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“HE, HE, HE! AND THEY THOUGHT THEY'D LEAVE ME BEHIND!"

If there's an invitation going William Qeorge Bunter ia the fellow to wedge himself in. And this little habit of
Bunter's lands him into the biggest adventure of his life! (Nee the foay school wind adventure story thside.)



Our New ‘¢ Chat’’ Feature.

Alivays glad to hear freme gou, chums, gso drop me o linc o the following oddress @
Fhe Editor, The ** Magnet ' Library, The Amalgamalicd Press, Lid., Fleetionay House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

I"ErDTE,--AII Joke: and Limericks should
<le

TAT to stort off with thia~ week, I
am  geing to toll you moro about
carcers, in the hope that it may
intor:st  those of you who aro

wondering what you are geing to do in
lifa when schooldaye are over.  One of my
chumsa azks mo if I con tell lum

HOW TO GET ON THE STAGE.

Although I ‘don’t helicve in advising
hoys to take np the theatrical profession,
it is much better for a fellow whe is
dotermined to take it up to know tho proper
way to go about it. My ehum should
write to tha Royal Academy of Dramotic
Art, Gowor Strect, London, W.C,, which is
the principal academy of scting in this
couniry. 1f he can afford to come to
Laondon and stoy thero while ha is studying,
he should spend as iich time as passib'fa
at the academy. Then, when he is pro-
ficient, he will have to look for o joh.
Some achools of acting promise to got
places for their pupils when thoy have
completed their training, But an engage-
ment naturally depends om the proficiency
of the artist.

I warn iy chum that after he has spent
congiderable time in training he might
find ho is entirely unsuited to the job.
That ia a risk, however, which he will
have to take. The stage is the most
precarious profession of all, and wnless
8 boy has a definito bent in this direction,
Ie should not dreswn of tockling it

FREE GIFTS!

By the way, I Rope you are all collecting
tha marvellous serics ol picture cards—
in full colowms—dealing witlh mechanical
mystories and

MARVELS OF THE FUTURE

which are being prisented FREE wiilh our
aplendid companion paper—the * Uem
Library,” This week's frco picture cond,
which is better {han ever, depicts

A SUBMARINE-BATTLESHIP

of the future.

This set of * peops inte ilie future
consists of sixteen pictures which will bo
troasurcd hi,; avery boy and girl alike.

Don't delay, but pop round to your
neweagent to-day, and ask him to reserve
you & eony of this week’s izsus of tho
‘Gem Librvary " containing pieture card
Ko 4.

How's this for a clever Limoriek,

chumas 1

-There was a headmaster named Locke,
Though jost, he was firm as a rock,
With might he did rule,
And was proud of his school,
EBecause he had such a fine Bock |
A -pocket-wallet has been awarded to
H. Emanual, 20, Nerfolk House, Joubert
Bteeet, Johannesburg, Transvaal, Soulh
Africa.
1e Micxer Tagnanvy.—Xo. 1,104.

ba ssnt to

*Magnoet," 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C. 4 (Comp.),

~ow io other subjects.

TWO INTERESTING Aﬁﬁ IVERSARIES

are noted in my diary thisweek. Tuesday
iz the fourteenth anniversary of the
sinking of the Lusitania by a German
of tho oas tersibia things which bpponea
of the wost terri which

during the U-boat campaign, nndlu:-numd
a groat sensation throughout the world.
Undoubtedly it helped to American
opinion over to our side, helped to
prepare tho way for the entry of America
mto -the War. - Wedneeday i3 the anni-
versary of another incident in the naval
war—an ineident which added greatly to
the glorious traditions of the Dritish
XNovy. :

On May 8th, 1018, FL.ALE, Vindictive
steaaned into Ostend in tho face of terrific
gunfive from the German shore batteries
and sunk hersell in the choannel, thus
preventing German submarines from using
the place as & base. Our lnsses were very
heavy indeed, but woe sueceeded in our
ﬂbii“ﬂ- and there 'is no doubt that the
gallantry displaysd by our gailors on that
occasion holped graatly to break the morale
of the German Navy. The task of
romoving the Vindictive after the War
was & very bir one, indeed, and for some
considerable time the wrecked ship wos
& gourco of interest to vizitors to Ostend.

SOME OF MY PALS

were on the Vindictive on that memorable
Alay 8th, and although naval men don’t
like to talk much about their exploits,
I pathered enough information to know
that anyone who camo back alive after that
affair was tremendously Iu and
deserved a V.C. at least |  When tle idea
waa first mooted, mon were asked to
volinteor for & dangerous and secret
mission. They were not told what it
wag, bubt pearly all the Navy wanted to
volunteer. 1
"The required number of men were picked
amd they went through & special course of

training, until, when the sattack was to
b made, everyona of them was in the
pink of perfection. Then they were

told what the job waa, but not one of them
faltered, evon though it seemed that they
wore poing to certain death. That's the
atuff of which the British Navy is made.

Now let's see what my letter-bag
containg this morning,. Here's a query
from Erie Howes, of }Iaérmgam

HOW DID A STEEPLECHASE GET ITS
NAME *?

Becauso 1he distance of the first race
waa from one church stesple to another.
This tock place in the reign of James I.,
and two horses competed, jumping all
obstacles in the way. It was not until
1782 that the first steeplechase as we
know them waoas run in Leicestershire,
the cowrse being a distance of about cight
milex.  Sinco that time the word ' steeple.
chase " has always been used to mean a
horsa-raze with obstacles to be jumped.

“GRAND GUIGNOL."

What is tho menning of
“ Lirand Guignol *'? asks Harry
Beck, of ington. The
term simply means & largo
uppet show. In France a
{“-‘-mchﬂ:d-.lmtyuhnw 18 called
“Guignol,” end “Grend
Guignol ' was the name given
te o Davis iheatre which
specialises in short playe of
the ™ thriller * type.  Next,
ploase ! _

What does "clicketty-elick™
mean ¥ 1t means ** Sixty-zix,”
and comes from a gome colled
“ House,” which wna veory
wpular with the Army nol
Navy during the War. Yon
prabably know the pame under the name of
“ Latto.” (This is in answoer to 3. T, of
Penzance.)

‘* HOBSON'S CHOICE.™

Why do wo say a thing ia " Ilulbeon's
Choica ¥ L"Imri’:ea Brooks, of Hanleyv,
wants to know. A man named Hobson
used to run a livery stable at Cambridge,
and when the undergraduates went to
‘hire a lLiorse, Hobson wouldn't let them
have their pick. They had to teke tho
liorse Le picked out for them, or else po
without. So when we have no choico
in & matter wo say: " It's Hobsons
choico—we must take it or leave it !"
And now a chuckle for which Jack
Hodgson, of 68, Rooley Lane, Bankfoot.
Bradford, earns a MacxeT pocket-knife,

A small boy had been sent to the couniry
to stay at a farm for a week. One Eai he
came running ap to the farmer, looking
very excited. ** Oh, Mr. Giles,"" he said,
“ & mouse has got Into the milk churn!**
. ‘i'l’ll]lI you've pulled it out, haven't
you ? ** asked the farmer. ** No," replied
the boy meekly, *°1 put the cat In affer
it1"

——

I'd just like to mention the fact here,
chums, that there are two new nuwmbeorz
of the * Schoolboys’ Own Library' on
zala thiz week. XNo. 09, “ The Bounder
of Greyfriars,” and No. 100, * His Own
Enemy ! ™ It's woll worth your while
reading one or both of "em |

Now a few worda about next week's
bumper programme. A pglance in my
littla black book tells me that we kick
off with another long, completa story
of your old favourites Vharton &
Co., of Greyfriars, entitled :

““BILLY BUNTER'S ELUNDER ™
By Frank Richards.

The title, of course, indicatea that Billy
Bunter iz well in the limelight, and such
being the case you can rest assured the

arn will bo the real goods. You can't
vo too much of Bunter, can you ¥

Next comes the second story in tho
amusing eeries of St. Sam’s yarns dealing
with Dr. Birchemall, the ** bird-man."
You'll be tickled to death with this latest
offusion from the of our laughter-
merchent, young Dicky Nugent.

Following this there will be another
gripping instalmout of Carney Allan’s
dirt-track serial:

“SPEEDWAY PALS | ¥

in which our young epeed merchant,
Jimmy Beresford, again finds himself at
E;:"I.E; with his cousin, Otto.
on, a8 o grand finale, anothor elieery
“ Come into the Otfiee, boys ! "
Make sure you order your copy early;

cliunsa
TOULR EDITOR.



A FULL-OF-THRILLS STORY OF AMAZING SCHOCLBOY ADVENTURE!
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Featuring Harry Wh rtn & Co. the famous chums of Greyfriars. By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Slight Misunderstanding !

L IME for Prep!™
E “Oh, blow prep!™
“ Bless prep!”
“"Hang prep!”

Mark Linley smiled.

Of the six cccupants of Sindy Neo. 1 in
the Remove passage at Greyfriars he
was, perhaps, the most enthusiastic in
the matter of acquiring knowledge, for
Mark was a scholarship boy.

Harry Wharton & Co. eyed eacl: ather
dismally.

It was only a short time since they
had rcturned to Greyfriars after their
trip to Hollywood, and, as was only
natural in the circumstances, they found
it a difficult matter to settle down to the
school routine.

The Famous Five had been telling
Mark Linley of their thrill-
ing experiences abroad in the
famous blm ety of Haolly- Who
wood—a subject, even Mark
agreed, of more interest than
prep. And so engrossed was
the scholarship boy 1n the
Famous Five's adventures
that he had failed to noto the
pdssape of time. Preparation
should have started twenty minutes or

more ago,

The schelarship ju

“Borry to go. '![ could listen to you
for hours,” he said. “ You chaps must
have had a wonderful timo in America.
We've miszed you in the Remove, but
you've returned just in time for the
cricket.”

Ho emiled at the five juniorz scated
round the table and moved towards the
door of the study. Bob Cherry made as
if to follow him, and then changed lis
mincl.

“Rless prep!” he said disgnstedly.

“The blessfulness and the blowinlness
of the ridiculons prepfulness is terrific, ™
murmurod Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
in his weird Enﬁlish;

““Hear, hear!”

1'T'Im Famous Five were agrecd upon
nat.

Mark Linley shook his head in the
direction of Bob Cherry, who was his
studymate, and departed.

pnior roso to his fectk.

“1 suppose I'd better go,” remarked
Bob Cherry  lugubriously. “0ld
Quelchy is extra strict on us since we
came back from America."

Harri.' Wharton laughed.

“Perhaps he thinks we've dodged
quite encugh Form work as it is."

“Well, wa have,” grinned Frank
Nugent. “While the Remove has been

riticing away at Latin and stuff in the
Torm-room we've becn enjoving  our-
selves iu America.”

“Rather!™

“5till, I for one am glad to be back,”
added Nugont, :

And ihere was a general nedding of
heads,

With all its charm and interest, its
hustle and bustle, America was not
comparable with Greviriars, in the
opinton of Harry Wharton & Co. The
cricket season was alveady in full swing

is the Masked Terror? That's what

the police of the world want to know.
And to Billy Bunter, the fat and fatuous
Removite, falls the glory and credit of

supplying the answer!

at QGreyfriars, and that meant keen
matches against their old rivals, Tom
Merry & Co. of Bt. Jim's, Courtenny
& gu. of Higheliffie, and Jimmy
Silver & Co. of Rookwood—attractions
which Grorge Washington's country
could not offer.

The Famous Five felt it waz good to
boe back amongst the old familiar faces
in the Remove, oven though it meant
hard work swotting in the Form-room,
under the eagle cye of alr Quelth, to
mako up the ground that had been lost.

Harrey Wharton glanced af his wateh.

“SBuppose we'd better make a start,”
ho said. " We don’t want to get on the
wWIong side of the Queleh bird !

L4 ﬂ [E.‘ﬂ!‘ t]l

Tap!

A Ennc]c at the study door put a chon
to further conversation, and a momeut
later Trotter, the lpagt', appeared.

He grinned at the Famous: Five cheer-
fully. Doubtless Trotter was as pleased
as anvone to gco Harry Wharton & Co.

- 7/

back at Greyiriars, for they always had
a good word and a smile for him, and
were generous in their tips
“Trot in, old scout!” said YWharton.
Trotter *trotted ” in,

“Which the ’'Fad wants master
Cherry,” he said.
‘iﬂh !‘IJ‘

Bob Cherry's face Iell. A summons
from. the Head was never exactly wel-
come, for wsually painful conzequences
attended it, and DBob was already
wondering what fresh misdemeanour of
his had reached the cars of Dr. Locke,
Although Bol Cherry had been back at
Greyiriars only a short time, there were
several little matters on his consecicnce,
such ns puiting treacle in a prefect's
slippere and preparing an “extra
epecial * booby-trap for the benefit of
(ﬁfmld Lodor, the unpopular prefect of
the Sixth.

Viewed through the eyes of
a juniar, theso things wera
just part and parcel of lifc at
Greylriars, ut thoro waa
not the slightest doubt that
Dr. Locke would not look
upon them o that light.

“Hurd cheese, Bob!" snid
Johpny Bull gympathetieally.

“You fairly” asked for it, you know,”
said Nugenf. *“Loder’s found out for
g cort thaf it was you who fixed that
booby-trap over his door.”

Wharton nodded. ]

“You were an ass to do it after bump-
ing intoe Carne in tho Sixth Form
passare, Bob.™

Dol Cherry grunted,

“You'rd o fine lot of Job's comforters,

I must say! 'That rolter Loder
descrved if, anyway., Faney giving a
cliwp six for sliding down the banisters !

Bab Chofry nover conld withstand {he
teinptation of sliding down the bnniﬂerﬁ
en outlet of boyish exnberance that ha
carned him alicking many a time and
oft.

“Retter not keep the beoak waiting,”
said Johnny Bull

“(reat Scott, no!” "

Already five minutes had elapzed since
Trottor, baving made the amouncement
that Cherry was wanted in Dr. Locke's

Tie Macxer Lisrany.—No. 1,108,
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* LONG COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. EVERY WEEK!

study, had depari-d4. Keeping the Head
of Greyfriars waiting was not likely to
appease his wrath. On the contrary, it
would doubtless serve only to increase it.

“ Better put some exercise books 1n

ﬂ?!:f I:izll.g'ﬂ, old chap,” suggested Nugent

ully.

TEFAIEE FI

Bob Cherry grinoped ruefully and left
the study. In response to hiz knock on
the door of Dr, ko's study a stern
but kindly voice bade him enter.

“You sent for me, sir?”

Bob's volce was quite steady, ulﬂ:_.uth
his heart was beating a trifle quickly.
The sight of the awe-nspiring figure of
the Head of Greyiriars ?’md that effect
on members of the Laower Schoal.

HAh G'hﬂ-'l‘l'j" lll
Dr. Locke adjuster! his pince-nes and
looked steadily at the Remove junior.

“Loder has told ime——" he began;
and Bob Cherry's face fell.

Apparently the unpepular Bixth Form
prefect had indeed discovered who had
placed that very special booby-trap over
the door of his study. :

Bob Cherry's mind worked amftlf’-
In the circumstances perhaps it would
be judicious to make a clean breast of

things. :

“I—1 own up," he said, his face
turning a deep shade of crimson.

Dr. Locke started.

“Wha-a-ati”

“T-—I did it, sir,” said Cherry falter-
ingly.

“You did it gasped the Head, peer-
.i.n$ at the Remove junior in amazement,
R ::!'ea, gir. It—it was only a ]-joke,
1T

“A joke? ejaculated Dr. Locke. A
joke? Bless my soull”

Bob Cherry bung his head. Apparently
a booby-trap, specially prepared with a
mixture of jam and soot and treacle,
with a liberal quantity of red and black
ink added to it, was anything but a joke
in the eyes of thoe Head of Greyfriars,
Really, now that Bob Cherry was before
the stern and majestic fgure of Dr,
Locke, he almost wondered himself how
he could have possibly regarded such a
booby-trap as a joke.

“I'm sorry, sir,” he said penitently.
“Perhaps it was o bit thick. It'll take
Loder hours of scrubbing to get the
awful stuff off his chivvy—Il mean, his
face,"
“* Bless my soul | .

“I'm willing to take my gruel, sir,”
added Bob C errf'.

A light of intel i‘genm began to dawn
on the incredulous features of Dr. Locke,
He regarded the Remove junior sterniy.

“Am I to understand that you are
making & voluntary confession?” he
asked.

Bob Cherry started.

1t ocourred to bim in a flash that
perhaps he had been a trifls hasty in
]]!umping to the conclusion that Loder
ad reported him for Gzing up that
booby-tra
retreat; he had committed himself,

“"Boy,” exclaimed Dr Locke in
thunderous tones, * from your own words
I gather that you have been guilty of
perpetrating some E_rm:t:cal joke on a
prefect, Is that sol

Bob Cherry gulped and nodded.

“Might I inquire the nature of this
practical joke!” asked tha Head, with a
Bhghl: inflection of sarcasm in hiz voice.

It—it—it——"" stammered Bob.

“Well?"

#Jt—it waz a booby-trap, sir.™

Bob got it out at last,

‘“Wha-a-at 1"

“A b-booby tramp, sir!”

For a moment a fHicker of a szmile
erossed the stern features of Dr. Locke,

Tae Micxer Lisrany.—No. 1,108,

But it was too late now to'

but Cherry was toe occupied with his
own dismayed thoughts to observe it.

“ Disgraceful I” snapped the Head.
“I will not tolerate this fOogrant dis-
regard of authority ! Loder is a prefect
vested with disciplinary wars  for
ke?mg law and order. It 18 unseemly
and disrespectful that you should make

[E]
:

him the butt of you. childish pranks

Bob squirmed. Ay that moment he
felt as big as the smallest fag in the
Second.

“When did you—ahem !—fix this—this
booby-trap 1

“ About an hour ago, sir!”

“Then it 15 quite ible that Loder
has not vet entered hie study,” said the

cad quickly. “He has been in this
rooin for the past two hours. Youn had
better proceed to his study without dela
and remove this—ahem ! —booby-trap.

“ Yes, sir.™

“And then return here immediately,”
added Dr. Locke.

"Yes, sir.”

Bob Cherrr turned on his heel and
departed. Ho mada for the Sixth Form
passage at & run. If he were in time to
remova that awful mixture of jam
and soot and treacle and ink, doubtless
his punishment at the hands of Dr.
Locke would not be so severo as it
would be if Loder received that booby-
trap over his devotad head.

Get these two new
numbers of
THE SCHOOLBOYS’
OwN LIBRARY.

No. 99. " The Bounder of

Greyfriars !

By Frank Richards.
“His Own Enemy | ™
By Owen Conquest.

No. 100,

COn Sale at all Newsagents.
Price Fourpence per Volume.

With mixed feelings the Removite
rushed along the passage silently cen-
suring himself for his impetuosity 1n
confessing to & si. when no confession
was necessary. In his mental preocccu-
pation he lost sight of the fact that the
descent of the booby-trap, afixed to the
top of the slightlv open door, entirely
depended on the door being swung opem.
In any case, to remove the booby-trap
it was necessary to enter the study.

Bob Eherri? did,
Swoooosh
" ¥Yaroooooooh ! Gug-gug-gug-gug !
Mummmmmmmm ™
Simultaneous with Bob’s entry the
contents of the booby-trap, zo carefully
repared, uwnuﬂed down 1m a flood over
Eia head and shouldersz, enveloping him
a3 in & garment.

THE SECOND CHAFTER.
Poeiiec Justice !
I ROOOOOUOGH! Oh crikey!

Mummmmmm "
Bob Cherry gasped and splut-
tered, andj gpluttered and
gasped, He resembled nothing so
much ass a Christy minstrel at that
moment  He gouged jam and soot and
ireacle from his eycs frantically,

“0Oh crumbs ! he spluttered. " Wow !
Groooooogh I

His clothes were covered in that awful
mixture. It dripped from every part of
him to the foor in a black and sticky
trail. Heally, it was a case of poetio
justice with a vengeance, but at that
moment the hapless Removite failed to
see any justice 1tthay awful calamity,

* Grooough 1

And at that moment Loder of the
Sixth came striding along the passage.
His eyes nearly start from their
sockets when he observed the awful con-
Eﬂmmnﬁm of soot and jam and ink
that swamped the floor in the region of
his study, as he perceived the diminu-
tive form of a junior, ynrecognisable at
the moment, frantica'ly gouging that
clinging mixture from hee face,

“¥ou young scoundrel !*

Loder’s eyes glittered. He did not
need telling that the booby-trap—for a
booby-trap it obviously was—had been
intended for him; the unpopular pre-
fect of the Bixth held no ilusions as to
his popularity amongst the Lower Forms
at Greyfriara. And the thought that he
might, but for soms secident that must
have bappened, have been in the shoes
of Bob Cherry at that moment, made
him grind his teeth with rage.

“Who sre youi” he demanded
harshly, keeping at s safe distance from
th&t fearful mixture,

Grooooough 1” Bob still clawing
handfuls of the “puxturs® from his
Ia.r:e!n and hair, hardly heard the pre-
fect’s words. His vocabulary, for the
nonce, was confined to such expressions
28: “"Mummmmmm! Wow! Gug-
gugggggeg 1

Loder peered closely at the inkvy face
of the Removite and recognised :En it
outline the features of Bob Cherry.

“Cherry I" ha roared. *“You youn

scoundrel! I'll flay you alive for {hin !E
Grooooagh 1"

The prefect ground his teeth with rage.
At that moment he would have dearly
liked to give the jumior the licking of
his life. But that garment of soot and
ink and d]um proved a formidable bar-
rage, and, for the moment, at any rate,
cflectively prevented him from indulg-
ing his anger, Real', il was a contre-
temp, az the novelists say, which found
Gerald Loder hopeless to solve, To
comea to close guarters with Bob Cherry
at that moment would mean that a con-
giderabla portion of the inky mixture
would transfer itsel’ to the person of
Gerald Loder., In the circumstances,
Loder’s wrath would have to keep, a
fact that made the Sixth-Former more
furious than ever

There was a rustle of & gown close
bandy, and Loder turning, saw the
majestio Head of i}mﬁrmm approach-
ing. The prefects face tr:u:E on a
malignant expression. He regarded it
a3 a propitious moment for the Head to
make his advent, beine. of eourse, un-
aware of Dr, Locke’s knowledge of the
booby-trap.

The Head continued his stately tread
along the Sixth Form passage, but a lot
of that stateliness departed when, into

his line of wvision, camo tho hapless
figure of Bob Cherrv.

“Bless my soul!” he geasped.
" Lodor—*

“This yuunf: scoundrel—" began the
prefect angrily, but the Head cut him
short.

* Better languagoe please, Loder ™ ho
said. “I am aware of some of the cir-
cumstances of this—thia outrage !™

“Obh!" Loder wa- taken nback

“1 summoned Cherry to my study =
few moments ago, as you Lknnw,” went
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on the Head, “and he confessed to
fizing a—ahem [—boobys-trap over your
door.”

“Oh!"” gasped the prctect. Why
Cherry, once having taken the trouble
to prepars that booby-trap, should con-
foss to Dr. o that he had done &0
amazed Him, and the Head, sccing his
i;!-_utﬂniahment. proceeded to enlighten

im.

“(Cherry was obviously labourin
under the misapprehension that I ha
sent for him in conncchion with some
misdemeanour,” he said, “and forth-
with confessed tc having played a prac-
tical joke on you.™ ,

“0Oh!" gasped Leder for the third
time. A ;

“8o 1 immediately sent him elong to
vour study to remove the—ahem !—
offendin booby-tra !* added Dr.
Locke, “He BppPears to have suffered as
& consequence.”’

There was a twinkle of amusement
in the Head’s grey eyes which Loder did
not observe, Beneath the sternness and
digpity which cloaked Dr. Locke so well
as headmaster of Greyiriars lurked =
sense of humour whic. time end caves
of office had not obliterated.

“ Ahem!” The Head coughed, and
then turned his attention to the writh-
ing figure of tharjunim in Loder's door-
way. “Cherry !

“Grooough! Oh dear!” gasped that
luckless junior,

“Cherry [ repeated the Head sternly.

“Yow! Yes sir! Grouugg!” ]

“You—ahem !—appear to thae wvic-
t#im of the childish prank youv intended
to play on & prefeot ™

“CGrocoough I mumbled Cherry, look-
ing & woebegone figure beneath that
garment of soot and ink  “Mmmmm !”

“It would secem to be o case of poetic
justice,” continued the Head,”and, in
tho circumstances, I shall not punish you
further. You will——"'

“But, =ir!” stormed Loder, hardly
eble to believe his ears. “Is that young
rotter to go unpunished for playing this
sbominable trick
- "Silence, Loder !’ :
sternly. “I have already said that 1
consider hiz punishment sufficient!™

The profect ground his teeth and re-
lapsed into silence. Dut if looks could
have killed, the luckless Cherry would
have expired on the spot.

“Yon will procced to the bath-room
and remove that—ahem !—eoncoction
from your person.” eaid the IHead,
addressing his remarks to Cherry, “and
then present yourself in my study.”

* Groooough! Yessie ! mumbled
Cherry wretchedly.

And ho crawled off along the Sixlh
Form passage, leaving an inky and
sticky trail bLehind him,

“Loder,” snid Dr. Locke, “yon will
instruct Closling to elear up this mess ot
onco [

" Yes, sir,” said the prefect sulkily.

And Dr. Locke departed with rusthing
gown, allowing his sense of humour and
his facial museles more play now that it
was no longer nccessary to show »
stern front to e prefect and & reeal
citrant junior, which showed that re-
vercd old Ilead, despite his years, wos
gz much o Loy at heart as any adult.

Gerald Taoder ?:m. after tho Head
of Greyfriars with [eclings too deop for
words., and then he strodo off to find
the school porter, The Head had de-
clarcd that the punishment of Dob
Clhoerry was safficient, bt Toder was
determined to “tale it out of him ™ aa
soon as & sale opportunity prescented
itzclf, which was & poo solaco but tho
on'y ong in the ciremmmslaneces.

said the Head
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As Bob Cherry pushed open the study door the contents of the booby frap swooped
down in & flood over his head and shoulders, enveloping him as In a garment.
Swoosh ! * Grooooogh ! Oh, crikey ! Mummmm ! ** The Removite gasped
and spluitered as he gouged jam and soot and ireacle from his eyes and mouth

and nose,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Good News!

I A, ha, ha!” ;
H *Oh, my giddy aunt!”
“Who is ity

A roar of laughler grected
thie hapless Bob Cherry as he appearcd
in the Remove passage. On all =ides
study doors were apening and inguiving
heads were being  thrust out, their
owners anxious to discover what all the
commotion was aobout. Tt took some
time for the Removites to. dizeover the
identity of the black and sticky object
who trailed along their guarters, amd it
was left to IIarold Skinver lo solve the
puzzle, as it were,

“It's Cherry !

“h, my hat!”

“1Ta, ha, Lial!™

Dob Cherry blushed a decp erinzon
under his face ma<k of root and ink.
He had o keen sense of the ridicnlous,
JlltuL he realized what an oljeet he must
ank.

“0Oh erumbz! he groancd.
awful 1™

Tho door of Study No. 1 opened, andd
ITntey Whoeton & Co. looked out. INext
minule they too sighted the black and
sticky  figure erawling towards the
Itemove staircase,

“This is

(See Chapter 1.)

“"Ha, ha, hal”

The chivms of the Retwove doubled up
with laughter.

“Who is ¥
length.
11_*‘.,11:,] Shinner hLaslencd to aeguaing
1itin.

“It's Chevey !

ITarty Wharton & Co.'s
slop I'I(:d on the instaut.

£ ,'J.:;IJ'

“ Whom "
. "Cherry!" grinned the cad of the
Remove,

“Oh, preat Seott!™

Harry VWhartton, J-l::hhﬂ}' BI.I!.II Franuk
Nugent, and Hurree Singh ran after
the disappearing figure of their chum.
Thev reached him with a rush.

“What's hoppened, Dob "

“Mummmm!”

asied Wharton  ab

langhter

“How did you get in thizs awiul
ginlet”
“Grooocough ! greancd el

And it was not unti]l the litile proces-
rion had reacled the bath-room  that
Tol's chuma were in Tull possession of
ihe facts. Naturally they were sympa-
thetie, but that did not stifla  their
langhter. There was  something
ludierously comic in Bob himself haviog

Tne Macser Lismany.—No. 1,108,
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received the mixzture which he had pre-

pored with such care and thoughtful-
nass, although Bob Cherry could not
sce aoything comio in it

“Poor old Bob!”

“Ha, ha, hal"

“You cackling asseal” snorted

Cherry, divesting himself of his sticky

garments, “ Blessed if I sea anything
1o chortle about ™
" Abhem 1"

Wharton obligingly turned on the hot
water tap of the bhath; Nugent and
Johnny Bull rushed off to the dormitory
to 731 their chum a change of clothes,
whilst Hurree Singh gingerly pushed
the inky and sooty clothes into a far
corner of the bath-room,

Then for the next half hour Bob
scrubbed and rubbed until his  skin
resembled the colour of a lobster,
Despite all his efforts with a plentiful
supply of hot water and scap and a
lcrpl.ﬁugiﬂ -brush, however, traces of
ithat awful booby-trap still remained.

“QOh dear!” he muttered, mrm:vinf;
himeelf in tha mirror. “Thia is awfulI”

His chums managed to keep straight
faces. Despite o bhumour of the
situatign they were feeling very eorry
for their chum. Being the victim of a
}ma:i[hg-trap like that was really rotten

UcH.

“ ¥ou don't look so bad, old scout!™
gaid Wharton, running a critical eye
over a Bob Cherry newly swept and
garnished, so to speak,

“Brrri’ Bob Cherry was not in a
mood for converzation. He proceeded
to brush and comb hia hair, which still
showad traces of jam and soot, sur-
veyed himielf again in the mirror, and
then made tracks for Dr. Locke's study.

He was conscious of his embarrass-
m.nt when he presented himzelf before
the Head once again,

“Ah! Come in, my boy!"

Dr. Lotke gave the Removite one,
swiit, shrowd glance as if to ascertain
what afforts he had made to clean him-
zelf, affected not to notice the linger-
ing truces of ink and soot that wore still

to be seen, and then motioned him to
a chair,
wondered what

Bob Cherry
coming next.

“I was about to tell you, my boy,
when 1 summoned you here before, that
your unecle, Sir William Cherry, has
been in telephonic communication with
me—or, rather, Loder1”? 3

"Lu:ierl" said Bob Cherry involun-

was

tarily.

The Head smiled. .

“Loder and 1 have been going over
some Greek papers, and I left him here
while I went along to seo Mr. Prout.
It was during my absence that your
uq?lghﬂ!}uned. der took the message.”

“It appears that Sir William is hold-
ing a tion at his house to-morrow,
and that he would like you and your
chums to spend the evening with him
as his guests.”

“0Oh, siel” :

Bob Cherry's eyes glistened,

His uncle, a Greyfriaxs Old Boy, had
lataly returned from China, and had
taken up residence on the outskirts of
Courtfield, a circumstance Bob had
viewed with pleasure, for he was very
fond of his uncle.

Bir William was a rtsman—" ane
of the best,” as Harry Wharton & Co.
had declared at their very first meet-
ing. An evening spent in his company,
and at his big house at Courtfield,
would be a rare treat, Sir William
being a host who entertained on a
lavish scale. But as Bob Cherry re-
membered his recent conduct hia face
fell. In the circumstances, it was
hardly likely that Dr. Locke would give
hiz consent fto Sir William Cherry's
request.

Dr. Locke smiled slightly as he read
the thought that passed in the junior’s
mind.

“In wiew of your recent bohaviour,

Cherry,” he said, "I hardly know
whether to let you gnd your chums
attond this reception. But——"

Ho broke off and smiled as hLe
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observed the clouent pleading in the
eyes of the Remove junigr.

“PBut there are times when it is pos-
sible to overlook certain boyish pranks.
Added to which Sir William is a Gray-
friars Old Boy, and a friend of mine,
and I would like to oblige him1"™

“0h, sirl”

“In the circumstances, therefore, you
and six of your friends may absent
yourselves from school to-morrow even-
ing unti]l midnight.”

“Hurrah " exclaimed Bob
tarily.

“Bir William stated that he would
send a car to fetch you and bring you
back," added the Head,

“0Oh, good!” gasped Bob, “I mean,
yes, sir.

Bob's eves were shining.

“That 15 all, my boy,” concluded Dr.
Locke. “You may go. Before you
leave the school to-morrow kindly let
me have the names of the boys you
intend to take with you,”

“Yes, sir,” said Bob. "Thank you.
!il‘ Eu

He turned to the doorway, when once
more the Head's voice rang out:

“Cherry "

Bob turned.

“1 would recommend a little more
“Eplmtlnn of soap and hot water—and
the energetic use of a scrubbing-hrush
before you present yourzelf at Bir
William's house to-morrow. Tho back
of your ears—"

he Head smiled over his gincﬂ-naa,
and Cherry’s face turned a deep red.
He was conscious that traces of that
booby-trap still remained.

He blurted out something in his con-
fusion, and then closed the door behind
him. co in the passage, however, all
Bob'’s natural exuberance returned. He
let out a wild whoop of excitement, and
then rushed off to tell his chums the
good news. He found them all in

tudy No. 1, just finishing theip prep.

Bob burst into the study like a
miniature cyclone,

“Hurrah!” he roared; and caiching
hold of Harry Wharton he began to
waltz that astonished youth round the

involun-

room. “Hurrah!”

“Here, hold on!” protested the cap-
tatn of the Remove. *“Are you
potty ™

Bob Cherry grinned and relcased his
amazed chum. The other members of
the Famous Five looked on puzzled
all of them wondering whether Hob had
suddenly taken leave of his scnses.
This wus & very diffcrent Bob from tho
one they had scen a short timo age,

But when he cxplained what  had
transpired in tho Head’s study Harry
Wharton & Co.s faees were very
bright. An ovening’s outing at Sir
Wilhlam Cherry’s pluace was gomething
to ‘jfnk forward to. £

“1 say, won't it be ripping?" ex-
Elﬂ.i:lu!u']'&.:!III Wharton. Wi
B"fi}ir William’s o brick ! said Johnny

ull,

“Rather!™

“T1 & & couple of aunts and an
uncle for him, old chap,” said Nugent,

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“I'll take Mauly and Mark Linley
with us,” said Bob Chorry thoughtfully
as ho sat down at the etudy table.
“The Head said 1 can take six. Isn't
he a rare old sport 1"

“Rather!”

“1 say, old chap,” said Wharton sud-

denl:r;l “ You haven't dono Your
prep: )

The breezy smile faded from Dob
Chorry's face: never could con-

he
template anyti’:ing in the nature of
school work with a smile, for he was
essentially o junior of muscle and
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physical cnergy rather than of brain—
lwnrmidnblu fellow on the playing
fields and in the gym; a plodder in the
Form-room:.

“You'd better nﬂt‘?ﬂ on the wrong
gide of old Quelchy if we're going out
to-morrow,” said Wharten, “or ﬂh-ﬂ
might put the kybosh on the invite.

“Oh crumbal” 3

The thought of that was sufficient to
induce Bob to open hias books, and he
sat down, with a wrinkle in his brow,
to prepare a passage from the Enid.

e

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Takes a Chance !

i OW'S this tief”

H Bob Cherry turned a per-
spiring face from the mirror
in the Remove dormitory and

eyed his cliums hopefully.

It was the following evening, and the
Famous Five, Mark Linley and Lord
Mauleverer, were putting the finishing
touches to their toilet in readinesa for
their departure for Sir William Cherry's
house. f

Bob Cherry had wreztled with soveral
refractory ties for half an hour or more,
but none of them seemed to satisfy Lim,

Mark Linley smiled and came to the
TRSCUD.

“Here, lot ma tie it for i.‘uu. Baoh."

Bob breathed a sigh of relief, Ho was
anxious to look as smart as possible
when he presented himself at his uncle’s
house, but “dressing up,” as ho re-
garded 1t, was not his forte.

Mark Linley soon had that refractory
tie in order, and them Dol surveyed
himzelf in the mirror onece agam.

“This blessed hair of mino won't lie
down,” he grunted.

*Curly bhair ien't expected to, old
soout,” said Harry Wharton, with &
grin, “Leave it alone; it leoks top-

pl i“.

ﬁ% say, you fellows—"

A fat voice squeaked into the Remove
dormitory, and next momont the [lat
owner of it came into view.

“ Buzz off, Buntar 1"

“Oh, reslly, Cherry——""

Nobody took any notice of Billy Bun-
ter just then. On this oceasion, more
than any other, the room of the Owl of
the Remove was much mora preferabla
to his company. Already the ear that
was to take the (reyfriars party lo
Courtfield had been waiting o quarter
of an hour.

William Ceorge Bunter snorvied and
rolled up to the p:ll':,[l(.

#*Y gay, Cherry, old chap—>"

i ]}ﬁn t !lf

“Don’t what?"” asked Dunter.

Bob Cherry turned from the mirror,
hair-brush in hand.

“Don't say * Cherry, old chap,’ or ]
ghall dot you with this brush like that.”

"“Whoooop 1"

Billy Bunter let out a roar as the
brush tapped against his bullet bead,
and he staggered back against o bed,
Next moment there was a roar from
Johnny Bull. L

“Took out, you fat idiot!
hat [

Crunch !

Johnny Bull'a warning eame too lale,
for Bunter spread himself over Johnny'a
best topper with disastrous results to
that picce of headgear.

“Yarooooh [

Bunter let out another howl as the
infuriated Johnny Bull rushed at him,
grasped his podgy nose between finger
and thumb, and wrenched him off the

Mind my

“You clumsy idiot!” roarcd Bull.
“ Look at my hat ™

PRICE
TWOPENCE.

“Wow! Oh dear|”

Bunter's fifteen stone had not im-
proved Bull's best Bunday topper; on
the contrary, it bad rutned it com-
pletely, and had changed its appearance
into something that resembled a com-
cortina more than a silk hat.

Johnny Bull glared at the ruined
topper, and then he glared nt Bunter.
Why ou fat rotter!” roared

Johonny. *“I'll smash you!"”

And ho advanced on the Owl of the
Remove with fury in his eye.

Harry Wharton interposed.

*Hold on, Johony ™ )

Johony Bull glared at the captain of
the Remove.

“Look at my hat!” he exclaimed.
“It's ruined!™

Wharton obligingly looked at the hat
and smiled faintly. Undoubtedly that
hat was ruined.

“Let ma get at that fat idiot and I'll
burst him 1" stormed Johnny Bull.

Wharton Frippad him by the arm.

“It wasn't quite Bunter’s fault,” he

said.

“Look at my hat!"” That ecomed lo
be all Johnny Bull was capable of say-
ing. “Look at my hat " .

"Oh, really, Bull,” said PBunter
peevishly, “It was Cherry's fault,
really, The beast made me fall on it!"

“Why, you silly idiot——"" began Bob

A MacneT pocket-knife has been
awarded to: Jack Mills, of 52,
Lannoy Read, New Eltham, S.E.9,
for the following amusing joke :

Man {(employed by Seot) : 1
have been here for ten days doing
the work of three men for one
man’s pay, and now | want a risa.™

Beot: 1 doot iF | can gi‘e ve
that, but if ya'll tall me the names
of tju:. ither twoe men I'H sack
fam

Mow whj' Jun:-'r. you other fellows
have a tht at winning one of these
useful prizes # You auppl the

laugh, and I'll supply the penknife !

Again Wharton interposed.

“Might I remind you chaps that the
cnr's been waiting over a quarter of an
hour. We don't want to waste time juw-
in& here.” .

ohony Bull snorted. He picked up
lis damaged Lhat and tried to straighten
it out—but little success attended his
cfforta.

“Look ot my hat!™

“The ruinfulness of the csteemed hak
iz preposterousfully complete,” purred
Inky sympathetically,

“Begoad, it is rother domaged,™
drawled Lord Mauleverer. * Perhaps I
may be allowed Lo offer you the loan
of ane of mine, dear bo

L}
A lot of the wrath fnj'ud from Jolmny Co

Bull's face as Lord Mauleverer mado
that offer.

“That's jolly decenl of you, Mauly,"
lie said gratefully.

“Not a bit of 161" smiled his lord-
ship.  *1elp yourself.”

o pointed to his wardrobo in which
worae soveral hat-boxes, for the school-
boy carl was very fastidious in sartorial
mattera, and posacssed the biggest ward-
rolw of any boy at Greyfriars,

Johnny DBull treated Billy Bunler to
another glare, and then procceded to
solect o topper from Lord Mauleverer's
storc. Forfunately ho wore Lho samne
sizn 03 tho slacker of the Remave.

“T say, you fellows—"" Degan
Dounler. '

#0Oh, roll away, Duntor!™

“"Buzz off 1

Billy Bunter snorted. I

“1 think you might hevo included
yn}&r best pal in the party, Cherry,” he
gaid.

Oncs mora Bob
brushing his curly
“Eh? 1 have!” i

“Then he's to come with you to Bir
William's place?” aszked Bunter.

“Of course!” said Bob, paying more
attontion to his hair than to Bunter's
words.

Billy Bunter smiled. :

“That's good of you, old chap. I wish
you'd let me known carlier. As it is
vou chaps will have to wait for me while
I chango.”

19 E]lt" .

“What's the fat idiot gassing about M

“1 shan't be mere than half an hour,”
continued the Owl of the Remove. © The
car can wait, and when I cxplain mattera
te your uncle, Dob, old chap, he'll
understand.”

“Ehi"

“0f course I shall have to borrow a
few things,” went on Bunter. "My
best clothes haven't been unpacked, and
they'ro certain to be [ull of creases,
Still, I can borrow one of Mauly'
jackets—"

“Oh, begad ™

“ And Wharton's socks—" _

“¥You leave my things slone!” said
Wharton,

Bunter appeared to reflect.

“And Nugent's dress shoes will just
about fit mo—-=" .

Bob Cherry gave o final brush to his
hair and turned to Buntor,

“ Now what is 1t you'ro ing about,
old fat man?™ he illl]q:.lirecl{]. e

The Owl of the Remove smiled.

“I shan't keop you long,” he said I
hope you've given in my nemo lo the
Head, Cherry.”

Hob looked perplexed.

“What on earth are yvou burbling
about? Why should I give in your name
to the Head "

“"Well, you've just ssid that you're
taking vyour best pal with you,” said
Buntor tatuously, )

“That's correct,” said Bob, “ What-
ton's coming.”

“YWharton—"

Bob nodded.

Billy Bunter glared.

“But 1'm your best pal, old chap,” he
exclaimed. * Look at the way I looked
after yon in America. Look at the way
I've looked alter you over sines we came
back to the school.”

Bob Chierry crinned.

“Bleseed if I've noticed it.” he said,
“T've noticed the wny wvou've looked
after my grub, if that's what you mean,
you fat raider."”

“"Oh, really, Chorry—

The pained expression in the podgy
face of the Owl of the Remove raised a
roar of laughter from Harry Wharton &

ri-_laqﬂn:::i in the task of
air.

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Run awey, old fat man,” said Dob
chearfully. “Weo're lato as 1t is without
wasting morn time listening to you wag-
ging your chin.”

“Puk I say—=" ’

“Wait #1ll we've gone,” grinned
Wharton. " And then you can wag your
chin a5 much as vou Like”

“ 0, really, Wharton—"

Bobk Cherry glanced round at the

parcty.
“All ready ¥ i -
“Av. ay!" =aid Nogent, with X
chueklo. i :
“Lead on, Maeduff! grinned

Jolinny Dull, whose good-lumonr vas
now fully restorad. .
Tue Muoxir Lismany,—No. 1,108,
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“The readyfulness is terrific,” said
Inky, with a dusky smile,
“Good 17 said Bob., “Let's get off,

then |
i wait for me—" 7yellad

£ I HF}-
Bunter,

The chums of the Remove filed out of
ithe dormitory, regardless of Billy
Bunter's injunetion. The fat junior
irailed after the party. 3

“1 sdy, Bob, old chap, wait for me!"”

“ Btep it out, you meu !” urged Bob.

Billy Bunter glared

“Beast | I say, Wharton, old iel-
ow—"

The captain of the Remove heard, but
heeded not.

“Rotter |’ roared Bunter wrathfully.
“ MNugent, old chap—"

Nugent was smitten with sudden deaf-
ess,

“Yah | Milk-sop!” exclaimed Bunter.
“Wait for me, Mauly, old fellow—"

Lord Mauleverer npymred to be deep
in conversation with Johnny Bull.

“Rotten slacker | roared Bunter
indignantly. “¥ah! I wouldn't go to
tha rotten party, not if Cherry asked
me on ben knees "

The Removites had reached the School
House steps  Out in the guad was a
targe Daimler saloon car. The liveried
chauffeur opened the door of the car
when he sighted the juniors, and one by
ona they scrambled in. r%llhf Bunter

watched sthem half enviously and half
wrathiully from the School House steps.
“ Rotters |® he murmured. * Belfish

rotters 1
_ Buddenly a gleam came into the fat
junior's eyes.

The chanffeur had slammed the door
of the car shut and was already mount-
ing to his seat ot the wheel, The engine
broke into action. Then William George
Bunter aoted. With' surprising speed for
one of such bulk he dashed down the
Bchool House steps and jumped for the
luggage-grid at the back of the car just
a4 7t started to move off.

Gasping hrea.th!e:ns(lly he scrambled on
the luggage-grid an held on as if for
dear life. Then he grinned, and finally
a soft chuckle escaped mim.

“Ha, hs, ho| The rotters are jolly
well not going to leave me out of it
aftor all I’

The car gathered speed and passed
through the c¢pen gales, exciting the
envy of several juniors who were either
strolling in or strolling out. There were
roars of laughter when Billy Bunter was
spotted, clinging to the luggege-grid
like a fat spider to its web; but
although Harry Wharton & Co. heard
the laughter, they did not realise at
whom it was directed, or the cause of it.
They were chatting about the il.‘.-l]ﬁ
eveuing that lay in front of them, a
unconscious that Willlam George
Bunter, the lagt person they would have
desired to have with them on that
oceasion, ways within a few feet of them.

Billy Bunter had accomplished the
first park of the invitation, so to speak,
and 1t remained to sea how he would
negotiate the next stage. That serious
trouble would be his reward when Dr.
Locke learned of his absence from Grey-
friars without leave did not worry Billy
Bunter just then: he had 'a habit of
making tho moat of the moment and of
letting the future take care of itself.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Qut of the Past!

“ U want me, Marsded 1
Sir William Cherry looked
up from the lacquered writing-
desk in his study ns his

poecretary appeared in the room.

Tae MiGRET LIBRARY.~No. 1,108,

“Yes, sir,” answered Marsden. “Tho
evening mail—"

Sir William smiled and held out a
hand for the salver on which reposed a
fairly extensive collection of letters,

“I think we might let those wait over

until the morning, what?” he =aid
gejlialb'. “To-night we enjoy our-
solves.

“Yery pood, eir,® was Marsden's

respectiul reply.

e was o tall, slim, good-looking man,
but there was something about him that
suggested the neurotie, in striking comn-
trast to his master, who was heavy of
build, muscular to a degree, wifix a
hﬁu-ll'.l:l:.l' tan in_his cheeks which bespoke
B life of orderliness and careful living.

“Everything is in readiness for your

guests,”  ventured Marsden, “The
e.pugiai orchestra from London has just
grrived.”

“Good ! eaid Sir Willlam. “You

will sea to their comfort.”
Marzden allowed a flicker of a smile

to cross his pale face.
“1 have done that already, Bir
Willtam.”

“You think of everything, Marsden !
remarked the baronmet. "1 don't know
what I should do without you !

“You are very kind, sir |

The secretary bowed
vacated the room.

Bir William eyed the pile of cor-
respondence idly. In an abstracted
fashion he noted that the majority of
the letters bore & foreign stamp with
the engraving of the youthful Emperor
of China’s head upon it. The baronet
smniled. Thosa letters, he knew, were
from old friends in China, where e had
spent twenty years of his life.

“It's nica to bhe remembered,” he
murmurad to himself.

Ha pulled out a cigar-caze, selected a
Havana, and carefully lit it. Then he
loun back in a comfortable chair,
and soon blue clouds of fragrant smoke
wara writhing ceilingwards. Through
the haze Sir William again saw the mle
of correspondenca on tho salver, i5
attention was drawn to a small pa-c]-mﬁa.

oF

and =ofltly

measuring ne more than two inec
square,
© “Wonder what that is#” he multered,

And curiosity getting the better of
him, he stretched out & hand and tock
the package.

The writing on the label was unknown
to him, and the postmark was Soho,
London. ;

In a moment Sir William had cut the
string of the small parcel and was turn-
ing aut the contents. ese proved to
bo a peculiarly shaped gold ring, re-
gonbling the fabled dragon, the ayes
of which -were set with two well-oub
rihies,

“Now whare on earth have T seen this
ring before?” murmured SBir William.

And the brief note that aceompanied
the ring supplied the answer:

“This ring belonged 1{o your
father. Accept it from one who knew
him well.”

There was no signature to the note;
nothing to indicate from whom it
emanated, for the writing, identical
with that on the label of the parcel,
was unknown to the baronel. )

“That's rather queer,” murmured Sir
William. “Bvy gad! I remember the
rving mnow! The old guvnor used to
wear it when I was a kidl ‘Wonder
who sent it to me, and how it came into
his possession ¥ ]

For a long time the baronet gave him-
self up to reflection, but at the end of 1t
he was still no wizer as to who had sent
him the ring. With a smile he slipped
it on his finger,

“Well, it’s very nice of somebody—
very nice indeed 1" ho said, *The ring’s
worth a fair amount of money, too, as
far I can judge”

“ Exactly twenty pounds, 8ir William [*

The baronet started violently and
turned in his chair as that unfamiliar
voice broke in.

“Good gad 1™

Standing about three feet away was
a tall, masked figure, in an immaculate
suit of evening clothes, And in the
right hand of the newcomer gleamed an
automatio which he slowly raised until it
came on & level with Sir William's
Leart.

“Good gad ! exclaimed Sir William,
“Who are you? And what fool’s game
15 thisi®

The neweomer bowed slightly.

“ My ndme is unknown to you, sir,” he
said, 1n & voice which at once sugges
the foreigner. “As to the other
question, this is no fool’s game.”

Sir William's eves blazed. He half
rose in his chair to ring the bell on the
writing-desk, but an ominous movement
Il:rll: the wicked-looking automatio stopped

im,

“Pleasa don’t move, 8ir William,”
said the masked stranger. “You and I
Hgva an important piece of business to

13CLES.

*“ Business I spnapped the baronet.
“Do you think I am in the habit of
doing business with a man who hasn't
the courage to show his face, with &
man who forces himself unasked on my
privacy, who speaks of business behind
a loaded gunt”

He rose to his feet as he spoke, and
there was s glitter in his oyes that
indicated his intention of rushing upon
the armed stranger. It was momentary,
for barely bad the baronet stood erect
than & strange giddiness came over him,
and he pressed his hand over his heart.

A mocking laugh, low and sibilant,
oscaped the masked stranger as he
watched Bir William sway unsteadily on
his feet,

“1 would suggest that you be scated
again.” !

Tt was good advice, and involuntarily
Sir William carried it out. His faco
had gone a deathly pallor, his throat
was dry, and there was a faint tinge of
blue creeping to the edge of his lips.

“1 feel ill I” he muttered. “ T feel—"

“ As if you were dying,” supplemented
the stranger, “In that you are right.”

The baronet’s eyes fixed on him in a
glassy, terrified stare.

“What do you sayi" he asked feebly.
“What fiendish business is this®”

For aenswer the masked strangoer
smiled and then seated himself in a
chair close to the baronet.

“Do you remember the ring

Sir Willlam started and instinctively
gazed at the ting that glittered on his
right hand. at did this masked
terror know of the ring?l

The stranger's next words were lo
eniighten him. ’

“Tt was I who sent you that ring—or,
rather, my society.” _ :

“Your —your soctety " said Sire
William faintly.

The stranger nodded.

“Tha Rafia.” :

A light of understanding dawned on
the pale face of tho baronet. Who had
not heard of the dreaded Corsican
society—the Rafia? In every portion of
the globe the hand of the Rafia had been
felt. Who was its chief, who were its
members, wers questions that had per-
plexed the police of the world.

But what had the dreaded Rafia to do
with 8ir William Cherry? The expres-
sion of amazement on the baronet’s face
did not pass the stranger unheeded.

“¥ou are wondering what the Rafia
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Eilly Bunter let out a rear as Bob Cherry lunged at him with the hair-brush, and he staggered agalnst a bed. Nexi moment

there was a roar from Johnny Bull.

is doing im the bouse of Sir William
Cherry, Bart, eh? I will tell you. ¥Your
fathor was a member of it.”
“Wha-a-at?” Despito tha weakness
that gripped him, Sir William sat bolt
upright, his hands clutching the arms
of tﬁn chair until the knuckles showed
wi:i%ﬂ through the skin. * What do you
B
?i‘lm stranger smiled mockingly. )
“That, perhaps, surprises you," he said

soltly, “¥You it is true. As a starting-
point of proof let me remind you of the
ring."”

l:ﬁh [M

“Your fathor, as 1 have said, joined
onr society when he was & man of thirty.
Mow, now! Don’t get excited, for you
will want every ounce of strength you

szess bofore I am  finished. Your
ather, then, was one of us—="

“You lie!™ gasped 8Sir William
hearsely. “My father, o baronct, a
member of your accursed  zociety?
Nover "

The masked stranger shrugged Lis
sharulders, i .

“1 will convinee you, then,” he eaidl
“Your father was of an inguisitive turn
of mind. He stumbled across our sedrct
when he visited Corsica in company witl
a friend Hoa attended one of our meot.
ings. He was discovered, and death was
Ly rights his duo.”

“(Good heavens!” The perspiration
was standing out in beads on the
baronet's head. *“ My [lather?”

“Your father,” said the stranger, with
a grim nod. * Death would have been
his portion but for the regrettable weak-
ness of our chicf. Your father begged
on his knces to be spared. Ho spoke of
vou, a child of ten, of hiz wife, your
mother. For their rakes Lo [:!mul'-c {or
his life.”

“Good gad!™ )

“And your father's lifc was spared

* Look out, you fat ldlot ! Mind my hat [ ** Crunch ;

late. (See Chapler 4.)

on certain conditions,” went on tho
stranger earncstly, “Ono was that be
became one of us; that he contributed
to our funds; that he fulfilled our vows
and obligations. His name, his signa-
ture, is upon our rolls. The ring he left
with us as token of good faith.’ ;

Bir William, deathly pale, collapsed in
hkis chair,

“That ring you NoW WOAT Upon your
finger—that ring has been 2o treated that
the wearer of it becomes infected with a
deathly poison the moment he wears it
noxt to }‘iiﬂ- skin,”

Fechly the baronet lifted the hand that
waora the ring and gazed at it glassily.

“Tiny ncedles have been raised on the
inner surface of the ring,"” explained the
stranger, “and on cach of those needles
is enough poison to kill twenly men
stronger than von are—or were,” he
minloﬁ

“Merciful heavens'™

“Ihere is no antidete known to the
medical profession. The secret lics with
the Itafia and with me, their agent.
Listeu carclully 1"

The masked
Lireath.

“The Rafia demands ilz due of forts
1lrorisaid rn‘:nttm]s."

“YWhat”

“Let mo explain,” broke in the masked
strangor. ™ ll'hl the foundations of the
gocicty ihe obligutions of a [ather fall
npon the son until such time as the Rafia
lias no further need of him. Your
father ix <dead; his vows fall to you to
fullil. We demand, as is our right, the
sum of forty thousand pounds.”

““Forty thowsand pounds?” said Eir
William weakly.

Tho stranger nodded.

“In exchange for your life. Unless
vou agree to do ont hidding you will

e a dead man within twenty-four hours.
You wili, if von are 3 wige man, agree.™

stranger paused for

Bull’s warning came to®

Again the baronet zkripped the arma
of his chair until the knuckles gleamed
white under the tenzion.

“Never!” he said  thickly, “You
murderous hound! Not even for life
itself would I give in to that demand !

The masked stranger shrugoed his
shoulders indifferently.

“ Just as you like,” ho zaid mockingly.
“You are worth a million pounds or

more. What 1s forty thousand to you?
What is life to yout _ .

“You munrderous dog!™ said Sir
Williamrn  faintly, “I'll have you

arrested ! I'll summen the police !

A mocking laugh was the responso to
that ontbnrst. )

“You can't. You haven't ecnough
strength left in you even to ring that
bell, ‘I'ry. I'rove my words, Ahl”

Rir Williamm stretched out o hand fo
ring the little bell en the desk; but
hiz museles secraed paralvied, for the
hand foll weakly on his lap.

“You fiend ! You fiend incarnate!” Lis
muttered weakly.

“Nob that, my friend,” ecame the
answer.  “Just a zealous agent of the
Ltufin. But save vour breath. In a fow
wmoments you won't be able to spoak.
1; will be too late then to come to torms.
Mow, for the last time, will you ex-
rhange forty thonsand pounds for tue
antidote—for hife itsclf !

Sir William breathed thickls.

“ No, you durned scoundrel!”

The masked man rose and moved
eoftly towards tho door. With his hand
on the doorknobs Lie turned.

“You'ro obstinate,” he said. “Ae
obstinate old man. WMot even for life
iteolf will yon fulfil the terms the Rafia
impose. DBut it is worse than madness,
for it means that your male heir will
undergo the same ordeal. Lot us hopo

T Aaoxer Taemany.—oo. 1,108,
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that he will prove less obdurate. 315
William, I wish you a pleasant journey.

With a =oft langh that had something
maniacal in it, the masked stranger
bowad. o

“You—you villain " . )

Sir William tried to stand upright, his
one desire to feel his fingers round the
throat of the masked agent of the Ralfia,
Buhhhi&._atrangth failed him,

Thadl

With a low moan he pitched hcadlong
to the fleor in an unconscious heap.

The masked strange: eyed him eriti-
cally for & while, and then stooped over
the recumbent figure. Next moment the
deadly ring had been transferred from
Sir William's finger to the masked man's
pocket. Then the latter hurriedly slipped
off his mask, carelessly dropped it on
the floor by the side of the unconmscious
baronet, and softly let himself out of the
Foom.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.,
Foul Play !
1!!-

& ERE we are, you chaps
H Bob Cherry, gazing out of
the window of the car, indi-
cated a fine old country man-
sion that lay about a hundred yards
ghead aof them, )

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at it
interestedly. It was of Tudor design,
in & state of good preservation, and the
well-kept grounds that surrounded it,
the laid-out flower-beds, spoke eloquently
of 'a man who believed in spending
mﬁay on cultivating the beauties of
Naturo.

“Topping place!” said Wharton,

(11 Eﬂ- BT ‘l:l-j : : :

“Tho tﬂppmg;l'uluuss is terrific, my
worthy chums,

The car sped on. i _

A few moments later it passed through
the wrought-iron gates of the lodge at
the cnd of the sweeping drive and
purred up to_the porch of the houso
1tself. Tﬁem it came to a sl;n.nd_ahll, as
the driver smartly applied s brakes.

Billy Bunter, whose vision was ob-
scured, had not anticipated that sudden
braking, His bullet head whacked back
against the coachwork of the car with
a crazh, and the next moment, losing his
hold of the luggage-grid, he collapsed in
a heap on the path,

Bump!

“Wow! Oh dearl”

With & roar that was lost as the
driver accelerated his engine prior to
switching off, Bunter gasped and_ splut-
tered on the drive. Then, scrambling
to his feet, he dodged behind the shelter
of another car that had been drawn up
alongside.

Unmindful of the near presence of
Wijliam George Bunter, the Greyiriars
juniors poured from the car and

monnted the steps of the porch. A
liveried footman awalted them.
He bowed respectfully to Bob Cherry

m? ushered the party into the spacious
hall.

“ois Willlam is in the writing-room,”
ho said to Bob. *I will make your
presence known to him.”

“That'a &ll right,” sald Cherry.
“We'll trot along ourselves. Nunks
won't mind.”

Again the footman bowed.

At Bob Cherry's heels the juniors
mede their way to the writing-room.

They were within n yard of it when
s shrill scream rang through the old
house. ]

The juniors stopped involuntarily.

“ Good heavens |” gasped Bob, “ What
was that?"’

Tre MagREr LiERART.—NoO. 1,108,

“It came from thiz room,” =aid
Wharton quickly. *Come on

In a swarm the Greyfriars party
rushed inte the writing-room., On tho
threshold they stopped, alarm and
horror written on their faces; for just
by the writing-desk they saw the inert
figure of Sir William, supported by the
arms of his secretary, who was kneeling
by his side.

. Good heavens! What's the matter?”
snid Bob huskily.

He gazed at the pale features of his
uncle in horror. ‘The baronet's eyes
were closed, and the stamp of death
seemed to be npon him. Then Bob's eyes

‘shifted to tho faco of tho secretary.

Marsden was deathly white himself,

“Something’s happened to' the
master,” he said faintly, *J—I—"

Bob and his chums surged forward.

The baroriet’s eyes opened. He
stared unsoeingly at the juniors, then he
guzed at his sccrotary. The juniors
followed that glance, There was terror
in it—stark terror.

The next moment Sir William'’s oyes
closed, and he sank back,

“Phone for a doctor,” said Johnny
Bull, at once becoming practical. And
Nugent turned on his heel and rushed
off to the telephone,

“We'd better lift your uncle on to
that settee,” said Wﬁnrtﬂm “Don't
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look so worried, Bob. Perhaps it's only
a fainting £it."

The juniors, between them, lifted the
unconscious baronet on to the settee,
and Baob Cherry unfastened his uncle’s
collar,

“He's breathing,” said Bob; * but it’s
very faint."”

The secretary ecomoed speechless and
incapable of doing anything.

Having done wﬁnt &uy could for the
baronet until the doctor should arrive,
the juniors turned to Marsden.

“What's happened " asked Bob, feel-
ingtn diglike of the sccretary on the
E i'-
p?ﬂarsﬂcn made a holpless gesture.

“1 don't know,”” ho eaid. ‘'l camo
to tell your uncle that you had arrived
—I saw the car from my window—and
when I entered this room thero he was
Iving in front of the desk unconscious.”

Bob gripped the man roughly by the
8.

“Pall yourseli together!” he said.
“Wo heard a shriek; you must have
heard it, too, as you were in the room
when we arrived. Didn’t you sce any-
thing elso when you came lo tell my
unclo that I was here.” :

Thoe seccrctary, who was trembling,
covered his face in his hands,

“1 didn't sce anything else—except
that mash.” o

He pointed to the chair in front of
the desk. At the foot of it was a black
silk mask, _ . 1

Boh ran towerds it and picked it up.

“What's this?"” ho said. *'Who docs
this belong toi"

The secretary shook his head.

. "1 do not know. I have never seen
it before in my life.”

Bob eyed him distrustfully; read the
neurotie stramn in the man’s nature and
disliked him more. It scemed to the
Greyfriars junior that the secretary was
deliberately hiding something.

That was the general opinion of tke
Greyfriars party. All of them had
heard a shriek when they had been
about to enter tho room. That shriek
suggested a climax of some sort—some-
thing that the shivering secretary miust
have seen, for he was in the room when
the shriek rang out.

That the shrick had come from the
secretary - himself did not enter into
their caleulations; that it was the
natural outburst of & neurotic tempera-
ment on confronting a tragedy they did
not give a thought to. And had the
terrified secrotary confessed to the shriek
himself Harry Wkharton & Co. would
not have jumped to the conclusion that
he had something to hide.

By thig time a number of servants had
rushed into the 10om, their faces ex-
pressive of their alarm and concern
when they saw the still figure of their
master stretched out on the settee.

Bob Cherry had pocketed the mask.
What bearing it had on the tragedy—
for a trage Bob felt sure had oc-
curred—wonld doubtless become known
later on.

“Here's the doctor |V

Frank Nugent re-entered the room
with o fussy little gentleman, carrying
a bag, at his heels,

“8tand back !’ ordered the medico,
as he made his way to the settee. *“Let
Sir William have air.”

The servants and the junior obeyed.
And while attention was focused on the
doctor the secretary slipped out of the
room unnoticed.

The doctor made his examination
with a wrinkle of porplexity on his brow.
Bob watched him anxiously.

“WellP?
~ There was a strained note of anxiety
in Bob Cherry's voice.

The doctor took him by the arm.

“You are 8ir William's nephow, I
beliove ™ And, in answer to Bob's nod =
“Your uncle is suffering from acute
poisonin !

* Poisoning '’ gasped Bob.

“Thoe symptoms of poisoning are
there,” went on the medico, with a
furrew in his brow;: “and yet I am un-
able to state what poison it is that is
responsible for his present condition.
You see,” he added, “most poisons
known to medical tcience react to cer-
tain symptoms—that is how we diagnose

Jor treatment.””

L1 ] D_h IH‘

“But in this case,"” continued the
doctor, I must adimit that I am baffled.
Your uncle is in a state of coma; hia
hm1hm%{m very weak, his temperature
high,” o looked at Bob scarchingly.
“"You will excusea me, but, to your
knowledge, had your uncle any reason
to—to—""

“Commit suicide? Is that what you
mean?” asked the Greyiriars junior.

The doctor nodded gravely.

“0Of course not!” said Bob warmly.
"Unelo, as far as I know, was in the
best of health and spirits. In fact, ho
was holding & reception hera b&night.“

“I knew of that,” said the doctor,
Hfor Bir William had invited me. This
iz a very strange affair.”

“Stranga—1""

“Very strange. I wo rule out that
ithe poison was scli adminmstered—and
woe must rile that out—then it was un-
doubtedly administered by another



EYERY
EATURDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE

TWOPENCE. 11

person. It is not an ordinary case of
poisoning, as I have said.”

Bob started. 1

“Po you mean that it is & case of
foul play, doctort'

Thoe doctor did not reply in words,
Ruf by his Irma;lru1'|n:=1ﬂr Bob knew that he
id suepect fou .

“Gm[ac 'Emafrﬁls EE:’ exclaimed Bob.
“Rut can't we do something?'
“I'm going to ring for a specialist,
said the doctor. *'I think it necessary.
And—and I think the police ought to be
notified.” S
There was such a note of fraqut in
tha doctor’s words that Dob felt his head

awimminF.
ay !

Foul p
Harry Wharton & Co., whe were
standing some little distanco away,

gsurged round their chum as he came
towards them. They had not heard tho
doctor's verdict, but thoy could see that
something wa%:%riﬁ;mly -.""}"“ by tho
sion on erry & fnce.
ﬂxﬁr}%’ﬁhnt 15 it, TH" atakpti- “."-'Emrtnn
uietly., ** Not bad news 18 1t——
: IE%'I?:T i d::]-.l'“i. for a s?ecinlist
*They're sendin ; : azad
and th: police,” he said. Poor old
la 1"’ ”
“n‘fﬁaep your pecker up, old seont !
said Johnny Bull. f‘TI”ngs may not be
as you imagine. .
unﬁlmd as Eg g'lancged at the still, pale
figure'of Sir William, Johnny Bull fels
a doubt pluck at his heart. 2
By this time somc of the guests ha
arrived, and to DBob Cherry, as Sir
William's nephew, feli the melancheoly
task of bresking the news. The recep-
tion, of course, had to be abandoncd,
and the guests, having voiced their syn
thy, departed.
PﬂTh::m guddenly Bob Cherry called to
mind the secretary. He rn::mm;_n}:qrc-ui
his agitation, and the look Sir William
had given him in his laost moments o
consciousness, The mask——
What was that mask doing
room?
Where was the sccretary!
Bob confided in his ums, and A
soarch wns mads for the secretary.
But Marsden was nowhere to be founsl !
And as Bob and his chums forcgathered
in tho haliway, discussing his disappea:-
ance, & [at figura suddenly rolled from
the buffet attached to the recepiions
Toom.
“1 say, you fellows—"
It was William George Bunter.

in tho

That

the houwse unobsorved, and, once insidn:-.
his [acility for nosing out “ grub ™ had
soon mada itself manifest, Iikewise hia
insatiable appetite.  Knowing nothing
of what had oceurred in the writing-
room, Bunter was a liftlo aurprised to
find the recoption-room and tho befied
adjoining unattended by servants,

Bunter believad in makivg hay whils
the sun shono, In the buffet thore woas
n wonderful  assortment of delicacies
dear to his fat heart, and veory soon the
Owl of tho Remove was making himself
at home. Tor helf an hour he hod
iled into the pood things with a cheer-
ul dizrogard of the hovrors of imliges-
tion: for half an hour unmolested ho
had tucked into o record feed,  Flis fat
faco was elicky and shiny, and his
breathing was laboured. bul there was
conteniment in Ins podgy heaet.

Bunter had filled himsell neaply to
burzting-poimnt.

“1 say, you [ellows L

" Bunter [ The =cven  juninrs
wheeled sharply as the fad jonior’s voice
fell on their curs.

“He. e, he! eackboed Dunter, ®F [
you think [ wouldu't get along, T,
d chap#™

fat g‘outh, apparently, had slipped into

Dok Cherry gave him a glare. At
that tragic moment Willinm George
Bunter was the last person he wished to
confront, and his unmusical cachinna-
tion fairly got on the junior's nerves.

“He, he, ha! cackled Bunter afresh.
“Burprised yvou—what? Yon couldn't
leave your best pal behind.™

“8hut up, you cackling dummy!™
higsed WNugent.

Bunter glared.

“Shan't™ he rotorted valiantly,
cvidently feeling safo in the house of
Sar Wiﬁiam Cherry. “None of your
Hemove passage swank here, Nugent!
You want to act &8 & gentleman. Jusk
watch me. then you'll know how to
behave !

But for the seriousness of the oecazion
the Greyfriars party would have fallen
on William George Bunter and smitten
him hip and thigh, As it was they bad
to restrain themselves. Bunter, not
knowing the rcason for this state of
affairs, prattled on.

“8ir William will be glad you brought
me, Bab, old fellow,” he emirked. “ My

distingnished presence will add tone 1o
tho parey!”

“Brrrr!"” breathed Bob Cherry. ]

“Not a bad place he's got hero,” said
Bunter, looking round  appraisingly..
“Not az good as Bunter Court,
course, Still, T don't expect that!™

“Shut up!” .

Bob Cherry was in a quandary. Hia
inclination. was to take Bunter by the
scruff of his fat neck and hurl him
from the house. In the circumstances,
however, that was hardly possible.

I must say you chaps don't look very
pleased to see me,” went on tho fat
junior. “*You look like o set of moult-
ing owls." 2

There was no answer, The juniors
just stared ot him moodily. And even
Bunter, ebtuse as he was, conld see that
something had happened.

Gl | EEF." ha EE?;H , “what's up? Any.
thin appened ¥

Hfrr;.r EIﬁ'qn"ha.rl:-vl:n'l:'l nodded.

“Oh crumbs!" said Bunter.. “Has the
grub run out or something "

(Continued on next page.)
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Even thep Willlam George's thoughts
ran on food and food only.

“No,” said Wharton shortly,

The fat junior heaved a deep sigh.

“Well, that's good!” he remarked.
“Y'va had a snack in the buffet while
I've been waiting, but I expect some-
thing better than that latér on; a
supper—eight-course supper, like we
have at Bunter Court.”

Tho captain of the Remove walked
over to Bunter and whispered in his

r.

“Don't keop wagging your chin, you
dummy " he said. "Can't youn seo
gomeching’s hgp&ued T

Bunter locked amazed.

*But you said the grub—" 3

"Grub;” said Wharton, cutting him
ghort. ‘"That's all you think about!
8ir William—something’s happened 1o
him. See?®”

Bunter did begin to understand then.
His fat jaw dropped. :

“Oh! Why on earth didn't you say
8o, Wharton ?" he said peovishly. “Does
that mean that I have como all this way
for nothing ™"

Wharton gulped something in lus
throat. Really, at times William George
Bunter was very hard to bear.

“Don't I keep telling you that some-

l-hin;e; serious has happened, you f[at
ass,” ha-hissed. “Haven't you got the
braina or the decency -::l‘:IIr a8 bunny
rabbit ¥

“Qh, really, Wharten,” said Bunter.
“If something has happened to Sir
William I suppose the reception can go
on just the same. The grub's bere,
sngd——"

But that was more than the captain of
the Recmove could stand. He motioned
to Johnny Bull, and between them they
rushed the astonished Owl of the Re-
move to the hall door, until they wera
out of hearing of Bob Cherry.

“Now, you fat rotter,” said Wharton
mlphumuﬂ:.r, “out you gol”

“Yooooop | Oh, really, Wharton—"

Biff |

Wharton's neatly shod foot found o
billet on Bunter's nether garmonts, and
thoe fat junior flaw down the steps on to
tho drive as 1f ho had been shot.

“Yooop! Grooosocough! Oh erikey!™

For the second time in thirty minutes
Bunter sat and roared on tho drive.
But he quickly scrambled to his feet as
Johnny Bull made a leap at him.

“Clear off, you fat ass!" breathed
Johnny furiously. ™ And take that with
youl'"”

“That ¥ was a well-placed kick which
Billy Bunter could not just manage to
avord. With another roar he tock to hia
heels and fled.

Johnny and Harry Wharton returned
to their chumas, breathing hard.

“Have you got rid of that fat cad "
asked Hug.

Wharton nodded.

“I don't know how he got here,” he
remarked; “but he's gone now, thank
goodness ! '

But in that the captain of the Re-
move was wrong. William George had

ono, but he was not very far away, and

a presence of William Georgo Eunt.m*
at Bir William’s house was destined to
throw light on many things that wero
now puzzling the Greyiriars juniors.

—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Missing !

" SAY, Bob®
Harry Wharton touched his
chum by the arm.
. The Greyfriarsa juniors wero
strolling through tha reception-room,
TeE Maoxer LiBRARY.—No. 1,108,

filling in the time until the poison
specialist, who had just arrived, could
give them any further pews of Sir
William's condition.

At the far end of the reception-room
was & platform for the orchestra, and
the members of the orchestra were
lounging, about, obviously puzzled to
know why the guests had not arrived.

“T say, Dob, old man,” said Wharton
quietly, “hadn’t you better tell the
orcliestra that they won't be wanted?
There's no one else here to do it now
that tho seeretary has made himself
scarce.

Bob pulled himself together. He was
feeling ‘the situation deeply; there was
I’iﬂt]‘l]ﬂg that the energetic Removitc
loathed more than inaction. And wet
there was nothing in his power to do to
help his uncle.

Wharton's advice was good. It would
ba foolish to keep the orchestra hanging
about unnecessarily. Beob detached gim-
seli from his chums and walked over to
the platform.

He guessed whom the leader of the
orchestra was by the position of the
musie-stands, nucf' to him the Greyfriars
Bemovite addreesed himself.

“I'm afraid vyou fellows won't be
wanbed,  after all,” he said gquietly.
“Bomething has happr.rned to my uncle
—I'im" 8ir Williem's nephew—and the
reception has had to he abandoned.™

There were murmurs of sympathy
from the momberz of the orchestra.

“I don't know whether you have been
paid in advance, or not,"” said Bob un-
comfortably, “but if you haven't, you
may depend upon it that you will be
fully compensated for coming here.”

“1 wunderstand,” said the leader of
the orchestra, a tall, slim individual
with a slight forcign lisp to his voice.
“You hava my sympathy. In the cir-
cumstances we had better go.™

Bob nodded.
~ The band began
instruments,

“By the wa{',” said Bob Cherry sud-
denly to the leader. “Have you, by
any chance, seen Mr. Marsden—3Sir
William's secretary 7

“Mr. Marsden? Oh, yes; he was the
entlemarn who engaged uwa for BSir

illiam,” said the band leader. *I
BAW him—let me sce—about  twenty
minutes ago. He seemed 1n & hurry to
catch a train—"

HA train?" gasped Bob., “Was he
leaving the house, then?"

“He was. Ho had a suit-case with
him,” added the band leader as an
afterthought.

“Oh!"” said PBob, and he hastenod
back to his chums and breathlessly told
them the news.

“I believe that rotter Marsden is
mixed up in thizs awful business!” re-
marked Nugent.

“It's thumping strango that he should
have bolted at a time like thisl" said

te pack thear

Johnny Bull, in his slow, thoughtiul
way.

“1 mistrust the rotter instinctively!™
said DBob fiereely. “And I'm going to
inform_tho police if the specialist con-
firms Dr. unroe’'s notion of foul
play ™

The chums nodded.

In a silent group they made their
way back to the writing-reom. Dr.
Munroe and his colleagne motioned to
Bob Cherry  Both the medical men
were lookin rave, and Bob felt a
sinking &t his heart.

“Dr. Tomlinson has made an ex-
amination ¥ said. Dr. Munroo haltingly,
“and he's convinced that there is more
than & suggestion of foul play.”

“0b,” breathed Boh, “ But
unole—-="

my

Dr. Tomlinson placed a kindly hand

on the jumior's shoulder.
“Calm yourself, my lad,” he said.
“Wo're doing everything possible for
him; but, frankly, we are up against a
bafing mystery. Your unels i3 in the
grip of a deadly poison—a poison un-
known to me.. or to any other poison
expert I would almost venture to say.
He ia still unconscious—"

“Is—is there any hopei” asked Bob
tearfully.

The ::f'nct.ﬂr pursed his lips,

“It depends,” he replied slowly. *Wo
are working in the dark, you under-
stand: But I havoe at Jeast discovere
ha::":\rﬂt}ill!{:jpmmn entered into his system, ™
~"In my examination I observed a
peculiar swelling on the littla finger of
the right hand. Under a lens this
swollen finger clearly showed several
unnute pricks——"

“And this note, which I happened to
sce lying face upwards on the writing-
tuble,” said Dr. Munroc, taking up the
tule, “bears out what Dr. Tomlinson
has just gaid.” . '

He handed the single sheet of note-
paper with the short message upon it
which had accompanied the dragon

ring.
Ifl‘_imnmiﬂuaiy Bob found himself
reading the message aloud:

“tThis ring belonged to Four
father. Accept it from one who knew
him well.” *

“Well, what do vrou moke of it, my
lad 1" asked Dr, Tomlinson kindly.
Bob stared at him dully,
it," he

“I ecant make anythin
said, “although instinctively I feel that
it has some conmection with unele’s—
unele's eondition now,™

The doctors nodded.

"There's the wropping of a small
parcel on the table,” said Dr, Munro,
“which seems to suggest that it once
contained the ring mentioned in that
note; there's o small ring-box, too, in
the paper basket.”

Bob looked at the letter again,
fingered the small cardboard box that
had been retrieved from the basket
and found himself baffled. Ha motigned
to his chums to draw near, and to
them he explained the result of the

of

specialist's examination and the dis-
covery he had made.

“Looks jolly queer!” multered
Wharton.

Johnny Bull, who had walked over
to the writing-desk, returned to the
Eroup.

“There's a pile of letters on a salver
there, unopened,” he remarked. ™ That
looks as if the evening mail had jusk
arrived a short time before wo came.”

“That’s s0,” agreed Wharton,

“And as the wrapping of the box
bears the same delivery date as the
unopened letters,” contioued Johnny
slowly, “it points to the fact that that
ﬂ?f arrived this evening.”

ho jumioras nodded.

“Then where's tho ring? asked
Johony, with knittcd brows.

“Aren't we jumping to conclusions o
little, dear men?” said Lord Maule-
verer slowly. “Wouldn’t it be better to
question the servants—"

"“You leave the questioning to me,
young manl”

A stalwart fgure strode into - the
room, and the juniors recognised
Inspector Grimes, of Courtfield.

“1 came as quickly as I ecould,” he
remarked to the modieal meon, “Now
what's all thiz about

In a few moments the inspector was
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|Sir William Cherry rose [rom his chalr to ring the bell on the writing-desk, but an ominous movement of the wicked-looking
automatic stopped him. ** Please don't move, Sir Willlam,™ said the masked stranger, ** Ypu and I have an imporiant

plece of husincss to discuss ! ¥

pub in possession of the known facls,
and Bob handed him the mask.

“Don't let that man Marsden lecave
the house,” said Inspector Grimes, ot
the conclusion of the doetors’ report.

“He's gone already,” said Bob.

“0Oh!" The inspector was obviously
taken aback. “Summeon the servants,
my lad,” he added, turning to Bob
GEEH‘L “Let no one else leave tho
house.”

Bob turned and sped out of the room.

In a few moments he roturned accom-
panicd by the servants,

Thoe inzpector addressed each one of
thern in turn, but it was the butler's
evidence that was the most wscful of
tho lot. He declared that up to teo
that afternoon ho had never known Sir
William to wear & ring on the little
finger’ of his right hand.

- *You arc positive of that?” asked
the inzpecctor.

The butler nodded ficmly.

“ Absolutely.” ) .

“And who brought the evening mail
to Sir William?" was the inspector's
next guestion.

“Mr., Marsden, sir, It was lis
custom  always to take the mail in to
Sir William."

“And where iz Mre. Marsden now?®”

The butler shrugged hia  shoulders
exprassively.

“IMe did not tell vou that he was
leaving tha housa?” asked the inspector.

o, sir. But I had occasion to po
inta his room for something, and I eaw
that the place was rather untidy—"

“Supggesting that Marsden was in &
harry, for somo reason or eother, io
clear ont, ¢h?”

“xpctly, sir

The inspector produced the mask.

¥Huve von cver geen this before ¥

“No, sir.”

“You have scen no strangers about
the place?” was Inspector Grimes' next
quary.

“None, sir,” came the reply, “except
the members of the orchestra Sir
William hired specially from London.”

“Where are they "

Bob Cherry broke in.

“I dismissed them, inspector,”™ ho
gaid. "I saw no senze in keeping them
hanging about.”

The inspector told the servants that
they were no longer wanted. Then le
i‘-ltmked at his clun meditatively. At
ast ho spoke.

“Well, it scems pretty clear that tho
ring mentioned in this letter is tho
cause of the present trouble,™ hne
remarked. “Our next job is to find aut
who sent it to Bir William; who
dropped this mask—"

“"And place that rotter Marsden
under arrest,” breke in Doly Cherry.

The inspeetor held ur his hand.

“Mot so fast, my lond,” he remon-
strated. “I'll admit that it scems
gueer that Mr. Marsden should have
decamped in & hurey, but in the police
foree we nover jump to conclusions.™

“Oh1"

“You had better leave matters in my
hands, youngster,” said the inspector,
not wnkindlv, “and the ddoctors will
take care of vour uncle. Youn go back
to school mud keep checrlul, We'll
soon got to the Lottom of thiz matter.”

e, Tomlinson camne forwnrd,

“1 have put a tronk eall through to
London, my lad,” he said, placing a
steadying band on Dob Cherry’s shoul.
der, “to prepare n bed at the hoapital
for your uncle. YWe shall
attend to him bettor there.”

“You'll keep me  informed-——"

be able to

{See Chapter 5.)

began Dob. “And you'll do all yom
cant"

“Of course,” said the doctor, with an
cncouraging  smile.  “Keep smiling,
voung "un!™

Bob rejoined hiz chums.

“We ecan't do anything by staying
here, yvou chaps,” he said  dismally,
“They'roe taking uncle to a London
hospital. Let's get back to Grey-
friarvs.”

Harry Wharton & Co. nodded. In
the cirenmstances there was nothing to
b gained by staying in that Louso of
gloom. -

“Come on, Bob,” said the captain of
the Remove,

And with a lust look at his unele Dob
accompanicd his ¢chuma to the door.

The vizit to Sir Willlam's house
vntercd upon with so light & heart, had
ended in tragedy: and a gloom was
cast over the Greyifriars party.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Billy Bunter’s Misiake !

7 I deart™
@ Thus William Cicorge
Bunter,” It was quite tcn

minutes sincoe he had been
ingloriously kicked out of the house,
and thoe fat junior, crouching by &
laurel bush, was in a quandary., He
was some considerable distance awny
from Greylriars, and the prospect of a
ann' and weary walk home appalied

m.

Yot it was cither that or & long walt
until the car that was certain to take
ok Cherry and hiz ¢hums back to
Creyfriaras was ready to loave. LEven

{Continued en prge 16.)
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the latter was no certainty where Billy
Bunter was concorned, for he had more
than an idea that Harry Wharton &
Co. would not give him a lift back to
the school,

“Beasta!” mutiered Bunter dismally.
“Oh erumbs! It's raimng!”

A sudden downpour ot rain added to
the fat junior's tribulations—a down-
pour that came with tropic sunddenness
and drenching force.

Billy Bunter shivered,

To stay out in the rain and be
drenched was unthinkable; Bunter had
a natural aversion to water at the best
of times. To go into the house was to
invite a certain kickiog out. With all
his obtuseness, Billy Bunter realised
that his presence at Sic William’s house
was anything but welcomo to Harry
Wharton & Co.

“0Oh dear!” groaned Bunter. *This
15 awiul

He crouched as near to the laurel-
bush as he could; but it afforded but
scant shelter from the rain.

A few garda ahead of him lay the
drive, with three saloon cars drawn up
in front of the house. One of them,
Bunter knew, was the car which had
vrought the Greyiriars party — and
himself.

Inside the saloon there was shelter
from the rain. Perhaps Wharton & Co.
wouldn't be such beasts as to kick him
out of the car if they found him there.
If 1t were still rui_ninﬁ they might cven
feel inclined to give him a lift back to
Greyiriars,

It was a chance, and it was a chanco
that offered a -better fate to William
George Bunter at that moment than
staying in the open to get dren-hed.

“Groogogh!” groaned Bunter, as a
!Elﬂ-sh of rainwater trickled between
hisz collar and his neck., * Groough!"

He bad made up his mind, One
cautious glance out, and he saw that
the coast, or, rather, the drive, was
clear. Next second Billy Bunter was
scutthng for the drawn-up cars as fast
as his fat little legs would ecarry him.

He wrenched ope. the door of the
nearest car and jumped inside, his fat
heart beating fas Reclining on the
soft cushions, he waited for any sounds

to uugg‘eat. that his move had been
spotte But luck was with tho fat
junior. No one. apparently, had seen

him enter the car.

“This is bette. than staying out in
the rain, anyway!" muttered Dunter,
lancing cautiously out of the window.
“Perhaps those an["ﬁsh_hﬂﬂ-ﬂtﬂ will do the
decent thing and
them.”

It was a comforting thought, and it
served to conduce a feeling of laziness in
Billy Bunter, for b: leant back on the
cushion and closed his eyes. Next to
eating and talking, William QGeorgo
Bunter was a gluttn for ElﬂEE-.. and
within five minutes of closing his cyes
he was fast asleep. A gentle snore
emanated from his podgy nose, and a
blisaful smile ovcrspread his poday faco
as, with mouth slightly open, be

Tre Migner Liprany.—No, 1,108

tak: me back with-

dreamed dreams ol
tuck.

1t was when Buunter, in his dreams,
was piling into the seventh helping of a
particularyy luscious rabbit-ple-thst two
tall hgures, carrying instrument cases,
camé down the steps of the porch and
stood conversing ir low tomes tor the
space ot a few seconds by the bonnet of
the car in which the fat Removite glum-
bered,

“A bad night,” said the younger of
the two, turming up the collar of his

coat,

His companion—the leader of the
orchestra—laughed soluly. i

“On the contrary, » g night, my

dear Toni. Let's get off |

He opened the dorr of the car nearest
the driving-seat as he spoke, and clam-
bered in, His companion, with a hasty
movement, dumped tha instrument cases
in the back of the car, the said cases
missing the slumbering figure of
William George Bunter by & matter of
inches only, and then joined the band
leader in the front eeat,

The engine broke int> & soft murmur
as the self-starter was put in operation,
and then grew in volume under pressuro
of the accelerator. A moment later,
and the szloon car was moving silently
down the drive and heading for the
road to London.

And inside the saloon, guite uncon-
scious that he had sought refuge in the
wrong ¢ar, sprawled the ungainly figure
af the Owl of the Remove, still snoring,
and still dreaming of an extra-special
“spread.”  Certainly no thought of
speeding toward: London at close on
forty miles an hou: entered the dreams
of Billy Bunter; perbaps even his in-
terest in fuck would have evaporated
before that startling act. Yet towards
London he was being whirled, every
minute or two putting another mile
between him and Greyiriars.

The men in the front of the car were
talking in low tones. and their conversa-
tion, could he have heard it, would have

iven Bunter the shock of his life. But
that was & surprise destined for him a
little later. It wa+« not until Canter-
bury, the famous cathedral town, had
been left a mile behind that Billy
Bunter awoke, and the manner of his
awakoning was disconcerting.

_There was a loud “plop ™ as the off-

side back tyre punctured; followed a
sharp jamming on of brakes that
Fglched Bunter forward, and awakened
1im by the simple process of thumping
his head against the opposite door.

“Grooough! Yowp !” gnsped Bunter.

As the car camo to a standstill the
two men in front leapt out, and the
strangencss of thei. -olces gave
Buntor's waking thoughts a jolt.

“Where am I?" ne asked himself.
“Who—who are thes, chaps?”

ITe might well hava asked himsclf that
question, for in the dim light he saw
two grown men who wero absolute
strangers to him.

“Car thieves!” was TDunter’s first
thought. “Oh crikey! They've stolon
tho car !”

The wvery noticn ect the fat junior's
heart thumping with  terror. Car
thieves, as he knew, we. - desperate men,
and it was obviou: that up to now they
were oblivious of Bunter's prescnes in
the car. [If they found him) If—

Billy Dunter shivered and crouched
back nagainst t°  car, hoping ngainst
hope that -his presence would not bo
discovered.

“"Confound the tyro!™ he heard one
of ‘the men say. “We shall be late.
Thoe chief—"

Tho *ohief I

tuck—unlimited

The Owl of the Remove glanced
about him wildly, He was right then,
The car had been stelen. This mention
of the chief—in th¢ fat junior’s mind
the chief of a gang of car thieves—
proved it beyond all doubt,

y “lﬂh crumbs ! gasped Bunter breath-
DEELY,
. Where he was he hadn't the faintest
idea ; how long he had been asleep he
did not know ; but the words of the man
known. a5 Toni answered one question
et _least. !

We're a mile and & quarter outside
Canterbury——"

“Canterbury [*
dropped.

“Don't talk so much, Toni,™ said the
band leader. “Give a hand with this
spare wheel."

Peering out cautiously, the fat junior
saw the two men stooping over the spare

Bun.er'a joaw

wheel, Having defached it from its
fastening, they then proceeded to
“jack” up the back axle, a task

rendered more difficult by reason of the
filteen stone of “passenger' they car-
ried, unbeknown to themselves, in the
back seat.

Bunter's heart beat fearfully,

Hera was a chance to jump out of the
car and make a bolt for it. But the
Owl of the Remove was not of the stuff
of which heroes are made, and whilst
he sat and shivered 1n a state of indes
cision, the spare wheel was rapidly put
D‘n-l-

The two men climbed back into their
scets, the engino pulsed rhythmically,
and once more Bunter was being sped
tuwalhd:! London,

5 ear !" gasped that hapless youth.
‘Where—where are they tak?ng me "

Like a fat jelly Bunter shivered on
the cushions in a state of blue funk.
It was the merest stroke of good
luck that he hadn't been spotted eo far,
but the men in front scarcely took their
cyes off the windinr ribbon of road
ahead, although they talked practically
the wholo of the time. DBunter realised
that, sooner a1 later ho would be seen,
and to gut off the evil moment as long
ag possible, he dived for the Aoor of the
car, and made
he could there,

In the fat jluniur*s mind surged all
manner of wild thoughts, He would
wait for his opportunity when the car
elowed up, open the door of the saloon,
and then leap for the road. But
although that sccmed & very simple de-
vice in thecry, the fat junior's courage
was not equal to putting it into prac-
tice. After due consideration Bunter
gave up that idea. Its successor was to
open the window -of the ecar when the
next town was reached, and yell for a
policeman: but Buntsr remembered,
with a sinking of the heart, that car
thieves were not in the habit of respond-
ing to 'foltna signals to stop, and so he
dispoged of that idea as being imprac-
ticable.

It was while thesr wild ideas were
running through Bunter’s podgy brain
that, quite by accid:nt, his podgy car
camae n contact with the communica-
tion-pipe that ran between the saloon
and the driving-seat. And curiosity,
even in times of stress was one of the
fat junior’s besetting sins. Forgetful
of his ji;rudi:mmcnt. the Owl of the
Romove began to listen.

At first the conversation was unin-
telligible to him but when the man
reforred to as Toni mentioned Sir Wil
linm Cherry, DBunter’z brain hecame
cqual to following the trend of the con.
versation AndL that  conversation
almost causced the hais on his head to
stand up.

“That was a neat jols, Melehott,™

himsolf as comfortable as
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came Toni's voice, very faint, but discernible to Bunter's
listening ear.

“That's the third time you've said so, Toni,” said the
driver of the saldom, apparcntly not displeased 'by the
reiteration of-the compliment.

“It's a pity the -I:JI‘II:{ fool wouldn't pay up,” continued
Toni. “He'll nover live the next day out.”

Melchett laughed sardomically.

“Serve him right,” he said softly. “The obstinate fool
had his chance. 1 told him plainly enough that there
wasn't a doctor living who m:nulg save him once the poison
got into his system.”

“ And the ring did the trick—even as you said it would ¥

“Tt did,” replied Melehett., “Tho chief tried it on a dog
frst. The poison took in five minutes; in twenty-four hours
the dog wus a gone "un.”

Toni laughed mirthlessly, and a chill ran down Billy
Bunter's spine. ‘That he was on the verge of making a
reat discovery, he did not nced telling, and already his
at imagination was filling in the gaps.

The conversation procceded, and there was no further
need for William George Bunter to exercise that imagina-
tion.

“To vou think we shall get the forty
Melcheott 7 was Toni's next remark,

“(f course. When the old fool dies, his heir will be our

_F.'Emﬂ-"
“You mean the boy—Robert Cherry.” ]
“Robert Chorry, of the Lower Fourth at Greyiriars

School,” said Melchett. *You see, the chief has everything
tabulated so as to avoid any possible mistake. It was Sir
William's heir that came over and dismissed us, il you
remember.”

“0Oh!1” Bunter's eyes were glistening with fear and
exeitement., “ Y-young Cherry—"

“He looks as obstinato as his uncle,” went on Melchett;
“but youth doesn't dio easily,. When we try the polson
on him he'll cave in guickly enough, never fear.

There was silence between tha two men for a while,
during which time William Ceorge Bunter could almost
hear iis heart beating against his nibs.

This was something worse than a car theft; this was
miirder on & new and hitherto unknown scale to the fat
Remavite. And as the fiendishness of the whole affair
ecame home to him with force he began to fear for his own
fat skan.

What would these desperadoes, who talked s=o easily
of poisoning, do with him if thoy discovered him in the eart

Bunter shivered.

Then, to do him justice, his fat, bewildered thoughts
turned to Sir William Cherry. He had been poisoned by
one of these scoundrels; his life would pay forfeit unless
he paid up the terrific sum of forty thousand—forty thousand
pounds. Bunter knew that it was money to which the two
secoundrela referred.

But apparently they held lifo cheap. If Bir Willinm died,
a5 he scemed of a cortainty to do, their next vietim would
he Bob Cherry. Many a time and oft had Bob Ghurr{;
Lioked Dunter, and kicked him hard; many a time had Bo
Cherry refused to cash Bunter's postal-orders for him.

Bunter’s eyes gleamed a trifle vengefully at that reflec-
tion. Bob Cherry was a beast, a selfish beast, in Bunter's
opinion—still, so were all the others beasts. And of the
decent beasts, so to speak, Bob Cherry was the most decent.

“Poison old Bob!” muttercd Bunter to himself.
“P-ppip-poisen! Oh, lor"”

The thought appalled him; it also served to bring to the
surface what shreds of courage reposed in the podgy make-
up of the Owl of the Remove.

“TIl jolly well stop "em!” he reflected. “ Poison old
Bob! The scoundrels! The awful villainsl”

In his contemplation of that dreadful deed William
George Bunter forgot the most important porsen on earth
—William George Bunter. He octurlly gave his entire
mental machinery over to the cause of Bob Cherry.

At all costs he, Bunter, must gct out of that car and
warn Bob of his peril—warn the police, or, failing that,
take the number aF the car. Doubtless that would serve to
identify the scoundrels if they got clear before Bunter could
have them arrested.

The lights of Lowisham loomed up ond the ear slackened
specd. Heve was Bunter’s chance. So eager was DBunter
to get out of thot car, that he did not stop to consider that
his chances of doing so with absolute safety wonld have
been a practical certainty had he waited for the car to como
to a standstill in tho traffie block that lay ahead.

It was now or never, in Bunter’s-opinion,

(Continued on next page.)
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“Groough!" He rose to his feet, and
gasped as he found that his legs were

cramped., But the next moment his
hand closed on the door-handle of the
saloon.

“ Hist 1"

That sjaculation, like the hissing of a
snake, came from the man known as
Toni, as, for some reason best known to
himself, he chanced to look round.

“ A schoolboy!” ‘That sinister voice

rocecded from Melchett at the wheel.
g{axt moment the brakes were jammed
on: the car came to & standstill, and the
two men rushed to the side doors of the
Car.

“Yoooooop !" A rough, elenched hand
caught Bunter full on the chin and sent
him erashing back against the upholstery
of the car. “Groocough! H-help!
Qooooooh !

A hand closed over Bunter's mouth
sven as: he started to well for help.
Next, a heavy instrument crashed upon
his bullet-head, and Bunter, with a low,
drawn-cut moan, collapsed unconscicus,

The two men stood over him, with
glittering eyes—eoyes that showed how
desperate they were, i

The whole thing had happened in a
fow moments. and if it had excited any
attention at all in the minds of the few
paseers-by it was not considered of im-
portance onough to investigate.

For the space of a few seconds
Melohett and Toni, breathing hard,
lared down at the still figure of
illiam George Bunter. P .

“That was & near thing. Toni!" said
Melohett. “The fat spy !

"Hea's a boy from Greviriars?"" ashked
Toni, with an ugly gleam in his eyes,

And Melchett. with a low growl,
answerad in the affirmative.

“The fat pig wears the Greyfriars
eolours on his tien” he added. * How
did be come hers?"

Toni shrugged his shounlders.

“Tt beats me.” he said softly. “But
there i1z no damage done. He will dis-
appaar, what #"

Meolchett bared his teeth 1n a snarl.

“It's nuite pos=sible that he heard us
talking.” he said savacels. “Tn any
case. we can afford to take no chances.
To-morrow there will be one fat pig tho
less in toe world. ™

He tufned to Toni.

“You stav here and look after thias
spy [ he hissed. “T'1] drive for head-
nuarters a: quicklv as T ean. Tf anvone
shonld stop us—vou never know—tell
them that vou're the hov's tutor, and
that he's fainted or somctlung, You
understand "

“Teave that to me."” replicd Toni.
“T'll see that he keeps °flainted.
Melchett.” '

Ha sat bezide the unconscious form of
Billv Bunter, what time Melchett re-
turned to the driving-seat.

The car moved off. and within a
guarter of an hour it was entering the
ill-lichted etrocis of Timehanso—the
place of mystery, of Cosmopolitans: of
erime and eriminals, of honesty and dis-
honesty.

And with it went William Georee
Bunter, and thoe seeret he had dis-
covercd, never to return !

THE NINTH CHAFTER.
Where is Bunter?

£ ICE goings hon, I must say 1™
N Williarn Gosling, the school
porter, awoke from a nap in
which he had beon indulging
a3 the gate bell peeled out its imporious
suhnons.
AN right,” he muttered. reaching for
hiz keys. “I'm n-comin® |”
Tee Macxer Lisrany.—No. 1,108.

It was well past lights out, a period of
the day to which the irascible porter

looked forward, and he disliked
intensely being disturbed. ]
Bob Cherry and his chums, having

alighted from the ocar and dismissed it,
peered in at the gates. At times
Gosling seemed incredibly slow, and this
was one of them.

Muttering to himself, the old porter
fumbled with tha keys and finally un-
locked the gates. He ran a disapprov-
ing eye over the party.

“Ho 1" he ejaculated. “And where's
Master Bunter "

“ Bunter 1 echoed Wharton.

“¥es; Master DBunter,” repeated
Gosling.  “Which he hain't been in
since he went ont with yon early this

evenin’. And the 'Ead says—"

The juniors started.

“But he didn't go out with us,” said
Wharton. -

(iosling’s ancient face creased up in a
grin. _

“Which henguiries havin' been made,
the fects have been clicited that master
Bunter heaccompanied you  young
Eﬂlegﬁl':l.?n—ﬁti the back of vour car.”

It became clear to the joniors now
how it was that Bunter had managed to
reach Sir William's house so soon after
them. And for the first time since the
Owl of the Remove had been kicked out
of the house the Removites wondered
what had happened to him.

“Tan’t Bunter in yet, then?" asked
Wharton.

{ircling shook his head.

“Which he hain't been seen since he
left 'ele with vou young gentlemen.
An' the "Bad. he says to me, * Gosling,
old chap.! he said., *which kindly
hinform Master Cherry and his party
that T wish to see them on their return.
Also, kindly hinform Master Bunter
that he's wanted in mv study, too!”
Theose werk his wery words.”

That those were not Dr. Locke's “very
words * the juniors did not need telling,
but at that moment thev were not in the
mond fo appreciate Gosling.

“I wonder what's happened to the fat
idiot 7" said Wharton anxiously.
he'd walked home from Courtfield he
would have been lhiere by now.”

The juniors nodded.

“Bunter will get it in the neck for
taking French leave,” said Johnny Bull.
“The silly idict’s simply asking for
trouble, keeping out as late as this”

“Tho askfulness of the esteemed and
ludicrous Bunter i8 of the ridiculous
order.,” added Hurree Jamset Ram

Emﬁh.

“Which T don't approve of young
gentlemen gallivantin® about——" hogan
Gosling erumpily.

But Harry Wharton & Co. did not
stop to hear of what the estimable
Gosling approved. Thoy were already
striding up the drive towards tha Head's
house, with serious faces. Quite enough
had happened that evening without this
additional worry of Willlam George

Bunter.

De. Locke greeted them wiih a kindly
gmile.

“Ah! You are back much earlicr

than I expected, my bove.” he said. And
then, catching sight of the serious ex-
pressions on the faces of the jumors:
“I—1 trust nothing untoward has hap-
pened T

Bab Cherry explained, and the face of
the kindly old Head grew gravo.

“T am sorry ! he said as Boh con-
cluded. “Deoeply sorry ! DBut perhaps
vour natural anxicty has made yvou un-
snowingly  exaggerate the ecase.
sinceraly trust that that ia so”

Bob said nothing. He knew that he
had not exaggerated the ease: that was

113 [f :

enly the kindly old Head's way of
trying.to soften the blow,
v BY the way,” continued Dr. Locke,

I discover that Bunter has absented
himself without my permission. Yopu
did not include Bunter's name in vour
list, Cherry.”

No, sir.”

“And yet it appears, from inguiries I
have instituted, that he was seen at—at
the back of your car.”

“So we have just learned from
Emlmg. answered Harry Wharton.

Bunter must have jumped on the lug-
gag&gnd unbeknown to us, sir.”

The utterly foolish boy!” said Dr.
Locke, with s frown. “I suppose you
dizcovered his presence in your party
when you arrived i

“About half an hour after we
arrived, sir,” explained tho captain of
the Remove. “But he—he—ahem !—
didn’t stay wery long, sir.”

Dr. Locke gave Eﬂﬂ captain of the
Eemove a shrewd glance. Perhaps he

uessed why the fat junior hadn’t stayed
ong; perhaps he even gueszed the
manner of his going.

“Bunter has not yet returned to the
school,” went on the Head. “I suppose
gglu haven’t seen him since he—he loft

ir William’s house "

“'No, sir!"

T?EhHEB.ﬂ pﬂlrmd Il:is Eps. b

“I hope nothing has happoned to the
foolish boy,” he said. £

The juniors hoped #o, too; for they
were beginning to feel a responsibilicy
m:the matter of the missing Removite.

‘Yery well, n¥ boys,” said Dr. Locke
at length. “You had better retire.
Don't worry yourself unduly, Cherry.
about your uncle; he’s in good hands.”

“0h, yes, €ir!” murmured Bob.

And, with a smile, Dr. Locke dis-
migsed the juniors.

Harry Wharton & Co. eyed each other
glumly when they were outside the door
of the Head’s study. e absence of
Bunter seemed to add to the chain of
unf-::-rtunaj:u events of the evening.

“The silly as:1'* zaid Nugent. “ Any-
one but Bunter would have been hack
here long ago.”

Wharton nodded.

“1 suppose nothing has happened 1o
him," he said.

*Oh, begad I said Lerd Maulevoror.
“Don’t say that] DBunter's an awful
bore, but I should hato to think—"

The slacker of the Remove broke off,
and in eilence thereafter the juniora
made their way to the Rémove dormi-
tory. There was & ctir as they entored,
and several juniors sat up in bed when
Wharton turned the light on.

“Is that barrel Bunter with you?"
asked Peter Todd.

Wharton replied in the negative.

“Then whore has the fat idiot got
to?" smaid Petor Todd. ““He'a simply
asking for trouble staying out like this.”

The captain of the Remove explained
what he knew of Bunter’s movements.
which wasn't much in all conscienco;
and Peter Todd's frown grew deeper.
Peter was the leader of Study No. 7, to
which Billy Bunter belonged, and he
constituted himself the fat junior™s
B & gosd &

“Ha a kﬂgun imo,

on  giddy
blades?'" as Bkinnoer, wit

a knowing

grin. “¥You look as if you've been
sampling the wine not wisely, but too
well, Naughiy, naughty I

There was a rvipple of laughter at
Skinner's words, But ITarry Wharlon
& Co. did not feol like laughing.

“Z3hut up, Skinner!” breathed Bob
Cherry grimly. “This is not & Lime
for joking.”

Skinner yawned. .

“Ien't it? My mistake; T thought it
was, You should see yourselves! I've
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Billy Bunier wrenched at his chain and shouted himself hoarse. Then suddenly he saw several pairs of beady eyes, glowing

like pin-points, and seeming to siare straight at him,

terror.

been a bit of a goer myself, but I hope
I’'ve never looked as thumping squiify
#a you chaps look. Isthe head bad?"

“Bhut up!”

But the cad of tho Remove was not
in the mood to shut up. He miscon-
strued the grave and serious facca of
Harry Wharton & Co. as being cutward
and visiblo proof of having looked uEL‘m
the wine when it was red, so to speak.

“ Look ot his Magnificence Wharton !
he said. ““Look at his boko! Naughty,
naughty | You shouldn't go oul to
these night clubs, you know [

* Ha, ha, ha " : .

“Vou should wait until you grow
upl” went on Skinner cheerfully.
#*¥You ehould [

Tho ead of tha Remove had no inten-
ticn of saying that, but a slipper Bob
Chetry picked vup from the floor and
hurlr:(i" at him caught lhim full on his
prominent noso,

“"Ha, ha, ha!l” ] .

The rest of the Removites enjoyed
that part of the joke as much as they
had enjoyed tho other; but Harold
Skinner, like many a humorist, failed
to see the point. Hoe sat up, rubbing
hia nose, which was already turning a
shade of crimzon, and glared.

“Now shut upl”  breathed Bob
Cherry. "Wo're not in the mood for
your tomfoolery, Bkinner!”

Skinner glarced, rubbed his long nose,
and wizely shut up.

Harry Wharton & Co. vndressed and
turned in.

But sleep did not come easily to
them. Al of them felt concerned about
Sir William—most of all Bob Cherry—
added to which was tho strango dis-
appeecance of Billy Dunter.

That Bunter wonld eventunlly turn
yp the juniors lelt sure, {or they were

“ Oh, lor’ !
*“Murder | Fire! Help!*

wont to compare him with the pro-
verbial bad hn’penn%*; but the manner
of hiz “turning up'’ was destined to
give them the surprize of their lives—
and a pleazant surprise at that |

THE TENTH CHAFTER.
The Sentence of the Rafia!

i ROUUGH 1"
G William
groaned.

.. Where ho was he hadn’t the
foggiest idea: what he was most con-
cerned shout in those first moments of
relurning consciousness was tho pain in
his hcﬂcE But even that became of
sceondary importanes when Bunter dis-
covered that he was hungry.

“0Oh deart”

o sat up and blinked about Lim,
and he became aware of tho nolsome
dankncss which permcated tho atmo-
sphere of the room in which ho was.
That it was a cellar ¢f zomo sort he
could tell by the stene fleor and the
reugh brick walls, on which brads of
moisture stood out. That his place of
confinement was near a waterside was
the next discovery ho made, [or tha
odour of tar and bilge water and the
oceasional faint hooting of a ehip's
siren all pointed to that,

] ‘ﬁvﬂ'ﬁ" 1Il ]

That yelp cscaped Dunter a3, trying
to rise to his feet, he found that a chain
encircled his wrist, and from there—
allowing a oot and no more of freedom

George  Bunler

-—it joined a staple sunk deep in the

wall.
_ “Thia is awlul!” muttered the iat
junior fearfully. y

ITe glanced wildly about him, but

Rats ! ** gasped the fat junior in & fresh paroxysm of
{See Chapter 10.)

beyond ihose four dripping walls and
the tiny glimmer thrown from a gas-
jet at the far end of the cellar nothing
else could be seen.

Full realisation of his plight had not
{et dawned on the slow working intel
cet of the Owl of the Kemove, but as he
recalled the events of tho evening his
terror knew no bounds, It all seemed
part of a horrible nightmare. DBut the
:lanking of the chain as Bunter moved
told him that this was indeed no night-
mare, but reality.

He was in the hands of zcoundrels

who had not stopped at poisoning 8ir
William Cherry. What fate lay in store
for Bunter?
. “Help!” Billy Bunter, his nerve fail-
ing him, yelled at the top of his voice,
“llelpt  Fire! Murder! 'Thieves!
Help 1*

But the only answer was (he mm'l-:injg
echo thrown back from the walls of his

Prison.

Terrar overcame Bunter, and he
wrenched and wriggled at the short
chain in a wild but futile endeavour to
freo himself.

“Helpt Ob, help!”

For ten minutes or more the fab
junior shouted until he was hoarse and
nearly demented.  8till came no answer,
And then, as hia wildly staring eyes
becamo accustomed to the semi-gloom
Bunter saw something elseo that ud-.lmf
to his terrov,

IRRatal . . T

Soveral pairs of heady eyes, glowing
like pin-poinis cf light, aeemm? to ba
staring steaight at him, A movement of
the chain sent tho owners of those
beady eyes scuttling away to their holes,
But Bunter had seen enough. His plece
of confinement was alive with 1ats]

Tre Macxer Lpnany.—No. 1,108,
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“Murder! Help! Fire! Help!”
ghrieked the fat junior in & paroxysm
of terror. '‘Help!® His voice ended in
& scream. ‘Then, shivering with fright,
he buddled against the wall. To his
ears, now attuned to catch the slightest
sound, came the pad of footsteps.

Bunter’s heart leapt.

Boweone was cownpg |

Followed the turming of a key in the
lock, and a creaking as the door hinged
inwards. Next a hood of hght almost
blinded the fat junior as a torch was
switched in his direction.

“‘Shut your blamed row!” growled a
WORDG,

Tha terrified Owl of thoe Remove
through blinking eyes, saw the figure of
a burly, rough-clad individual standing
before him,

“Help!" sercamed DBunter. “Tako
me out of here! I ehall go mad

An outburst of coarse laughter that
froze the blood in Bunter's veins was
the responsc.

“Go mad?"' jecred the man with the
torch. “You wont be alive long
enough, my fat porker, to go mad!”

“Oh, holpl Tako me away from
hera 1
“I'm taking you &way, my son, but

not for long,” was tho growling reply.
“You're comin’ along ¢ me to see the
chief. And when he's had a look at you
wo jest put a fow wmght.s round your
ankles, open the trap "—he pointed to
8 wood section sunk in the Hoorin
“wish you a pleasant ;::-urna:.r. and for-
ot wo ever saw youl’

Billy Buntor felt like scroami He

azed at the trap in the foor with eyes
that bulged with terror. He had read
of villsins disposing of their victima by

the simplo of drowning them,
but to hear it spoken of in this cold-
blooded fashion nearly drove him
frantic.

“You'd mnever do it!" he almost
pleaded.

The man laughed mirthlessly.

“*Wouldn't wei” he guffawed. "I
guess you ain't the frst that’s said
good-bye to this carth that way. The
river flows under this foor, my fat
pippin, and when tho tide’s up you
don't stand much of a chance. When
the tide ebbs—well, you just get carried
away with it. Bea?

Bunter covered his face with his
pudi;f. trﬂmbil.uq; nds.
“You awful villain! You'd never do

it! The police—"
“The police " jeered the man. “The
lice! We don't eare a snap of the
nger for the police Ho rest essy on
that score, old porker. Now, just shut
up an' como along o' me. And don’t try
gy tricks, or I'll wring your fat neck!”
perate a3z the situation was, Billy
Bunter had no intention of trying any
tricks with the villainous-locking indi-
vidual with the torch. Bhivering like
a jelly, the fat Eluni-nr allowed the man
to freo him of the chain. Then he waa
dragged towards the door of his prison
in & grip of iron.

“No tricks, my son,” growled his
captor, “or I'll clip you over the bead,
smart "

But Bunter was too terrified to do
anything hut follow tho dircction his
captor indicated a3 they mounted a
winding stono staircase to tho fleor
above. It was a relief, anyway, to bo
out of that noisome dungeon, whatevar
fate lay ahead of him.

For one wild moment, it is true, the
fat junior contemplated making a bolt
for it, but his courage failed him. That
iron grip on his enllar, that savage faco
bent above him, was too much for him.

“This way!"

Bunter found himsclf Lefore a door.

W HE Maoxer Taemany. --No, 1,108,

His captor knocked on it three times,
and in response a tiny grille was thrown
open and a face appeared—a face as evil
as that of Bunter's escort. Then tho
door was thrown open, and Bunter
found himself being propelled into a
long, bare room which looked as if at
some time or another 1t had been part
of a warehouse.

At the far end of this room was
another door. Here the same process
of the three knocks was gone through.
Once more a grille opened in tho door
and a face peered at Bunter and his
escort.

*Mow, just behave Euursa]f," whis-
pered the latter, “and mind your p's and
q's.

The door opened slowly, and Bunter
gasped at what he saw,

“Bring the prisoner in!"

A masked and cloaked figure seated
at a long mahogany table of exquisite
workmanszhip, in a chair that must at
ono time have been in some ancestral
castle, spoke the words in a voles that
held a lisp in 1it.

Bunter was quick to motice that. -But
even then his curiosity came to the sur-
face. Ho found himself staring at the
priceless furnishing of the room. A
thick Persian carpet covered the parguet
floor. The walls were panelled in rich
dark oak. Massive chandeliers of

' CLLLLLLLL DL LR Tl IIII.IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIH!

This week's leather pocket wallet
s to: J. Charman, Alexandra,
g:ccn Street. Horsham, who sent
in the following clever Limerick :
Though Fish Ilsn't much of n
ascholar,
He worshipa thse almighty dollap.
i he's two centa out,
He'll etamp and he'll shout—

“Oh gea! Two cents wrong!
Hear me hollar ! ¥ )

T!ltl'ﬁ are pltnt]r more wallets
waiting to be won, chums. Don't
delay, send in your zttempt to-day !
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French wﬂrknmmhig of a bygons
eneration cast a rich glow of zoothin
ight over a collection of furniture anﬁ
bric-a-brac in which a dealer in antiques
would have revelled.
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Bunter, despite his ferror, could not
repross that gasp of astonishment, The
wholo place was so incongruous with
what had preceded it in his journey
there.

“Your name?”

It was the lisping voice of the masked
man seated at tho table.

Bunter started.

“Wil-William B-B-Bunter, sir!” ho
stuttercd, unnerved before that awe-
inspiring figure,

“Of Groyfrinrs SBclhiool, Kent¥” camoe
the lizping voice.

“Yo-ves, sir."”

“What wero you doing in the car that
brought my agents hore?”

There was an imperious note in that
voice now that madoe Bunter's hair
fairly stand on and.

“ N-nothing, =&ir,” ho stammered.
“That 1z to say, ﬂ]nep-slunFium 1

“ ¥You wore nobt spying?’

Bunter's eyes opened wide,

“Nunno, sir.”

“You heard my agents talking in the
car. You heard them say what?

Again Bunter shivered. There was
a menacoe in the voico of the man wha
was interrogating him that froze tho
blood in the fat junior's veins,

“ N-nothing, sir, really. I didn"t hear
{them say anything about Sir William.

I didn't hear thom say that—that they'd
poizoned him. Apd no—no mention was
made of {-f-forty thousand pounds, eir,”

The man in the mask snarled.

“The boy is a fool, a 1:[{}11;.. or elsa he
is a consummate actor!” he said
gratingly.

** No, sir,” babbled Bunter wildly, “a
f-f-fool, sir. 1'm not acting, really.”

“Bah !” snarled the man in the mask.
“You know our plans, You know too
much; that 13 obvious. Moelchett and

Toni did well to bring you here. The
dead toll no tales!™
Bunter's knces shook. He glanced

about him wildly, and for the first time
became conscious of a score of cloaked
and masked fgures lined up at his back.

“Help!” he shrieked.

The man in the chair laughed softly.

“You may save your breath, my fat
spy,” he said softly. * No one can hear
you outside this room. You have
meddled in our affairs—the affairs of
the Rafia.” He threw hia head back
proudly, and a low murmur came from
the score of masked figures at Bunter's
back. *“The penalty is that you diel”

Billy Bunter shrieked and fell on his
kn his fat heart palpitating wildly.
- And- again from the score of cloaked
figures cawo a murmuring assent.

“The Rafia hitherto,” went on the
leador, **has never waged war against
:s-l:hnulr:m:.ra, but you have invited your
own fate. By your own foolishness you
have becomo possessed of a secrct t
must not bo passed on.™

“Spare mo!” shrieked Billy Bunter
in a fresh paroxysm of terror. ™1 won'f
say & word., Honour bright 1 won't.
Let me

His voice ended in a shriek, and the
leader of the Rafia, with a conteroptuous
movement of the hand, bade Bunter's
escort take the fat junior away.

“To-morrow, noon, when the tide is
?, Erskine, you will open the trap

ou understand?"

“Yﬁﬂi chief,*’f I{:m'nﬂ the
stran respectiul.

f T.ﬁ'ﬁ:ﬁ then you will leave the hound
to keop guard over the prisoner in onc
of the upper rooms. will at least
spare him the company of the rats in
the cellar.”

A door opoened at the far end of the
room and anothor masked and cloaked
figure entered the apartment, Ile held
in leash a particularly wolflish-looking
Alsatian dog that bared s teoth as it
entered and snarled in & blood-curdlin
fashion—or so it seemed to the terriﬁnﬁ
Greyfriars Rcomovite,

The man at tho table addeessed
Bunter once more.

“That Alsatian, my fat spy, is
specially trained to keep fuard over the
prizoners of the Raha. warn you, if
vour last hours are to be peaceful, not
to offend it!"

Billy Bunter covered his face with his
hands. Was this some dreadiul night-
mare? Was this the twentieth century?
But another torrified glance at that
dreaded figure scated at tho table, at the
scorc of masked and silent figures, &t
the fierce Alsatian that strained at the
load, convinced him that it was no
dream. And, with realisation of his
plight, Billy Bunter screamed once
more and then collapsed in a dead faint,

answer,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
On the Scent |
C and sharp at Greyiriars
Gosling, the porter, was puat-

LANG, clang, clang!

The rising-bell rang ont clear
ling excoptional vigoonr into his work ms
ho pulled at the bell rope.
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Tt was a beautiful spring morning,
and even Gosling, crusty and eaten up
with rheumatizm and other complaints,
both real and imaginary, felt that it
was good to be alive. Lo

In the Remdve dormitory. the juniors
were soon astir, and instinctively all
ﬁ{gﬂ turned to William George Bunter's

But that bed had not been slept in,
and certainly there was no sign of the
fat junior himself. o

Billy Bunter was still missing.

Peter Todd was looking anxious, and
his anxiety found a muntergt. in the
faces of Harry Wharton & Co

“ Bunter’s not returned,” eaid Pater,
“Iuwnnder where the thump he's got
to? _

“It's not like our tame porpoise to
stay out all night,” admitted Bob
Cherry, scratching his curly head. "I
hope to goodness nothing serious has
happened to himl”

nd that was the general
William GCGeorge Bunter was by no
means a popular character 1n |
Remove, 'b]ul'. thealra :-;as hﬁ&umethm
strange in his prolonged absence, an
even cads like Skinner & Co, hoped that
nothing emiss had happened to him.

When the Remove trooped dewn to
breakfast, Mr. Qualch officially made the
announcement that DBunter was still
missing.

There was & frown of anxicty on the
Form master’s [ace. He had zat up well
into the night in the hopoe that the
wanderer would return, but the hope
lad been unfounded.

The vacant bed, and, what was moro
conclusive still, the vacant ﬁrlm:e at tho
lgnakfaat-t-u.hlu, roved beyond all
shadow of doubt that Billy Bunter had
not returned.

After breakfast a number of prefects
woere sent out on bieycles to search for
Bunter, but by the time first lesson camo
along.they returned with no news.

Wi‘lliu.m George DBunter seemed to
liave disappeared from the face of the
carth,

During morning break Bob Cherry
received a telephone call from Dr. Tom-
linson, the specialist, to* say that Sir
William Cherry was still unconscious
and that overything possible was being
done for him. dim :

With downcast face Bob joined his
chums and told them the news.

# Cheer up, Bob,"” said Harry Whar-
ton, with forced cheeriulness,

And the captain of the Remove and
his chwns tried hard to take Bob's mind
off his uncle’s condition by talking
briskly of the cricket matches that were
due to be pla.f,'nd during the next week.
But it was all to no purpoze. A heavy

loom had settled on the chums of the
%amme. and even the subject of ericket
friled to dispel it. ]

As was natural, their thoughts turned
to William George Bunter, and it was
while they were discussing the fat
Removite that Trotter, thoe page, in-
formed them that Dr. Locke desired to
s¢o them m his study.

They trooped in in a body.

“1 have been thinking over ithe
strange disappearance of Bunter,” =aid
Dvr. Locke, “and was wondering
whether the feolish boy has  hidden
himself ot your wuele's honze, Cherry.”

Bob stared.

The thought had not occurred to him
hefore, but 1t was barcly %ﬂ&ﬁihlﬂ that
the Owl of the Remove had indeed
staved at thoe house. Dob told himself
then that it was thoe sort of idiotic
thing Bunter wounld do.

“In any case,” continued the Head,
“I can sco that you are not in the right
state of mind for Form work. Perhaps

hope.

you would like to go over to your
uncle’s house and investigatel”

" ¥es, sir,” sard Bob,

“Yery well, then,” emiled Dr, Locke,
“do so—and I{Eﬁp your eyes open on the
way."

* Yes, sir,” replied Bob, “I'll cyele
over."”

The Head looked at the other four
Removites,

“And to keep your mind off things
I thought it might bo as well if your
chums accompanied you,” added Dr.
Locka kindly.

ki {}h’ ail._!u )

“Y¥ou may consider yourselves
excueed work for the remainder of tho
day,” concluded the Head; and Harry
Wharton & Co., voicing their thanks,

trooped ouf, ]
“I'he Head's a brick!” exclaimed
Wharton.
“A real brick!” agreed Bob Cherry.
And Nugent, Johony Bull, and
Hurree Jamset HRom Singh heartily

reed,
ang tha envy of their fellow-
Removites, Harry Wharton & Co. wero
seenn to mount their bicyeles and pedal
off out of the gates a few moments
later. They took the road to Court-
field, stopping only to make inguiries
of pedestrians as to whether any of
them had seen William George Bunter.
Each inquiry drew a blank, however.

And at Bir William Cherry's house
the result was the same, although Bob
and his chums and the servants com-
bined in a search of the old Tudor
mansion. Certainly, Billy Bunter had
not concealed himself there,

The chums of the Remove, more per-
glr{gxnd than ever now, gathered in the
rive.

“Where on earth has the chap got
to ™ muttered Wharton,

“ Blessed if I know] We've searched
every inch of the house,” said Bob
Cherry ruefully. “I had hopes that
wo might have found him here. You
know what a fathead Bunter is, where
grub is concerned.”

The juniors nodded—with the excep-
tion of Johnny Bull. That youth was

gazing fxedly at the drive,
“What's bitten you, Johnnyi™
Johony Bull started as Wharton's

voice fell on his cars. )

“1 say,” he cjaculated, with a tremor
of cxcitement 1 his voice. “ Whose
hefty [ootprints are those™ -

He pointed to a line of footprints
clearly defined in the soil that ended
abruptly about five feet from the foot
of the steps of the porch.

Harry Wharton & Co.
Johnny Bull's gaze.

There was a silence for a moment or
two. Then, as if moved ohe spring,
the five juniora hurried forward and
examined the footprints. They were
deep and well spaced aport, and by

followed

g

are too for apart for Buoter,” gaid
Frf.:lalfl I{':'ugﬂuli critically.

Johnny Bull shook his head.

“Where's your scoutcraft, Franky?"”
he said. " You can see that whoever
left those footprints was running.”

Harry Wharton whistled, '

“You've right, Jobhnny,” he said
admiringly. * ¥ou're right. Look how
deep the mmprint is of the toe "

Johnny Bull held up his hand.

“ Look bere, you chaps, 1 don't want
to jump to conclusions, but I think I've
picked up the trail,”

“"Cough it up, old scout.”

And dJdohnny, in his slow, deliborate
manner, procceded to “cough it up.”

“Those footprints were made when
the so1l had been dampened by rain,”
he remarked. "“That's very apparent.
Do you chaps agree?™

Harry Wharton & Co., catching
something of their chum’s cexcitement,
nodded.

“Well, it didn't rain uniil after we'd
kicked Bunter out of the house, last
night,” he said.

“Geo it, Johnny [

“"MNow, let's follow the trail,”! con-
tinued Johony Bull. “You see, it ends
jolly abruptly, about five leot or szo
from the steps of the porch. Never
mind whose footprints these are for the

moment. IHow do you chaps account
for them cnding so abruptly 1
There was & silence for a few

moments, and then Harry Wharton let
out & whoop of excitement.

“Why, there was & ecar standing
here,” he eajaculated triumphantly.
“And the chap who made those [oot-

rints must have entered the car, unless

e vanished inte thin air.,”

Johony Bull nodded.

“You've got it,” he said. “You can
see, if you look at the ground, yon
ﬂha{:m. that a car was standing here.
Well, then, if thosa footprints were
made by Bunter—and we'll be able to

rove that in a minute—it means that
e cntered the car; and as neither the
car nor Bunter are here now it suggests
that Bunter was driven off in 1t.”

i PI’IEW [J‘I

“But why should ocur tame porpoise
get into the cari” said Bob Cherry,
gcratching hia head.

“It was raining,” said Jehnny Bull.
“As far as I can make out, Bunter was
sneaking sbout round that laurel-bush
after we'd kicked him out. Then it
camo on to rain, and Bunter, getting
fed-up, ran for the car and made him-
gell comfortable inside 1t——"

“That's certainly the sort of thing
ha would do," admitted Frank Nugent.
“Thinking that it was tho samé car
thot brought us—and incidentally him
—here from the school.”

There was a murmur of amazemens
from the juniors.

(Continved on nexl page.)

tracing them back
the juniors dis-
covered that they
started close to a
laurel-bush  about
ten  yards  away
from the house,

“Those are Dun-
ter's [oolmarks for
n  pension ™ sald
Johony Bull exeit-
I:dl:,i.

“7 belicve your're
right,” said Whar-
ten  slowly., “
tho depth of them
they certuinly scem
to show that their
owncr was o heavy-
woeight.™

“But the

steps
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“You've worked out a jolly good
tieory, Jobuny,” said Dob _'E'l'l.';'l‘.'l' y
“But how do you Lnow that it wasn't
the car that brought us here®

Johony Bull tapped his forchead.

“Memory,” ho said, with a grin
“Our car, or, rather, your uncle's car,
pulled up about three yards farther
along the drive—you can see the tyre
marks." .

“You're right, Johnny!" exclaimed
Wharton excitedly. “And it means
that Bunter got in the wrong car and
must have been driven off—miles, for
all we kpow."

Johnny Bull nodded. .

“That would account for hLis long
absence,” said the captain of the
Remove, “and as he was  stony that
might account for his silence, too.
be got stranded—and it's quite possible
the driver of the car turned him out
when he discovered him in it—that
would alse explain why he hadn't tole-
phoned the school™

“YTou've pot 1f, Harry,” said Johony
Bull.

TAIl that seerns prelty good,” enid
MNugent  obstinately; “but  assuming
that the footprinta are Bunter's, that
he jumped into the wrong car, w,hy on
earth, when he realised his mistake,
as he must have done, didn't ho hop
out? Why didn't the driver of the car
seo him anywny ¥

The juniors felt that Nugent had pre-
sented Jﬂhnnﬁ Bull with a problem
that krocked his theory to pieces.  But
Johnny Bull's reasoning powers, slow
though they were as o peneral rule,
geamed fo accelorate to the oceasion,

He smiled.

“What if Bunter fell asleep # he said
simply., “We know he'd been scoffing,
and, next to eating and talking, sleep-
ing is Bunty's pet weakness. that a
possible, F'ranky?"

Ar_nd Nugent, with & wry grin, had to
admit that one question had been
answered plausibly, at any rate,

"Ag to why thoe driver didn't notice
him, I'm afraid that is rather more
difficult to answer,” said Johony Bull,
“But ['ve known owners and drivers of
cars on leaving & house never to think
of leoking into the back of the car,
fospecially when the car was a ealoon,
with a division betwecen the driving
seat and the back.”

“That's true,” said YWharlon, with &
nod. *It's possible, anm‘f. A

“If the car that stood there hap-
pened  to " persisted
MNugent.

Johnny Bull smiled.

“It was a saloon,” he sald triumph-
antly. “ Onee again I'l] wager a dough-
nut to o new cricket bat that it was a
saloon.”

“Jove, vou're becomine some scout!”
chuckled Nugent.

“And some detective!” added Bob
Cherry, with a smile,

“Hear, hear ™

“The next thing to find out,” said
Bob, “is to whom did the car belong?”

“I can asnswer that,” exelaimed
Jahinny Bull triumphantly,

“Well, I'm blesged!”

“It's quite easy when vou work it
out,” said Johony. “If vyou rcmember
that all the guests had gone from here
long before the reain came on you will
remember, too, that three cars were left
drawn up hero—ours and two others,
presumably belonging to the band.”

“How do wyou work that out,
Johnny? Why the bhand "

“ Becanse they were the only peoplo
to leave the house just about the time
the rain came on. ol remember,
Bob, vou told their leader that it was
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be o saloon—"

uscless hanging about in the circom-
stances, and you dismissed them. That
occurred about tén minutes or a guarter
of an hour after Harry and 1 had
booted Bunter off the premiszes. And
by the time those band merchants had
packed their instruments and cleared
the rain started.”

“You've worked it out like o blessed
detective ! said Bob Cherry admiringly.
“ And if you're right we can scon get on
Bunter's track.”

“I believe Johnny's right,” said the
captain .of the Remove. “In fact, 1
feel certain he is, and the only way
we can geb on the track of that car is
to find out where the band came from,
and get 1in touch with one of them by
telophone, or something,"

“And the way to do that—ihe only
way now that that rotter Marsden has
bunked,” said Bob Cherry, his brows
knitting as he thought of the sccrotary,
iz to hunt through his pa He
ehgaged the band for uncle—there must
be some correspondence about it some-
where.”

“That's so0,"” agreed Johnny Bull
"Look hers, you chaps hunt up that
part of the business, and I'll cut back to
the echool.”

“What for?" asked four voices, in
unison.

“To get a shoo belonging to Bunter,”
said Johnony, who seempd to have
thought of everything. “If the shoe fits
these footprints that'll prove we're on
the right track.”

“Johnny, you fairly take tho cake!"
E!_:l:-'.':lnimed} harton, in frank admira-
tiomn.

“Hear, hear!” chorused the other
juniors warmly.,

And Johnny Bull, seldom in the limo.
light, blushed confusedly.

“Cut it out,"” he said, “and let's got
on with the washing!”

“Just a moment,, old scout,” said
Bob suddenly, as Johnny Bull prepared
to depart. " You're jolly well not going
to bike back to the school! That'll mean
& waste of time. WWhat's wrong with
uncle's car?”

“The only thing that good old Jnh:mﬂ
hasn’t thought of!" said Wharton, wit
a grin. “(Good for you, Bob!®

Accordingly, Bob summoned his
uncle's ﬂhauﬁnur, and within a few
moments Johnny Bull was speeding back
to Grevfriars In his absence Harry
Wharton & Co. were not idle. A searc
of Marsdon’s desk brought to light the
name and address of the leader of the
band, ond his telephone number; and
even while Johnny Bull wes returning
to the housa with one of William George
Bunter's shoes Bob Cherry was asking
for the telephone number.

But thero the juniors received a set-
back. For a long time Bob received no
reply; then cameo the voice of a servant
who apparently was one of many in the
block of mansion flats where the band
leader resided, informing the Removite
that Mr. Melchett was not at home.

In response to further inquiries, the
servant could give no definite informa.-
tion, and Bob replaced the receiver, with
a grunt of annoyance,

“He's not ot home,” Bob told his

ums.

“Well, the only thing for it is to trot
up to town and wait unkil he is at
home,” suggested Wharton, "Wa must
get 1n touch with him to find out whose
car it was.”

“Right-hoi" said Bob. “We'll go
up to town. DBesides,” he added, and
a cloud overspraad his face, *I'll be
able to pop in at the hospital and seo
how nunks is."

‘that swift run up to London, an

The juniors nodded, and then fell
silent, &s was their habit every time
mention of Bir William was made.

Johnny Bull entering the house and
waving ono of Bunter's shoes aloff

triumphantly, came at & propitious
moment.
“We'rc on the right track, wyou

chaps!1” he exclaimed, with a gleam in
his eyes. *This shoo fits the imprint of
the right foot exactly!”

“Braval”

The cheer was spontancous, and sgain
Johnny Bull coloured.

Wharton quickly explained the out-
come of Bob's telephone call, and Bull
agreed that the obvious course now was
to proceed to London. Here again Sir
William's car and his chauffcur were
called into requisition; and within ten
minutes five juniors, keen as mustard
now to sea the end ef the trail that
Johnny Bull had picked up so wonder-
fully, were being raced towards London
and the abod: of Mr. Angelo Malchett.

But little did they guess what the end
of the trail would be or how miracu-
lous would be its cffect on Sir William

Cherry, for whom the best poison
specialists that London could produce,
were fighting a battle of life and deathl

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Nothing Doing !
i ERE wo arc!”
H Bob Cherrv turned to hia
chums i1n the car as the
Daimler purred its way

along the Edgware Road, and came to
o stop outside a block of mansion flats.

"'Gﬂﬂd Il:l'

Harry Wharten & Co. had enjoyed
now
as they reached their destination
realisation of their errand returned.

“You do the chin-wagging, Bob,”
said the captain of the Itemove, as the
chauffeur stood by the side of the open
door. “We'll wait hero.”

Bob nodded, and stepped out of the
oar.

Ho was not gone long. In answer fo
his summons on the bell a maid ap-
peared, and she informed DBob that
Angelo Melchett was “out.”

“0Oh!* Bob was taken aback. “Can
you tell me when Mr. Melchett will be
at home "

*Not until late to-night, sir,” replied
the maid. “¥ou see, he's the leader of
the Savinium Band—"

(L3 Dh I"‘

“And they play during lunch and
tea and dinner, siz.”

“The Savinium—" began Bob.

The maid emiled.

“That's just off Piccadilly Civcus,”
sho volunteered. “If your business with
Mr. Melchett is very important, I expect
you could seo him there.”

[ "Dh, Eﬂﬂd [

Bob rejoined his chums, and ex-
lained what had happened, and in a
ew moments the Daimler was purring
towards Piceadilly.

“There's the Bavinium!"” suddenly
exclaimod Johnny Bull, who was scan-
ning the street abead, and a moment
later the car eame to a standstill,

“What about lunch while we're
here ¥ suggested Wharton. “It's past
our uwsual grub time, and I'm fecling o
bit kish.™

“Bame here!™

“The hungar!ulness of my ridiculous
gclf 1s terrilio!” said Hurrce Jamsct,
with a dusky smilc.

“Good ideal" agreed Bob.
combine business with pleasure.”

-

“We'll
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The Alsatian seized between its teeth the loose end of the cord that secured Bunter’s arms to the chair, and jerked playlully

at it. *“ Good dog ! said Bunter encouragingly, and to his joy he felt his bonds loosening.

Having said which, he gave the
chauffeur instructions to call for them
in an hour's time, and then, followed
by his chums, Beb strode into the
Savinium. ]

It wans an attractive restaurant; 4
trifle ornate, in the opinion of the Grey-
friarz Removites, but it had a soothing
atmosphere pbout it that n.?p::alud to
tho genpla who had plenty of money to
HIEJ'E“ &

Solt-footed waiters moved backwards
and forwards with well-laden trays;
ohsequious “head waiters ” stood ready
tao bow nowcomers Lo their tables, or,
altornatively, to bow io the door thoso
who had dined.

And while Bob Cherry and his party
atgod looking round the glittering room
in scurch of the band, o head waiter

took charge of them. ] )
“ A table for five? "This way, if you
pleazal”

Atill looking about them, the Grey-
friuvs juniors foliowed the hoad waiter
1o o table. Up to then nono of then:
Lad scen any sign of Lthe orchestra.

“1 understand you had an orchestra
liere,” said Wharten Lo the head
waiter

*That s correct, sir,”” was the reply.

“1f you will look towards that little
gallery "—he  indicated the direction
with o movement of the head—" you
will sea thom, and—"

Ho broke off and bowed as at that
motnent the concealed orchestra *fstruck
up " a popuiar danco tunc.

“There's Melchett,” said DBob, gazing
over to thoe musicians' gallery.

From a group of palms there emerged
tha wmmaculate figure of Angelo
Melchett, moving with casy graco as ho
pliod Lis bow. That ho was o skilled
performer on the yviolin woa scon madoe

evident, and at the conclusion of the
piece the ovalion he received from the
people zeated at the tables below him
mnust have been very gratifying.

Ho bowed in all direetions, in re-
gsponsa to the applause, and then his
eyos fixed on the table at which tho
Greyfriars juniors sat. Immcdiately tho
smila on ﬁis faco died awey and a
hunted look sprang into his eyes. It
was only momentary, however, and nono
but Hurreo Jamsct Ram Singh seemeord
to have noticed it. The noxt sccond
and Angclo Melchett hnd himself well
in hand.

Despite the continued applause and
liund clapping, Melchett did not give un
CNCOrE 18 fellow-players looked -
guiringly at him, waiting lor the word
to commencs the encore.  But no word
came.  With o significant look ot lis
compamon Toni, Mulchett sauntered out
of the musicians’ aleove.

Toni followed him.

Melehett gripped bim Geveely by the
avHm,

“The gawce's upl”
whisper.

Tom started.

“What do you mean i

e said, in ®

“Phoy’'ro here—those Greylriars
boys,” replied Toni, *“amd the boy
Cherry is with them !

Tom's face blanched.

“ But perhaps it's just a eoincidence
that they've come here,” he remarked.

Melchett shook his head,

“ [t's uot o coincidenco !’ he multered.
1 feel cortain of that., They've fol-
lowed us hore. They suspect——"

1o broke off as the manager of the
restaurant camo striding towards them,

“Aren’t you going to give them an
oncora ¥ he asked %umily. “They'ro
simply elmmonring for you'l”

See Chapter 13.)

Melchett shook his head,

“I'm afraid not, TI've come over
faint." ;

He passcd & hand over his forchead.
Certainly his pallor bore out his words,
ond the manager, aiter expressing a few
hollow words of sympathy, walked
away. Angele Melcheut was his own
master, and he had to be treated with a
certain amount of respect,

When the munager was at o safo diss
tanee Melehett turned to Toni.

“I'm going,” he said. “And T'm
going right now. And youi?"

Toni glunced about him uneasily,

“I'in coming with you, loo,”
answared.

And five minutes later theso (wo mem-
bers of the Ralia were leaving the
restourant.

In the meantime, Boly Cherry had
intimated to the head waiter o desice to
seo the leader of the orchestra.  The
juniors weited five minules for the
waitor to roturn,

“I would wagerfully wager that the
sstecmed and ridiculous Melchett will
not see you ! said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

The juniors looked at their dusky
chum euriously. .

“Why do you think that, Tnky #” asked
Harry Wharton.

Hurrea Jamset Ram Bingh shrugged
his shoulders,

“1 have an idea that tho ridiculous
Muolchett wasn't at all pleased to see w3

he

 gitting herefully.”

id UI.'I., rot 1» .

“We shall sce,” said Inky. “I dom™
know whether any of my cstecewd
chums saw the expression on the ladie-
rous Melchett's face when he looked
over at this table.”

Tur Maower Lisnary.—No. 1,108,
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“What do you mean?"

The nabob smiled.

“In tho East we are quick to read
faces,” he explained. “And I would
wagerfully bet my new cricket bat that
the ridiculous Melchett is a badful egg,
and that, for some reason best known to
his own esteemed self, the sightiulness
of us gave him a great shockiulness and
& scarefulness.”

“Oh, you're talking through your hat,
old bean!” said Bob Cherry. .

But when the waiter returned with
the news that Mr. Melchett had gone
home with a beadache, Inky's suspicions
eame back with more force.

Bob's faco fell. Did this mean that
the journey to Lomndon had been made
in vain?

Harry Wharton came to the rescue.

“I suppose the other players here
belong to the orchestra Melchett took
with Tlim to vour uncle's house, Bob,”

he said thoughtfully. “Let’s see ono of
ﬁem‘i}

Bob brightened.

“That's a good idea. Come on "

Explaining to the waiter that it was
imperative that they should speak te
the orchestra, that obsequious indi-
widusal, prompted by a crisp ten-shilling
note .ﬁnﬁ placed in his hand,.intimated
that he could work the oracle, At the
heels of the waiter the Famous EHive
trooped up & side staircase until the
came on a level with the musicians' gal-
lery, and at the conclusion of a dance
tune two members of the orchestra came
out to the Greviriars party.

Bob heaved a sigh of relici when he
recognised one of them as belonging to
the orchestra that had attended at his
uncle’s house the previous night. To
him the Greyfiriars junior explained the
position, putting forward the auggastm_n
that Bunter had perhaps entered their
CBT in error.

But the member of the orchestra
ghook his head.

“Your friend did not enter the car
I and my friends returned to London
in,” he said, ; ;

_ “0Oh!” The Greyfriars juniors looked
dismal,

“But it may be ;[J':Jﬁﬂihln that he en-
tered Mr, Melchett's car—not that Mr.
Melchett mentioned such a ¢ircumetance
to us this morning.”

Hers again was a set-back,

“And Mr. Melchett's gone home, I
understand " asked Bob Cherry. :

“1 believe so. He's cortainly not in
the gallery with us.™

Harry Wharton took Bob Cherry by
the arm.

“The best thing we can do 1s to buzz
round to Melchett's place again.”

“That's all we can do,” said Bab;
and, thanking the musician, he and his
ghums retraced their steps.

Withoai wasting time, the - juniors
settled their bill, and once more stood
on the pavement outside the restaurant,

Wharton hailed a cob, and in & few
moments the party was speeding to-
wards Edgware Boad.

At Angelo Melchett’'s flat anothor set-
back awuited them, for the maid de-
clared that Melchett had not been near
the pln.m since  breakfast-time that
morning.

"‘i’.i"lz':ﬁ:r here's a go!™ muttered Whar-
ton, when the Co. stood in some inde-
cizion outside the block of Hats.

“Checkinate,” grinned Nugent
ruefully.

“It all secms mighty queer,” said
Johnny Bull, in his slow way. “Wo are
convinced that that as: Dunter was in
one of the two cars that brought the
band back to London last might. We
bave proved that s wasn't 1n one of
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the cars, and the owner of the other
gees fit to make himself scarce when we
put in an appearance——"'

“Well ” said Bob Cherry help[uﬂr.
“What are you driving at, Johnny, old
scout I

“I'm beginning to think that Inky's
mstinct was right. That chap Melchett

i5s a bad egg. I believe he deliberately
buzzed off when he saw us”

“"Hem 17

“Hum '

Johnny's belief was not shared by the
rest of the Co,, with the possible excep-
fion of Inky., There were doubtless
hundreds of reasone why Angelo
Melchett should make himself scarce, for
he was his own master,

“You don't think I'm right?” asked
Johnny Baull, leoking at tho dubious
faces of his chums. And there was
silence,

o ‘n‘i.’-:ll; I'm for going to the police-
station,” said Johnny. “We can’t do
any harm. If Bunter came back to
town in & car he must be about some-
where. Perhaps something's happened
to him—="

“I hope that isn't the case,” said
Wharton. **Bunter's not & pal of mine
cxactly, but I hope nothing has hap-
pencd to the silly ass.”

“A few disoreet inquiries at the
police station won't do any harm, any-
way,” said Nugent. “If he's lost him-
sclf, or anything fatheaded like that,
the ;;Iuliaa would jolly soon know.”

Wharton reasoned with himself that
there did not seem much to be gained
by making inquiries at the police
station; on the other hand, thero was
-.::ertamfy nothing to be gained by hang-
g about the pavemont of Edgware
Road, so he gave the address of the
Vine Street Police Btation to the taxi-
driver, and in a few moments the car
was speeding them there.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.,
Billy Bunter's. Luck !

L LOCOO0UGH !

G Lilly Bunter groaned and
blinked, wscd blinked ana
gmanm‘i

“ Groooough I

The fat junior had come to, and his
first waking thoughts pgave him a
shock, He was doomed to die—to die
by drowning. He recmembered the
awliul ordeal through which he had
passed in fhe presenec of the dreaded
Rafia and their chief.

Bunter blinked abeut him.

Ho was bound hand and foot to =
chair in an attic that was devoid of all
furnishing. Stretched out before him,
like somo grim sentinel, was the huge
Alsatian_wolfhound, Its baleful cyes
never left the face of the Greyfriors
Removite.

“Oh crikey I

Billy Bunter's merve almost failed
him; he almost felt toe frightened to
breathe as his wildly-staring eyes fxed
on his four-footed guard.

“(zood dog!” mumblid Bunter.

“Grrrreerree 1

The Alsatian roce to its foot, baved its
teeth, and snarled. PBunfer shuddered.

“(z-g-good dog!” he said. " Goo-goo-
good dog ™

The Alsatian did not snarl this time,
It advanced on the terrified Bunter and
sniffed the fat junior all over. And the
Owl of the Remove expeocted any minuto
to feel its fangs in his plump calves,

“Good dog!" gasped Bunter., ‘Then
in desperation he started to entortain
tho wild-looking animal—anythi to
keep its mind off his plump calves.

Buntor was s born mimic, and for the
next half an hour he mimicked bird
cries, the neigh of a horse, the trumpet-
ing of an elephant, the hoot of an owl,
the braying of & ﬁhkﬁg’—ﬂ?ﬂt‘j’thinﬁ‘ he
could poss: think of.

And, wonder of wonders, this savago
guardian of the Rafia's vietims seemed
to find some entertainment in the per-
formance.

At the end of twenty minutes the
Alsatian was, wagging its tail; at the
expiration of half an hour 1t was licking
Bunter's hands.

Billy Bunter, a wild hope plucking at
his podgy heart, “entertained ¥ for all
he was worth. Some instinct prompted
him to turn this new-formed friendship-
with the savage Alsatian to account,
By mecans of signs and words and con-
stant wriggles the Owl of the Remove
at last directed the dog's attention to his
bonds.

“Good dog! Good dog!”

The Alsatian wagged its tail and then
P]a-y.qu seized between its teoth the
pose end of the cord that bound Bunter's
arms to the chair and began to pull
lustily.

“Good dog!"” muitered Bunter tremu-
lously.

For o quarter of an hour or more the
dog strained at the cord. its canine
intelligence rising to the occasion, and
at the end of: that time Billy Bunter
gave a whoop of delight, for he [elt
the cords loosening. Another frantic
jerk—this time from Bunter himself—
and the fat junior felt one hand free.

The rest was fairly casy. Inside five
minutes both arms and hande were free;
in ten minutes Billy Bunter's feet wero
free, e

“0h, this is great!™

The fat junior stood up end stretched
himself. Then he rolled towards ‘the

og and plucked enough courage to
fondle it. At that moment Bunter loved
his four-footed guardian as much as he
loved William George Bunter,

The dog leaped up at him and licked
him. What bond there could possibly bo
between the fattest and biggest idiot in
the Greyfriars Remove and the SBYAZE
puardian of the Rafie's viptims will
never be known. But a bond of friend-
ship there was.

And then in the midst of his exulta.
tion Bunter's terror returned. Qutside,
growing louder and nearer at every
second, was the tramp of feet.

eone was coming |

“0Oh lori"

Bunter's fat lLeart beat wildly. .He
gazed about him for a place of conceal-
Egﬁnt, ‘hufi that di_nmrﬁnltltic ﬁnffered nmﬂ:ii

en in desperation Dilly Bunter seize
hold of the chair,

A koy seraped in the lock of the door,
and Bunter, with wildly-beating heart,
juroped behind the door. Ilis podgy
fists grl;ppcd the chair on high,

The door opened.

Billy Bunter shut his eyes and smote
with all his force.

Thud |

The chair came down on the head of
the luckless man who lead entered—it
was Bunter's previous guard—and with-
out a soend the man sank to the floor in
an inert heap. ;

Bunter stood brealhing Lard, his eves
almost starting out of their sockets in
fear and tmm'l.?ling of what ho had done.
Then common sense prevailed. He lad
acted in self-defence. At ooy momont
the man might return to consciousness,
Bunter pounced on the length of cord
which & short time before had sccured
him and then, with feverish hasle, Le
bound up tho senszeless man.

(Continucd on page 23.)



START THIS WONDERFUL DIRT-TRACHK STORY TO-DAY!

By fair means or foul, Otto
18 determined to inherit
Beresford Motors, Ltd., and,

as is to be expected, it is
towards fm_:l means that
Otto’s inclinations turn!

A Startling Diseovery !

HE ecompetitors lined up, the sun

i gleaming on their bikes, and as

they humpad themselves on their

saddles they looked like beings
from another world in their helmets,
faco-masks, and padded suits—veritable
devotoes of the great god ' Speed.”

The four of them wera pushed off by
the attendants as the starter’s flag foll
—Melville on the outside, being the
rider with the longest handicap:; then
Jimmy, a second, after him; and, lastly
the two back-markers, Stevenson an
Lorrimer.

The spouts blazed forth their deafen-
ing notes, and the four bikes stormed
forward towards the bend. Maelville,
anxiouz to makoe his namo, took full
advantage of his brief lead and rushed
into the curve at reckless speed, swing-
ing round in a long slide.

gimmy tora aftor him, whipping his
machine into a broadside that peppoered
the safety-fenes with cinders. o camoe
into the back straight with his bike
twisted at an angle across tho track,
hiz front wheel not more than a length
behind Melville.

Btevenson and Lorrimer followed
close on the tail of the Beresford speed-
iron, and all four riders opened up for
tho race to the sccond bend. Melville
held his lead, buot Jimmy was enal-
lenged by Stevenson, who pulled level
with a magmficent burst of accelera-
Lian,

The second cuorve was reached, and
Stovenson raced round on the outside, a
sereaming skid earrying him ahead of
Jimimy and bringing "i'tim level with

Melville, On thoe front straight Mel-
ville and Stevenson fought for first
place, with Jimmy sticking close to

themm and Lorrimer bringing up the
rear.

Ag.j CARNEY ALLAN

The first bend of the second lap
reversed matters. Stevenson forged
ahead to take the lead; and Jimmy, in
the act of serabbling round to gain
second place from Melvilla, saw
Lgrrimer thrust past him on tha outer
edge. .

The four riders made tho back-
straight, Btevenson running first,
Lorrimer thundering in pursuit of him,
Jimmy and Melville fighting to avoid
the tail-end of the procession.

On the next bend Melville made a
bid to recover lost ground, and swung
into the front-stretch almost level with
Lorrimer,  Stevenson, however, had
increasod his lead by several lengths,
and looked a decided winmer—and just
as decidodly Jimmy Beresford secimed
out of it. Even his staunchest admirers
eould ser no chance of him carrying the
race. '

On the first bend eof {he third lap

Melville agnin mada a supreme cffort,”

but he was riding for a fall, and as he

ulled abreast of Lorrimer his speod-
iron switched sideways in a skid that
he could not control.

Hiz front wheel struck Lorrimeoer's,
ond both bikes reeled apart from the
shock. Melville swung towards the
mllFr cdge, and Larvimer towards the
turt.

Tearing ronnd hehind them, Jimmy
saw In a flash that he might be in-
valved, but he made op his mind on the
instant and seraped throagh between
the two of them. Az he did so he heard
Melville erash to the right of him, and
Lorrimer to the left, and he was
asmothered by a double shower of up-
flung cinders,

Jimmy swerved on to thoe back-
straight, his bike bucking underneath
him, Ton len ahead of him was
Btevenson, and Stevenson was storm-
1n§‘ for the far bend at full throttle,

immy Hattened himself along the
bank. %& had got to beat Btevenson,
for a victory in this race would bring
him one step nearer to his goal—a
match-race with Rossiter, the mystery
champion,

Jimmy's progress in the last fow
weeks had been easy to mark. He was
not vet in Rossiter's class, but there was
no comparison between his riding now
and his riding when he had first
launched a speed-iron upon the dirt-
track. Wilth one long leg swinging at
the vinders to urge the %imit of pace
out of hia bike, he eut down Stovenson's
lead to six lengths.

Six lengihs in arrcars he hit the bend
that enrved inte the fmnt-strnig}lh Hia
machina was fitted with & “‘ecut-out,™
and he brought it into action to take
the corner with a terrific broadside.
Tho crowd rose to him as he swopt
round the outer edge, and his contin-
gent of admirers yelled themselves
hoarse when he gained tho straight
three longths behind the leader.

Tha fourth lap ronscd the “fans™ to
n frenzy of execitement. On the first
bend Jimmy knocked another length off
Stevenson’s  lead, and, flashing along
thn back-streteh, both riders forced the
hest out of their bikes, Stevenson siriv-
ing to hold the advantage, Jimmy
striving to overtake bam. At wild speed
they dashed into the last enrvo.

Jimmy thumbed the “ent-ont ¥ bution
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INTRODUGE JIMMY BERESFORD TO YOUR PALS—THEY'LL LIKE HIM!

.

on his handlebars, and then released it
for an instant. Tho exhaust spouls
blurted and spat flame, and the sudden
wrench of motive-power flung round his
back wheel in a screaming broadside
on¢e more., Down came his toé as the
specd-iron hecled over, and he juggled
with the stesring to control the skid.
Just in front of him Stevenson was
doubled in the saddle, raking round by
the white line in a desperate endeavour
to keep first place. ) .

But Jimmy was ﬁm: on him, and
half-way round the bend he was so close
that the grit from BStevenson's wheel
wa.si rattling against the Beresford’s
tanl.

Slashing on, the youngster pulled
level, and then from cvery quarter his
name was yelled in strident accents as

he swung into the home-stretch ahead
of his rival. .

Stevenson tried fo make up on him
with & final burst of speed, but Jimmy,
too, had cut in with the throttle, and
he was first across the line by a clear
three lengths, 1

A little while later, fresh from his
hard-won victory, Jimmy made his way
from the pits and walked through the
main gates of the stadium, scanmng
the road for sign of Fon as he did so.

He had not long to wait, for presently
s big open car drew up at the korb,
and ﬁe saw Ron’s cheerful countenance
behind the steering-wheel.

“Which way for the nursing-home?"
Ron asked. ]

“Right-about turn, chauffeur,” said
Jimmy, with a grin. “But hang on a
‘minute. Here's something coming—a
big saloon-car—" .

%Ia broke off suddenly as it struck
him that the car was familiar, and in
the same instant he recognised the man
who was dniving it.

It was Bernard Volson’s ¢ar, and the
man at the wheel was “Mr, Brown.”
With him was Otte. But that was not
all, for in the back of the saloon, pale
and hollow as the result of a long and
‘dangerous illness, was Jimmy's father!

Destination Unknown !

HE big saloon car was past in o
moment, none of its occupants
perceiving Jimmy or Ron.  As
for the youngsters, they could

only stand and stare, both of them
struck speechless; for Ron, too, had
scen the fgure of Jim's father in the
back of the sutomobile,

Jimmy was the first to find his
¥yoice. .

“ After them!” he said tersely, elimb-
ing in beside his chum. *We've got to
keep them in sight, Ron."”

Ron slipped the gear-lever into place
and stepped on the accelerator. The
tourer moved forward, the hum of ils
engine riging swiftly to s high pitch.
With rapid precision, Ron pushed the
}??ﬁr into “szecond ¥ and then into
“top.”

The saloon was a hundred and fifty
vards away by now, but fortunately the
rond was mnot partioularly crowded,
and, keeping the other car in view, Ron
was able to gain on it, until he cut
down the intervening distance to B
bare hundred yards.

Jimmy was huddled beside him, his
eyos on the same level as the steering-
wheel. ' There was a grim gquality in
the expression on his clear-cut face.
WNot once did he remove his glance
from the car they were following, and

evenn when he spoke to Ron again he
]:ept it fixed on the wehiclo,

“The Vaolson people are cunning,” he
sald. “As soon as it was known that
dad was to be moved, Otto and Brown
must have gone to the nursing home
intent on getting there before me. Dad
would be expecting me, for he knew
1 was calling to take bim away; but
I reckon Otto spun him some yarn.”

A traffic hold-up at a main cross.
roads involved both cars, and delayed
them for several minutes,

“What's the ides, though?” Ron
asked suddenly, as they waited for a
break. “What do they mean to do
with your father 1

“Nothing that will impreve his
health,” Jimmy ground out. “¥You can
bank on that!”

The line of traffic presently moved
forward. There were now half a dozen
cars between the youngsters’ tourer and
the saloon; but Ron drove magnifi-
contly, and with his experienced hands
controlling the stecring-wheel, he over-

took the other wvehicles one after
n_l‘:’ljt:ther, gliding past them on the off-
S1de,

The saloon was travelling at a fair
speed ; but some distance farther on it
began to slow down—in order to turn
into a side road.

“It looks as if they're going to the
house,” Jimmy commented, “That
road ‘leads to dad's place.”

Jimmy’s surmise was correct, for,
continming to follow the other car, the
voungsters eventually saw it pull to a
standstill outside the gates of Gorden

Beoresford's honse.

“What now?" Ron demanded, his
ﬁngers poiscd over the hand-brake.

“¥Yes, stop by them,” Jimmy tfold
him. “I'm going to have a word with
Brown and Otto.”

.Ron_obeyed, and drew up the tourer
right behind the big saloon car. Even
as he did so, Otto emerged from the
latter, with Brown et his heels.

Jimmy quickly scrambled out of the
tourer, and Otto's face. at sight of his
cousin, was a study in surprise and
confusion. Then both he and Brown
frowned darkly.

Jimmy opened his mouth to =peak,
but not & word came. Truth to tell, he
did not know quite what to say for the
moment, because he suddenly realised
that what he wanted *o say muszt be
loft unuttered in his father's hearing.

Hiz father bhad “turned the corner,”
PP P P i Prar PP ans P o Por Moy
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ity Beresford, a oheerful, athietic
ster, 1 the son of Gerdon Beresford, the Aead of
Beresford Molors, Mr. Beresford iz conzidering
rhggm of & new molor-cycle ennine tnrvenfed
By Connolly, Jimmy's paf, Mainly owving
to an encounder with i cousin Ofto, Jimmy {2
fold by hir drale father that he will either have to
take @ pogition in the works or fend for himeelf,
Jirimy decides to do the laller and. helped By
Ron'z expert mechanical knowledge, wins sereral
thritling races al the Elenham Speedioay. [Tt iz
. o e s s

ous Tivels, ofe emn o
nado " Rossiler, the wmystery nhmﬁau of the
track, will elop af Liltle to obiain plans of
Ron's invention. They are stolen by a repre-
senfafive of Voleon's ; bt Jimmy, toith great
plick and resolires, manapes o recover them, A
daslardly altempl on Jimmy's Kfe, engineered
hie geoundrelly cousin Olio, who 1 in leaghe
Folson's, all succeeds ¢ bt the gerious tliness
of Gordon B:m,fqrd makes il mﬁmmh or him
fo be told of Oio"s treachery. aling his way
slorply bul strely to the top of the Pree in the dirl-
track racing world, Jimmy 1% entered for a bi
ﬁu;ﬂde race al fpﬁsﬂnﬁam fark. an evend wh
Erings him one step nearer Mg great amlifion—
a maleh with *° Tornado™ Rossiter.
{Nowe read on.)

and was on the road to health again;
but he was still in a pitifully frail con-
dition, and a relapse brought on by any
shock or excitement could only end the
one way—iatally.

Jimmy locked at his father, and, in
spite of tho differences -that existed
between them, in spite of the old man's
antagonism towards the jyoungstor's
calling, Gordon Beresford returned the
glance with something of affection.

Jimmy opened the door of the saloon
pnd gripped his father's hand in
silence. lit was & silence more eloguent
than words could have been. Incident-
ally, it was a silence which was com-
pulsory on Gordon Deresford’s part, for
the stroke bad robbed him of the
power of speech. There were hopes
that he would recover it, together with
his strength, but at the moment he sat
in the car dumbly, & pale, wasted
shadow, with a rug wrapped round his
knees. -

That silent greeting over, Jim
turned to Otto, and his glance hard-
ened ns it came to rest on his cousin,

“I thought I was going to collect
dad,” he said grimly.

An ugly littlo smile lurked at the
back of Otio's eyes.

“As a matter of fact,” he told
Jimmy, speaking so that the young-
ster’s father could hear—" as o matter of
fact, I thought it would be better if I
weant inateag, Becouse itk occurred to
me that you might have a bad effect
on Uncle Gorden., You weren't on too-
friendly terms, vou koow, Jimmy, old
man. I got my friend, Mr. Brown,
to bring slong his car, and we're goin
to run your father down to the Sout
Coast.”

Jimmy could have taken Otto by the
throat and shaken him like the rat
that he was. For no words could have
besn more misleading and more
cunningly delivered than those Otte
spoke. ‘i,"'-r:r Gordon Beresford they must
have sounded sincere, and he obviously
believed that his nephew had been con-

cerned for his welfare. But to Jimmy
the mockery.  underlying them . was
stark-clear.

Yet Jimmy had to restrain himself.
All he could do was to turn to his
father and make a feeble attempt to
persuade him against accompanying
Otto and Brown,

“Pad, I booked rooms for you at
the Marine Hotel, Westleigh. Let me
take you thore—"

“I'vo already fized up for Four
father, Jimmy,” Otto interrupted
coolly, “Mr., Brown has a house on
the coast which will suit Uncle Gordon
down to the ground, and Mr. Brown
has been good enough to invite him to
reccuperate there. It will be much
quieter than a hotel, and it appeals far
mora to your father. Doesn’t if, Uncle
Gorden?

Gordon Beresford inclined his ;rrnr
head, and smiled at Jimmy with o look
that was intcnded to be reassuring.
Then Otto spoke again,

“I'll got you thoze books von wanted
cut of the library, uncle,” he said.
“Reading’s going to be your one
recreation until you're well enough to
walk,” He glanced meaningly at
Brown, and added: *You can stay by
the car.” !

Otto turncd to male his way along
the drive, and on the instant Jimmy
fell into step beside him.

“I'll help you look for the books”
he informed his cousin in & grim tone.
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EVERY
SATURDAY.

Otto  looked at him
furtively, but mada no
answer. In silence they
reached the front door,
and Otto opened it with
a key. It was as the
two of them paused there
for a moment that
Jimmy realised Ron had
followoed them,

“T'H help, too,” said
Ron, with some sig-
ntficance.

The tric passed into
the house, and Otto
walked straight into the
library whera he con-
sulted a list which Gor-
don Beresford had writ-
iom in a tremulous,
shaky hand., He began
io select books from the
shelves that lined the
walls of the room, and
uk length, having dom-
pleted w list, he
started for the door.

Jimmy Beresford and
Ron Connolly stood in
his way.

“Just a minute ! szaid
Jimmy. * Where are you
taking dad?"’

Otto set the books on
& small table near the

door and regarded
the two yvoungsters
insalently.

“Bc far as vou are

eancerned,” he observed,
““the destination is un-
known., The people at
the nursing home agreed
with me that it would
ha as well to keep wyour
father right away from any business
worries, and I suggested that hia where-
anbouts should remain & secret for the
time being.™ -

“You scheming rat!” Jimmy said
hetween his teeth. “ You're taking him
avway 50 that he won't learn the truth
when ha's well enough to hear ik, But
I'm coming with you!" ;

Otto's right hand was in his pocket,
end with & sudden movement he
whipped out an automatic pistol,

“] don't think sou are coming with
us,"”” he answered. *‘Stand aside from
that door, or take the consequences!”

Jimmy's lip curled.

“*I wonder-what dad would think if
he saw you now!’ he said. "“And I
wonder what he would think if he knew
that he was in Bernard Volson's ecar,
and that your precious Mr. Brown was
VYolson's confidential secretary?”

“‘Stand aside, I tell youl” Otto
snapped, with a savage jerk of the gun.
“1 haven't time to waste talking to
:.‘-E‘.tl !:I'J

Jimmy made no altempt to obey.

He was looking at the antomatic in his
cousin's hand. _
- “You carry a gun now,” he declared,
“but you haven't the pluck to use it!”
And as he spoke he made a quick grab
and canght Otto by the wrist,

There was a fierce senffle, and Ron
jumped forward to take a hand in it.

ut before he conld da so ha was struck
from behind by a blow that took him
at the base of the skull—a vicious and
deadly rabbit-punch.

Ron stumbled and fell. It was Brown
who stood in the doorway, and the man
shot one glance at Ron as he lay at his
foet, Then he strode over the young-
gter’s prone form and caught hold cf
Jimmy, wrenching him away from the
slrquling Otto. i .

“T'vo got him!"” Brown said crisply.
“Take those books and get away!™

Owto snatched up the pile of books

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

cousin®s hand, ** but you haven®t the pluek to wuse it.””

PRICE
TWOPENCE.

“So you carry & gun now, Otto,”” said Jimmy Beresford, looking at the automatic in his

As he spoke Jimmy made a quick

grab and caught his cousin by the wrist. (See this page.)

and darted through
Sinmltancously Brown gave Jimmy a
vicious shove that sent him staggering
mto the middle of the room; and when
the youngster recovered himself and
wheeled round the door had slammed,
and & key was being turned in the lock.

Jimmy rushed for the french windows,
shot back the bolt, and thrust them
open. At the same time he heard a
movement behind him, and, looking
over his shoulder, saw hiz chum rising
to his knees,

“Comea on, Bon "’ he called ;. and then
ho was out on the drive.

By leaving by the front door Brown
and Otto had the start of him; and as

ithe deorway.

"Jimmy doubled towards the gate he

heard the saloon drive away. When he
reached the road the car was already m
second gear.

Ron joined hiz chum. ITe was nurs-
ing the back of his head, and there was
& ﬁaz&d expression on his face.

“We'll follow in the tourer!” Jimmy

nted; and, gripping Ron by the arm,

e urged him into the car, taking the
wheel himself.

Next moment they vers moving away
in pursuit, but before Jimmy had

ushed the gear-lever inte” “top ™ he

ew that something was amiss. There
was a distinet drag on the steering and
a distinet check on the auto’s speed.

The saloon. had turned & corner and
was oub of sight. When the fourer
reached that corner Jimmy saw that
tha ntl}ebrl car had increased its lead
appreciably.

pHa atep:’[;cd on the brake and clam-
bered out. e had-a suspicion of what
was wrong, and when ho glanced at the
near-side front wheel his suspicion was
confirmed. 'The tyre was fHat, and it
was easy to guess that Brown had fur-
tively punctured it when he had been
left alona with Gordon Beresford,

The tourcr was fitbed with a spare,
and botl Jimmy znd Ron worked with

frantic haste to change the wheals.
Ron had practically recovered vow, and
the job was soon done. But the lozs of
timo was of vital consequence, for when
they had finished there was no sign of
the saloon.

Half a mile farther on Jimmy stopped
the car again. The road forked at int
point, both branches leading to the
south, and he had to admit that he was
baffled, for he did not know which
ronte the saloon had taken.

He chanced the route on the right
after some hesitation, accelerating up
to the sixty mark; snd some timoe later
overtaking a commercial lorry, he hailed
tho driver and asked him if in had seon
anything that answered to the deserip.
tion of Volson's car.

The lorry-driver shook his head, and
Jimmy pulled into the side of the road.

“We're beaten, Ron,” he said: “but
only for the time being, Somehow
we've got to hnd out where they've
tnken dad—and we've got to find out
what deep game they mean to play.”

Beresford v. Volson!

ITE Thursday evening meeting at
T Elsenham Park came round, and
still the whereabouts of Gordon

~ Bercsford remained s mystery.

Junmy was desperately concerned
over his father, though he reassurgd
himsalf with the reflection that no harm
could be intended at the present. For
if anﬁhinﬁ happened to Gordon Deres-
ford now Beresiord Motora would auto-
matically becoms the inheritance of
voung Jimmy, he being the next-of-kin.
And Jimmy knew that such a state of
affairs was far from the ambitions of
Otto and Bernard Volson.

The Elsenham Park meeting served lo
take Jimmy's mind off his trouble to
somo extent; for, with the troack lib up
Ly vivid aro Iigﬁts, the stands packed
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“THE MASKED TERROR!”

(Comiimued fiom page 21.)

i o —— .

The dox =lood looking on, =narling
occazionally  at ithe inert leap  of
humanity on the floor.

“Oh dear!” gasped Booter. Tlo was
at a loss to know what to do next. Ibut
s chunce of frecdom had presented
itsolf, and cven Dunter, obtuse as ho
'H.;J'H, wits not slow to take full advaniage
of it.

Drageing the man {o the far carner
of the room, Dunter seuvched him for
a.weapon. Mis scarch brought 1o light
s Inaded revolver,

DBunter handled ilr-’[ﬁum}r!y. Then he
fiptocd to the d and looked out. All
was quict. With the dog following him,
tho fat junior started lo descend the
staircase, revolver in hand. Yortunately
for him, he encountercd no ene on route.
Affer negotiating about three flights of
steps DBunter came fo a largoe door set
in the wall, outside which was an iron
emergency staircase that ran down to
a wharf outside. '

Bunter eopcned and nl-n?sauc'l through
that door with the guietness of a mouse.

A stretch of river lay before him,
along which crawled lazily two grimy
tugs, With hiz heart pounding agaifist
hie ribs, Billy Bunter crept down tho
staircase and rcached  the wharf. Neo
one had witoessed his escape.

Idly Bunter looked at a signboard,
hardly decipherable, whiéh bore the
legend ¢

“TOOLEY'S WIIARF,”

and unconsciously committed the name
to wemory,  Then he passed through a
créfking’ doot of the wharf buildings
end ‘found himself in a dirty, cobbled
street [ined with a row of dingy-lookin
houted.’ At the doors of five or six o
thém' children were playing, and they
turned to stare in wonder at ihe picture
of"a fat -schoclhoy in DBions, followed
by a particularly savage-lgoking dog,
that tramped past them with white face
and staring eycs.

For five minutes Duntor tramped the
etreet  withoutk the slightest idea of
whHore he was going. And then luek
smiled upon him. A taxi hove in sight.
In a second Bunter had chartered it
and scrambled in. The dog fellowed.

*Where to?” asked the taximan sus-
picionsly.

Bunter’s heart leaped.

“Nine Btreet Police Btation!” he said
bregthlessly, giving the name of the only
polfee station in’ Lendan that he knew.

And as tho'taxi.drove off, a saloon car
passad it at tearing speed.” At the wheel
of tho ear was Angelo Melchetl, pale-
facdd and ‘frlm. By bis side, equally
pate, was Toni, _

Bunter noted them as the ecar flew
paat, and swiftly ducked his lhicad out
of sight. Next moment a fat chortle
czcaped the Owl of the Remove. He
was safo now—safe from the dreaded
Ttafis that bad planned his death.

- L] L &

Tt was wpile. a kindly sergeant of
police was interrogating Harry Whar-
ton & Co-at Vine Street Police Station
ithat- William George Bunter burst. in.
His arrival could not have been more
cleetrical; in its' effect than if & bomb
had suddenly exploded in the room.

“ Bunter!"

“h; my hat!™

“He, -he, he!™ cackled Dunter.. *Did
you Hink I was lost?”

“Where havo you been, Buntyi™

#HTall us all about it, old fat man!™

And DBunter procecded to tell a3

g T
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slrnnge o elory az the pﬁliﬂ.} sergeant
and Harry Wharton & . Co.- had ever
listened  to. Despite Dunter’s nglagal

‘inclination to exaggerale, the true fucts

uf the watler weve =oon found out.
Harry Wharton & Cu. looked at
Billy Bunier in unconcealed admirution
when ho bad linished Ins story.
Y DBieave, Danteri? exelaimed Whar-
*You've doue jolly well!™
“Ilere, Lhere!™

The fawous “Co.” did not grudgo
i:-h:it, for the Owl of the Remove had
indeed dono Y jeolly well,”  That luck
had played more than an average part
in lus adventure did not lessen  his
moment of glory, and Dunter faircly
basked in & whirl of congratulations.
Even then, however, he did not loso
gight of hiza caning friend, for ho ro-
guested the polico sergeant to take great
eare of it, and the Alsatian was lured
away from his now master by the simple

rocess of daengling a cholce hone in
ront of its noso.

Bunter watched the departure of the
dog with a sigh, for he and the animal,
short as bad been their acquaintance,
had become firm friends, Still, it had
to bo. Besides, there were other matters
of far wmore importance to attend to just
then, namely, the rounding up of the
Rafia.

Thus, witkin ten minutes of Bunter's
arrival a fast car, belongiog to the
famounz Flfin?: Squad, was tearing to-
wards Tooley’s Wharf. _

It returned half an hour later with
tho news that the Rafia had been
rounded’ up, that only the chief of the
gang had escaped.

At this- Bunter bathed in. a sea of
glory, for he considered himsclf entively
responsible fér the capture.

The story created a nine days' wonder
throughout the world, and the name of
William'George DBunter was on cvery-
one's lips.. But  perhaps the most
pleazant side of the astonishing affair
was “the complete “recovery of Sir
William Cherry; for Angelo Melchett,
rather than face a charge of murder,
of his own free will gave the antidoto
to the poison, and the doctors in charge
of Sir E\’illiqm goon did the rest. And
a -point which all along had baffled
Harry Wharton & Co.—namely, the dis-
appearance of Marsden—was alzo cleared
up.” Later it transpired that thero
were defaleations 1n his accounts, and,
fearing that his raseality would be dis-
covered, ho had fled within an hour of
dir William having been taken ill, That
the rascally sccretary had nothing to do
with the Rafia was speedily proved.’

The dreaded Ralia was now a thing
of the past; its power was broken, its
romaining members seattered. And this
was due to William George Bunter, the
most obtuse member of the Greyiriars
Remove, tho funkiest of funks. a My,
Queleh remarked to Mr. Capper, the
wave of this world are strange, and for
a long time the Form master. of tha
Roemove turned a vory lenient eye on the
shortcomings of hismost backward pupil ;
whereat Bunter, as was usual, overdid
it, with the result that Mr. Quelch had
occasion to cane him severely.: And
Mr. Queleh, with a pliant cane i his
hand, waos just as much a terror to
Willidm -George Bunter as the masked
terrot .of the Rafia.

THE END,

(Billy Bunter's in the Umelight again
ar it week, chums, © Fook  out - for
i A‘LLI.]’BHNTER'S BLUNDER ! and
be prepared: for something pood.
Another thing—order your BAGKET in
gasd {ime—sares disappointment.)

PRICE
TWOPENGE.

“ SPEEDWAY PALS!”

(Continned from previows jlﬂﬂ'f-;.l

with spectalors, and an aiv ol cxpecta-
tion' predonrinating, he  experiencor
somelhing of that l_‘,?ill-iﬂ-l]: which he-had
nover ceased fo focl just before a race.

Besides, to-night’s necting was one of
especial signilicance for Jimny, Because
to-night e was to vide in the first hig
race of his carcer—tho rvoce for the
Nilver Wheel, in which evend several
prowinent riders were entered. :

In the pits Ron made a la=t examna-
tion of hi= specd-ivon, aclmg. as
mechanice for his chum—and no bettor
mechanic conld have been at Jimmy's
service, When Ron straightened from
his inspection of the machine he turned
towards Jimmy with & look of satisfoc-

‘tion.

“Your ‘Luz iz in tip-top order,” he
said— and she ought to be! I put in
somo real havd work on her yesterday;
worked on her as I've ncver “‘ﬂg‘k
before. Do you know why, Jimmy1
* “Becauso you're a glutton for work,”
answered Jimmy, with a grin. “That'a
ono reason. DBut if there's another, let's
have it." _ 5

“Thero is another,” said Ron, his face
becoming seridus all at onco. “Jimmy,
there aro befter men than Stevenson
riding for the Silver Wheel to-night,
but, . barring one, they're not much
better. ~ Tho one you have to [ear.1s
Mark Dorgan.” ; . _

*Yes, Ron, I know that, and I'm glad
you,vo, . tined 11|3'thu old Beresford Twin
thoroughly. TIl necd all the extra
epeed igcﬂm get to make up for Dorgan’s
superiority on the bends, With all his

experience, he's bourd to beat mo
thore.™ .

. “Jimmy, that's where.  you're
wrong!"” %mu cut in. “You're the one

who must gain the advantage on . the
Lends. Believe me, you won't have any
oxtra bit of speed to play with, because
Dorgan’s riding o Volson bike.

“A° Volson!” Jimmy's cyes grew
hard as he cehoed the name, _

“This is tho first time you've been' up
ngainst a redlly formidable rider on a
Volson ' bike,. Jimmy,” ' Ron weni_-m,
“and you can take it from me that' you
will .be op against it! I've never seen
anything like the acceleration on .the
Volsons, *'The’ énly thinf that might
beat it is my invention. -1'm riot trynig
ta blow. I'm only saying it might, and
I hope it will.”. - : -

“¥ou den't think the present EE:]“:I:"E%
ford model can touch the Volson, then 5,*_'-
asked Jimmy, _

“ For-durability, yes,"” said Ron; “bus
for speed; no. - I've tuned your machine
up to the limit, Jimmy; but if Dofgan's
bike is in form he'll hive you'licked dn
thé straights. Tt means you've got to go
at the bends for all you're worth,™’

Out in the arcna the announcer was
megaphoning the result of Heat No. 3
of tho Silver Wheel, naming Dorgan es
the winner. The next event was the
fourth heat, in which Jimmy was due to
ride.

ﬁ.ﬂm," he declared grimly, as he
pulled on helmet, goggles, and gauntlet,
“J've got to get through my heat to
meet Dorgan in-the fulul, and, unloss
tha luck is against me,. I ought to it.
And if Dorgan has the measure of me -
on the straights, then, by Jingo, it's
neck or nothing for mo on the curves!"

(Faced with the hardeal task o} his
dirt-frack racing career, young Jimmny
Beresford 8 gotng ail out o win!t
Mcct him again in next week’s thrilling
instalment, chums/)

11-6-23.
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“ IRYPLANES ! " aaid Jack Jolly,
the kaptin of the Fourth at 5t.
Bam'a, lisgening to o dull droan
that came from outside his study

winder.

“ Blow the airyplanes!™ said Bright.
“ They're swiully common. round )
sinco they set up that Air Force deppo at
Potshot Cam Never mind them. The
problem is what are we going to do this
afterncon 1"

i | 2.&3& a walk to Muggleton, and
ten in the bunshop,” said Jack Joily.
““ Docg that meet the bill 7"

" Yes, rather!®™ grioned Merry and
Bright, for they knew that their leader
r“m just received a whacking remittence
from home.

The chuma of the Fourth put on their
ekool caps and prepared to go out. But
before they wore quite 3._....__.“__. An un-
weloome vizzitor had ed his head round
the door of the study—no less a person
than Dr. Birchemall, the reve and
majestick headmaster of 5t Sam's.

“ Geing out, boys 1" asked the Head,
mishﬁﬂm.: avar _.._mmu dile.

- Oh, no, sir!™ replied Jack Jolly,
sarkaatically, for the question was ob-
E.Ea_w. UNNEceasnry.

“Then why are you putting on your

al™

‘Bo as to keep our feet warm "
grinned the kaptin of the Fourth,

"“Ha, ha, ha!"

H.m. Birchemall __Eﬂﬂi_..awu oa

bR 4§ ‘ro ing to m me lock a
-_Eﬂ EHHDMHE—H E-ﬁm

“I'm not, sir,” eaid the wpm_.__.mb of the

Fourth. " No sonse in doing some.
thing that Nature has already done, is
there 1 ™

“Hilenea ! "' roared Dr.  Birchemall
feercoly, * Any more funniosities from
ou, Jolly, snd I will birch you black and
lop. MNow ta rovort to what I was

EF.#EELEHE?PMQEF:
% memmhnﬁv.. gir 1 " i

“ For o stroll down to the villidge, and
porchance o feed in the bunshop t"
sujjested the Hoad, o cunning lock croop-
H.H.m. into his fizzog.

* That's just what we were thinking of
doing, sir,”" answercd DBright rather
thoughtlessly.

“Good epg ! Well, I'll come with 3
then ! * grinned Dr. Birchemall. * Just
io show you how democrattick I am, 1
will honner you by walking with you te
Mugglaton m..nn having & feed at your

nse |’

ack Jolly & Co. ought 1o have been
overwhelmed with grattitude, of corse.
Instead of that, they looked overwhelmed
with dismay. .

* Are you sure you want to come, gir T "
naked Jack Jolly. ** To be seen with meer
juniors like us will surely ba infra dig 1"

“In for a dig? I didn't know you
were going pgardemiug ™ eppscluimed
Dr. Birchemall in sorprise.

TaE Magxer Lisnary,—No. 1,108
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COME FOR A FLIP IN THE ST. SAM’S AEROPLA

NE THI WEEK, BOYS! DR. BIRCHEMALL'S THE GIDDY PILOT!
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The proud possessors of an

rom fhe

aeroplane——that's the unique

position in which Jack Jolly, Merry and Bright, the herces

of St. Sam’s,

find themselves,

And, thereafter, as is

natural, their ambitions are of a * flighty ™ orderl

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“ We're not, sir,”’ chuckled Jack., “1I
was using the Latiin phrase meening
‘ beneeth your dignity,' Don't you thinlk
it would beneeth your dignity to be
seon feeding your face in the company
of juniors 7"

The Head nodded.

“ Perhaps you're right, Jolly, But the
feed will, I hope, atone for tho loss of

dignity I shall guffer. Come! We are
wasting time 1 *
And Dr. Birchemall, beeming cheer-
fully, whisked out of the study.
ack Jolly & Co. had no option but to

follow. The Head's word was law at St.

Bam’s, and to have argewed the toss any
further would have been asking for trouble.
The party therefore started out for their

walk, r:m« Jack Jolly knowing what the
Hepd's appetite was like, roofully won-
dered how much would be left of the
remittance by the time they returned.

Ay things turned out, howeover. Jack
Jolly need not have worried at all. The
fates had already decided that the party
was not to reach Muggloton that day.
Something was going to happen to stop
them hal .ﬂwoﬂw
That something was an mmanFHu.
Now airyplanes, as Bright had remarked,
wore awiully common in the St. Bam's
district—Potshot Camp, which was only
a faw milea away, having récently been
mads an Air Force dappo. 8o when the
Head and his unwilling hosta herd the
droan of a machine above their heads,
they took no notiss.

It was only when the airyplane came
down in the field they rwﬂmﬁﬂﬂﬂm to be
eroasing and stopped near them that they
gla at it. Them they began to

get intercated.

“Dear me! The pilot is getting out,”
eggsclaimed Dr. Wmﬂnw_mﬂnp_. “What the
Eadm‘ dickens is he doin

" It looks as if he's
said Joek Jolly.
know the time."

bl likely, Jolly.
and mmﬂ..u_..

The &t. Bam’s party crossed over to tho
plare, and the pilot, whose fece wore a
strangely [furtiv eggspression, waved his
hand in greeting.

* Goot afternoon, jentlemens!™  he
said, ing with an axxzent which
sounde m_u..m_.iw. forrin to Jack Jolly's

“It vos a fime day, vos it

of, I wonder
ening to us, sir,”
“ Perhaps he wants to

Let's trot over

" Was m“:: asked the EME&. rather
puzzled.  What day egpsactly are you
referring to, my good sir T

“Ach! You no understand. I meen
now—yvot you eall to-day—it vos fine,"

“0h, 1 follow you! Yes, it was—I
mean, i8!" gri the Head. * Is there
Edih”&m wo can do for you, siv ! "'

" » yea! Do you liva poar here,
don't yow, vea, oot

“Oh, yes. I am the herdmaster of
St Sam's, that grale collidge you see

across the fields,"” replied Dr. Birchemall,
?Hf.uam hia thumb in the. direction of theg
grey. d prlo of buildings in the distance,

* Dot fa.uumuﬁr You can gif me Wer
help, then. I vish to ¢all on der Camp—
vot you call, Potshot—and vizzit my old
friend Colonel Fiyhard.™
. " Indeed ! ” mermered the Head, grately
impressed by the sirman’s mention of thab
farnus name,

“ But I na vish him to learn I come by
der airyplane,'"” went on the stranger from
the sky with a cunning smile that made
Jack Jolly & Co. immejatoly dislike him.
* I make vot you call pull of der leg.
WQEEEEE toast, Ism't it } Mo, ho,

H Lh

‘' Ha, ha, ha | " roared the Head, always
willing to be plezzant—to jentlemen who
mixed in high society. “ But then, what
are you going to do with the mu.ﬁ—n_M afry.
plang, if you want to keop it dark 1™

" Dot vos chust where you come im,'
chuckled the airman. * Yhile I stay mit
my [riend, der Colomel, you can help
me by looking aiter der airyplans.™

Dr. Birchamalls eyes farely danced.

“Grate pipl I'll do that, with plez-
zura I " e beamed. * How long will vou
be gone 1"

“ Der fortnite or der tree voeks, per-
rw_m_w. maybe.”

A fortnite or threa weeks 7 And yon
want me to look after the siryplane ol
that time ?"

“ Ach, yes 1" gaid the etranger. "“You
do dis for me isn't it, yes,no 1™

inned Dr. Birchemall
:.nuﬁﬂﬁm.ﬂr_wu.m__mwuﬂ*ﬂ

" What-ho 1 ™
* Rely on me,
and sound until your return:”

" Dot vos ver t. 1 leaf it, den, mit
o, And now 1 go, mit myseli. Good-
._..—.m _ ik

And with a wave of his hoand, the
misteerious pilot hopped it.

Jack .un_h_w & Co. stared after him, then
stared at the airyplane. To be left with
an airyplane on their hands was rathor an
LTS ogpsporiencs &3 far a3 our horoes
were concerned ;  in fact, _E_Em. oouldn’t
remember the last time it had happoned.
TH.__&H to the wmnnm .,,._n__n.m..,.__-.h an avent Emh.__u__

i) very often, and he was aa egoaite
ﬁﬂﬁﬁw over this gift from the nﬂwﬁ..ﬁn

“Few! Whata bit of huck, boys!* he
a aimed glecfully, farely gloating over
his now ﬁbawﬁmmnu;

Jack Jolly, however, felt a bit dewbious
aboub it.

“I'm not go sure, sir,” he mermered,
rinkling hia youthful brow in thought, "1
can't any I liked the lock of that ﬁ:a? It
atruck me therd wos something fishy about
hiri. That yarn about hia being pally
with Colousl Flyhard sounded all bunkum
to me."

“ Fear, hear ! " cried Merry and Bright.

“Oh, rats!" snorted Dr. Dirchemall,
I thiwught he looked a very decent sort of
cova, myself."

Dut Joak Jolly still shools his head.

I can't help thinking, ue o matter of

:.?J

L

inct, that he looked sugpishusly like a
forrin spy,” he said.
“ Forrin gpy | Pray don't talk out of
the back of quénu neck, Jolly," skoffed the
Head skornfully. " Anyway, spy or not,
we've got the use of lus awryplane for a
waek or two, and that's not to be sneezed
ate 1 voie wa start up the old bus and
a.m..mmm__.uqm tha clouds.”
acle Jolly & Co. forgot all abdut forrin
spica at thot brilliant sujjestion. They
turned their attention matead to the
prezzent from the sky which hod ego un-
egpepoctedly fallen ot their feet.

I1.
HEY found nothing suspishus about
the ai ane; no dark and

sinniater festchers such as might

have been eggspeoted in the airy-
plene of o forrin spy. The machine poa-
sossed wings, o tale, an enjine and & pro-
w...m:n._ just aa if it belonged to any ordinary
wnneat airman. It looked a pretty site
ad it stood there glittering in the sunshine

" This is something like ! ™ grinned Dir.
Birchamnll, nﬂﬁh.u?ﬁﬁ hig prize with a
professional eye. ™ Note the dellicato
a__Eﬁ.umumqm goar and the nifty fres-whesl
action.’

Jack Jolly & Co. were rathor surprised
to hear the Head talking of tho intricate
meceanism of the machine so glibly.

et | suppose you lenow o lot about the
air, sir?" sujjested Jack Jolly, more
respoctifliy.

* 1 should just think I do!™ raplied
Tir. Dirchemall airily. " My nollidge of
aironorticks, Jolly, dates back to tho time
when I used to patronise the kaplive
balloon at tho Crystal Pallis. That alons
ahould convines you that I am no meer
novisa when it comes to dying."”

**Are you certified, them 1" asked
u__?uﬂ__.u with interast.
*“Morry ! How dare you? You are

woll pware that my sanity was established
Befors they discharged me from Mupggleton
Mental Hospital ! said Dr. Birchemall,
with o seveer [rown.

“Yea, but I meen are you o certifiod
pilot T

* Oh, Isce! Well, not epgeactly,’” ad-
mitted the Head, roather sheepishly.
* However, 1 con aasure you that driving
this little bus will bo child’as play to me.
Jump in and I will show you."”

Joack Jolly & Co. hozzitated at fivat, for
they still felt o bit dewbious of Dr. Bireh-
omall's capabillities as o pilot.  Still, if
the Head was willing to risk his own neek,
they reflceted, thors was no
epgaeuso  for  heroes like
themeslves to
hold back. Bo,
after e Ffrat
paws, they
elinthed in.

Drr. Birchemall
thentrotted round
to the front of the
machine and gave
the propeller a
twist. He had
some difficulty in giving
it the rekwired impetuss,
ond beads of inspiretion
wore standing out on & -
hia forrid by the time

-

he got it to go.
hen the enjine did
start, it s rather

suddenly—so suddenly,
in fact, that bofore the
Head could dodge haol,
the propeller had sliced
off 4 thin strip from
hig prominent nose.

" Yaroooooo ! Oh, uwwq
dosa ! ™ m_m_FMn_um Hﬂni_.-
clasping his dammi
nasal organ with both
hands and dancing about

in rny-

7 ﬂ? _uwu ha I" roored
Jaclk Jolly & Co., dubbled
up with mirth.

Luckily for thew,
their disrespective larfter
was drowned by the
roar of the enjine.

Still reafully rubbing
hiz nose, Dr. Birchomall
got up into the pilot's

seat and started Tume- il 1h-

maging about with the . i

controls, _ ¥ 1,
Weather it was by :

bt 2 A,
1

axxident or design the

juniors _didn't know, pOIETHOENE.
ut  suddenly SRy 2
thoy roalised i : .
that the airy- i3 :_—“ﬂu
plane was a[LY i

carooring
aorogss the Geld
atterrifltek
spmad,
_fm._u__u_,,n._._..:#_m_
Leoks ws f
we'ro going to
hit somo-
thing!" gaspad
Jack Jolly.
But no!
Juat bofore 1ho

4 ___,”..M__E_ &

fivers reached the hed thayr
left the ground nﬁ%m egne
perienced the eggshilorating
senssshun of soaring into the
adir.

Leaning over the sido, the

juniora saw the n fields
ond parsturea of their native
land  getti smaller and
smeller. 8t. Sam's, that noble
prle of buildi they loved
g0 well, soon looked like o

blot on the landeeapo.

Jack Jolly & Co. began to
loock on life from a difforent
angla.

Meanwhile, Dr. Birchemall
was having 8 very worried
time of it in the pilet’'s seat.
Boasting about his abbilities as
an airman on the safety of
terra-firma was one thing, but
piloting an airyplane in mid-
air was a horse of a different
culler, ao to spoal.

When the Heod found that he was
really in the air he became all at sea. His
senses ewam, and waves of torroe
swept over him, He grew red in the fnce
and soon dejenerated into a state of bloo
funk, for he felt that his dyeing day had
cOme.

. Bomothing, however, had to be done;
that much was cortain, 8o the Hewd did
something | He did too much, in foot.
Ho opened out the throttle and shut ib
:._w.pmn ;: he wriggled the controls and
clutched at his scanty hair, and in aliorg
bohaved like a prize idiot all round,

The resulta were awiully alarming. The
airyplane nose-dived, spiralled, looped the
loop, Hew upside down, and performed
tho most epgsiting feats.
Jack Jolly & ol :
death and wondered what the merry
dickens was happening. It was all like
somo garstly nitemare to them. One
minnit ﬁwoﬂ wounld be E__urﬂ.ﬁ up ot the
ghy and the next at the {are English
eountryside, then, with a dull thud, they
would hit & gloomy-looking clond and dis-
appear in the mist for a fow soconds.

All at once they felt they were getting
noar the earth again, A noble pyle of
buildings scomed to rush up to mect thom.

“rate pip! We'm going to Lit St
Sam's 1" yelled Jack h__um._“__..

The juniors turned pail, But c_mu- &
mirncle thoy escaped being impaoiled on
the spires and turreta of the old akool.
How it hoppencd they didn't know—nor
did the pilot, na a matter of fact. But,
somohow, he righted things just in time,
and with tho grace of a rooater in fight
tho airyplane swooped down into the guad
of 5t Sam’s, and drew up right in front of
tho School House ste

Of corse, the airyplane wos surrounded
immojately, ond grate was tho surprise
of the crowd whon t aaw Jock Jolly &
Co. and Dr. Birchomall jump out.

" What the merry dickens——""
Lurleigh of the Sixth.

Am 1 _n_u.nﬂsmu.m..ﬁn_. de my eyos de-
ceove me T " nsked Tallboy, his pal.

Then & deoflening cheer went up ns the
erowd roalizod that they were not suflering
from a Lucy Nations and that their nne
epgspected vizzitors from the air wore
indecd the persona they seemned to be,

All 5t Bon's bu with o itewnent
for the rest of the doy, and the jenoral
opinion wons that high jinks would be
fourtheoming if Dr. Birchomall continued
hia earcer in tho air.

Little did 8t. SBam's dream, howovers
what form those high jinks would take |

TOE END.

on ke prim

gasped

{Ba stira and read the next warn fn this
amusing series, onbitled ;(—KAPTURED
BY AIRMENI" You'll rear with

lavghicr over #1)
Tge Maoxer Lismaey.—No. 1,108,



