the
Spartens were to win the
day now, they would have
to win on their merits
& moment'a reficck.
tiom, ho went off to the
Housa. When he re-
appearecd a little latoer, he

" That'a all you know

about it, Lickham!  8t.
Bilt's and St. Pete's will ba
digqualified for fowling in
the sams mannar ! Where'a
my meggefono 1

Doctor Birohema'l
grabbed his meggalons,
which was lying on the

a3, and bellowed through
it in 8 voiee like that of the
Bull of Bashem.

“ Ladies and jentlemen "'
ha coride. * Here is tha

Eam-d to be Bir Gouty
r slarted

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

was armed with two big

regult of the Benior|birchrods! Tt was pretty

May 30th, 1936,

obvioua that for the rest of
the day the Head wus not
Euiﬂlg to spara tho rod and
spoil his Spartans!

From that momenl on-
wards Dwoctor DBirchanall
foetchored prominenty in
avery  event. In tho
Benior Quarter-mile and
the Junior  220.Yard he
i followed the Sparton evsdi-
datea halfoway roond the
coarse, flogping thes #ike
the very dickens to r wire
their laggi {ooteepa.
When the Junior Huwdred
Yards came on, he mod
behind Littlagrub mivor,
the Spartan ruaner, wih o
pitchtork, and jabbei it
viclantly into Littlegrab's
rear to make sure the. he
got awsy smartly. Ixthe
Tug-of-War, he uhligmd
his plen s little acd ilyly

stuck pins into the andter-

miee of the ars'

opponénts to pubt the off
eir atroko.

But all he did was~ .0
ovale. His vawnted fpar-
tans simply could nokpet &
win, despite his 't
cfforla,

It wae the mistery fxam
that earried off all the
honners—the team .hat
was supposed to havesme
from &t. Afs. Az 'hey
went from triumf to tnmnf,
the crowd cheered Lder
and louder. The 11ar0
they chesred, the mienhey
wondered who thess -?an
men were, for nobed;.h
ever hoard of 8t Uf's
befora,

At tha end of the die St,
AIII;H had won the ;r. j
a huge margin
over all the others
bined. And it was “han
t.hag want up to resave
their trofies of vikiorylrom
Sir Gouty Greybeard that
the mistery of thair aye-
doentity woea af lost chared

Loy
pints
[OD-

As they marched up o
the platform. they started
remmoving  false wips and
eyebrows and rubbing off
gregecpaint ; ad by the
time they wera mounting
the atops; they were re-
veolod for what thoy really
Were. A yell of gheer
amazement went up from
the erowd aa they reckec-
niged their faces.

“ Burleigh t

€ TH-"-EI-'IJ}T I w7

*Jolly end Fearless 1™

*1t's the Bt. Sam’s
togm ! The team the
Head struck out in faver of
the 8 altt

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

The crowd shreeked.

At first, when he knew
the truth, Dootor Bireh.
emall looked awlully waxy.

But it wasn't long before
he had recovered him usual
gong-froid,

i ies and jentlemen I
ho grinned, whon the lariter
had av lust died away. ™1
eggepect thia s & prate
serprize to most of
But, of corse, so far asl am
consarncid, I must say I
gueasad it all the timel"

" Wha-a-n-at 1"

“You did it very well,
Burleigh—very  well in-
doed 1" said the Head,
Y But you havo to up
early in the morn to
hoodwink o wily uIdsbird
like me! I kuew it all
along ! But now that you
have come out in Four true
cullers, let me be the first to

songratulate you ! You

have brought eredit to St
fam'a to- nd natch-
etally the credit = all

mins 1 "

Far a moment the St.
Sem'es fellows could only
gnalp. Then there waa a
yell.

" Bumap him 1"
Although it was pot
sggeactly the thing to bump

Mauly Lazy?—Never!

Says HARRY
WHARTON

Anvone who tells mas
that Lord Mouleverer is
lazy after what happenecd
last “’Edﬂﬂ&ﬂ.&j’ s in for a
warm argument. Mauly ia
the wvery reverse of lazy
when you get down to it
end last Wednesday proved
it u I:g the hilt !

you, one might
have been exoused %‘nr
thinking he was, in ths
first part of the afternocn.
We had to dreg him out of
the House to get him to
come down to the river
with us; sod we had tho
dickens of a job to get him
to do & little poling when
wa gol into our pumt. Im
fact, the idea that he's lazy
was rather confirmod whon

he fall a= aver the job
and landed himself in the
watar |

But after that—well, you
gbeuld have been theore to
sce him |

When we gaot to Popper’s
Islend, Maul into
& bathing-costunre Bob tent
him and lit & fire to dey his
elobber.

Later, when waPlaﬂ hirn
tc go exploring, Ponsonby
& €o. from Higheliffe
arrivad in & motor-boat and

a hoadmaster, the erowd
wouldn't be denied. They
bumped EI:Ilu-utnr Birehemall
ngaln and afaln,
err!u.hdmadﬂ usﬂar}'
happy ending to the Sports
&t 8t Bam’s and also mado
it & protty safe bet that
Doctor Birchomall wonld

be jolly wary of poking his

noss inta Bkool athlatticks
for o loog, long timoe.

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

thewaiastioally, *¥You
look every inch a champion!
Why, you cught to wack
these  mizzerable-looki
gpessimens hollow | ™

M. Lickham, who was
ons of the Head's [ollow-
judges, coffed rather londly
and gave his chief & warning
dig in the rika.

‘Not so loud., &ir, or
people won't like it !* he
wigpered. “The judges
are supposed to bo striktly
impartial, g 1"

happinesa |
¢ was Mr.
Lickharn who
stoppod in amd
egzaplaincd how
matiera really
atood,
“FPall your-
aslf togsther,
gi 1" hie urged,
E{uiling the '
el back by
the scat of his

trowsis. ' Week.

Johnpy Bull is justly prond of his
physical developmen
remarkable .
day ho lilted & heavy woight which

P
. _.i-_._"i‘.--"

A wergion #1 “The Thres
Musketsers, ' prodoced by William
Wibley in the Rag °* produocsd **
soma lively sword-play. When

| Hnn
which iz
The other

inajnnior.

&7 zeconds
defeated Wharton and
Elﬁgh. Toddy has the longe:—
[} aw

ping the 4% vards® mace o
FPoler Todd naeronly
Hurra

“ Pooks t|!ling basn't wasioco much for Bolsover major, Bunter, getling excited, knocked kiest—Iags in the Remsme,
ShattaE: Bl rm“éi;ﬁu?iﬂg reached the JBuésl::mﬂﬂ. nqltlj;:thtrhcﬁrt!al._'lm. ule:ih;; L H;E nE ml:h}EIu point but hi gm frame concedh n
this?” grinned the Head. | hall-way lino  ZZpaf¥ s Lih s Ghouidars, © daggers »—but the sodionos Bionss, thoush;  couldn’s. na
“It's ptain that opone of ' yet. Ht. Samn's roared. They saw tha * ooint ¥ | -ﬁﬁ' yards it he tried !

Bob
minded, thin
on the sands mt the seaaide
splendid ides—a stride Porward,
m::l#h'l;uut'd of stnd i

o 1] atride-ju
likely to take * sirides > in’
oppostte direction if he spots &

tha athletically

Charry
“aym M olasses

Billy Bunier, who

33

es ** in the

: holiday class |

coltared our twek-hampers,
and Mauly fonght the whole
erowd of e on hig own !

Beaten by the over-
whelmi oddes, he ekl
m up suffcient
Energy to dive in after them
and ¢ling on to & rope that
trailed from the stern of
their boat. In this way he
wWaB dmml t]:u'nugl: the
wator with thern tail t}my
landed at a farther up
the river, an ho cheer-
fully slimbed up on to terra
firma again and waded into
them onoo more |

What's more, he waa able
to draw them so far away
from the bank as to give
him A chanes o race bock
ahagd of them to the motor-
boat, which he boarded and
pushed off before they
could eateh up to him !

And 8¢ it was that Mauly
raturned to P "a Ialand
in trinmph in 'a motor-
boat with our tuek-hamper
intact | And didn’t we
give him s weleome }

After all this, per

o can understand wi

‘m going to disagroe wit

the next man who tells me

Mauly is lazy.

Mauly lazy '  Never!
Or, at any rate, not
nlways !

i | cot-like sprin

Look out for Laughs—
Says BOB CHERRY

IF. QUELCH STARTS
WRITING FICTION!

Rumonr has it that the Quelch-bird in
writing a deiective thriller, J¢ sounds almost too

to be true.  Buot if it is true, I'm buying s copy
the day the book comes out, I can tell you ! ¥
desoribing goters ought to Eiﬂm the the
Eﬁ?ﬁ laugh of the year! Can't you imagioe it,

t].e“ The great detective burst into the sangsters'
.
*‘Boya | ' ba thundered, * Hold cut your hands | °
*“ At the sound of that dreaded voics, a ery of terror
went round the reom like wildfire,
cx 4 Cl'irﬂ ! ]
* ' Gracions goodness | It's the constahle 1°
“Then the criminals recovered from their first.
Mf k of surprise and Legan to fight like cornered
rats,

*“ ' Pray assist me to engage the constable in Gstacuffs,
dear friends ! * eried out coe murderous crook. But
the great detective forestalled the move. With o
! he flung himesif at the rebel and gave
him a good bard slap; and the gagfater, burstin
into tears, desistod. Then another of the criminals
struck a fighting attitade ; but our hero rapped him
sharply on tha knuckles with the handls of his
umbrelln, and the ‘_Tl:l-l'lgﬂ-tﬂl' slumped te the floor,
“.E:hﬂmg bitterly. The rest then gave jn before
{further damage was done.

t ety Eﬁféx eriod Eh; detective, as hiz eves swept
riumphantly over his eringing captivea, * tasl:
is done. Remorselessly, rﬁf:;%lﬁﬂ!f;, X hnvﬁﬁrmml
you till at last I have you all in my grip. New,
wrf::l:lleﬂ and depraved youths, you must pay the
penaliy |
:}h‘lg;kﬁ tifty lh;eha g b

» ¥os, 1t ought to great atuff, Quelchy's

detective thriller 1 T wouldn't miza it for warldnif

Fags’ New Demands
Are Too Modest!

Declares TOM BROWN

Listening-in to the open-air mesting of the newly
formed Fags' Protection lﬁlﬁﬂ under the elms the
ather afternoon, I couldn't feeling that their
demmands ere far oo modest. oung Dicky Nugent,
who was spesking, really surprised me by his
moderation.

" Are wo raising the banner of rebellion I'" hie
shrill treble asked. " The answer is NO ! AN we
want is justics I ™

Loud opplanse, varied by louder arguments
betwoon members of the eaudience, greeted this
sfatement.

" Wea ask for an end to iyranny and bullying ! ™
said Dicky. * Weaek for just a fow modern comforia
—a radio-gramophone in the Form-room, tickets for
the pictures twice & week and & free tunchshop '™

More lowd applause, varied by one or two free
fighta.

.t Just grant na thess few simple wants aml abelish

rep and wo shall be satisfied | " deolared
%iﬂ]:.:..", “Ta there anything unreascosble
about that "

@l Nofear! Ifyou ask me, tho fags are being
s jolly sight too reasonable |

: After all, the fags might well be asking for

froe motor rides and acroplane trips and week-

H ends at the seaside snd Livered fogtmen and

o lezzona ot all §

They're too modest altogether—-that’s
whot's wrong with 'em. I1f the powers that
be are wise, they'll agres to the requirements

of the Fags' Protection Leapgua without o
moment’s delay !
E b f'g What do you think ?
calli between l&r (For the beneft of thoss whe don’t quile
teen bimed in one day to Fourith. Harry & Co.  fathom ihe depths of Browny's sarcasi, ws
m s “on tick" For showsd ihemselves muob ‘guohy o say that he's really advocating thet
lel, B Bave cham. Dot sy Tompls & Oo howover—with Someons should go along to duat the fogs!
will have o ** watoh ** Bunter— the result that the Upper Fourth {rousers with an ashplant I This ts just lis
s iden of * flek ¥ fx limltloss | .°¢ bit the sand ™ by I0 goalstomil, fuuny way of saying it [<=ED.)



