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THE HOUSE-MASER ADVANCED INTO THE APERTURE OF THE WALL!

(A Thrilling Scene in the Magnificent Long, Complete Schoo! Story contained in this Number.)
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CHAPTER 1.
Fed Up With Bunter !

“ UNTER !”
B “Are you there, Bunter?”
Quite a little crowd of

juniors had gathered round the
doorvay of Study No. 2 in _the Fourth
Form passage in, the School House.

Tom Merry had hurled open the door,
and the juniors looked into the study, but
all was dark within.

From the darkness came no sound.

If W. G. Bunter, of the Fourth Form,
was there, he was following the ccle-
lbratﬁd example of Brer Fox, and “lying
ow.

“ Bunter !” roared Jack Blake.

Silence.
“Bai Jove! The boundah has sneaked
off, you know,” remarked Arthur

Augustus D’Arcy. “You ought to have
kept an eye on him, Tom Mewwy.”
“Qh, he’s there right enough!™
answered Tom Merry.
“I can hear a sound like a grampus
grunting,”  said  Monty Lowther.
‘There can't be a grampus in a St. Jim's

study, £o it must unter.
“Are you there, Bunter?” hooted
Manners.

“ Nunno!” came a gasp from the dark
study.

“What 7"

“1—I'm not here, you know—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Light the gas, somebody,” said Tom
Meiry.

“Oh dear!” came another gasp.

Herries struck a match. There was a
sound of movement in the study, and
then silence again. George Heivies
ignited the gas, and the juniors looked
round for Bunter.

He was not to be seen, however. Save
far the new-comers, Study No. 2 seemed
to be untenanted.

“Bai ove! Where is the fat
boundah ?”” asked D’Arcy. ‘I pwesume
he has not disappeahed up the chimney.?”

From under the study table there came
a sound of stertorous breathing. he
juniors chuckled as they heard it.

“Are you under the table, Buntort”
demanded Monty Lowther.

“Ow! Nol”

“Herrics, old scout, dig under the
table with your foot—you’ve got the
higgest feet at St. Jim's—"

‘& haven’t got the fattest head, any-
way !” grunted Herries, with a glare at
the humorous Lowther, apparently im-
plying that Montague Lowther posscssed
that distinction,

“QOrdah, deah boys! We have come
here to wag Buntah, not to wag one
anothah,” said D’Arcy.  “DBuntah, you
fat. wottah, come out fwom undah the
table. I know you are there—I can heah
yvou gwuhtin' 7’
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“T'll try the poker—" began Tom
Merry.

There was a hurried movement under
the table, and Bunter rolled out into
view without waiting for Tom Merry to
try the poker.

He scrambled up, pink and breathless,
and blinked at the St. Jim's juniors
through his big spectacles.

“I—I say, you fellows—" he stam-
mered.

“Lock the door,
manded Tom Merry.

“I—I say, you know—'

Digby locked the door. Bunter of the
Fourth backed away to the window,
blinking at the juniors in great alarm.
There was quite a representative gather-
ing of the Lower School present. The
Terrible Three of the Shell, Blake & Co.
from Study No. 6, Figgins- & Co. from
the New House, and Levison, Cardew,
Clive, and Julian.

Study No. 2 was crowded—not to say
swarming—and there certainly seemed
enough present to sce justice done on the
Owl of the Fourth. As he blinked at the
crowd of juniors, Billy Bunter wished
from the bottom of his heart that he bad
stayed at Greyfriars, and never tried his
luck at St. Jim’s.

“J—I say, you fellows—" he mur-

192

somebody ! com-

’

mured.

"Tom Merry held up his hand.

* Bunter !”’

“Ye-es, old chap?”

“Don’t ‘old chap’ me !” said the cap-
tain of the Shell sternly. “I sappose
you know what we’ve come for?”

Bunter grinned feebly.

“Ye.cs. You—you called on me be-
cause you're all my old pals, of course.
I—Ir:;\;n jolly glad to see you!”

CFh 9

“W.w-won't you sit down?” gasped
Bunter.

“Bai Jove !”

“Wea've called on you,” said Tom
Merry sternly, ““to make an example of
you.”

“J—T say, il's n-n-no good making an
example of me, you know!” gasped
Bunter. “S-s-suppose you make an ex-
ample of somebody else—D'Arcy, for
instance. Then I could benefit by the
example, couldn’t 17”

“Gweat Scott!”

“That’s not a bad idea.” said Monty
Lowther thoughtfully. *“Does Gussy
agree—""

“1 certainly do nob agwee, Lowthah.
1 wegard the suggestion as uttahly
widiculous !

“You arve going to have
Bunter,” wenl on Tom Merry.

“QOh dear! I—I'd rather not, if yon
don’t mind !”

“1Ia, ha, ha!l?

“Pg como to bmsiness,™

justice,

eontinned the

=

captain of the Shell, unheeding: ““The
School is getting fed up with you,
Bunter. When we first met you we

thonght you were a decent chap, not at
all like your precious cousin, Billy Bunter
of Greyfriars. We were deceived in you.
Why, what are you grinning at, you fat
image 7"’

“I—I—I wasn't!”

“We gave you a welcome to the school,”
resumed Tom Merry. ‘“You had every
chance. And what have you done,
Walter Bunter?”

“Everybody !" said Lowther.

“You've turned ont a worm of the first
water,” said Tom. * You're not only
exactly like your cousin Billy to look at,
but you're exactly like him in every
other way. We thought you were quite
different; but it turns out that you're
the same kind of fat worm over again.’™

“Qh, really, you know—"

“Yn fact, if we didn’t know. you were
Walter Bunter, we should think that you
were Billy Bunter himself, who'd got
here somehow from Greyfriars,” said
Tom Merry sternly.

“Yaas, wathah!”

Bunter jumped.

He' wondered for a moment what theo
juniors would have thought if they could
have guessed how near Tom Merry's
remark was to the exact facts.

““Oh, really—"' murmured the Owl

“We've often heard from the Grey-
friars fellows about your cousin Billy’s
little games,” went on Tom. *And
we've thought to ourselves that if Billy
Bunter was at St. Jim’s, we'd—— What
are you grinning at again?”

* N-n-nothing.”

“We'd jolly well cure him !’ said Tom.
“Well, you’ve turned out exactly like
Billy, and we're going to cure you—see?
That’s what we’ve come here for. You
have been found guilty on many
counts—""

“Don’t recite the indictment,”
marked Figgins. “We can't stay
all night.”

“He's bagged grub,” said TFatty
Wynn, with a glare at the hapless
Bunter. “He’s bagged other fellows’
grab in both Houses.”

“He tells whoppahs!” said Arthur
Augustus, with a sad shake of the head.

“His sins are as numberless as the
sands on the giddy seashore,” said Monty
Lowther solemnly.

“J—I say, you fellows—"

“And we’re all fed n{:,” said Tom
Merry. “No fellow’s grub is safe when
you are around, Bunter. There’s a tin of
pilchards missing from my study now.”

“ haven’t seen -it, old chap.
P-p-perhaps Blake had it.”

“What 7"’ roared Jack Blake.

“J—I mean Levison. 1t would be just
like Levison——"

m.
here
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Every Wednesdav,

“Why, son It
Yioneat Levicon botly.

“There's a cake missing from Siuay
Na. 61" said Digby.

*1 dide't knew you had a eake!”
tasped Bunter, “I npever touched it.
Siesides, it was only o measly little
cako—-"

“ Fnongh!” said the captain of the
Shell,. “You are going to be made an
examplo of, Bunter !"”

“Ow 1"

“Yaas, wathali! A howwible example.”

“I—1 say, vou fellows, I—I'd prefer
the whole matter to drop,” said Bunter,
biinking at thern,

“Bal Jove!”

“'The matter isn't goiug to drop just
vet,” said Tom. “ You're going to drop
first—hard!{ This committee, rapresent-
ing the Lower School, has decided to
take drastic measures. First, vou are
guing to be bumped—-"

"gw!"

raiter began

“Then you are going to have six with
the fire-shovel ——"

“Yow!"

“ And then—-"

Tom Merry was interrupted. A sharp,
stern voice came from the direction of
the locked door.

“What does this mean? Why is this
deor locked 77

**Bai Jovo ! ejaculated Arthur Augus-
tns.  “ Wailton }”

P

CHAPTER 2.
An Unexpected Visit !

8 R. RAILTON {”
‘“Oh dear!”
There was sudden silence

in the study.

Tom Morry & Co. had gathered there
to execute long-delayed and richly-e-
sorved justico on the Owl of the Fourth.
it they realised that their Housemaster
would probably not see eye to eye with
them in the roatter. Tho sound of Mr.
Railtor’s voice at the door was rather
diseoncerting.

Billy Bunter grinned. The inter-
raption had coms very fortunately for
the fat junior

The voice went on sternly:

“Merry ! Blake! Levison! All of
vou to follow me to my studv at once.
L will not allow this persecution of a new
I.'o‘y'-i, At‘orll’r;ei D(:l 3&?u hiz}r?"

*Yes, sir!”” gasped Tom Merry.

b Oh,’owikeyg! i i

Dismay had fallen upon the ad-
ministrators of justice. They looked at
one another.

“Rotten !”” mumbled Blake. “ITow on
earth did Railton know wo were here?”

_“Wailton is undah a misappwehen-
sion,” said Arthur Augustus. “Ilo ap-
pealis to wegard our pwoceedin’s as per-
secution. 1 shall cortainly explain the
mattal, to Mr, Wailton.”

“Well, we'd better go” yawned (ar-
dow.  “Iousemastors cdon't like to be
]l:etp!" waitin'. They're an unreasonable
ot.

Blake was already unlocking the door.

Tho juniors had not heard the Housa-
master walk away, and they expected to
sep hira in the passage when they
cmerged. 'T'o their surprise, the passaze
was empty.

“Bai Jove! Wailton must havo
walked off vewy quietly!" said Arthur
Augustus, seauning the passage through
his eveglass. - “He is not heah.”

‘“He, he, ha!"”

“What are you cacklin’ at, Buntal ?”
““Never mind Bunter,” grunted Blake.
“Let’s get along end sce Railton. May
ez well get it over. Oh dear!”

In a_disconcerfed crowd the juniors
mada their way to tho staircase, leaving
William George Buntor—suppczed at St

‘they might have remem
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Jim's to be Walier Gilbert Bunter—
rinning in his study. Had they known
that tlia supposed Wally Bunfer was in
roality the one and only Billy Buntar,
(’)ored that Billy
Bunter of Greyfriars was a ventriloguist
—but they did not know it, and they did
not ruspect.

“Hallo! You fellows look jolly cheer-
fuli” Crundy of the Shell was on the
landing, talking to Wilkins and Gunn,
and he grinned at the downcast faces
of the Co. *“What's the row?”

“It is a slight misundahstandin® on the
part of Mr. Wailton, Gwunday. It will
be set wight, howevah. I shall put the
mattah to him as one gentleman to
anothah——"

“You jolly well won't!” growled
Blake. *“Yeu'll keep your chin quiet,
Gussy, and not get us a licking all
round.”

“Weally, Bluko——""

#“Oh, come on!”

“I shall insist upon explainin’-—-"

“Brrrrrl”

“I do not wogard that as an intelli-
giblo wemark, Blake.”’

And Arthar Augnstus D'Arcy followed
his chums, with his noble nose in the
air.

In a disconsolate crowd Tom Merry &
Co. arrived at the door of Mr. Rajlton’s
study. Tom DMerry tapped on the door.

“Coms in!"”

The juniors marched in.

Mr. Railton: was seated by the fire,

chatting with Mr. Lathom, the master
of the Fourth, who sat in an armchair
on tho opposite side. Both the masters
glanced ot the crowd of juniors in sur-
prise, locking more and more surprised
a3 mors and moro fellows cams in. Dy
the time they were all in the study the
space betwesn the door and the table
was pretty well Giled.

The Schoal House master rcse to his
feet, frowning a little.

“What docs this mean?” he de-
manded.
“We--we'vo come, sir,” said Tom
Merry.

“I can sco that you have come,
Merry,” said the Housemaster tartly.
“But why, pray, have you invaded my
study in this manner?”

“ We—we—"" stammered Tem, quite
astonished by this reception.

“You told us to come,
Levison.

“T certainly told you nothing of the
kind. What do you mean?”

“But—but you—"" stammered Levi-
son.

“I certainly have no recollection of
telling so many juniors to come here,”
said Mr. Railton. “What have you
come for?"

The juniors looked at one another.

“Pway allow me to explain, Mr.
Wailton,” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

“1_am waiting for you to explain,”
said Mr. Railton sharpiy.

“The fact is-——-= Yawocoh!”

u 1)'Arcy 1"

“Ow! Pway excuse me, sir. Somo
sillay ass twod on my foot. The fact is,
sir—pway stop pokin' me in wibs, Blake—-
the fact is, sir, you are undah a completa
misappwehension.”

'Y 3 a' 51

sir,” said

“So fah fwom persecntin’ Duntfah,
"

Sirece=

R
Dunter !

“Yaaa, sie. Wo cerfainly were not

persecutin® him, but were only goin” to

impwess upon his mind that it was
wotten bad form to bag anothah chap's
grnb, sir.”

1s this impertinence, D'Avey 27

“Bai Jove! Not at all, sir! 1 sheuld
wegard it 03 vewy bad taste {o be im-
pertinent to a Iiousemastah.”

“What your dealings with Punier may
have been [ do not krow, end 1 do net

Three-halfpence, 2

see the necessity for mentioning the
matter. 1 have asked you why you have
crowded into my study in this manner.”

“We could scarcely wefuse your we-
quest, sir.”

“ My request?”

“(Cortainly, sir. We came hero be-
cause you told us, owin’ to your mis-
appwehension of what was happenin’ in
Buntah’s studay.”

“I had no knowledge of anything that
may have been happening in Bunter's
study, and I certainly dif not tell you
to como here.”

*“Wha-a-at?"”

‘1 presume,” said Mr. Railton sternly,
“that this is what the juniors, I believe,
call a rag. Your Housemaster, my boys,
i3 not a proper subject for jeeting. i
shall-—""

“Oh, no, sir!"” gasped Tom Merry.
“You told us—"

“When did I tell you?”

“FKive minutes ago 4

“That is enough, Merry. I have not
been out of this study during the last
twenty minutes. ““Mr. Railton picked

up his cane. “You must not play these
foolish pranks on me. Hold out your
band 1"

Tom Merry simply blinked at him.

“But, sir—but—"" he stuitered.

“I am waiting, Merry!”

“1 pwotest, sir!” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus hotly. “You have no wight,
sir, to wegard this visit as a wag. You
certainly told us to como here.”

“D'Arey 1V

“Fvewy fellow heah heard your voice,
sir, when wo were in Buntah's studay,”
said the swell of 8t. Jim’s firmly.
“Pewwaps you have forgotten, sir.”

Mr, Railton lewered the cane. The
astonishment in the juniors’ faces was
too genuine to be mistaken; and he
realised that it was not a “rag.”

“Let us havo this clear,” said the
Housemaster. *“It appears that you
have bg_nn deceived. You say you heard

“Vewy distinctly, sir.”

“ Where were you 77

“In Buntah's studay, sir.”

“And you fancy that I spoke to
vou——-o"

“We certainly Leard your voice from
the passage, sir.”

“Oh ! excluimed Mr. Railton. “Was
the door closed 7"

“Yaas,"”

“T accept your statement that you sup-
posed you heard my voice. You cer-
tainly did not hear it, however, as I was
not there. Some one, apparently, has
deceived you by imitating my voice,”

“Bai Jove!”

“Oh!"” ejaculated Tom Merry.

“Tt is very odd,” said Mr. Railton,
looking sharply at the juniors. “I
should not have suppesed it was possiblo
for a boy to imitate my voico so exactly
a3 to deceive you, That, apparently, is
what has happened—if you are telling the
truth,”

“T twust, sir, thai you do not think of
doubtin® our word,” said Arthur
Augustus, with a great deal of dignity.

“T do not doubt your word, D'Arcy;
but it is very odd indecd. MHowever, as
you are here you may as well (\xpiain
what you were doing in Bunter's study.”

“Ahem "

“Well?” .

“We--wa wero zoin® {0 make wathah
an example of Buntah, sir, as & warnin®
not iv bag othal fellows' griob,” stam-
mered D’Arey,

“In what way, D'Arey
“ Ahem ! Bumpin' bim, siv alom! -
arat ~-"
“What clsot” N

“And--and whackin® him, &y, with a
fire shioval on his bags, sir,”

Tis Gew Liavarny,--Na. §79,
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“1g that all1"” ) i

“And waggiy’ him genewally, siv—-—- |
Yooop! If you persist in tweadiu’ <.:'.f
iy feet, Lowthah—--"

“T think I understand,”  said M.
Railton. *“Yon will take fifty lines each
for ragging Buuter, as you call it. And |
1 forbid you to enter his study agoin fox
any sach purpose. Now you may go."

$TIn the cires, sir——"

“You may go, I)'Arcy.”

*Yaas, sir; but considewinr— TPway
Jdon’t dwag my arm in that way, Blake!
Weally, Hewwive——-- Dig, veu ass—""

Arthur Augustus was got out of tha
study in rather a flustered state, and Tom
Merry drew the door shut.

“You uttah asses!” exclaimed the
swell of 8t. Jim's. “I was goin' to ex-
plain.to Wailton at length-—"

*Life's too short, dear boy,” answered
Bluko, “and fifty lines each are enough,
without having 'cin doubled for your
cheek. Kim on!”

1 think I had bettah go in again and
exvlain to Wailton-—-"

“T think vou had better not, old tep,™
auswered Rlake cheerfully, ‘' Take his
other ear, Dig.”

And Arthur Augustus was led np the
staircase loudly expostuluting.

CHAPTER 3.
A Deep Mystery!

OM MERRY'S  brows were
wrinkled in thought. In the
upper passage the  juniors
gathered in a rather excited

crowd. The incident had puzzled them,
and it exasperated them, too. Fifty lincs
cach had rewarded them for the visit to |
the: Housemaster's study, and they |
wanted to know who it wes that had sent
them there.

“There’s some beast in the House play-
ing tricks,” said Tom Merry, *“This
isn’t the first time it's happened. You
romember somebody saving ‘ Rais’ to
linton in the Form-room, and we never
eould find out where it came from.™

“And somethin’ of the sort occnrrad in
the FYourth,” =said Arthur Augustus.
*“Soma fellow was cheekin’ Lathorm
through the kevhole, and he imitated
othali fellows’ voices.™

“And then that affair in our rtudy
the other night,” saikd Manners., “*Wo.
thought Wilkius was behind the bLock-
case——"’

“And he wasu't,” remarked Lowthier.

“He certainly wasn't. Now, we want
to know who's playing these tricks,” said
Tom Merry. ‘‘There seems to be a
fellow about with a gift for imitating
voices. It’s a gift that's going to get
him into trouble.”

“Yaae, wathah!”

“Let’'s ask Grundy,” eaid Blake.
“Grundy was at the end of the passage

when we were called out of the stndy. |

llc‘a. t()‘ught,l't'o have seen whoever it was.”

The juniors locked for George Alfred,
Girundy of the Shell, and found him in
bis study with Wilkins and Guzuu.

“Licked?” asked George Alfred
cheerily, as the crowd of faces appeared
in his doorway.

“Did you want us licked?"” demandedl
Clive.

“The fact is, kid, I dou’t think you
Fourth Form fags get lickings enough,”
replied Grundy. “1f I were Housemaster
I should warm you. J think you need it.
That’s my candid opinion.”

“Weally, Gwunday——"

“And that's why you imitated Rail-
ton’s toot and sent us to his study!”
exclaimed Hexriea hotly.

*“Eh? What?”
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“Did you?” demanded Tomn Merry,

“Eh? No. Why should I7”

. “Well, somebody did,” said the cap-
fain of the Shell. **We thought Railtor
called to us through the door, and it
turns out he didn't. You were in the
passage when we came out. Did yon sce
who yas outside the door of No. 27"

“Nobody was.”

“What?”

“1 never noticed specially, of course;
but I'm certain thet nobody was in the
passage at all till you came out,”
answered Grundy.

“’That’s rot, «f ¢ourse.”

“What do you fellows say?” asked
Maunners, addressing Wilkins and Gunn.
“You were there,”

“Didn’t see,” answered Wilkins, “I
had my back to the passage. Same with
Gunny, I think.”

And Gunn nodded assent.

“] hadn't,” said Grundy,
know. the passage was empty.”

“*How could 1t be empty when some-
body called to us through the deor of
No. 27” demanded. Tom Merry.

“Don’t ask me. Perhaps you imagined

“‘Fathead 1"

“1 wegard that suggestion as uttalily
asinine, Gwunday.”

“Did you notice whether Grundy came
along to No. 2 a minute or two before
we came out, Wilkins?"! asked Tom.

“No, he didr't.”

“Sure of that?”

“Quitc."

And Gunn nodded assent again.

Tom Merry was stoggered. Unless
Grundy & Co. were disregarding the
truth fn the most reckless way, the
trickster could not have been none of
them. Yet if the passage had been
empty, as Grumdy averred, where had
the mysterions voice come from?

“Blessed if it doesn't look as if the
place was haunted !"” said Blake soberly.

“Bai Jove, it is weally vewy extra-
oi-ld’i'unwayl I do not undahstand it at
all.

““There's something going on,” said
Grundy. **Look at what happened in
thig study the othor day. {)e heard
Wilking speak. I thought he was under
the table, and he wasn’t! It beats me.
Unless the. blessed plzwe is haunted, I
can’t account for it!”

There was evidently nothing to be
learned in Grundy’s study, and Tom
Merry & Co. departed, with a lingering
doubt as to whether George Alfred had
been sticking to the truth.

“What about Buntah?" asked Arthur
Augustus.  “We were going to wag
Buntah, and we haven’t wagged him.”

“Oh, bother Bunter!" answered Tom
Merry. *“Bunter will keep.”

And the juniors dispersed, all of them
puzzled and perplexed and a little

“and I

worried.

That the School House of 8t. Jim's was
haunted ‘was really impossible; and yet,

if it was not haunted, the mysterious

happenings of late were not to
accounted for.

It might be supposed that there was
somo fellow in the Iouse who had the
trick of imitating voices, though it was
a rare gift; but it could not be surmised
how he remained invisibls when he was
playing his tricks.

With that queer prohlem in thelr minda
Tom Merry & CUo..-had no attention to
waste upon Bunter of the Fourth.

Figgins & Co. returned in a_thoughtful
mood to the New House. When they
arrived in their study they found a fat
junior enseonced in the armchair,

“Bunter!” ejaculated Fatty Wynn
wrathfully.

The fat junicr blinked at them amic-
ably.

fow ¢y
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“I say, you fellows, no larks, you
Lknow! Ive come over here to sce you
in a friendly way.”

“We'll roll you downstairs
friendly way,” remarked Kerr.

“I say, it's jolly suspicious of you to
keep your cupboard locked up,” sai
Bunter. . “Just as if you suspected
fellows were after your grub.”

“8p vou’ve been at the cupboard?”
Jemanded Figgins.

“Numnno! I—I never even noticed
whether it was locked or not,” said Bun-
ter hastily. “I say, you fellows, no
larks ! If you chuck that cushion at me,
Fatty Wynn, I'llI—-I'Il——>

“Well, what will you do?” asked
Fatty Wynn grimly.

“I—I'll overlook it if you mean it as a
joke.” Bunter dodged the cushion.
“He, he, he! But, I say, you fellows,
I've got a suggestion to make. Some
fellows have been grousing because of a
few tarts and a cake or two, and so on.
Mean, I call it. Well, I'm going to
stand a big spread, and ask all the
fellows, ospr'cinﬁy you chaps, to set the
matter right.”

“Oh!” said Fatty Wynna, laying down
the stump he had picked up. * That's
rather decent of you, Bunter. It's up to

you, too.

% Just what I think, old chap. Now, to-
morrow's a half-holiday. Can you
fellaws make it capvegient to come 77

Fatty Wynn gha at his chums.

“1 don’t se¢ being dowh on Bunter if
he "wants to do the decent thing, you
fellows,” he remarked. * We might go.”

“It will be rather a decent spread,”
said Bunter. “I'm giving it in_the
Hobby Club room. A study wouldn’t be
big enough for all the guests.”

“What? Aro vou spending a fortune
on it?” asked Figgins.

I think about four quid will cover
it,” answered Bunter carelessly. “My
idea is to make it a really decent thing,
you know, so that fellows will feel it’s
worth their while. Cakes and buns and
tarts, you know—-"

“Good !" said Fatty Wynn, his cyes
glistening.

“Several pots of jam, and meringues
and 0

“ GOOd 1

“Cold beef and ham to begin with,”
added Bunter.

*“Nothing like laying a solid founda-
iion,” agreed Fatty Wyun. “That's a
jolly good idea, Bunter.”

“T thought you'd like the idea. If T

have a couple of cold fowls, 1 suppose
you could earve, Wynn "
. ““Pleased to,” suid Fatty Wynn, beam-
mng.
“Then it's a go. We'll discuss the de-
tails over tea if you like,” said Bunter.

“Hold on a minute!” remarked Kerr
grimly, *‘Before you bag a tea in this
study, Bunter, we'll be a bit more pre-
cise. You've got the tin to stand this
whacking spread to-morrow ?”

“(Oh, that’s all right!”

“Let’s see it,” said Fatty Wynn sue-
piciously.

“Ahem! The—the fact is, I—IL
haven't got it at present,” said Bunter
cautiously, “but I'm expeeting a postal-
order 2

“What ?? roared Figgine & Co.

“By the first post m the morning—
from a titled relation of mine, you
know,” said ‘Buunter, “and——
Yaroooooh !

Bunter did not finish. Three pairs of
hands were laid upon him, and he went
through the doorway like a sack of coal.
There was a terrific concussion as he
Janded in the passage, aud a still more
terrific yell. !

“Gimme the poker, quick!” howled
Fatty Wynn,

in a
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Vursind fotstops rang along the pas.
wage. The poker was niot needed.  Wil-
Hizn George Buaiter was gone,

CHAPTER 4.
A Surprise in Study Ko. 6 !
W 'VIE been treated badly since 1
I came to St Jim's!”
Biily Bunter made that state-
mont in Study No. 6. Arthur

Augustus D'Arey was there. Blake and |
Herrics and’ ])1gbv had strolled out.when !

Bunter  strolled in. That was one of i

Bunter's grisvances. Fellows seemed to |
have fallon into & regular habit of stroll- [

ing away when the Owl came along,

{
Arthur Augustus lingered, constrained |
by politerirss. Kvon Bunter was entitled |

{5 somo politeness, 1)’ Arcy thought. |
Lv]nke & Co. did not seem to sce it.

“ [Mave you, weally, Buntah?” asked | 1

Avthur Augustns, with a glance at the
doorway.

lmnwr nodded xmprowvolv

“I haven't been troated as 1 expected,”

he gaid. “I should never have come to
St, Jim's et ell, only all you fellows
were so jolly friendly when I met you at
Cireyfriars.  Now, are you fricudly now ?
I ask you the question.”

“Ahem! You sce, deah hoy-—'

“Well?” said Bunter loftily,

“You see, yeu are such a lowwid

boundah, -Buntah!” explaimed Arthur |

Augustns. “That accounts for it, yon
Lkoow.”

Bunter suorted

“I was offered a chance in the focter

tcam,” ho -».nnh Ilow many matches

bhevo I played in?

“You play so \\(:Qtnn\v you l.x.m\
wud you nevah turn up to pwactice,

“I don't need so much practice as
seme (ha;w Some fellows," said Bun-
ter, “oro born footballers. I'm onc of
thmn

“Bai Jova!”

“Do I ever get a hoaring in the Junior
Debating  Society /" demanded  Bunter
warmly.

“You talk euch feahful pifile, you
lumw ” :

*Have T been offered a part in any of
the plays¢"” continued Bunter. * Nover
onco, though I can act better than any
ather follow at St. Jim's.” That hcast
Towther said they'd give me the pare of
Fat Jack when thLy played ‘Iat Jack
(»f the Bonehouse,! That's all.”

‘““Ha, hat”

“Bleased if T see anything to cackle
at. I wasn't treated like this at Grey-
friars. You should have ecen the way
Wibley used to chase me about, heg-
ging: me to play Hamlet or Julius
(‘wsar——"

“Bai Jove! Did you stay a ve Wy long
time at Gweyfwiahs, B\wt.d.. usked
Avthur Augustus, in surprise.

“I—-I-I mean—yes—no—oxactly——

"

stnmamered the Owl of Greyfriars, realis- ||
ig that he had nearly given himself |

away onco more. “What I mean is—
Abem! Um!”

“I weally do not quite sce what you
nan, Buntah. Your wemarks are not
vewy lueid.”

“You've really let mo down, D'Arey,’
said Bunter, changing the subject. “I
velicd en your friendship when I came
Biore.”

“I amn vewy sowwy, Buntah. Bui you
st admit thnt I stood. you a3 long as I
\wullv could, you know.”

G . afraid I rather de apise yeu, you
L\u\\, said Bunter, shaking his Lead
solemniy.  *{This l:mt quite up to my
ctandard, 1" Arcy.

“Bai Jovo!” s.w.l Arthur Augusivs,
:n]znnit' overcome, *Weally, Duntal,
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“Bul I'm *mnb to gi ;o xou a chanee,”
“I don't want

(n be hnl l ( o vou.

to lot b)goroq be bv-

urd stnrt afresh,”
willin g—pnrfootly

admit you to my friendship, D’ ‘\ny
. ()h !Vl

“Sume with Blake and Dighby,”
Bunter, in the same vein of gencrosity.
& i he's got ne money to
speak of—I—I mcan, I don't approve of

* Buntal, do you see that dooali 2"
Bunter blinked round at the door.
Do sou want it.closed:"

“Yaas, with you on the othah ni.ie\!"
! said Arthur Augustus warmly,
d you as an offensive p«\rmr., l‘n.nmll
[ decline to have anythin’

Three-halfgence, 5

the ancient building of St. Jin's befors
the studies were added,

It was well known in the school that
an ancient secrev passago.existed behind
the old wall, and the panel that gave
aecoss to it had been serewed up hy order
of the Head to prevent reckless juniors
exploring the dark recesses. Arthur
Augustus followed Buntcr's gaze, but he
could sce nnthmg to attract special atten-
tion on the panclled wall

Bunter blinked at him suddenly.

“Did you hear it?" he breathed. |

“What are you alludiny’ io; Buntah'#"”

“Listen 1"

Arthur Augustus jumped.

From the panelled -wall came & faing,
expiring voich,

“Let me out! Oh dear! T'm suffo-
cating in hore! Iat me out!”

*“Gweat Scott! Who—who is there?”
gasped Arthur Augustus, staring blankly
at the wall,

“I'm Grundy! Help!”
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Arthur Augustus jumped.

From the panelled wall came a faint, axpurlnq
‘‘ Let me out !

I'm sufiocating in herel Let meoutl’

m.«lu‘ you .nt U, mnl oll

Althur \mvu-hh\ amiled.
' to give uis a fe x]nu‘
7 all wound, deah boy :'

hu‘n your hair grey before I'm doue with
91ili Bunter darkly.

Wait and see!”
And Bnm"r ro sled to the dnnr

Augushn ' ‘\r' Xa
think that that “fat l»u\mdlﬂl s oa hnh

m)ck) in t}u ow mx.;v I mﬂl\ fuil to

Bumvr had paused and turned, and he
was blinking 11 a peculiarly fixed man-
ner at the study wall near the
That wall was of old cak pand

“Oh deah!™

“llelp i

Thete was the sound of a faint grcan,
and then silenco.  Arthur Augustus, i
horror, stared at the wall, roated to the
ﬂ“')l‘.

CHAPTER 5.
Only a False Alarm !

6 WUNDAY!"  gaspsl  Arthor
G Angustus at last,
Tunter blinked at him.

“How did he pget there,
D'Aver 2" ho asked. T know there's a
seeret passage —Trimble told me. But
bypt—-°
“The uttal duffal must Lave got mm
it somehiow, and lost his oway ' said
Arthur Augustus, aghast. 1Te¢ van to the
wall, aud tapped on it. " Gwoenday "
(-n an
*Are you injehed, Gwynday £
Tire GEM LIBaRT.—No, 570,
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“Tve fallen, and I think my leg’s
broken.”’

“Oh deaht”

'.Hel !!)

“JBeah up, deuh boy—beah up! I will
get help at once ! gasped I)’Arey.

He ran to :the deor of the study.
Willkins .and Gunn were coming down
the  passage - towards the stairs; and
’Arcy shouted to theni

“(Come here—qunick !”

“(an’i, old top!” answered Wilkins.

“We'ra off to Ryleomhe to mect
Grundy; we promised to meet hirh at
the buushop after  he’s  done  his
shopping.”

“(ywunday is net  at Wylcombe,

Wilking——" ,

“He jolly well 48!” said Gunn,

“He 1s heah, Gonn.”

“¥h? We saw him start for Ryl
combe,” gaid Gunn., “ Bunter sow him,
tou, for that matter—didn’t you.
tubby 7

“He must have conre back, though,”
said Bunter, blinking at Gunn. " He's
been -playing tricks.”

* My -dear porpoise, if Grundy euffed

you, X dare-say. you deserved if,” said
Wilking. *‘Perhaps he's a bit too free
uit.h’ bis euffs; but youn can do with a
0t

“Help "
Wilking jumped.
“*Ilallo! That sounds like Grundy's

toot. Wheie is he?”

“1le is in the secwet pasrage, Wilkius,
behind the wall of my studay ! He says
he has bivoken his leg.”

“kh? How conld he get there? The
panel’s serewed ip.”

“There’s another entrance from ithe
vaults,” said Guun. ** Has Grundy been
down in the vanlts? The thumping ass
told us to meet hia in Ryleombe.”

. ]Ielp R ‘

Wilkins and Gunn, in great astonish-
nent, came into the study, Avthur
Augustus ran along the passage to call
the Terrible Three. They received the
starthng news with amazement, and
harried to Study No. 6.

Trimble ecaught the news, and in a few
minutes it was epreading through the
Svhool House. ;

Juniovs came from near and far to
crowd into Stidy No. 6 and round the
deorway; there was quite a cram in the
passage. Excited volces were Lieard on
#ll sidee.

“The thumping 2s¢!” Jack Blake eox-
clatimed, with more wrath, than svim-
pathy. “What has he been poking into
the' secret passage for? Tt's agaiust
Head’s orders!”

=1 wathah think the mystewy is ex-
pinined now, Blake.”

“1h?  What mystery?”

-*Those myrtewions vaices,” you know
it was (wunday pliyin’ twicks fwem
behind the walls, you know,” said
Y Arey, with  comvietion,  “That
what the houndah is in the secwet
pagsage for.”

"My hat!”

“Looka like it. and no mistake,” said
Tom Merry. *“That would explain!
Buas he’s got to be helped! We can get
these screws out, X suppose?”

*“Help 1" eame in faint tones.

“ Better smash it in,”* exelaimed Bun-
ter, “'Here, give me room!”

Bunter picked up the poker and
ewung it back. There was a fiendish yeil
from Goro of the Shell.

“Yarooh! Keep ithat maniac away—-
Yaooop !”

o1 wish you wouldn't put your head in
the way, Gore. (iive me room, ¥you
fillows, and I'l soon smash—-"

Blrke gripped the Qwl just in time.

“You won't, you fat idiot!” he ex-
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is [
s .My neecl’s broken, sir—-"

¢laimed. “You're not going to wreck
this study, Get back!”

“Oh, really, Blake—-"

“Qut of thewway, fathead! The serew:
driver—auick !"

Tom Merry and Blake started to work
-with screwdrivera.

But the ecrews i the oak panel were
many, and- they were well driven in.
There was a long task ahead of the
rescuers. Behind the two juniors wield-
ing the screwdrivers the stndy swarmed
with a buzzing throng. The passage out-
side was crammed.

Kildare of the Bixth came pushing his
way through the crowd.

“What's all this about?” exclaimed
the 8t. Jim’s captain. “1s the study on
fire? Why—what—you young rascals!
What sre you taking out those screws
for 2"

“It's all wight, Kildare—"

“HBtop it at once” rapped
Kildare avgrily.

“Gwunday is theve, Wildure!”

** Nongense !”

“It's true, Kiidare!"” gasped Toni
Merry. *The ity ass Los got into the
old passages eomehow, sud he's ‘4.mlﬁnq
for help. He savs he's broken his leg.’

“My hat!” said Kildare. HHe rapped
on the panelled wall, ' Are vou there,
CGrundy 7

“Help ! came faiutty to his cara.

‘“Are you hurt(”

“My leg—broken! Ow '

“Good heavens!” inuttered Killave.
“The utter young idiot! Here, give e
that screwdriver, Merry! Some of you
go and call My, Railton here.”

Kildare set to work, Ievieon hurried
away for the llousemaster, end soon
veturned with Lim. 'The swarming crowd
made way for Mr. Railtoi, as he arrived
at Study No. 6.

Five or six screws were out by this
time, but there were many more to
come. Mr. Railton’s face was very
grave, and it was plain that only his
eoncern for the hapless junior behind the
wall prevented himn from being very
angry indeed.

He iooked on in silence while Kildare
aud Blake laboured st the hard screws,
lerries socn taking Bleke's place, to
give him a rest.’ Bunter touched tho
Housenmaster's sleeve, and Mr. Railton
looked down at him.

“Shall T telephone for an ssnbulance,
sir?” asked Buriter.

“Certainly nor!"

“Grundy will have to go to the hos-
pital, sir, won't he?”

Mr. Railton made a gesture, and the
officious Owl backed away. The 8chaol
House master tapped on the panels
while the serewdrivers were still hard at
work.

“Can you
ealled out.

“Yes!” came in faint tones.

“Are you really -hurt?”

ot

hear me, CGrundy?” le

“What "

“T mean my aviy, sir.”

“Levisow, did -you not tell me that
g}ru?ndy stated that bo had broken his
eg 7"

“That’s- what I understood,. sir,’”” an-
swered Levison of the Fourth.
“He certainly said so!l”
Arthur Augustus,

“His - statements appear to eonflict
with one another,” raid Mr. Railton,
knitting his brows. “I doubt whether
Grundy is injured at all. " ITe would cer-
tainly know whether it was his arm or
his teg that was broken. This. appears
to me to be a foolish prank on Grundy’s
part. However, proreed with opening
the panel.”

The screwdrivers procecded,

The panel wea released at last, and

exclaimed

Kildare slid it open.

A dark aPerhu'e
was disclosed, where a hugo: block of
stone was missing from the thick wall,
Mr. Railton stared imto the opening.

‘(rundy "

There was no reply;
sign to bhe eeen of ‘Georgs  Alfred
Grundy. Mr. Railton called agam,
angrily, but only the echo of his voice
answered him. The juniors looked at
one another hlankly. They did not know
in'the least what to make of if.

“Get me a light!” said Mr, Railton
abruptly,

Blake hastily lighted a bike laniern.

Mr. Railton took it, and advanced into
the aperture in the wall. There were
steps in the passage within, and the
Housemaster disappeared from sight
The juniors waited, breathless,

“Gwunday is gone!™ said Arthur
Augustus, in a hushed voice, ‘“His leg
cannot possibly be bwoken, aftah all. He
has been pullin’ our leg'!”

“1t's a lark, I suppose,” said George
Wilkins dazedly. *Grundy’s been spoof-
ing us. But fancy pulling & House-
master’s Jeg! Why, Railton will boil
him in oil for this!"

“ Serve him jolly well right!” growled
Manners. “ He must be off his rocker to
play such an idiotic trick !”

“Is he off hig rocker?” raid Wilkins
dubiously. *“T've often thought there
was  something rather queer about
Grundy. FLook at the way he playvs foot-
ball. for instance.”

“He will get a fealdul thwashin® for
thist T must say that it serves him
wight!”

* Yes, rather!”

“Hero gomes
Blake.

Mr. Railton emerged from the secret

neither was any

Raitton!”  niurmured

passage. Iis brow was as black as mid-
mght.

“Have you found him, sir?” ventured
Wilkins,

*No, Wilkine, I have not fourd him.
Grundy must ba  deliberately  hiding
away in the passages,” said Mr. Railton.
“He cannot, therefore, be injured. The
whole affair is an extraordinary prank,
for which Grundy will pay the penalty
when he is found !”

1t was evident that the Housemaster
was intenscly angry and exasperated.
which was not surprising. Kildare was
looking very grim. Such a prank was
vealty unpardenable, and it was quite
certain that the vials of wrath would be
poured out on Grundy when he turned

ip.

“Bluke, you may close up that panel,
and refasten it——"

“PBut, Grundy, eir 2

“He may leave the secret passage,
Blake, where he entered it. There is no
need for the panel to remain open.
Kindly .put in all the serews; 1 will
examine it presently.”

“ Yep, sir.?

Mr. Railton left the study.
back to speak to Wilkins.

“Tell Grundy to comne to my study
immediately you see him  agaiy,
Wilkins.”

The Housernaster strode away, fel-
lowed by Kildare.

The juniors remained, in a buzz of
excited discussion. The general opinion.
freely expressed, was that George Alfred
Grundy was “off his rocker.”

Only on  that hypothesis could lhis
extraordinary conduct be accounted for.
The reckoning that awaited him when he
turned up was a heavy one.

Blake and his chums set to work serew-
ing nup the panel once more. Tt was a
long and weary task. 'They offered the
other fellows to give them a turn with
the screwdrivers, but most of the fellows
found. that they had -other engagements,
and the crowd dispersed.

He looked
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Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther
kindly did a screw apiece, and then
gracefully retired. Talbot did a couplo,
and Clive did one. The rest remained
for Study No. 6 to negotiate.

And as they ground away with the
scrowdrivers, with aching palms, Blake &
Co. made remarks about Grundy that
would have mado George Alfred’s hair
rise on his head if he could have heard
them.

Bunter grinned into the study when
they were nearly finished.

“I say, you fellows, enjoying- your-
selves?” he asked.

“Pitch something at that fat beast!”
said Blake, in a sulphurous voice.

“He, he, hel”

Billy Bunter retreated before anything
could be pitched. He rolled cheerfully
into his own study, where Mellish and
Trimble were having tea.

“Lots of hard work going on in-No.
6,” he remarked. ‘““He, he. he! They
don’t seem to be.enjoying it! Slackers,
you-know! Hae, he, he!”

“I should think they’d scalp Girundy!”
remarked Mellish.

“I hope they will!” assented Bunter.
“Grundy’s .a beast: always pitching into
a chap! T told him I'd make himn sit
up! He, he, he!”

“Well, you haven't made him sit up!”

“Fh? Oh no, of course not!’ said
Bunter hastily.

In Study No. 6 the last screws were re-
slaced, and Blako & Co. sat down, breath-
ing hard, to a well-earned tea-—rather
late. Their feelings towards George
Alfred Grundy were such as could not
be expressed in words. Arthur Augustus
I’ Arcy tenderly rubbed a blister on his
palm,

“Genewally speakin’.” ha remarked,
“I am sowwy when a chap gets a lickin'.
But T shall not sympathise with Gwunday
if _W'I:l%lton faibly skins him for this sillay
twick "

And Blake & Co. agreed.

CHAPTER 6.

A Little Surprise for Grundy !

«“ Y gad, it’s Grundy!”
Racke and Crooke of the Shell

were near the gates, chatting,

when a burly fizure camao

striding in. Racke and Crooke stared at
him blankly. They had been- talking
about Grundy, and wondering where he
was; but assuredly they had not expected
to see himn como 1n at the school gates.

Grundy was frowning; apparently not
at all in a good temper. He noted the
surprised stare of Racke and his chum,
and stopped to return it.

“Well, do you take me for a ghost?”
he demanded.

“Jolly nearly. T think!” gasped Racke.
“Where on earth have you come frem?”

“From Rylcombe, of course.”

“Oh, draw it mild1” said Crooke.

“What—what do you mean?”

““What beats me i8 how you got out of
gates,” said Aubroy Racke. “How on
earth did you manage it without being
seen " ]

“Eh? T walked out, of course!” said
the astonished Grundy. * Nothing sur-
prising. in my being out of gates, is
there?”

“Well, a littla bit surprising,” an-
givered Racke. “Everybody’s been look-
ing for you since you played that trick
in Study No. 6 an hour ago.”

“Dreaming?”  asked CGrundy pleas-
antly.  “T've been in Rylcombe the last
two hours.”

“Oh!” ejaculated Racke. “Ts that the
yarn vou're going to spin to Railton ?”

“Blessed if I see why Railton should
want to know where I've been! 1 shull
tell hira if he asks me, of course.”
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“You'll tell him vou've been in the
village all the time!’

“Of course.”

“Well, I don't want to ghove advice
at you, f}mndy." said Racke. *“But I'd
try to think of a better one than that if
I were you.”

“That one won't wusi: 1" said Crooke,
shaking his head.

Grundy blinked ut tham.

“I don’t know what vou're driving
at,” he said. “ But if you're hiating that
I'm not telling you the truth 4

“‘iThe truth !” grinned Racke. ‘Oh,
gad!”

*“Yes, tho truth!”™ hooted Grundy.
“You silly ass, supposing I were a lyin
worm like you, ‘why should I tell
whoppers about whers ['ve been? I sup-

s6 you -don’t think I've been to the
rreen Man, in your style?”

“No, I don’t. I know where
been—hiding behind the wall in
No. 6, and pulling Railton’s leg!”

“Are you potty?" asked Grundy, iu
wonder. “I've been waiting at the bun-
shop in Rylcombe for Wilkins and
Gunn, and I'm jolly well going to give
them g talking-to for not turning up !’

*Pile it on!” chuckled Crooke.

“Don't you believe me?”
Grrundy.

“Ha, hal Not likely!”

‘“Here, hands off!” yelled Aubrey
Racke, as the exasperated Grundy made
a jump at them.

Grundy did not head. He collared
Racke and Creoke, and brought their
heads together with a sounding crack.
Then he strode on acrcss the quad,
leaving the two black sheep of the Shell
roaring

As he came striding into the School
House there wus a howl.

‘“Here's Grundy!™

“Hore's the silly ass!”

“You're wanted, Grundy 1™

George Alfred stared round at the
juniors in amazement. Racke and Crooke
L&d astonished bind: but be was still move
astonished now. Wilking and Gunn came
quickly towards him.

“How did you get out!" asked Gunn.

“Out!” repeated Gruudy.

“Yes; some of the fellows are watceh-
ing tha vaults staircase,” said Gunn.
“They hsven't seen yon pass!”

“The vaults! I've not been in the
vaults, you nss!”

“How did vou get into the secrct
passage, then:” asked Wilkins.

“What seciet pussaget”

you've

Study

roared

“Eht”
“To doesu’t kuow!™ grinned Ker-
ruish.  “ Ha, ho!"

“Where ignorance is bliss, "tis folly to
be wise!” suid Cuardew of the Fourth.
“Are you goin’ to keep that up to Rail-
ton, CGrundy?”

YT suy. you fellows, it’s rather too
thick, isu't 101" chuckled Bunter.

Grundy wondered for a moment or
two whether he was  dreuming, and

T would wake up presently in bed.

“Ave you all potty?”
“T've been at Rylconbe——'

“Oh!”

“T've beon waiting al the bnnshop
for yon two slackers!™ roared Gruudy.
with a glare at Wilking and Gunn.  “1
want to know why you never came?
Keeping. n chap  hanging  about an
hour!”

“YWhat was the good of coming when
vou weren't there?” demanded Wilkin:.
TS was there ! howled Grundy.

“You couldn't have been thera and
heve, too, old top. You'd betier wo to
Ruilten's study now ; he wants youw.”

“What on carth does Ruailton want me
for?”

“You dou't kaow !” grinned Levison.

ba gasped.

“Noj; how ghould 1%
“0h, my hat!’
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Darvel of the Sixth come along, aed
tapped Grundy on the shoulder.

‘“Go to Mr. Railton at once,” Le suil.

“What for, Darrel 7"

“I dare say he'll tell you!” arsacied
the prefect drily.

* But—I say-—— Darrell —”

‘“Cut oft !”

“Well, my hat!” stuttered Grundy,.as
Lo started for the Housemaster's study
in blank bewilderment., “I believe
everybody's gone potty.”

He tapped at Mr. Railton’s door, and
entered, and found the School Housw
master with a stern-brow. Mr, Railien
picked up his cane, )

“Grundy,” he said, fixing his eyes en
the dismayed junior, *‘doubtleas you
will' be punished with the grestest
severity——"

“Wha-a-at for, sir?"

“¥or the unexampled impertinence you
have been guilty of!"” exclaimed the
Housemaster. “I amn very strougly iu-
clined to report you to the Head for n
flogging !”

Grundy staggered.

“ A—a fuf-fuf-flogging ! he stnticred.
“What have I done? Kverybody secins
to be down on me all of a sudden. 1'd

like to know what I've done!”

“You know perfectly well what you
have done, Grundy. You have caused-u

.disturbance and uproar in the House, and

wasted my time—

“T—I—I have, sir ?"" babbled (irundy.
“Not at all, sir! How could I, whei
I've been out of gates?”

“Grundy! Do you dare to tell we
that you have beca out of gates, when T
heard your voice distinctly in a junive
study #7 -

“Munm-mum-my voice, sir!" eaid
Crundy dazedly. “You couldn’t have,
sir; I had wmy veice with me, of courae,
When was it, sir?"

*“ An hour ago.”

“J was in Rylcombe, sir—"

“ Grundy |

“I—I was, sir-—~T was at the bunshop,
waiting for those two asses, Wilkins and
Cunn! It's the truth, sir! They saw
me start—so did Bunter- they’ll tell you
w0, air—=""

“Then you returned, Grundy, to piuv
this trick—"

“What trick " howled Grundy. “ Houw
could I play any trick when I was at the
bunshop in Ryleombe? 1 don’t even
know what's happened.”

Mr. Railton looked at bim fixedly,
Grundy's bewildernient was so evidentiy
genuine that it made an impression upon
the IHousemaster, angry as ho was. Ul
Shell fellow was in a perspication with ex-
citement and dismay,

“Grundy, someone has entered thae
gecret passage which opens out of the
vaults—forbidden precinets for juniors -
and hasz played a trick, alarming the
whele House., I certainly thought it was
vour voice that spoke from behind the
panel m Study No. 6. Do you deny it %"

»

“Oh, iy hat! Yea, sir, of coursa.
I've been cut of gates."”
“L could not eredit your denial,

Grundy; but I recall, from a previous
incident, that thera is someone in {hia
Touse who appears 1o possess the tricic
of imitating voices,” sauid BMr. Railton,
“Whoever it was, gave your name when
spoken- to.”

“Oh, what a Least ! gasped Grond,.

“If you were at the bunshop, as you
declare, you mnst have been seeu there,
Grundy 7

“Oh, yes, sic; T was talking to Miss
Bunn most of the time !”

“Then you can have no objection to
iny telephoning to the shop and askitg
for confirmation of your statement ?"

“None at all, sir,” said Grandy, at
once. “Ring up Mr. Bunu, and he'll
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é‘.‘llv woil gell you I've heen kicking my
Leals i his place for an hour or more.
was vaiting for Wilking and Gann, and
they never came, and——"

““Wait !” said Mr. Railton.

He turned to the telephons. Grundy
watehed hins, in quite a dazed state, while
he was telephoning. A few minutes were
enough to satisfy Mr. Railton. From the
other end of the wire full contirmation of
Grundy’s statement came from Me. Bunn.

Mr. Railton put up the receiver.

“1 am very glad to say, Grundy, that
Mr. Bunn heats out your statement,” he
gaid. “1 am very glad indeed that thie
explanation came befcre your punistment
was administered, my boy. I have been
deceived. I am sorry, Grundy.”

“Oh, that's all right, sir !"* said Grundy,
fuite cheerful now. “It was some awfu
cad playing a trick, sir.”

¢ Ahem! I shall make further investi-
gation into the matter,” said the House-
master. * You may go, Grundy.”

And George Alfred went.

CHAPTER 7.

The Myste:y Deepens !
“ ICKED?”

I That question was asked by

about twenty voices at once as

Grundy of the Shell came down
the passage. The news of Grundy's return
lad spread, and a crowd had gathered to
sce him after his interview with the
Ilousemaster.

They expected to see him almost
doubled up. But Grundy was looking
quite chesry, and he carried his head
high.

“Licked!” he answered. “Certainly
not! Raiiton was very civil. Ie's not
a bad sort, only a bit dense at times.”

“Civil 1 ejaculated Tom Merry.

“(crtainly. After ringing up the bun-
shop, and finding that 1 waa there, he
was satisiied. 5[ course, he ought to
have taken my werd without asking for
proof. But Housemasters will be House-
masters, you knew. As I said, he’s a bio
dense sometimes.  And now,” said
Grundy, “I want to know who's been
playing tricks, and using my nawme and
imitating my voiee ?”

One nmember of the crowd sidled away
hastily and vanished; and the name of
him was W. G. Bunter. But the other
fellows blinked at Grundy.

*Would—would vou mind saying that
over again, Grundy 77 gasped Tom Merry
blankly.

Grundy said it over again.

“Bai Jove! Do you weall
say that it wasn't you all the time?
shouted Arthnr Augustus I’ Arcy.

“Of course it wasn’t, ass!”

“Too thin!? said Levison.

“1If you want a thick ear, Levison—
“Let’s ask Railton,” said Blake,
Anv ebjecticn to that, Grundy?”
*“You can ask Railton if yon like; but
if you can’t take my word, Blake, 1'il
have the gloves en with you—-~"

“Neéver mind the gloves at present,”
said Jack Blake. “If it was you busting
up our study with your silly tricks you'va
going to get the ragging of yonr life.
I'll ask Railton.™

And Blzke went to the Iousemaster’s
study, the cther fellows waiting very cnvi-
ouely for his return. e came back in a
few minutes.

“All serene,” he said. *Mir. Railton
says it's proved that Grundy was at the
bunshop 1 Rylecombe all the time, Tt—
it wasn't Grundy.”

“Bai Jove !

“Then who was it ?” howled Wilkins.

“T can tell you who it was,” said
Grundy. “It was the same chap wlho
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mean to
o

]

played & triek hefore -imitating Railton’s
voive, and sending you chaps to his study
to get lines. You thoupght ic was me then.
You're all rather dense.  Now, it was
that chap, whoever he was—and 1 want
to know who it was. I'm going to scalp
him !

“First caich
Cardew.

“Bai Jove! This Is vewy wemarkable,
deah boys! I will not give you a feahful
thwashin® aftah a&ll, Gwunday.”

Snort, from George Alfred.

“I'll take all the thrashings you can
give me, and stand on my head all the
time !” he snapped.

“Weally, Gwunday——-"

“Let's go and finish tea,” zaid Blake.
“ ¥t wasn's Grandy ; but we've got to find
out who it was, somehow.”

And the juniors dispersed, greatly per-
plexed.

Buuter of the Fourth met the Terrible
Three as they were going to their study.
Grundy’s return had interrupted tea.

“I say, you fellows,” began Bunter,
blinking at them. “This is a jolly
mysterious thing, isn't it:”

Tom Merry nodded.

“Looks as 1if the mlace is haunted,
doesn’t it?” asked Bunter.

“Well, it isn't.”

“Some of the fellows think so,” &aid
Bunter. “Frimble says a light ought to
be kept on in the dorm to-night.”

“TPrimble’s an assi?

your hare!” remarked
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“T think Grundy ovght to he
vagged,” went on Buuter, following the
chums of the Shell into their study.
“You fellows ought to do it. Playing
tricks like that, you know. 1e, ke, he!
He cuffed me, too—hard !’

“ It wasn’t Grundy played the trick.”

“0Oh, that's all 1at, you know! Who
clse could it have been? Tl tell you
what, Tom Merry. You could lick
Grundy. I'll hold your jacket for jou,
if you like.”

“Thanks; I won't trouble you.”

“If you're funky of Grundy, Tom
Merry—"

The captain of the Shell made a move-
ment towards Bunter, and the Owl of the
Fourth jumped into the passage.

“Oh, really, Merry—— I was going
to say i

“Cut off I” growled Tom.

“ Aren’t you going to lick, Grundy?”

“No!"™ snapped Tom. *For goodness’
sake, Bunter, mizzle. You're too
numerous, and you've got too much
chin. Wriggle away!”

“I'm sorry to see you showing the
white feather like this, Tom Merry,”
eaid Bunter, shaking his head.

“What!” roared Tom.

“You should get up a liitle pluck,”
said Bunter reprovingly. “Xe a man,
vou know, like me!”

“Slay him ! murmured Lowther.

Tom Merry made a stride at the fat
junior, and took him by the collar, His
patience was exhausted.

“You fat idiot!” he said, shaking
Buanter hard. *‘You silly chump! You
porpo.ge——"

“Yaroooh!”

Shake, shake, shake!

“Yow-ow! Stoppit!”’ howled Bunter.
“If you make my specs fall off— Ow!”

Shake, shake!

*If they get bub-hub-broken—yarooch !
—you’ll have to pip-pip-pay for them!
Yooop!”

“‘Sit down ! said Ton.

Bunter sat down—hard, and roarad.
Tom Merry closed the study deor an
him. The next minute a howl came
through the keyhole.

*Yah! Beasts!”

The Terrible Three grinned, and
i down to tea.

“Beasts! Yah!" countinved the duleat
tanes at the keyhole. *“I've a jolly good
mind to come in and lick you, Tom
Alerry !

“Po ! said Tom.

“Yah! You come out here!” roared

Bunter. “I'll mop up the passago with
(%)

sat

&7

“All right!”

Tom Meriy stepped to the deor and
: looked out. He was just in time to suo
| a fat figure vanishing round the corner.
‘ Billy Buater had not stayed to mop ap
the passage with him.

Tom chuekled, and returned to the
tea-table. 'The Terrible Three discussed
the mysterious happenings in the Scheol
House over tea, The same discussion
was going on all through the House. 1u
was inteirupted in No. 10, however, Ly
a voice at the keyhole.

“Yon there, Tom Mexry

Tom looked round towards the

“I'm here, Kangy. Trot in!”

“(lonfound your cheek, Tom Meiry !”

“Wha a-at!” stuttered Tom, astoun:inld
by that address from I{angaroo of tha
Shell, the cheery Cornstalk, with whom
fie was on the best of tenns.

“You've been bullying Bunter! Do
ask me into your study. I won't come,
But next time I see you I'll jolly seclt
pull your nose! And I'm going to riy
study now, if you want fo find me, yoa
woim!”

Tam Merry sat petrified.

ald

deor,
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“Ts—is—is he mad?” he gasped.
“Kangaroo :”

‘There was no reply. Tom Merry rose
to his feet with a glitter in his blue eyes.

“Y think Kangarco must be off his
dot,” he said. * But off it or on it, he's
not going to talk to me like that! T'lI
go and see him.”

And Tom Merry left his tea for the
second time, and his chums followed him
to Harry Noble's study, up the passage.
Ksngarco and his study-mates—Glyn and
Dane—wera there, discussing the subject
that was uppermost in all minds just
them. They looked surprised at Tom
Merry’s frowning faca ay he strode in.

“*Well, ’'ve come!"" said Tom.

“ Anything up?” asked Bernard Glyn.

“Yes. 1 want to know what Noble
meang by insulting me through the key-
hole of my study,” said Tom Merry
hotly. “You can say it over again here,
Noble, and then put up your hands!”

Kangaroo looked at him.

“*Nobody bas ta ask me twice to pui
up my hands, old scout,” he answerad
calmly; “but let’s know what the row's
about first.”

“You know well enaugh
Manners angrily.

“All T know is that Tom seems to
have comae here looking for froable,”
raid Kangarco. ‘‘I'm ready to oblige
him.* -

And he pushed back his cuffs. Chfton
Dane interposed, and pushed ihie Corn-
ctalk back into his chair.

“Don’t be an ass, Kangy !~ he saidl
“Tom's made some mistake. Let's hear
what he’s grousing about.”

“I'm not grousing,” said Tom. “I
shook Bunter because he cheeked me,
;md if ’Noble thinks ¥ was bullying him
e—’

“ My dear man, I don’t think anythiiy
about it at all, as I didi'v even Know
youw'd shaken the fat treasure, and don't
care twopence whether you did or not!”
taid Kangaroo,

“You said—"

“\What do you mean?’ broke in Low
ther. *“Only two minutes ago you were
howling at Tam through ouwr keyhole”

“You're dreaming, old man. Wheio
was I two minutes ago, Glyn?”

“Sitting here, for the last quarter of
an hour,” said Glyn. *Is this rome new
joke of yours, Lewther? it's a bit
deeper than the jokes in your Comic
Column, then. They want some sceing;
hut this beats me hollow.”

Tom Merry uttered an exclamation.

“ Then—then it wasn't you, Kangaroo,

LRt}

exclaimed

old chap? I savvy, and I'm sorry! It
was yaur voice!”
“Did wou fellows notice my voice

leaving the study for a stroll down the
passage on its own?” asked ths Corn-
stalk. appealing to his study-mates,

“la, ha! Neo.”

“Tt was that beast sgain, of ecourse,”
said Tom. “It was your voice rig}nt
enough, Kangy. 1 thought it was.syou
speaking. Of course, it was that sneal-
ing, wichy cad who put en Grundy’s
voice this afterncon. We've been taken
in again!”

“Oh!” exclaimed Kangaroo. “My
dear man, next time you hear my voice
at a keyhole, ask me whether I was there
with it before you come along breathing
fire and slaughter. Are you going to
fight me?”

““No,” said Tom, laughing.

“Thanks?! 1'd rather not, if it's all
the same to you,” said the (lornstalk,
laughiog, too. “hut, T say, this is get-
ting thick. That practical jokcr has got
to be found.”

The Terrible Three returncd to their
study. Tea was finshed at last, without
further interraption.

In the Commonroora ihat

evoning
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there was only one topie- the unknown
practical joker who had so weird a gift
of imitating voices, Iriinble of the
Fourth declared that the House was
haunted, Bunter supporting that vicw.

But the general belief was that it was
a practical joker, and everybody wanted
to know who it was. And the things
that were promised that practical joker
when lLie should be feund out were
enough to make him tremble in anticipa-
tion.

Discussion did not seem to let any
light in upon the mysterious matter. As
Talbot of the Shell remarked thought-
fully, it looked as if some malicious
fellow had set out with the deliberate
intention of  making svervhody
thoroughly uncomfortable and disturbed,
and was succeeding in his object?

That was, in fact, the exact teath, and

Three-halfpence, 9

You are a young ass, Twimble ! Tiea
are 1o sucl things as ghosts,” said Artiace
Avgustus severeyz.

“Isn’t there a ghost of St. Jim's?”?
asked Bunter. *I've heard of a ghos)
belonging to the school—an okl e <
who was murdered—-

“Ded-don’t talk of it17  howlad
Trimble,
“Peoh!  You're a funk, Trimbl”

eaid Bunter loftity. “Tm not afraid £
ghosts. Keep your pecker up, and ivy
to be brave, like me!”

“1 shouldn’t wonder If theic’s a
ghost,”  remarked Mellish, with 1tio
pleasant idea of playing on Raggy’s feass.
“Hark! Was that & sound under o
bed, Trimble ¥

“ Yarooooh !

“1tia, ha, ha!”?

“ Anybedy hear a greani”
Roylance,

chackled

the Greyfriazs’ ventriloguist had net
finished yet.
Z AR
P =

' Jeck Blake spun round.
him.

He fancied the weird sound came from bshind
But nothing was to ba seen save the dancing shadows from the
candle-light. From under Baggy Trimble’s bedclothes came a series of
sar-splitting yelle. '* Help! Ghosts! Spocks! Hoip! Yaroch!

Help ! ?

CHAPTER 8.
Haunted !

(1] KK-KILDARE ! stammerad

K Baggy Trimble, in the Fonrth

Formm dormitory that night, as

the captain of St. Jim's was

about to turn the Light out, *'I-T say,
Kildare !”

Kildare looked at him.

“Well, Trimble?”

“(C-ccan we have the ltight Lefi on?”
pleaded Baggy. * The—ilie blessed Honse
15 haunted, you know. Theoo may be a
—a ghost—"

“ You young ass!” answered the Sivth-
Former. * Good-night, kids!”

“Good-night, Kildare!®

Kildare turued out the light, wud lefc
the dormitory. 'Vhere was z splutter
from Baggy Erimble as the e closed
after him.

11 ahink we ought to hase o 1.u:‘.tiA
you krow, shalt ke droaming of
glosts,™

“I- T say, d-d-don’t 1 gasped Triimbla,
“1'm not nervous, of eourse—- -7
ila, hat?

1 But—but d-d-don’t 1”

“Bai Jove! You weally sound as if
you  were nervous,”  chuckled Axthur
Augustus D’ Arey.  * Buck up, deali boy :
vou won't heah any ghosts gwoauin’
Lieali. Besides, suppose a ghost has a
taste for gwoanin’—it won't hurt you.”

(iroan!

“ iz gweat Scott) What's ihat 2™

“Yow-ow!” came from Trimble.

Soveral of the juniors sat up in bel.
A deep aud horrid groan had come feea
sotnev.heve in the darkness.

“Don't play tricks like that 17 ox-
claimed Blake. It sounds creepy .
Croan !

“Who was that?? exclalmed Toicios,
Groan ! {
“fp 1 say, get o plt!? ptedied

Bapgy Tiimble. “1Ii’s the p g glow
“Shot up, yon assi?
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“Help!”

“You cwass ass, Twimble, dwy up!
3 ‘mre ara no such things as ghosts. One

f the fellows # pullin’ your leg !”
(‘ronu
Silence fell on the Fourth-Formers as

they listened to the repetition of the
freepy, uncanny sound. .The darkness of
the dormitory added to its unearthly
eﬂ’oot

“ Look here, the (}mp who's doing that
“ud better stop!"” exclaimed Blake
& xgnl\' “Enough's as good as a feast.”

say, you fellows,” came fromn
I.‘unter *I—T think it’s & ghost.”

“Fathead !

Ceroan |

“That’'s you, D'Aicy,
853!"” exclaimed Cardew.:

“\r\"'oully, Cardew, it 13 nothin’” of the
st

“ It came from your direction !

“Wats 1"’

Groau

Gussy, you ass——"" began Blake.

“I have alweady said, Blake, that I
am not playing this nxdlculous il
zaid the swell of St. Jim's sternly.

“‘I'hen_there’s somebedy close by your

doin, it.” Blake jumped up.
“ “ e’ll jolly wo]l see who's out of bed,
and nail him !

Blake struck a match, and held it up.
-Arthur Auvgustus wag sitting up in bed,
but there was no one near ﬁxm As the
mnatch flickered there was a dismal groan
¢lose at liand.

“Under Gussy’s Dbedl”

.)1 by.
Yaus wathah !’

“We'll give hlm a lesson!” said
Dlake. “Get a candle, Dig. Tl keep a
watch alight so that I can see if hLe
Lludges out.”

“Right-ho !

A candle wus soon hghtcu and Blake
Lield it up and glanced over the beds. To
“is surprise, every one of ‘them had an
cccupant. If there was  anyone- under
D’Arey's bed it was not a'mnember of tlie

you howling

exclaimed

du.l:mitory. - .
Some silly ass from another doim !’
exclaimed Levison. “Lowther, very

likely—he's funny ass enough.”

Groan !

“T'H jolly soon eeal” gro“led Blake.
“I'm fed up with this!’

Heo stooped, ana cast the candlelight

under ID’Arcy's bed. Then he rose
rather quickly to lhis feet, his face
slartled.

“Who 13 it, deah bay ?"
“There’s—there's nobody  there!”

stammered Blake.

“What !"

Ualf a dozen juniors wera out of bed
now, and two or three candles svere
lghted, Some of the fellows were look-
ing rather scared.  Trimble had buried
bis head nuder his bedclothes.

“Bai Jove! There is weally no one

there !"” exclaimed Arthur Augustus.
“But I distinctly heard = somebody-
gwoani’. What—— Oh, cwwmbs!”
(Groan |
“T say, you fellows, that's under my
bed I exclaimed Bunter.,

“ Look under all the beds!” exrlnimnd

Mlake, in great perspirgtion. “ There's

3.me silly ass here playing tricks ! Iave
him out!”

There was a rapid and angry searcl.
Bat there was-nobody to be fourd under
the beds; and the juniors locked at one
another in scured perplexity, And-as a
hush fell on them a deep groan re-
soumlod from ev)me“hmo

“Oh, ewikey!” murmured Arthur
Augustus.,  © This is weally gettin® un-
nevvin', Of course, it 'isn't a ghost !”

But Arthur Augustus's tone was not
quite so assured now.
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Jlamp ilenm ad .

Ciroan !

Jack Blake spun round with a jump.
He fancied the weird sound came from
behind him. But nothing was to be seen
save the dancing shadows from the
candles. From under Baggy Trimble's
lwﬁ(loth(s camo a series of ear-splitting
rells.

& I.Ielp ! Crho«ts Spoocks! Help!
Yarooh! Help
“ Shut up"’ roared Blake. “Do you

want to wake the whole House 2"

“Yah! Help! Oh! Help!” yelled
Trimble, unheeding.
Groan !

“I say, you fellows, isn’t it awful!"
exclaimed Bunter. “Is that something
just behind you, D'Arcy?

Axthur Augustus spun round like a

Ow ! You utter ass, Buntah, there is
nothin’ h(\nh"'

“Theros something just near you,
Blake—

“You thumping ass, be quiet!”
gasped Blake. “It’s only a shadow!”

“It’'s a ghost!” howled Trimble.
“Help! Yocooop! Help! Ghosts!
Halp !

The dormitory door opened, and a
Mr. Railton, with a

black brow, strode into the dormxtory

CHAPTER 9.
Urder Suspiciin !

. RAILTON held up the lamp.
M and looked sternly at the crowd
of juniors in pyjamas. And
they lcoked at him. From
under Trimble’s bedclothes still came the
yells of affright.
“Help! Yooop! Help
“What does this meun" !
Mr. Railton sternly.
“Yow-ow-woop! Help!”
“Silence!” thundered Mr., Railton.
But Baggy Trimbla’s head was muffled
with blankets, and he was making too
much noise himself to hear or heed the
Housemaster’s voice, Ile went on yell-
in

(£l

demanded

g.
“What is the matter with Trimble "
exclaimed the Housemaster.

“Jle—he thinks therc’s a ghost!”
stammered Blake.

“What utter nonsense!”

“Help! Yooop! (hosts ! Yarooooh !".

Mr. Railton strode to Trimble’'s bed,
and grasped the huddled blankets end
jerked them back.

“Trimble "

*“Yaroooh !

“Trimble ! Boy!"

“Keep off I velled Trimble.
D-d-don’t touch me! Help!”

“You stupid boy!” thundered Mr.
Reilton. * Do you not know me—jyour
Houzemuaster 7"

“Oh!i” gamed Trimble, blinking at
Lim. “*I—=T thought you were the ghost,
sitf 7Oh dear! Oh dear! Ow!”

“Be guiet at once. Blake, tell me
what this means. Has somcone been
frightening this foolish boy 7

“Yahl

“T1—I wasn't frightened, sir,” stuttered |

Trimble, much comforted by the light
and the presence of the Housemaster.
“Not at all. J—V

“Silence ! Answer me, Blake! What
has bappened here?”
“We heard groans, sir,” said Blake.

“T—I suppose it was somebody playing a
trick. There isn't anybody in the dormi-
tory except’ ng us, but——"
“Groans " repeated  Mr,
“That 18 very extraordinary!

Railton.
It must

‘bave been soma boy present playing a

trivk.”

“Wa conldn't spot. him f it was, sir.’

And—and the scund canie from under the

NOW ON
SALE.

beds, and when we looked there wasn't
nnvb«‘dy there.”

“(‘ome, come!"” said Mr. Railton.
“You have allo“ed vour imagination to
run away with you. What you state is
not pos- lbl(‘ Blake.

“Unless 1t's a ghost ir,” said Billy

Mr.

Bunter.

* Do not be so absurd, Bunter!

Railton looked round. *Someone here
has been playing a foolish trick. I com-
mand him to admit ths fact at once.”

There was no answer.

Mr. Railton’s frown deepened.

“It is clearly the same person who has
played tricks before,” he said,  *‘This
occeurrence proves that it is a_member of
the Fourth Form—of the School- House
portion of the Form. The boy who
played the trick downstairs to-day is un-
doubtedly the same person, and here
present, I think.”

*Oh!” ejaculated Bunter.

The Greyfriars ventriloquist realised
that it behoved him to tread warily now.
The field of scarch was being narrowed
down.

“Yaas, wathah, sir,”” said D'Arcy. “I
nevalr thought of that—but it’s quite
cleah. Tt cannot me Gwunday, as ho
is in the Shell dorm.”

“I give the boy concerned another
chance to speak up,” said the House-
master. “If it is left to me to discover
him his punishment will be very severe !”

Silence,

“Very well,” gaid Mr. Railton, com-
pressing his lips, *“I shall look into the
matiter, For the present, you may all
go back to bed.”

“JI—I say, sir, can we have a light?”
gasped Trimble.

*“This is .ridiculous, Trimble !”
the Housemaster sternly.

“Ye-a-es, sir, but—but can we have a
light?”

. “You sl:ould. display more courage,
Trimble.”

“Oh, yes, sir, r‘ertaul ; b-b-but can
we have a light ?

Mr. Railton made an impatient gesmre
“T will leave a small light burning,”
he said. **Really, I am asﬁnmed of you,
Trimble. Go to bed at once, all of you!"”

The Fourth-Formers turned in, and
Mr. Railton, leaviug a subdued light
burning, (}mttcd the dormitory, with a
very dark frown on his face.

“1 say, you fellows, shall we turn out
the light ? f" asked Bunter.

“Let it alono!” how led ﬂuggy lnm-
ble. “You fat rotter, if you

““Oh, leave it alone !” sani Blake.

“I say, you fellows, you 're a blessed
lot of fnnks' * went ‘on Bunter cheerily

“What?"”

“TLook at me!
said the fat ]unlor
hers who wasn't."”

“Perhiaps it was you playing
trick !” wnted Herries.

“ Bai Jt‘r\u d

Bunter jumped. e had been looking
for a little cheap glory; not for suspicion
tht he was the mysterious japer. Her-
rics' remark was too near the facts to
please Bunter.

“Oh, really you fellows!” he stam-
mered. “T like that! My belxef i3 that
it was Herries 2ll the time.’

“What!” roared Herries.

“T—1 meant it was D'Arey—--

“DBai Jove! Do you want me to como
and give you a feahful thwashin’, you
fat boundah ?” exclaimed the swell of
St. Jim's in(lignm\tl_\

“J—I~I mean, it—it was Tom Merry,"
stammered Bunter. “Now I come to
think of it, it was Tom Merry—I'm
sure of it. e shook me to-day—"

“You silly ass, what’s that got to do
\nth a groaning ghost’ snapped Blake.

*“I--1 mean, he's rathor n beast, you

I shouldn't wonder if ho was

1

said

Y'm not frightened,”
“I'm the only chap

the

kn:ow.
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hidden in the dorm all the time, laugh-
ing in hig sleeve—--"

** Fathead

“We've looked everywhere,” remarked
Tevison. “But somebody must have]
heen in the dorm A

“Jt was one of our crowd,” answered
Plake. *“We've anly got to find out
which one. And nothing of the kind
happened before DBunter c¢ame to St
Jim’s, either.”

Billy Bunter quaked.

“ say, you fellows—” he stam-

mered.

“Bai Jove! That is vewy twue,
Blake,” said D’Arey. *It weally begins
to Jook—-"'

“Obh, really, D'Arey! I1—I'm sure it
was Tom Merry—now I come to think of
it, I recognised his veice——""

““There wasn't any voice, Buntah—only
@ gwoan.”

“JI—I mean 1 recognised his groan-—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You uttah ass, Buntah! I wealy
cannot help suspectin’——"

*“fzuesy, old man, you're a silly ass!”
came a voice from the shadows; and
there was a howl from the juniors a¢q
Tom Merry’s voice was recogniscd:
“Good-night, kids! I'm tired of pulling
your leg!™

Bluke jumped up in bed.

There was ouly a dim light in the
dormiteory, and, such as it was, it did
not reveal the presence of any intruder.

“Tom Merry !" howled Dlake. ** Why,
vou cheeky rotter——"'

“Where are you, you feahful
boundah 7 shouted Arthur Augustus.
“Bai Jove! We will sewayg you for this,
Tom Mewwy !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The i:mgh scemed to die away in the
ihistance, ‘and tirere was silence. The
juniors stared round them in the shadows
in utter amazement. Even Baggy Trim-

ble was reassured now.
“Where is the rotier?” exclaimed
Blake. “Tom Merry! You sneaking

21

Shell-fish, where are you?

‘“He's gone ! said Bunter. * I—I think
T heard a door close—a sort of click.
I say, you fe'lowe, do you think there’s
n secret passage here somewhere—like
the one in Study No. 67"

“1 didn’t hear it,” said Blake.

“Bai Jove! . A secwet passage would
account for it,” said D'Arey. ** A seewet
passage we don't know about——-"

“Then how would Tom Merry know
about it?” asked Julian.

“Bat Jave! L weally don’t know!
But I fail to see how Tom Mewwy can
have got heah otherwisc; the door has
not been opened.”

Blake settled his head on his pillow
again.

“However he did it, he did it,”’ he
remarked; ‘“‘and we'll jolly well talk to
him in the morning. We'll- teach the
Shell bounders not to. play giddy pranks
in our dorm!" %

“Yaas, wothah !" P

The Fourth ‘Form got to sleep at
last; and Tom Merry, in the Shell dorm,
slept the sleep of unsuspicious irinocence,
never even droaming of the vials of
wrath that were to be poured out upon
Lis head in the morning.

CHAPTER 10.
A Little Too Previous !

: OM MERRY came out of iha
School House in the fresh morn-
ing while the rising-bell was
gtill ringing, and Manners and

Lowther followed him out. The Terrible

Three were down early, as they often

were. It was a sharp, clear._morning,

and the open air was very tempting for
a run before breakfust.
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The chums of the Shell were trotiing
cheerily round the
Blake - & Co. emerged from the House
with some more of the Fourth. Jack
Blake spotted the Terrible Three at
once.

“There they are'!” he said. *“1 dare
say Manners and Lowther are in the
game; but it’s Tommy we've got to deal
with. We've got to give him a tip
about keeping chaps awake at night
playing ghost.  Some of you fellows
collar Manners and Jowther and nail
them, while we give Thomas the time
of his life |

“* Yaas, wathah!”

Nine or ten juniors started to meat the
Terrible Three. The Bhell fellows came
trotting on unsuspiciously, and gave a
vell in chorus as they were suddenly
vollared.

“Hallo! What's thie game $¥ exclaimed
Tom Merry.

“Our turn ! grinned Biake. *Down
him! Here, sit ou bimn, Bunter!”

The ‘Terribie Three, eurprised and
wrathful, struggled, but the odds were
100 vy. Levison, Clive, and Cardew
handled - Mauners—Monty Lowther was
collared and held by Julian, Roylasee,
and Herries. Blake and Digby and
D’Arey levelled om Merry with the

rass, and held him therec—and Billy

uniter rolled up cheerily at Blake's call
and sat on him. ‘There was no resistance
from the captain of the Shell after that.
Bunter's weiglit was no joke.

“ Gerroooh! Gerroff I gasped Tom.

Bunter grinned; and settled dewn coms-
fortably on Tom's shouklers, fairly fat-
tening hinw

“You shonk me
beast !” he remarked.

“Ow 7 gasped Tom. “Cerrofl !

“8it on him; Bunter !” :

“I'm- sitting on him-——U'il: jolly wel
squash bhim!” said the Owl, with a fat
chuckle. ‘“Playing tricks in the dorm.
and frightening ¢verybody but me—I'll
show him!”

“Wow !
Merry.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Tom Merry's face was in the grass,
and Bunter laid a fat hand on the back
of his head and jammed it down hard.
There was a gurgle of unguish from the
captain of the Shell. .

“Here, chuck that, Bunter!"” said
Blake sharply.

“Grooogh! Draggimoff !

“Not yet, deah bay ! grinned Arthur
Augustus. " You are goin' to have s
lickin’, deah boy. Did you bwing thart
stump, Blake?"”

“Here it is! Steady, Tom! Don't
kick, or you may get it in the wrong
place !” =

“Go it!”

Whack, whack, whack!

Blake laid on the stump—not hard,
but sufficiently so to make the Shell cap-
tain yell. Manners and Lowther strug-
gled to go to their leader's aid, but they
struggled in vain. The Fourth-Formers
roared with. laughter.

“ Btoppit ! howled Tom Merry. ‘““Are
vou all potty? Stoppit! By Jove, I'll
ick the lot of yon! Ow!”

Whack, whack!

“Oh, you rotters! T'I—I'll—"

“This_is for vour own good,” ex-
plained Blake. *Suppose Railton had
caught you in our dorm last night play-
ing ghost. Youd huve got worse than
this.””

Whack !

“Yarooh! You silly ass, T wasu't iu
our dorm last wight!”? howled Tom
Merry. **What do you mean, you frab-
jous chump?”

“Dwaw it mild, Tom Mewwy! Yon
know vewy well vou were playin® ghost
in our dorm, and fwightenin’ Twimble, ™

vesterday, vou

Draggimoft I wailed Tom

auadrangle -when |
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“T wasa't!” shrleked Tom. 1 was in
bed Jast night, you chumyps!”

“Bai Jove! Is that houest Injun,
Tom Mewwyi(”

“Owl* Yes, you ass! Wow!"”

“Oh!" exclaimed Blake, He stopped
the operations of the stump. *“Whis is
jolly gqueer.  Tf it wasn’t vou, Towm
\lerry, who was 1877

“How should T know, you thumping
ass?” grouned the captain of the Shell

. “How conld ¥ know, when I was in bed,

asleep?’”’

“Roll off, Bunter.”

“Oh, rot!” said Bunter.
some wore. IHe shool
day—--"

“T1l shake you to-dey if you den’t
roll off,”" enid Blake; and he poked the
stump at Bunter's podgy riba, ' Nuow
then——*"

*Yooop !”

Billy Bunter rolled off, and Tom
Merry sat up, draggled amd breathless.
Blake's followers yeleased Manners and
Lowther, who were i & state of towering
wrath,

2 You sitly dwmps!” roaved Lowther,
“Wade in and mop them up!”

“IHold o1, said Blake, “There seems
to have been a mistake. 1f Tem Meiry
was’t i cour dorm last night. he must
have lent his voiee o someboldy who
was.,”’

“Yaas, wathah!”

Tom Merry-gasped for breath,

“Give him
nie  yester-

“Yon frabjous jubbersocks!”  lie
pauted. " Conldn’t you aslome the ques-

tion fivst (™

“Well, you see, we were sure——

“We were quite suah, Tom Mewws.
Howeyah, if yvou deny the circummstance,
we gceept wour statement,” said Arthur
Augustus gracefully: ** You can wegavd
that- stumpin’ as wrthdwawn.”

“*Ha, ha, fa

ha!

“Ow! Tt doesn't feel withdrawn!”
gasped Tom Meiry., “1've a jolly goed
mind to knock all your silly heads to-
gether!”  Tle ecrambled to his feet.
“Now, tell me what's happened, yon
asses, av.vou ought to lLave done ut
first 17

RBlake explained,

*“Fathead!” said Tom. “You onght
to have known it wasu't 1. MHow eould I
gt in,nnd out of the dorm without being
seen ?”

' Blessed if I know!
voice,”

“And it was Grundy's veice in your
study, and Kangaroo's voiee 1 heard &t
my door, and Railton’s voice we heard
another time!” growled Tom- Merry.
“That blessed trickster kiows lhow to
imitate voices. You onght to have
thought of that.””

“ Poerhaps we ought,” admitted Blake.
“But—but it was so exactly like your
toot. 'The chap must be rather clever to

But it was your

‘b able to do it.”

‘“Clever ecnough, X suppose,” suid
Tom.
“Bai Jove!l I was {hinkin’ of eus-

pectin’ Buntah, but that wathah knocks
it on the head,” remarked Arthuz

Augustus.
*“Ha, ha, ha!"
“Halo! “There's brekker-hell.?

Billy Bunter was rolling away to the
School House; but, for ence; it was nob
only a meal-time that drew him there.
The conversation was taking a turn thaf
the Owl of Greyfriars did not like.

“Bunter!” repeated Tom Merry, as
the juniors started for the House.
“How could Bunter play such a trick?
He hasn’t brains enough.”

“I should certainly not wegard him as
a bwainy chap,” agreed  Arthur
Augustus. - “But he was not fwightened
Jast night—and he jsu’t vewy bwave, you
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swe—atd nothin’ of the sort evah hap-
od befoah Buptzh came.  And, we-
*on tha mattah, T wemembalr that
Feortah has alwnys beon somoewhah abont
v hen these things are happenin’.”

“Phe fat idiot couldn’t do it."”

Manuers,
“Wall, tn, he cortainly couldi’s do
U’ taat wequiahed Dawaing,” said
wr Augustus,  “Dut Wailton said
ast night 1k st be somebody 1n onr
dormy, and T think he was wighi. Bat
vehe was it then? If it wos somelodsy
i+ -it enst have been somebody, you
kr ow,”

“Not realle ' esclaimed Moniy Low-
tier, “Did you work that ont in your
Iioad, Gusey:  Tlis is what comes of
1 ~langing to the old nobility 17

“Woally, Lowthet:—=-"

“Wor't he weks em sit up in the
Touan of Tords seme duy, with a Leain
e timt " exelaimod Lowther enthusi-
astieally.  *“They'll make him Tord High
Wardon of the Roval Iukpot at least.”

“T wegard vou as an ass, Lowihah ! T
do not believe there is such an office. in
eustoven as Lond High Warden of ihe
Waral Iukpot.”

(o hon I movroured Lowther.

o junioes went in Lo breakfast, Tom
Morey kindly aillowing the affair of the
i o drop. The mystery of tha
Forni  dovmitory  remained  a
v 3 bot at the Lreakfast-table marny
ghaices weio turned upen Buntor,

Billy Bunter did pot potice it, Low.
" iz atiention was devotad whally
Ly to bis breakfasi.

said

A

GiIAPTER 11.
Sheer Weck !
l&r‘l’\‘;\'rﬂ-flir.l': for somebods

* o
mned Arihur Angustes

DArey.

The Fourth were in their
T orpzevoom, and Mr, Lathom was ahout
to tuke his class, when tho Schiul House
paster entored with a knitted brow, Mr,
Laiiton spoke a fow words in a low tonoe
to ihe Form master, and then furned to
tlio class amid n deep silence,

The juniors. all looked as meek and
mild as possible. Tt was plain from the
Housomaster's  look  that  thero  was
sronbde " for somebody,

“My bovs,” said Mr. Railton in hia
deep voice, “yeu are all awaro that u
yuraber of very extroordinary pranks
have been played in this House fately.
Ganoral disturbanen has bBeen the resnlt.
ftix my duty to discover tho culprit, and
administer adequate punishment.”

Rilly Bunter kept his eyes fixed on his
desk. Io was anxious not {o meet the
Ionsemaster's glance at that moment.

“From what happened last nighr,™
continned Mr, Railton, *“it iz clear that
tho porpetrator of thesa absord end
troublesoma practical jokes is a membor
of this Yorm, and a Scheol House Ly
Which bov it is T cannot sav; bur he s

cartaindy here present, and hears e
snenk."”
Bunter waa sadulensly  stodyviig un

tar on his desk, Ie felt the Hox
ior's keen glance on the oluss, and
1 not daro to took up.
‘L oeall wpen that boy o sfand for-
vard!' eaid Mr. Railton, “ He will eer-
tainly be coned very severely. Dut i
Foo does net admit hia identity. and it s
feit to e (o discover bim, he will I
ot {0 the Jead to be flozged, 1 shall
wait one reinte for the hoy 10 enuc
forwarl."”

ko Housermastor  stood  sileni, ol
waited;  and the Fourth Formo were
gilent, too, “The New. House members
of the ¥Form  leoked u:
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cuough, but the rost swere somewhat
excited,  Tha big hand of the Form-
room clock travelled round the space of
sixty seconds, and theve vaus no reply
from the Form.

HVery well” said Mr. Railton, when
tho minnte had elapsed. 1 have given
the Loy an opportunity, and he has
cl:osrn to Ict it paszs.  The closest in-
vestigation will take place, and I have
not tha slightest doubt that the offender
will bo discovernd. A flogging will
follow. That is all.” '

The Schoel House master quifted the
Form-room, and there was a buzz
among tha juniors, Billy Bunter ivas
looking n little pale now.

Lessons began with Mr. Lathom; Lut
the Fourth were thinking quite as nuch
about Mr. Raillon'’s investigations as
about Mr. Lathom's instructions. Rilly
Buuter was thinking a great deal more
ahont thew,

The Owl of Greyfriars was decidedly
UnEasy.

Tl miplter Lad been narrowed dowrn,
and alveady suspicion in tho Form had
turted npon bim., 16 was patural that
it should turn upon a new fallow, before
whes arrival nothing of the kind had
vecurred, In fact, it was only Bunter's
well-known obtuzeness that  prevented
the juniors from deciding that he was
the offsnder. That such a complete ass
as B comld worry the whele Ilouse,
ws the vnknown trickster had done, did
not seorn probable o thom. .

Pat suspicion was on him, and might
grove—in fact, would grow. And if the
samn suspicion oconred to the House-
muster——

Bunter qraked inwardly.

Ho had been determined to maka the
School Housn fellows “sit up,” as he
expressed if, for theiz suppesed short-
comings towards him; aund, as usual, he
had overdona it.

Aud if ho was found out

“Burter, you ara not listening fo
wed” came BMr. Lothom’s severa voice.
S have twiee tald you o  construe,
Buuter,”

“Oh dear!” gasped Punter.

ITo blundered through his construe a
litle moco hopelessly than usual, but he
luicdly lieard tha admouitions that fol-
lowesd,

Billy Buntsr was very glad when the
Fourihh Form was dismissed that morn-
mns,

His painfel refloclions in the Form-
yoour had earned hing severe reprimands
from Mr. Latkom, but they had helped
Lim to make up Lis mind. He realised
that his little gamn was played out, and
his chief object was to escape the
prnishment ho had richly earned.

I say, you fellows,” said Bunter, as
lin came on the Terrible Threo in the
corridor.  “I—1 say, Tom, old chap—"

“Brrar!” said Tom Merry.
¢V ou know Railton better than I do,’
A Bunter, “Ie's a man of his-word,
st he "

“Of eonvss he i3, fathead!™ answered
Tom.

“1f L made a chap o promize. he'd
keep ir. wouldu't he?” said Bunter,
Blinking ausiossly af the captain of the
Shell.
“Yex, sl

“That's all righe, then,” said Dister,
Avd ha rolled away to the Uense-
vaastermaster's study, Tom Merry & Co.
lockinge sfter himm in surprise.

Me. Ruilton had just come in fromthe
Nicth Feenreroon:, and he glanced at the
{ar junier ju the doorway.

“IE it you please, sin,”” bogan Banter,
ventuving gingecly into the study. *1 -
1 want to speak to you, &ir”

CAvHT

i BN

cavne e vou (he narae of the

follow who's Lcon plaving Gricks. sir,”

said Bunter. blinking at ham.
Mr. Railton frowned. Abova  all
things, ha detested talo-bearinz, But Lo
After

was in rather a diffienit position.

what ha had sxid iu the #orm-room he
could searcely refuse ta listen to Bun-
ter.

“Indead! VYen sre aware of lhis
identity, Bunier?” ho sskod curtly.

“Yes, siv. I--I foel it my duty to tell
yon, sir.”

Mr. Railtun raised his hand.

“One moment, Bueuter. 1 have not
asked any boy to give me information,
nor desired uny boy to do e,

“I—T think I ought to tell you, sir,”
caid Bunter. *“The fact is, sir, the—
the chap would like to own-up, ond get
it over, only he's nervous, knev:
who it was ell along, end T know he'd
like you to Le told.”

“In that case, DBunier, vou may pro-
ceed.”

“I--T soppose T sha'n’'t Lie punished,
sir, if I te!l vou tho chap's name?”

“Thero is no reason why you should
be punished, Bunter.”

" I~'T,. knew about {lie chap doing if,
sir-———

“You were not callad upou to betray
him, however,” said tl:e Housemaster.
“1 do not blame you for keeping the
secret, though your Form-fellow was act-
ing very foolishly -und wrongly.”
_“Then—ihen I sha'n't’ be punished,
sir, if I tell you?”

“Certainly not!”

“Thank you, sir!” sgaid Bunter
meekly. “But—Dbut the other féllows,
sir, may—ma¥ think I oughtn’t to have
told you; they—they don't understand
how the matter stands. I—I don't want
to be ragged, sir.”

“Come, come!"” said the House-
master impatiently. ““You are wasting
my time, Bunter. If you have anything
to tell me, tell mo at once!”

“Yes, sir, ccrtainly; but—but would
you mind speaking to Tom Merry—he's
mn the corridoer, sit—and telling him
there’s to be no ragging?”

Mr. Railton stepped to the door.

“Merry! Come here, please!
others may come also.”

“Yes, sir,” said Tom.

Tho Terrible Three came along to the
Housemaster's door, and Study No. 0
and some other fellows cams sith them.
Bunter blinked at them as they crowded
round the doorway.

“Merry, and all of you,” said Mr.
Railton, **Bunter has come here to tell
me the name of the reckless boy who
hes been plunging: the House into up-
roar lately by a series of foolish tricks.
Ho thinks exception may be taken to this
by the others—""

You

“Sneak I came a voico from some-
whete. ¥ o Lo :
Silence .7 oxclaimped  dr. Railton.

“Bunter assures me that the offender is
anxious for tha truth to be told, but
shrinks from" confeesing. e is mnot.
therofore, guilty of tale-bearing, and I
forbid you, under any circumstances
whatever, to punish Bunter in any way.
1 require your promise, Merry, as head
boy in the Lower School, that there shall
Le no ragging.”

Tom Merry hesitated.

“Y say, Merry, it'a all right,” said
Bunter. “The chap doean’t mind my
giving him away—ho's glad to gef 1t
over.”

“T promise, sir,” zaid Tem DMerry
quictly.

“Yory good, Merry!” The Iouse-
master twrned io Bunter. " Now, Bun
ter, you may give me the hoy's name.”

“You've promised that T shan’t Lo
punizhed, et ¢
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“That is understood. Now, what is
the name ?”

“ Bunter, sir.,”

“What?”

“Bunter |"”

There was a gasp from the juniors in
the corridor. Mr. Railton stared blankly
at the Owl of the Fourth.

“Bunter !" he repcated. “There is
no other boyv at this school of that name
but yourself.”

“Yes, sir! I'm the chap!” said Bun-

“What?” gasped Mr. Railton.

“I'm the chap, sir,” said Bunter. “T1t
—it was really oniy & joke on the
fellows, sir.”

“Bai Jove”

“You eee, sir,” continued the Owl,
blinking cheerfully at the astounded
Housemaster, “I'm a jolly clever
ventriloquist, like—like my cousin Billy
at Greyfriars. That's how I did it.
can make my voice come from anywhere,
sir. Bhall I make the Head’s voice come
from the wastcpaper-basket, sir, just to
show you?”

“Certainly not!" stuttered Mr. Rail-
ton.

“T could, sir. T can imitate anybody’s
voice—especially a grunt like Grundy's,
or a silly chirrup like D’Arey’s, or a
snort like Herries'—"

“Bunter!” thundered the Ilouse-
master. “‘I have already suspected that
there was ventriloquism employed in
these foolish tricks, and I had been
making inquiries. DBunter! You con-
fess——"

“Yes, sir.”

Mr. Railton caught up the cane.
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“Very well! I shall now administer
a—o

“ I__I Bﬂy,
howled Bunter,

“What7”

“You promised that I shouldn’t
punished, sir, if I told you the name.’
Ol\lh. Railton stared speechlessly at the

wl.

*I asked Tom Merry first,” said Bun-
ter, in an injured tone. *“He told me
you were a man of your word, sir.”

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Tom
Merry, almost overcome.

“Gweat Scott! Of all the feahful

sir, you promised—-"

be

cheel¢-—--"

“Bunter! T-TI gave you that
assurance under e misapprehension!”
exclaimed the Housemaster. *You led

mo to believe you were going to name
some other boy in the Fourth Form.”

‘T never said so, sir.”

“You—you certainly did not say so.
But—but, Bunter, you impertinent
young rascal, do you imagine for one
moment that you will escape your just
punishinent by this trickery 7"’ ex-
cliimed Mr. Ra‘lton.

“Certainly, sirl You promised!"”

Tom Merry & Co. stood breathless.
Mr. Railton's face was a study for some
moments. But at last he lowered the
cane.

He was fairly caught, and he realised

it. He was caught—but a Ilouse-
master's word could not possibly be
broken, Y

“Bunter,” said Mr. Railton, at last,
breathing hard through his nose, “you
may go. If there is any recurrence of

these ventriloquial tricks you will be
flogged. ’

Go!'
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“Thanl you,sir!” said Bunter cheer-
ully,

And he rolled out of the study with a
fat grin on his face, leaving Mr. Railtcn
looking, as Cardew expressed it, abso-
lutely stumped. )

In the passage Tom Merry & Co. sur-
rounded the Owl. Their looks wero
grim, but Billy Bunter grinned at themn
confidently.

“You've spoofed Railton,” said Tom
Merry. “But you ean’t spoof us. You're
going to have the ragging of your life,
Bunter !"

“I hope you're not going to break
vour word, Merry,” said Bunter loftilg.
*Railton will be down on you, too, if
vou do!"”

“Mum-mum-my word!"”

“(Certainly | Railton said there was to
be no ragging; and you promised for
all the fellows. T despise a chap who

breaks his word,” said Bunter. “I
rmllldn't do it myself. I'm too honour-
able !

“Well!” said Tom Merry, with a gasp.
“Wellt I—I suppose the fat beast has
got us! Wellt You--you—you can elear
off, Bunter !"

Billy Bunter winked at the exasperated
juniors, and rolled away, grinning. And
as he rolled off an unmelodious cachinna-

tion floated back to the exasperated
juniors:
“IIe, he, he!”

THRE EXND.

(Don't miss next Wednesday's Great
Story of Tom M-'rry & Co. at
St. Jim’s—"“THE RIVAL ENTER.
TAINERS ! "—by Martin Clifford.)
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COKER THE

1] LOW Dr. Johnson!”

Horace James Coker uttered that
disconcerting remark with startling
suddenness. X

Potter and Greene raised their heads from
the impots they were engaged upon, and
looked across at each other dismally.

After that they looked up, and found Coker
giowering down upon them.

“Do get on with yoar impot!"” implored
Potter. “The footer begins In half an hour.
We must get these dashed lines in to Prout
before then !

“1 eaid blow Dr. Johnson!” repeated Coker
firmly. “And I mean blow Dr. Johnson!™

“Two-thirty, Cokey, old man!”
Greene, pointing at the clock on the mantel-
picce.  “The match beging at three, you
know !”

Coker glanced absently at the clock, and
scemed Inclined to resume his eeat.

But he straightened up again like a Jack-
in-the-box.

“What’s Dr. Johnson got to do with it,
anyway?” he demanded warmly. “Tell me
that!”

That was imcisely what Potter and Greene
wanted to know. Or, to be a trifle more
ecrrect, that was precisely what they dida’t

hinted
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COMICAL! By Dick Russell.

want to know. The venerable Dr. Johnson
didn't interest them in the slightest.

Wearily they shook their heads.

“Dry up, old chap{"

“The match, you know!”

“Talk about it after tea, old son!”

All -of which soft pursuasions had utterly
no effect upon the talkative Coker.

XNot that they were anxious to escort the
lordly one on to the fleld of leathery battile.
Their side would stand a much better chance
of winning without him.

But Latin poctry- requires a deal of trans-
lating with a-voice like Coker's hooming in
the vicinity. The thing was to still it.

“I'll tell you what!” exclaimed Coker, wax-
ing hotter. “It's—it's traitorous, and un-
feeling! That's what it is, every bit!”

“Well, what could you expect bhut lines?”
murmured Pottler patieatly. " Prouty asked
you what Dr. Johnsoa was, and you said a
builder in Courtfield. Did you think it was
funny, you ass?”

“1 was thinking at the time of a building
contractor in Courtfield!" grunted Coker.
“How was I to know he meant Johuneon out
of the—the Stonc Age?”

“And we were lned for cackling!"” put in
Greene dolefully. “Aa if you weren't made
to be cackled at, Coker! But do Iet ue

finigh, like a good chap! Save Dr. Jolnson
till to-morrow!"”

. “Blow Dr. Johnson!
Know that there's a serious
hounses?”

“That's all very well—"

“Do you, or don't you, know that the
streets are swarming with houseless people?”
demanded Coker dramatically, but with some
exaggeration “Go into Friardale or Court-
field this afternoon and lcok at the swarms
of people walking through the streets, all
without homes to cover them!”

“You thumping ass!” shouted Totter
exasperatedly. “Do you think people carry
their homes about like umbrellas?”

“Ahem! It’s this demobilisation muddle
that's holding things back!" said Coker,
frowning at Potter. *“I suppose they've
made such a mess of it that the builders
can't get out of the Army. Now, listen to
this!”

Coker produced an old and dirty newspaper
and laid it on the table. .

“Grooli!” gasped Potter, starting Lack in
his seat. “What a whiff!” .

Greene fanned himself with his impot,

Coker frowned blackly.

“Don't be a pair of asses! I found this
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1+ A GRAND SCHOOL STORY APPEARS IN

ul ¢~ seufile. Bloater been wrapped in
or somviling., DBut that's iramaterial, so
Lstenl”

“Get it cut, quick!" eaid Potter faintly.
“And then ¢hrow it on the fire!”

“It*s just a few tines from a reader of {he
paper, printed in the column reserved for
l.t?" . *8Ir,-The alarming want of houses,
oceasioned by the unfortunate ending of the
war, must be remedied. Houses musi be
tailt. Every squaro inch of ground in the
country must be used for this purpose. Are
we pro-Germens?  No. Where are our
builders? What » i

Potter and Grecne rose rebelliously.

“Look here, Coker!” exclaimed the former.
“1t you think we're going to listen to that
&l the efternoon—" . ;

“There’s no need to read it all —"

“Good ™ .

“But it goes on to say that a certain
siretch of waste ground in Courtfield could
bho used for building on,” said Coker,
wrinkling his browa. *“At ‘present it's used
&3 a brickfield, or something like that. I
saw it the other day. Bricks are scattered,
gome in piles. And—would you believe it%"”

Colker paused momentously, then went on:

“There's actually a big, wooden advertise-
ment there, saying, *Johnson, Building Con-
tractor.” When houses are wanted €0
urgently, you know! My hat!”

Potter and Greecne each winked an cye
furthest from Coker. For the advertiscment
prsctlcnll{' showed that ‘Johnsen  was
cngaged bullding houses on that identical
pieca of ground. .

“Now, I've looked up a few books on huild-
ing matters,” went on Coker thoughtfully.
“Mind you, I dou’t say I could rig up a
houge as well as Johnson and his hire-
linga—-—"

“Not really?”

“You kpow I counldn't,” said Coker sus-
Jeiously. “Dlon‘t try to be funny, Potter!
Your face carries you far cnough in that
Girection !”

“Twenty-five to threel”
irrelavantly.

“Blessed if your eyes ain't glued to the
clogk, Greeney!" safd Coker peevishly. “I
was saying, I couldu't do the job like John-
s]nn"s wen, but I'lL tell you what I could
do!”

“You could dry up!” suggested Potier.

“I could make a beginning!” eaid Coker
trinmphantiy.

“Make a whatler?”

“1 mean, I could shamoe the boundars!
Make them sce that they're unpatriotic,
rlacking rotters! I could begin erecting u
i:ouse, and if, of course, it shapcs all right,
%3 I rather expect it will, I'll finish il off!”

~(ireat Scott!”

“Holy Moses!"

“Then I'll bring along Mr. Johnson to see
what mn raw hand has done, guided purely
¥y the spirlt of patriotism. And if that
roesn’t make him set to work at once, build-
ing Louses, and getting tenants for them—
wall, he ranat have a hide like a crocodile!”

“You—you think you could build a hense?”
said Potter faintly.

“On a brickfield?” said Greene, with cqual
fuintnesa.

“No doubt of if:" said Coker
*With your help this afternoon---'

“Oh!" Potter and Grecne became grim in
an instant.

“So that's what's behind this tesh whout
bailding i” sald Potter coldly. “You want us
10 go piling bricks, do you?”

“Ahem! You may as well, you know,
that it's too 1ate for the footer.”

Yotter spun round, and glanced anxionsly
at the clock.

"As8!” ke sald, with a pgasp of rellef.
“Twenty to three. A good twenty minutes

() Biid

“As a matter of fact,” sald Coker, ruiher

put in Greene

promptly.

now

:\‘wkmrdly, “that clock's balf un Lour
Blow !

“What! That clock gains!” cxclaimed
Putter. “It should be fustl”

Coker nodded.

“You'ra right, Potter: it gains,” he said
lamely, “8o 1 put it back haif an hour.”
l Now that Coker's voice waz guiet

somo of the volces from the playing-

t:\;‘!l{l\s' were falntly eudible. fome of them

11,
OTIiR and Greene wtared at their
study-mate speechlessly,

weews ' MAGNET.”

“On the Lall, Blapd!”

“Shoot, man!”

“(ioall Hurrah!”

The match had begun without Poiter and
Greene. )

“You purposely put hock the eclock,” eaid
Potter deliberately &t Iast, “in order to maks
us misg the match! You -you imbecile!”

“It's only a practlce, ryou #now!” said
Coker pleasantly. “Take il peod-humouredly,
old man!”

“(3-g-good-humouredly I

“Do you know, I guessed you would
prefer a measly gams of docler to my
patriotic idea! I thought so!”

“You th-thought e0:” stuttered Potter.
“Oh, my hat, you th-thought zo!"

“0h,” said Coker alrlly, “I know human
nature, you know! I know a goced many
things, you know!”

“Yes!” sald Greene, breathing hard. “But
you don't know how near yon arv to belng
thrown out of the window, jou frabjous
ass!"”

“Oh, comei” sald Coker easily. “'Tain’t
like you to turn nasty, Greeney! ‘Take a
trot with me along to Courtfield, <14 scotts!
When you get into the alr you'll udmit thut
it was rather a good fdea of mine to turn
the clock back. Ha, ha, ha!”

Potter and Greene looked at each other
stonlly. Coker looked heamingly out of the
window, evidently to sce how the weather
was for building.

Suddenly Potter’s grim visage broks into a
grin, and ho winked. Almost simultanecusly
Greens did likewiso.

They had come to
understauding.

“Well, Coker,” said Potter, “if
want our help in this potty busin

“We'll give it,” fnished Greene.

& taclt and mutual

Fon really

Coker beamed us he turned irom  the
window,

“I knew you'd take to it he said
enthusiastically.  “It’s a jolly good idea of

mine, even though I say so.”

“Let's finish off these
Potter.

And they got {o work at last.

Potter and Greene exchanged many glances
during the course of it.  But Coker saw
nothing of them. His fuce was wreathed in
smiles 83 fiis pen strageled over the paper,

The two quickly finished, and laid down
their pens. It wos now & matter of waiting
tor Coker; and that somewhat lengthy period
of walting they spent gazing cmincusly &t his
beaming countenanaee,

“Finished!” he said  cheerily,
“You chaps nearly done.”

“Nearly?” said Potter sarcastically,

“0h, you have! Be getting on your coats,
yon know; I've onc or two things tu tuke
with me.”

Wherewith Coker opened the table drawer,
and drew forth somcthing (hat looked like
huge shect or linen, folded.

A" said Potter, with swakening
“Rather o good idea ol yours,

lines,” grunted

at length,

Cuker!”

Horace beamad st cave.

“Glad you're seeing reason, Puiter,” hie
sald amiahbly. “Even though we've never
tried our hands at building beiore—"

“Y mean, it's a good idea to have refresh-
ments whilst we’re at it.” -

“Refreshments?” repeated Coker.  “Who
said anything about reireshments?”

“Well, that tablecloth,” said Polter argu-
mentatively, *“You're not going to lay bricks
on it, I suppose?"”

“Tablecloth!” snorted Coker, with great
disparageinent. “This is the plun.”
"4 YEFh? The what?”

“The design of the construction. Do you

think yon build houses &3 ¥ou pile bricks?
You know nothing about the bizney, Potter!”

“What's the bag fori” asked Greene. ¥or
Coker had collared a small haud-bag, and,
Xith Lis two chums, was making fur the

00T,

“Measuring inatruments,” sald Ccker firmly.
“Accuracy is going to be my motto. And a3
for the tools, I'm going fo borrow them from
Johnson.”

“The builder whose bricks we'rz going to
use " exclaimed Potter.

“Just sol” chuckled Coker, “I'l par Lim
for the foan of them, of course. But it will
pile on the agony, by Jove! he's a
patriotic man 1t—it should bring tears to his
eyes—tears of repentance for his negligence.”

“He'll be alected, mo doubt,” murmured

Potter.

PRIiCE 12 ORDER NOW.

¢ for the gates now, and Potlor
sid Greenw east regretful  glances st the
playing flelds, whero jerseyed figures were to
b feen in miviature, and in rapid movement.

On the road to Courtfleld Coker waxed
quite voluble ca the suhject of huilding.

“And now that we've got the light in the
cvenings,” he finished brilliantly, “we'll be
able to put iu il our spare time at our
“house *1”

“We'll see nbout that,” sald Pottor shortly,
“later.”

“In  the by-and-by!" added Greene,
sotto voce.

Coker indicated (ha spare  streteh of
ground when they arrived at it. Tt was
indeed quite a decent site for building, and
huuses would have been erected ¢n it long
ago but for the war.

“Lots ot bricks lying about, yeun see,” re-
marked Coker critically. “Somes of 'cm i
piles, too, as I thought.” )

Potter and Greene paw that. znd under-
stood, which Coker did pot.  Anybody but
Coker would have geen that the bLricks had
heen placed carefully in  position by the
practised hands f huilders. w

“Johnsen's office i3 quits near  here--his
address is on the signboard there.” said
Coker, pointing, “If he doesn't happen to be
in his office, we'll boue tha toola from the
vard at the back. Still, someone’s srure to he
there, and the sight of a few John Bradburys
will do the trick.” .

A short walk brought them fto Johnson's
ffice, which was remarkably dilapidated and
ill-erected, besriug no great testimeny to hgi
prowess as 8 builder, But perhaps he hadn't
huilt it himself, "

Mr. Johpsun was in his office, poring over
accounts.

“(Good-morning ! sald Coker affably,

He was met with a discouraging stare.

“Well7”

“You are Mr. Johnaont”

“1I'm Johrn=cm, right caough!
you want?”

Yor snswer: Cuker drew forth hls pocket-
book, and displayed its contents. There was
a  visible softening of  Mr. Johnson's
cspressien.

“Hoh! Youwe called to pay an account,
my lad?”

“Abkem! Not at ali! T wsnt you to da
me a favour, Mr. Johnson—a little favour,
bat I'll pay well for it. All I want is l.ho
loan of a few of your building implements.”

Mr, Johnson waved bim off.

“My dear lad, I can't do that! 'That's a
ridiculous ihing to ask me!”

“Not so ridiculous! There’s a deal of
profit attached to what we've got to do/
said Coker impressively, “and a lot—in fact,
the whole—of that profit will go to you.
We're not cut to ingke money; it's just a
little service for the country.  Should we
damage the tools Il pay for them willingly.
You can have my address—(oker, Greytriars
School.  There’s meney in this, mind you,
and it will go into your pocket.  Honour
bright!”

Coker was quite sericus in saying this. He
really believed that he could rig up a really
valuable house, und that it would be a good
thing fer Mr. Johnson, who would have had

dimn

What do

nothing o pay ont  of the prodts  for
1xhour,
Mr. Johnson looked thoughtiul. A1l Lis

implements were lying {dle, for the :uimyh\
reason that all his men were ont on strike.
Bat for that fact they would have been
working' on that piece of waste ground, and
Coker would scarcely have made his blunder.

So Mr. Johnson naturally considered that
this was & good chance for putting his instru-
ments to & remunerative use, espeelsdly as e
had securities agalnst damage.

Coker and Le quickly came {o an uader-
standing, during the course of which paper
ineney changed hands. .

Laden with varlous utensils, not to mention
mortar, (oker & Co. returned to the brick-
fleld.

Coker opened the bag he had hronght from
Greyiriars. And then, his face intent a3 if
by making abstruse calculatlons, L made &
number of mystical measurements. .

Potter and Greene yawned repeatedly until
these were finished. )

“The cellar must go by the hoard,” said
Coker thoughtfully. ~ “That can be dug
afterwards by old Johnson's labourers. And
—er—-we'll rig up the scatfulding when we
get more advanced, you know, and—er--
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after I've had another look at the book-

Ahem!”

His two helpers grinned. Coker was just
beginning to realise that he was at a loss.

However, he removed his coat in quite a
workmanlike manner.

“Better take off yours, you two!" he urged.

“No fear!”

Coker grunted. The thrce armed them-
selves with trowels, and looked about for
bricks. .

“Those piled straight are by far the best,
anid Coker critically. “They've been put
that way purposely, I can see. They haven't
been dumped down anyhow from a cart!”

“Wonderful!” murmured Potter. .

Coker tugged at one of the bricks, hut it
refused to budge. The simple rcason was
that it was mortared down.

“Hallo!” he said suspiciously.
one's been monkeying here. Pass
chisel, Potter, and a heavy hammer!”

Potter obligingly passed the chisel and
heavy hammer.

Coker got to work.

Bang, bang, bang!

The brick gave way against that onslaught,
and toppled off.

Coker looked at his chums
They were as serious as owls.

“Think the weather fixed them together
like this, Potter? Anyway, they're the best
bricks of the lot, and I'll loosen the whole
dashed pile!” )

And Coker set to work with a will, and
the bricks were soon being rapidly dislodged.

But to return to Mr. Johnson.

Now, the truth was that Mr. Johnson was
a patriotic man. He was also not unduly
prejudiced against making a little money
when the chance presented itself. And he
found that both happy traits of character
could be made use of by building houses for
the Government.

His men had been engaged on one of these
Government contracts before they struck,

“Some-
me a

dubiously.

and the brickfield was the -site. So, after
finishing with his ledgers, Mr. Johnson

thought he would stroll there to see how
things had progressed.

When he reached the hrickfield, and saw
who were engaged there, and, worse than
all, saw to what use his implements were
being put, he simply stood and gaped.

He couldn’t helieve his eyes. . 3

Potter and Greene could quite believe their
cyes when they observed Mr, Johnson. They
had heen expecting something like this by
way of a climax, and had kept wary cyes
upon all four sides of the open field. .

The amiable Coker kept eyes upon nothing
but_his work of destruction.

“Phew! They're stuck faster towards the
hottom!” he gasped, without looking up.
“Blessed if I'll be beaten, though!”

Bang, bang, bang!

Potter and Greene retreated to a strate-
gical point which placed Coker hetween them-
sclves and the fast-becoming-irate Mr.
Johnson.

Coker looked wup at last, and started
violently. For he found the red face of Mr.
Johnson glowering at him. . .

A torrent of abuse was coming from his
-lips, but the hammering had up to now
deadened the sound.

“You young whelp!” he raved. “Scoundrel!
So this is what you wanted the implements
for! You—you—yon——"

“My dear man,” said Coker
“don't get exeited.”

“Excited! I ” . ;

“It you'd given me time to finish you'd
have been pleased, I can tell you!”

“Pleased!” Mr. Johnson glared, and was
speechless. X

“Now, let me talk to yom straight, man
to man,” said Coker, laying down the tools.
“Personally, I don't believe you're un-
patriotic, Mr. Johnson. I think it’s pure
negligence on your part. But, I put it to
you. Don’t you think that when fellows have
been four years in the trenches, fighting for
You, they’re worth at least a dccent house
to come back to?”

Mr. Johnson made a gurgling noise in his
throat. Coker pup it down to repentance,
and went on:

“Here you are, a builder—a huilder, more-
over, with a patch of ground at his disposal.
Isn't it your duty to get permission from
the Government to build respectable houses
upon it? Think, man!”

Mr. Johnson found his voice at last.

“You—you interfering fool! I'm already
working against a contract from the Govern-
ment—-"

“Oh!”

“And—and that's the beainning of the job
that you've just hroken down, you—yog—"

pacifically,

THE GEM LIBRARY,

Mr. Johnson broke down again. o B
“Oh, my only hat!” gasped Coker, in dis-

may. “I—I say, I'm awfully sorry, Mr.
Johnson—-"
“You imbecile!”

“But still, you know,
much of a beginning—

Mr. Johnson’s podgy fist had shot forward,
and thumped him upon the nose.

“My hat! Go easy, you know! T say—'

Coker fled precipitately, leawing Mr. John-
son roaring like a bull, and dancing like a
dervish.

“Queer old file, that ehap!” commented
Coker, joining Potter and Greene. *“Never

it didn't scem to be
Ow!"”
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known a chap fly into a rage so snddenly!

He—— Yaroooh!”
A heavy brickbat caught him squarely
- between the shoulder-blades. Another

whizzed over his head. And Potter and
Greene had to jump wildly to escape similar
missiles,
“Scat!” jerked Potter tersely,
elbows into his ribs.
Coker seemed

digging his
“Nothing else for it!”
inclined to favour- “peace
hy negotiation,” but a glance at Mr. John-
son changed his mind.

The three Fifth-Formers vanished at top
speed, and left Mr. Johnson shying brickbats
apparently at nothing.

THE END.

)
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Dane, the Canadian wember of the firm of
LCornstalk & Co,
_The Terrible Three were sent to Rylcombe

WO of the trio of chums in Study No. 11
have already heen dealt with—Noble
some time since, Glyn as lately as
last week. Now we come to Clifton

Station to meet Dane. Kildare sent them,
having had a hint from the Head that some.
one should go. But the four chums of Study
No. 6 and Figgins & Co. also went. No one
sent them, The notion of going was entirely
their own. Since the new fellow was booked
for the Shell, Tom Merry and his chums
regarded the action of the Fourth-Formers
as-mere butting-in and gross check. But the
two parties joined forces when they found a
crowd of village lads piling in on one fellow.

That fellow turned out to he Dane, He was
dusty and dishevelled, and when Tom Merry
belped him to his feet he was Very angry.

He got over that, though, and his appear-
ance and manner made a favourable impres-
sion on'Tom and the rest. He was very dark,
somewhat after the gipsy fashion, They svon
found out the cause of this, He admitted that
he was not whollg English; in fact, he was
what is called a halt-breed, a tcrm which is
apt to be used more contemptuously than it
should be, for there have heen wany Sne men

-\u‘nsu\ulsu‘w‘ususn-5.-‘"‘.,‘,,‘“s“s“‘“~'
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of mixed Indian and white blood in North
America. Dane was no more ashamed of his
mother, a chief's daughter of the great Huron
nation, than of his father, an Englishman
and an old St. Jim's boy. He was proud of
them both—a little homesick at the thought
of the many hundreds of miles of sea between
him and them in far-off Canada. He was very
ready to resent any slight upon his birth, No
such slight was likely to come from any decent
fellow; and Dane had taken to Tom Merry
and the rest, thotgh at first he had the mis.
tuken mnotion that Arthur Augustus was a
mere fop.

But there were then, as there are now,
fellows at St. Jim's who could not be classed
as decent ; and in those days George Gore was
one of the worst of them.” Gore and Mellish,
in the shadow of the porter’s lodge, had heard
the new hoy tell Tom Merry that he was not
quite English; and as Dane erossed the hall,
after DLis interview with the Head, Gore
started in to behave after his own base nature,

Gore had his face covered with a handker-
chief, and he held Mellish by the hand,
Mellish was in it, though he did not feel quite
as safe about it as Gore did. And Gore was
soon to find that the half-Indian boy was a
dangerous person to meddie with.

Dane had told Tom Merry, touched by the
kindness of his greeting, that he liked him,
and they had shaken hands on that, Becanzo
of this Gore held Mellish by the hand, and
sohbed out :

“0-0-0h! I—T like you! 0-oh!
I'm pot quite English, you know.
nig-nig !

Dane leaped at him like a cat, and Gore
crashed against the wall. He made no real
attempt at fight; he was too frightened for
that. = When Dane had finished with him
Mellish had discreetly disappeared,

It was rather unfortunate that Dane should
have heén put into the study shared by Gore
and Skimpole—at least, hoth Daneand Tore
thought it unfortunate. Skimmy did not
mind. He always has hopes that a new boy
may be found Lo take some interest in his own
special abstruse subjects; and, though always
disappointed, he goes on hoping. Dane was
one of his many disapppintments; the
Canadian junior had never héard of Professor
Balmycrumpet, and did not care a row of pins
for what Skimmy called the social questions
of the day.

Among Dane's helongings were an album
and a pocketful of tame snakes—queer pets,
and hardly likely to be approved of by those
in authority, but quite harmless. Several
people got frights from those reptiles, Taggles
was one of the vietims. Kerr was another.
Kerr has plenty of pluck; but even the
pluckiest fellow may be a bit alarmed at find-
ing a wriggling snake in his pocket in clasa;
But Arthur Augustus had the worst fright of
all. He fairly jumped on to the table when
he found the floor of No. ¢ all alive, as_ib
seemed to him, with wriggling, squirming
hodies. But he was only frightencd, not hnrt.

Gore had pretended-that he wanted {o bury

But—but
I am a
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the hatehet when Dane.came inlo his study.
But that was only in order to wait his chance
to get his own back. He took a particularly
low way of revenge.

He found in-Dane's album a portrait of the
new hoy's mother. He thought of flinging the
book intd the fire; bit he dared not do that.
So he plastered the opening in which the por-
trait was with paste, and belicved that he
had ruined it in a way which might be made
out as accidental.

Lowther was the photographic enthusiast
among the Terrible Three in those days; but
he did not stick to the game as Manners did
later. At that time, however, he was very
keen indeed; and he offered to enlarge some
of Dane's photos for him.

But when Dane fetched his album the
damage done was revealed. 1t was a cruel
trick—perhaps Gore had hardly realised how
cruel it was. The new boy todk it hard; hut
he promised Tom Merry that he would not
attempt anything rash by way of revenge.

And he did nothing rash—in fact, his way
of getting cven was well thonght out. First
he made “sure that Gore was the criminal,
though of that there could® have heen little
doubt from the first. Then he trapped Gore,
overcame him, partly by main strength, partly
by some power in his eyes that his enemy felt
without understanding, tied him up, and dealt
with him efiectively. He had procured a
number of tubes of some stufl of the seccotine
kind. He smeared Gore all over with this,
and stuck to him any number of pieces of
paper with € Cad!™ written upon them. Gore
stormed and threatened; but he had to hold
aip on that when he was told that he would
get the stutl in his mouth if he did not. After
the business had been properly completed
Gore was taken along tbe passage and thrust
into the study of the Terrible Three. Dane
said that he just wanted some friends of his
to see what sort of rotter Gore really was,
and that after that he might go and turn
himself into a show, with a twopenny admis-
ston fee, if he liked.

Undoubtedly the power which Gore felt
when Clifton Dane fastened his dark, gleam-
ing eyes upon him was. that of hypnotism.
But it was not till some little time later that
it was discovered that Dane was a hypnotist.
It came out through the influence he wielded
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For Next Wednesday :

“« THE RIVAL ENTERTAINERS!"

By Martin Clifford.

Next Wednesday's grand, long, complete
story of St. Jim's is of the humorous order.
and chiefly concerns ‘the rival efforts of the
Shell and the Fourth to bring off a Grand
Victory Concert. Tom Merry & Co. and Jack
Blake & Co. are equally determined to run
the show: and many amusing scenes—in
which Bunter is conspicuous—are enacted
before the Victory Concert duly takes place.
Whether the Shell eventually succeed in out-
witting the Fourth, or vice versa, is a ques-
tion which must be left unsolved until the
story is in my readers’ hands. That Martin
Clifford’s fine yarn will afford them the
kneenest enjoyment is assured in advance.

A SHORT WAY WITH THE
QROUSERS !
A Manchester Gi;’luneadar Speaks Her
nd,

I am quoting this week a letter which ig
typical of many I have lately received o the?
same subject—namely, the grievances of the
disgruntled ones.

“Manchester.

“Dear Editor,—1 noticed your remarks
concerning those amiable mud-slingers who
express dissatisfaction with the GEM.

‘9T, for one, don't sympathise with them.
1 have been a reader for four vears of all
the companion papers, and there is scarcely
a _story which have not thoroughly
enjoyed. My friends are all keen readers,
and they would like to get within hitting
distance of the grumblers.

“The adventures—and misadventures!'—of
Bunter particularly amuse us. and waiting
for the next issue is—well, torture!

“You can tell the grumblers that they will
get, short shrift in Manchester, should they
dislose “their identity—but that, of course,
they would refrain from doing, for very
gound reasons!

*Wishing your -papers the best of luck,--

Yours gincerely,
« A LovAL GIrL READER.”
N

THE GEM LIBRARY,

Lover a curious little animal Manners had—a

cavy, which bit. The creature, not unlike a
guinea-pig in appearance, and, indeed, really
a species of guinea-pig, showed viciousness
with others, but was at once subdued by Dane
It ran up his arms and nestled on his shoulder
—and did not bite his ear, as Manners had
expected it to. Tom Merry said that Dane
miust be a mesmerist—which is, of course, the
same thing as a hypnotist. Tom did not
believe in hypnotism. - Lowther did, and
showed some alarm lest Dane should put the
influence on him. Tom said it was all rot;
Dane said he was sure it was nothing_of the
kind. He admitted, when pressed, .that he
had tried his hand at the game with some
success. They wanted him to try it on Mr.
Ratelift ; hut” Dane preferred to start with
Arthur Augustus, whose wrath was less to he
dreaded than that of the crusty New House
master,

But Skimmy was the first vietim—a willing
victim. What will not Skimmy do in the
caunse of science? He did not believe that
Dane could mesmerise hifn ; he felt sure that
his powerful will would offer an efiective
resistance to any such attempt. But he went
off like a lamb, and did strange things before
Mr. Lathom. Gussy was as confident as
Skimmy that he could ‘not he overcome; but
he was overcome just as easily, and that
wurned out badly for Mellish. D’Arcy had
lately lost a ring. Under the hypnotiz in-
fluence he remembered where he had left it—
in the bath-room, where Mellish was at the
time. Amnd Mellish, who has rather a loose
way with unconsidered trifles upon which he
may chance, had to give up the ring, and was
tied up in a tablecloth and deposited in the
quad by way of some slight punishment for
what at best was a mean trick, though he
averred that he had no intention of keeping
the thing.

Fatty Wynn also came under the influence.
Dane's magnetie gaze compelled him to hand
down his plate of sausages to Towser. Fatty
hias no ill-will towards Towser, one feels sure ;
but his aftection for that rather surly old
fellow certainly does not extend to self-
sacrifice in the matter of anything of such
importance as sausages. He made that very
clear when he knew what he had done His
plump cheeks quivered with indignation when

In thanking my girl chum for her assur-
ance of loyalty, I would point out that the
grumblers—who are in a very small minority,
and who are chiefly out for notoriety—are
merely banging their héads against a brick
wall in their endeavours to dislodge the
companion papers from the impregnable
position they hold in the esteem of the boys
and girls of this country.

As I have said many times before, T am
always open to receive,crticism; but when
that criticism degenerates into mere mud-
slinging, the slingers deserve no consideration
whatever.  Should the quantity of mud
greatly - increase, however, it may be
necessary to recall our Fighting Editor, who,
although he has been four years with the
Colours, is still spoiling for a scrap!

THE “PENNY POP”!

Letters continue to pour in expressing
delight and satisfaction at the reappearance
of the “Penny Popular.” The stories
oJ that powerful trio of schools, St. Jim's,
Greyfriars, and Rookwood, are proving an
immense attraction.

Those who have not renewed their acquaint-
ance with . the “Penny Pop” in its new
form should make a point of placing an order
at once with their newsagent for Friday's
issue

NOTICES.
Correspondence, etc., Wanted by—

N. Prideaux, 76, Brynland Avenue, Bishops-
ton, Bristol, wants more members for World-
Wide Correspondence Club. Foreign and
Colonial, readers specially invited, Stamped
envelope, [

Three-halfpence,

he was told of it, But he still would.not
believe that-lie had been mesmerised.

Perhaps the influence was still upon Fatty
when he went to the bath-room and got into
a hot bath and fell asleep there with the tap
on, and caused a miniature flood, and missed
Gussy's spread. But something—something
considerahle—was saved for him.

Glyn jpined Kangaroo in No. 11 before Dane
did, but only just before. The story of how
Kangaroo got rid of the dandy Smythers has
already been told. Noble suggested to Glyn
that two in a study would be better than
three; but it was not with Noble that Glyn
sided when the tug-of-war came.

Kangaroo said that Mr. Railton had no
objection to the two staying in their old
quarters, and he made it plain that he was
so very far from having. an objection to that
course that.he would very much  prefer it.
But they could not see it his'way; they were
not keen on their old quarters, and they had
no . notion of giving way to the somewhat
antocratic Cornstalk.

He told them that they were asking to Le
chucked out. They said they were. He did
his hest to chuck them out. But the pair were
much too hefty for him. He found himself
lying on the floor with the pair of them on
top of him.

And he capitulated. From that time on the
three have got on thoroughly well together.

Dane has shown his ability in the scouting
line, and he is quite good at games, though
not in the very first rank of the St. Jim's
juniors either at cricket or footer. His bat-
ting is of the hit-or-miss, type, .with more
strength than science; but his fielding leayes
Jittle to be desired. He is a capahle half-
back, though possibly better at taking the
man than-the ball. But it'is as skater and
runner that he comes nearest the top. He
has had far more skating practice than most
of the St. Jim’'s juniors; and some of you
will remember how, when he and Noble and
Koumi Kao spent Christmas at Greyfriars,
he distinguished * himself on the ice of the
Priory, pool, His Indian ancestry accounts
in part for his running form. It is at long
distanees thaut he iz best; there the tireless-
ness of the Huron-ginew teils.

A good fellow, Dane, and a nice fellow, too!

[cJolololololololololelololofofofololo]
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W. J. Summers, 201, Worcester Road,
Bootle, near Liverpool—with a reader in the
district interested in journalism,

H. Bradwell, Valley House, Great Long-
stone, near DBakewell, Derhyshire--with
readers anywhere.

F. Anderson, 34. Henry Street, Woolwich,
S.K. 18—with readers anywhere, especially
those interested in engineering.

Miss (. Cooper. 12, Culmore Road, Balham,
S.W.12, wishes for more membeérs for her
GeM and “Magnet » Club.

A. E. Williams, 23. Prescot Road, Fairfield,
Liverpool, wants members for ¥. A. Magazine
and Correspondence Club, Stamped envelope.

Back numbers wanied by—

J. Arbott. 45, Waterworks Road, Trow-
bridge, Wilts—* Rival Ventriloquists,” “ Harry
Wharton & Co.’s Pantomime,” *Special Con.
stable Coker,” ¢ Billy Bunter’s Postal-Order.”
2d. each and postage.

Frank Sykes, 153. Greg Street, South Red-
dish, Stockport—<“Down on  His Luck,”
« Ashamed of His Father,” “Boh Cherry n
Search of His Father,” “The Toff." 5d. each
offered.

R. Moseley, Stag's Head, Market Drayton,
Salop—« For D'Arey’s Sake,” ¢ Under Bunter's
Thumb.' 2d. each offered.

8. Hodges, 81, Beacon Street, Springfields,
Wolverhampton — wants complete set of
“Greyfriars Herald.” Clean. 2d. a copy
offered.

Edward Langdon, ¢he Clarendon Dairy,
Clarendon  Place, the Hoe, Plymouth—
“Magnet " Christmas Numbers 1012, 13, 14;
also GeM Christmas _ Number, 1013, 4d.
each offercd, Write first. A

Miss E. Withers, Cheswerdyne, Newbridge
Street, Whitmore Reans, Wolverhampton—
GEM  Christmas  Number, 1016, “In the
Seats of the Mighty.” 8d. offered if clean.
Write first.

M. Doyle, 251, Rose Street, Darlington,
Sydney, ~Australin—"For Another’s ~ Sake,”
"’A Hero of Wales.” and “The Honour of
Jew."”

J. 0. Cox, 106, Ritchie Street, Invercargill,
New Zealand—¢« Magnets ” and GEMS, 1-300.

134 each offered,
15-3-19



