How the misplaced zeal of Miggs, our
very nearly brought the “ Holiday Annual”’ to disaster!

sub-editor and asked him a
strange question.

't Jones,” 1 said, ‘" where is ¢ The
Holiday Annual ' ?

My sub looked as though he thought
I had a few screws loose.

“ It's not printed yet, sir;’! he
explained soothingly. ‘' It doesn’t
come out until September—if you
have forgotten.”

' Having already edited twenty-one
volumes'of the Annual, I'm not likely
to forget it," I replied. * Jones, for
the last three months we have been
wading through a mountain of manu-
scripts. Our wastepaper-basket has
been flooded out every day with
things like Bunter’s celebrated: ' Ode
to a Hossage ' :

O:ﬂe morning last June I called my

“O sossage divine,
I wish you were mine,
You byutiful bagiool of bliss !

3

office-boy,

Hundreds more have been returned
to their authors. It was only yester-
day that we finally made up. the
contents of this year's Annual—
after three months' solid werk.”

*Quite so, sir.” _

* Very well, then! 1 left the pile
of manuscripts on my desk when |1
went home last night. This morning
they are missing. Hence my question
—where is * The Holiday Annual ' ?

Jones said blankly that he didn't
know. « He thought perhaps Miggs
might know. I therefore sent for
Miggs.

Horatio Fortescue Miges is our
office-boy.  He has ten thousand
pimples, but no brains. He spends
his entire time doing those things he
ought not to do and leaving undone
those things he ought to have done.
Having glared at him in order to
reduce him to such a condition of
terror that he might possibly tell the
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Gosling was sunning himself at the decr of his lodge,
with a pipe and the morning paper.

truth by accident, 1 asked i he had
touched the manuscripts,

“ Nessir | Cert'nly, sirl” gasped
the child, '* I thought you'd put 'em
there to send back. So I sent 'em, sir
—last night.”

“Sent them ? Where? "

“To their writers, sir, With the
usual slipper-paper, sir. Editor re-
orets, and all that, sir. Yessir ! ”

I sat back with a slight moan.
Apart from the fact that our entire
““ Holiday Annual " had gone west,
1 was frying to picture the faces of
Mr. Frank Richards and Mr. Martin
Clifford and the others when: they
found on their doormats the stories
they had worked on for weeks at my
express desire, accompanied by a slip
of paper saying that the editor re-

gretted he was unable to use their,

work as 1t was not quite up to the
hugh standard demanded by “ The

Holiday Annual ! They would think
['d gone crazy.

However, [ did not hit Miggs, I
told him my exact opinion of him in
a few well-chosen words, and then I

» dived for the ’'phone and called up

Frank Richards. It was then my turn

Il to listen to a few well-chosen words,
#8 and nobody can choose words better

than Mr. Richards.

““ And as for not being up to the
high standard you demand,” he said
crisply, '* all T can say 15———"

“VYes, yes, yes, I know. You've
said it once already. But 1 tell you
it’s Miggs’ fault. Send back the story,
like a good chap, and forget it, will
vou T "

Luckily our authors are all good
sportsmen, and half an hour on the
'pPhone straightened the matter out
as far as they were concerned. But
there were still the contributions
from the boys at Greyfriars, St.
Jim's and Rookwood to be recovered.
The respective and respected head-
masters of these schools would also
think of a few well-chosen words if
I rang them up and asked to speak
to a dozen different boys, one after
the other. Besides, I could not clearly
remember who had written what.
Our official list of contents had not
even been drawn up at that time.

There was only one thing to do—
I must visit the schools at once. [
looked upon this as a duty, though I
am bound to admit that a tour through
Kent, Sussex and Hampshire on a
sunny June day appealed to me more
than a dusty office. I decided to take
Miggs with me and make him apolo-
gise 1n person, so 1 gave him another
scarifying glare.

“ Have you a hat? " I snarled.

He said he had, sir.

‘ Fetch it ] "

He fetched it.

(i )




d

Put it oni] !

He put it on.

*“ Now come with me | "

He followed me limply as T went
out to my car. I told him curtly to
get 10 and he collapsed into the front
seat, We then purred away over
Blackfriars Bridge with our bonnet
pomnted towards the sunny orchards
and hop-gardens of Kent.

It certainly was a glorious morning.
In fact, Miggs became so uplifted
with the scene that he started to
whistle. I breathed hard

' Miggs 1"

“Yessir |

“ Stop that din 1 "

_He stopped it hurriedly. A grim
silence prevailed until a distant blue
line on the horizon told us we were
approaching the sea. Miges then
observed that if he had known we
was a-going to the seaside he would
have brought his bathing costume.

We did not, however, get to the
sea, as we turned off the Pegg Road
at I'mardale and drove to Greyfriars
School, 1 had not been to Greyfriars
for several months, and it was good

to see the old place again, with the]

vy still clinging to its medieval
grey stones. Gosling was sunning

himself at the door of his lodge, with!

a pipe and the morning paper. He
looked surly, as usual.

“ Wot I sez is this 'ere,” he grunted,
as we turned in at the gates. * This
ain't the time for visitors. You wanter
come back after twelverclock.”

' That will do, my man,"”

Miggs, and the lad's dignity was so §

left Miggs on a.seat under the trees
with instructions to move at his peril,
while I strolled round outside the
Form-room ' windows. From the
Fifth Form room I heard the portly
boom of Mr. Prout.

“1s it possible, Coker, that you
carnot even spell a simple four-
letter word ? "

““ A seven-letter word, sir,’’ came
the answering bray of the I'ifth Form's
prize fathead, Horace James Coker,

" What ?° What 7 "

“UAxis' is a' seven-letter word,
sir, ACKSISS—Axis!”

I heard Prout gurgle and the other
fellows laugh.

“ Silence | . Coker, I—you-—such
unnerving ignorance | What am I to
do with you, Coker ? Step out before
the Form. If you will insist on be-
having like a child in a lkindergarten,
you shall be treated like that, Coker.
Hand me a sheet of foolscap.”

replied (@

loverpowering that Gosling was left i &4

quite dazed.

We parked the car under the elms

in the deserted quad, with its fountain

still playing merrily in the middle.s

(The quad, I mean, not the car.)
Classes were still in progress, so I

\

The burly Horace Coker, with a face Iike unto a bofled
beetroot, was standing before the Form with a dunce’s
cap on his head.

!




A loud roar of laughter canierfr ym
inside the room, With my hands on
the windowsill, I hoisted myvself up
and took a peep. The burly Horace
Coker, with a face like unto a boiled
beetroot, was standing before the
Form with a paper dunce's ecap
bearing a large black DD perched on
hiis mop of hair. Prout was regarding
him with grim satisfaction.

I moved on, chuckling. Passing
the acid bark of Mr. Hacker from the
Shell-room, I reached the windows of
the Remove Form, in which a riot
seemed to be 1n progress, A dozen
tellows were shouting at once, and
there came the dull thud of books
being thrown at something in the
room. Above the tumult, I heard an
agitated squeak.

“Mon Dieu! Zat you sit down,
you verree bad boys! Allons donc!
Regard not le chat, mes enfants.
Sit down viz yourselves at once i

i
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* We'll get him out, Mossoo," came
the cheery volce of the Bounder—
Herbert Vernon-Smith. ' Head him
off there, you men J

Evidlently the young rascals were
ragging DMonsieur Charpentier, the
French master. 1 had often read of
rags i the I‘rench class, but 1 was
surprised at the extent of it, No
wonder the Remove had the name of
being the toughest Form at Grey-
friars.

But there was one man who could

deal with them. Suddenly I heard a

loud squeak from Bunter.

"I say, you fellows—Quelch | "

“ Oh, my hat! Cave, you men!"

And silence fell, except for Mossoo's
muttering. Then came the grinding
tones of the Remove's own master,
Henry Samuel Quelch.

“What is the meaning of this
uproar 7 "’

' We—we were just helping Mossoo,
sir,”’ came Bob Cherry's voice rue-
fully,

" Gosling's cat was in Mossoo’s
desk, sir,” explained Iarold Skinner
meekly. * We were driving her out.”

He spoke as though i1t was the
natural and normal thing for Gosling's
cat to be in Mossoo's desk.

'* I require to know the nanie of
the boy who put the animal in that
desk."

To this there was grim silence.
The culprit seemed shy of coming
into the limelight, Quelchy waited a
few moments and then went on :

“ Very well, 1 shall make inquiries
about 1t. But whoever introduced the
cat into this room, the whole Form
were concerned in the uproar which
succeecled 1t. I shall therefore punish
the whole Form with two hours’
»cdetention this afternoon, and if I hear

] 4 H r
Bunter refused to let Miggs alone, Hls boot crashed another sound from this room

heme, and Miggs gave a squeak,

He left the threat unfinished, but
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his tone suggested that boiling oil
would come into it somewhere.
However, there was little time for

the day.
rather glumly.

E

When they saw me

standing in the quad, some of the

fellows gave me cheery greetings,

The Remove trooped out [

e
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some were polite and rather grim, and {///

some, like Bunter, merely glowered §
and said ' Yah | " '

* Gentlemen, chaps and fellows,” 14
answered genially, ‘' I'm afraid some
‘of you are disappointed with the re-
turn of the contributions you sent me.
That's why I'm here. A mistake Las
occurred and 1 have brought the
criminal here to apologise for it. Miggs
—come here | "

The wretched Horatio sidled up
defensively, On the word of com-
mand he explained his error to the
crowd of grinning fellows, and set up
a complicated defence of his action
under three heads : (1) he didn't do
it ; (2) he'didn't mean it, and (3) he
wouldn't do it again. Harry Wharton
& Co,, the Famous Five of the Re-
move, burst into laughter.

“1'll collect the copy from the
fellows and let you have it back,”
chuekled Wharton.

‘" Much obliged ! Would vou like
to kick Migegs for giving you the
trouble ? You have my full per-
mission."”

“ Yes, rather!" said Billy Bunter
at once. '' I say, you fellows, stand
back and let me get at him."”

“Why, wyou ferocious oyster
gasped Bob Cherry. * Let the kid
alone, you belligerent barrel |

But the fat boy refused to let Miggs
off. His boot crashed home. Miggs
gave a squeak and looked at me un-’
certainly, Bunter was something of a

N7
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Bunter streaked away across the quad, with Miggs
hot on his heels. * Yoop | | say, you fellows——
Flelp 1

bully whenever he had the chance,
and he was kicking Miggs with great
eénjoyiment,.

" Your own fault,” 1 told the Iad,
“but you're not obliced to take it
lying down, if you don't want to.”

" Oh, vessir! Thank you, sir!?
gasped Miggs, and he immediately
hurled himself at Bunter. Then the
position was reversed. Buriter streaked
away across the quad, with Miges hot
on his heels.

~ Yooeop ! I say, you fellows——
Helpl Dragimoff | "' His voice faded
away in the distance.

“ 50 you're detained this after-
noon,”" I observed to the fellows, who
were laughing heartily,

They stopped laughing and became
grave. Johnny Bull grunted, Frank
Nugent sighed, Bob Cherry nodded,
and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh said
that " the detainfulness was terrific | »

)




“ All the fault of that burbling
dummy, Bolsover major,” said Bob
Cherry. '* He put Gosling’s eat into
Mossoo's desk, blow him| And we
had a Form match against the Shell
this afternoon. What a life | ”

“ Cheer up ! " I said. “ I owe you a
good turn to square myself, so I'll see
if I can beg you off with Mr Quelch.”

At that they gave three cheers,
though not, I must admit, very hope-
fully. Even I was not too sanguine
about my chances, but I put on my
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history of Greyiriars is a fascinating
subject, and I am sure it must have
cost you an Ilmunense amount of
research.”

The shot told at once. Mr. Quelch
thawed like snow in the summer sun,
and at once began to read me Innﬂ‘
extracts from the work., I sat back
and closed my eyes in an excess of
enjoyment. When I woke up, an hour
had passed and he was well into
chapter five. There were only a
hundred and fourteen more chapters
to read, but I had to stop him with
the plea of an urgent appmntment
eIsu—::where

‘1 shall look forward eagerly to
hearing the rest of the book,” I told
him untruthfully, * and I wish I could
stay now, but time's getting on. I
must just have a few words with the

E boys. They're rather melancholy at

Quelchy’s face set like iron, and my heart sank.
Surely | had not listened to a solid hour of him for
nothing 7

best smile and made my way to the
Form-master's study. Mr. Quelch was
busy on his typewriter, adding to his
great work, “ The History of Grey-
friars,” in 99 volumes. He greeted
me very civilly.

' How do you do, Mr. Quelch ? "' 1
asked politely, and then, with a
sudden inspiration : ‘' 1 looked in for
a few words with you about your book.
I am greatly interested 1n it. The

\

8

‘behind.

]Jeing detained this afternoon—they
| had a cricket match or something, I
believe. I suppose 1t would not_ be
possible to—er i

Ouelchy s face set like iron, and my
heart sank. Surely I had not listened

wlll to a solid hour ﬂf him for nothing ?
=7 No—his brow cleared again, and he

But if it
The

said, ** Just for this once.
ever happened again,” etc., ete.

Il boys were free !

They gave me three cheers in earnest
when tllay heard the news. Wharton
gave me the pile of manuscripts he
had collected, and then they formed
a bodyguard to see me to my car.
By a quick manceuvre at the critical
moment, 1 avoided cashing Bunter's
celebrated postal-order, and then I
was off, with the fair cc}unh of Sussex
before me and the cheers of Greyfrmra
behind.

It was not until I reached Courtfield
that I realised that Miggs was also
I had forgotten him. So
back I went and E‘UHEEtEd that trouble-

!
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some insect. We had lunch in a
hotel at Hastings, and then we tooled
along placidly through the lanes and
valleys and wvillages of one of the
fairest counties in Britain. Sussex
seemed to grow sleepler and sleepier,
and Rylcombe, with its old stone
bridee and cool green river, was prac-
tically lifeless. Even Taggles, the St,
Jim’s porter, was asleep that sunny
afternoon. We roused him with a
spanner and asled for Tom Merry.

“ Which he ain't in,”" snuffled the
porter,

“Oh ! In that case, can I see Jack
Blake of the Fourth ? "

“Which he ain’t in."

“Oh! Then Figgins of the New
House, perhaps ? *

““Which he ain'’t in.”

“1s anyone in 7

“No,"” said Taggles, and went to
sleep.

1t certainly seemed as though
Taggles was right. St. Jim's lay
dreaming in the sun ; an occasional
master walked across the quad from
the library, a few fags were playing
a desperate game of tip-and-run on
the sports ground, and one or two
loafers were chatting on the front
steps, but apart from this the whole
place seemed asleep. I inserted the
spanner into Taggles again and asked
it he knew where 1 could find Tom
Merry & Co,

“ No,” said Taggles, and went to
sleep.

I gave it up. We left St. Jim's to
slumber and headed towards Rook-
wood, with the intention of calling
at the Sussex school on our way
home.

[t was a long drive into Hampshire.
The afternoon had waned into even-
ing when we struck the small village

of Coombe, buried among the pine-*

clad hills, A party of five boys, each
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“Bal Jove | ' exclaimed Arthur Augustus, fishing
out his monocle. *' How do you do, my deah sir?
it's a pleasuah to meet you ! "’
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carrying a bag, were walking along
the’lane, and I braked quickly when
I spotted them.

“ Hallo, hallo!” I cried cheerily.
“ What are you fellows doing in this
part of the world ? "

They were St. Jim's fellows—Tom
Merry, Manners and Lowther, the
Terrible Three of the Shell, with
Jack Blake and Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy of the Fourth.

“ Great pip " said Blake.
the Editor!"

“'Bai Jovel” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus, fishing out his monocle.
“ How do you do, my deah sir?
It's a pleasuah to meet youl "

* Hear, hear | " said Tom.
to see you, sir | ¥

Now, although these remarks were
made politely, I noted that the
juniors were a little stiff and reserved,
so I turned to Miggs.

“Do your stuff, Miggs!” I com-

i It}h

‘“ (Glad
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manded, and
again the wretch-
ed wouth ‘went
throuch his tale
of woe,

mmiles returned
to their faces at
once,

* Pway don’t
mention 1t, deah
boy," said Gussy
to Miggs, as
though the latter
had been "the
Duke ot Some-
where or Other,

|

IH{IHITH

i ] | || |
L1l
| L .-'r:E!E'é-' _. F'1 : R
[ i =

" We accept your
apology as fwom
one gentleman to
anothakh,”

* Oh crikey | "
said Miggs.,

* It's all right,
sirl " exclaimed Tom Merry, laughing.
* I'll get back the stories and send
them by post to-morrow."”

I expressed my thanks.

" Have you fellows been playing
Rookwood ? " 1 asked.

“o¥aas. swathal |

" How did you get on'?”

© Lost,” sighed Monty Lowther.
" Beaten by the crushing margin
of sixty-eight runs,”

" Owing," said Blake fiercely, * to
the antics of a burbline burbler who
ran two fellows out and then dropped a
catch.”

© Weally, Blake, if yvou wefer to me
as a burblin’ burblah :

* Didn't you run me out when I
was well set 7 "’ howled Blake, * Didn’t
you run Fatty Wynn out ? "

1 have alweady explained, deah
boy, that the hot weathah made me
wathah dwowsy. Hot weathah always
makes me dwowsy."

(

| said | was too full to eat anythins—which was not
the case. But the sausage roll and the doughnuts
were not wasted, Miggs ate them.

" You—you—
}-"ﬂ]_'[ 12

o Pegcie, Ty
NS nitsh il
chuekled. * And
wiiere are the rest
of the team? "

“They'vegone
on, by the five-
twenty, " ex
plained Tom,
“We stayed to
have a feed with
Jimmy Silver.
lhere's anotlier
train at six-
twelyve,"

“Yaas,wathah!
I found that out
in the time-table,
deah boys."

YWell, [ won't
detain you,"” I
langhed. ' Give my apologies to
Figgins & Co. and the others. 1 hope
I shall see you all again one day."”

“ Auwevwah, sir | ' said Gussy, and
we parted with a cheery handshake,

The old square tower of Rookwood
rose out of the trees, I found Jimmy
Silver & Co., the heroes of the Classi-
cal Fourth, at prep. They gave me a
hearty welecome, and Mr. Dalton,
their Form-master, kindly gave them
leaye from prep. to entertain me.
When Migegs had once more been
through his stuff, Jimmy Silver readily
went out to collect the necessary
manuscripts,

Arthur Edward Lovell put on the
kettle to make a cup of tea, while
Raby and Newcome consulted anxi-
ously under cover of the cupboard
door.

“ But that ass Lovell trod on it,"
1 heard Newcome whisper. ‘' You
can see the marks.”

3
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- feelings.

“ Smooth it on your coat-sleeve,”
hissed Raby, and after a hurried
operation behind the door, Newcome
emerged hearing a sausage roll, with
some partially smoothed-out boot-
marks on it,

*“ Ahem | " coughed Newcome, red-
faced. *' We—we had the St. Jim's
fellows to tea and most of the tommy
has gone, but here's a—a sausage roll
that's quite good i

“ Thank you!” [ said gravely,
eyeing the sausage roll sternly.

Newcome dived back into the cup-
board and helped Raby to brush coal-
dust off a couple of dmtg‘lmuts which
had accidentally fallen into the scuttle.
However, 1 set their minds at rest
by saying 1 was too full to eat any-
thing—which was not the case—
and wauld take only a cup of tea.
The sausage roll and doughnuts were
not wasted, though, Miggs ate them.

A crowd of other fellows came
along to meet me
—Putty Grace,
Mormington, Kit

falling fast as we drove through
Coombe. A slight crowd was gathered
round the station entrance, and I
heard a well-known voice, raised on
its top note. _

“ Yawoooh | You feahful wuffians |
Yooop | I no longah wegard vou as
fwiends ! I will give you a feahful
thwashin’ all wound, vou wottahs !
Yooohoooop |

Amazed, 1 stopped the car. Tom
Merry & Co., assisted by Blake, were
bumping Arthur %uqustvﬁ D’Arw
on the pavement. His precious
jacket was rumpled, his tie was torn,
and wrath gleamed in his eye. Wrath

also gleamed in the eves of his
friends as they bumped him SDUHd]}T

" There | " gasped Tom Merry a
length. ‘' Now take that dumur,r
away and lose 1t, Blake, before I lose
control of 111}-*5&11’.”

““You uttah wottahs i

“What's wrong, you fellows? " 1
asled.,

S Wiriomeg i
howled Blake.

Erroll, Gunner
and Higgs, and
others. Jimmy
Silver gave me
the works of art,
and after a warm
tarewell 1 took
my leave of Rook-
wood.

When 1 had
driven a little way
down the lane, 1
remembered that
I had left Miges
behind, eating
doughnuts, and
went back for
him with deep

'* Yawoooh |
Augustus as he was burmped.
vou as fwiends 1" ot

The shades of
evening were

\

You feahful wufflans | "' roared Arthur

Ll

“ He not anly
ran me out and
ran Fatty out,

and then dropped

Lunmv at cover-

point, but he

found out that
we had time to
stay and feed
with Jimmy

Silver because

there was another

train at six-
twelve."

“ And it runs
on Saturdays
only|" looted
Mcmt},? Lowther.

“And W e

shan't get to

Jim's till

“1 no longah wedard

!




midnight!"” raved Manners.

“ And we're going to slaughter him
and strew the hungry churchvard
with his bones!" added Tom Merry:.

“That's no excuse whatevah for
wumplin’ a fellow’s jacket,” gasped
Gussy. “ 1 considah you a set of
howwid boundahs | "

I chuckled and opened the door of
my car.

“ Pile in, fellows! You can all
cram in here, and we'll be at St,
Jum’s in no time."”

' Bai Jove! That's vewy good of
you, sir.”

" Not at all. But I should recom-
mend you to study a time-table
more closely in future, and not try to
catch a Saturdays only train on

Wednesday.”

‘“ Hear, hear | "
And we rolled off together.

It was late when Miggs and 1

reached London. I was tired and glad

to be back, but Miggs had enjoyed
himself immensely. At least, he
looked thoughtful and asked :

“ “Scuse me, sir.  If them stories
was sent back again in error to the
young gents, should we have to take
another trip round the schools, sir? "

" No, we should not,"” 1 replied

firmly. “ The person who sent those

stories back would get the Order of the
Boot, so make a note of it'| ”

And the stories were not sent back.
Tue Horipay ANNUAL was saved,
It had nearly been done in, but I
rescued 1t, and—here it is !

il
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E saw it gleaming in the sun,
So handsome, neat and proper::
And gasps arose from everyone
At Gussy's newest topper.

There never was a hat so faiy
As that superb creation
So faultless and so debonair,
It claimed our admiration.
We saw it shining in the quad,
Where Gussy walked sedately 3
With calm and graceful steps he trod,
The whole effect was stately |

Alas, it tears my heart to rags
To write this tragic story,

For near at hand, some thoughtless fagrs
Aspired to football glory !

( 12

They kicked a muddy ball about,
And thought it rather jolly,

Until at length there came a shout
From Gussy's brother, Wally.

“ Look out there, Gus, you silly clown |
And mind your giddy bonnet!"

Too late! A muddy ball fell down
And landed squarely on it !

Oh, what a horrid squelching sound |
We were deprived of action,
As Gussy sat upon the ground
—  In utter stupefaction.

“Bai Jove!"” His voice was full of dread.
" Whatevah are you doin' 2

He took the topper from his head
And gazed upon a ruin !

Then noble rage possessed his soul,
He rushed towards his brother,

And round and around and round the goal
They each dodged one another,

Meanwhile, a boot had kicked the hat
(The boot, 1 think, was I.".‘l.e.rr:.f’sj.
Blake trod on it and squashed it flat

And passed it on to Herries.

In vain poor Gussy after that
His grief and rage was venting ;
The dustbin closed upon his hat
And he was left lamenting

!
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THE FIRST CHAPTER
: EXIT BUNTER !
i & LL over In a couple of minutes!”
il OWI Id
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Just one tug of the
dentist’s forceps——"

“Wow ! Beast!" _

‘““ And it'll all be over,”’ said Peter
Todd soothingly. * No more pain
then, old fat bean; so the best thing
you can do now is to trot along to the
sanny and get it over quick | "

Toddy’s advice was well meant ;
but it was not well received. Billy
Bunter of the Greyiriars Remove
looked the reverse of grateful for it,
a3 he glared up at his study-mate
through his big spectacles from the
armchair in which he was tenderly
nursing a fat and swollen face.

‘“ Beast | ' he hooted. ‘' Chortling
over a chap

toothache! Yah!"
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FRANK RICHARDS

Bunter’s reluctance ito have an
tooth removed leads to not a

Burglar!

“Try not to be a fathead, my dear
old bean,"” said Peter patiently. ‘' It
may hurt——"

(§4 YDW ‘ ki

“ Just a little of course, for a few
ticks. But then it’ll be all over ; and
think of the joy of being without that
rotten toothache again,” said Peter
consolingly. ** Better hurry, old fat
man. The dentist's waiting.”

There was a tap on the study door.
Trotter * the page poked his head
through the doorway. There was a
somewhat ghoulish grin on his face,

“ Which Mr. Quelch says Master
Bunter's wanted in the sanatorium,”
he announced genially.

“ Yooop ! Tell him I'm not coming!
Tell him the pain’s gonel  Tell
him 3

“ Which 'e says you're to come at
once, sir, Tell Master Bunter, 'e
says, ' as Doctor Pillbury an' the
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dentist 18 both ’ere an’ ’e’s to come
right away,’ 'e says."

“ Better put a jerk in it,” advised
Peter Todd. - ** No need to add to
your troubles by getting Quelch's rag
out. Buck up old fat man.”

* Beast | Look here, I'm not going
to have my jaw pulled to bits by the
dashed dentist!" roared Bunter.
- My toothache’s gone now——"

- Always happens when you get
near the dentist's chair,” remarked
Toddy philosophically. ‘' Have it
yvanked out all the same, old bean |

“Shan’t!  You're an unfeeling
rotter, and I despise yvou! Yah |?”

Peter Todd rose from his chair with
a frown,

. Look here, you faf, funky frog,
this has gone far enough ! There's
nothing to be scared about, anyway
having a tooth out is no more pain-
ful than having your hair cut nowa-
days—but even if there were, you've
got to go through with it. Roll along
to the dentist like a good porpoise
and make it snappy | "

* I'm not going, I tell you! Look
here, Trotter, you grinning beast, tell
Quelchy I've been taken ill. Tell him
I've gone out——"

" Tell him Bunter's coming along
right now, you mean ! ” grunted Peter
Todd, taking a step forward, * If you
won't go of your own accord, Bunter,
I'll roll you along myself! Thisway!”

“Ow ! Beast! Leggo! 1'm not
going | "

But there Bunter was mistaken.
Hegot going at quite a spanking pace,
propelled from the rear by Peter
Todd’s lean but sinewy arm.

Peter marched him out of Study
No. 7 and down the Remove passage,
to. an accompaniment of yells of
protest from Billy Bunter. Trotter
ambled amiably beside them and
quite a number of Removites, attracted

\

by the din, came out of their studies
to join them. They grinned heart-
lessly when they learned the cause of
the commotion,

*“ Chuck it, Bunty,
counselled Bob Cherry.
tooth out myself once.
nothing in it,"”

" Abselutely nothing | chortled
skinner, who was particularly in-
sensitive to the aches and pains of
anybody but Harold Skinner, * The
first ten minutes he's tugeing will be
the worst; after that, you'll get
used to it | "

“ Beast | "

" Besides, it’s good for your health
to have a lot of pain,” added Skinner.
" Makes you tough ! I believe in pain
myself—yaroooch | My foot! What
idiot jumped on it ?

* Only little me | " said Bob Cherry
demurely. *“ Quite a pleasure to do
anything that's sood for your health,
old bean ! Don't thank me ! ”

The Removites chuckled and
Skinner hopped aside, hugeing his
injured extremity and looking as if he
was not at all likely to render thanks
for the cheery Bob’s contribution to
his bodily health,

Leaving the injured Skinner behind,
the interested crowd marched cheer-
fully down the stairs behind the
Porpoise and his stern captor.

At the foot of the stairs, Bunter
made quite a pathetic appeal to be
released. Bunter was not of the stuff
that heroes are made of ; and, absurd

old man !
“'1 had a
There's

-as 1t seemed, he was scared out of his
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fat wits at the prospect of facing the
dentist.

" Look here, Peter, old chap, lemme
2o, you beast!| 1've never done you
any harm, you rotter—I mean, dear

old fellow—and my toothache’s gone !

now, anyway. You lemme go—and
I'll go to the sanny myself | -




" I'm going to see you go, old
sport | ' said Peter grimly. “ This
way—yaroooh | "

Peter Todd’s remarks finished up
in a fiendish howl. In sheer despera-
tion, Bunter had kicked backwards_
and that kick landed fairly and
squarely on the tenderest part of
Toddy's shin! Toddy Jumped back
with a howl, releasing his fat captive
n the process. An instant later, Billy
Bunter made a dash for the wid
Spaces; to the tune of 1
cheer from the crowd. Any member
of the crowd could have overtaken the
fat porpoise had he been so minded :
but it was none of their business, and
they were quite content to let Bunter
get away with it if he could.

Bunter could—and he did ! While
Peter Todd sat down, yelling, Bunter
was going all out, His fat legs working
like clockwork, he dashed to the front
door. He took the School House steps
three at a time, paused for a mere
mmstant at the bottom to regain his
balance, then resumed his headlong
flicht,

" Trust Bunter!” chuckled Bob
Cherry. " He's heading for the tuck-

arl encouraging

shop |
© Must be instinet |’ orinned Tom
Brown, “ Hallo, hallo] "Ware

Quelchy, you fellows 1"

Mr. Quelch came striding up to the
wchool House steps from the direction
of the school sanatorium. There was a
portentous frown on his brow.

" Boys | I am looking for Bunter—
ah, Trotter, so you are here, too !
Where is Bunter ?

* Which 'e's gorn, sir!” answered
Trotter, “ Master Bunter says as 'e
ain't 'avin’ no tooth pulled out by no
dentist, sir, so 'e's gorn |
. Bless my soul!” Mr. Quelch’s
brow became positively thunderous.
* Gone ? Gone where ? "

{
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*“ Please, sir, 'e went off in the
direetion of the shop |

Mr. Quelch's lips set grimly.

‘" Indeed. In that case Trotter,
you may return to your duties, I will
find Bunter myself.”

" Yessir. Thank'ee, sir | "

Trotter retreated. The Remove
master stallked off towards the tuck-
shop, with an expression on his face
that boded ill for Bunter,

Later, however, Mr. Quelch had to
return empty-handed., Bunter was
not, it seemed, in the tuckshop. Nor
was he to be found anywhere near the
tuckshop. Norindeed, reported fellows
who afterwards scouted round for
him, was he to be found anywhere at
all.

For all the evidence there was to
the contrary, Bunter’s podgy person
might have evaporated ; and eventu-
ally, Dr. Pillbury and the dentist
were compelled to depart without
removing the fat Owl's offending
molar !

THE SECOND CHAPTER
BUNTER MEETS A PROFESSOR
& BEAETS [
Billy Bunter said that word.,
Or, more accurately, he gasped
it. The fat Owl of the Remove had
bellows to mend.

He had run all the way from the
School House to the elm walk in the
far corner of the school grounds, and
he was almost at bursting point by the
time he reached the shelter of the long
grass and the trees. He shook a fat
fist indiscriminately at the distant
school buildings as he sat down below
one of the tall elms. A moment later
he unclenched the same fist and
started caressing his swollen face
again, A twinge in the gums was
giving him a stern reminder that the
toothache which he had torgotten in
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the excitement was still very much a
reality.

“ Beasts|' repeated Billy Bunter
sulphurously.

Really, it was a little illogical for
Bunter to be annoyed with the
Removites. But logic was never
Bunter’s long suit, and he mumbled
 Beasts | ¥ with every twinge just
as though the fellows were entirely
responsible for his aching teoth.

A rustling sound in the long grass
nearby brought his dolorous groaning
to a stop. Bunter ducked—hurriedly.
If Peter Todd or one of the other
beasts was still on his track, bent
on hauling him back to the dentist,
Bunter intended to make himself
as inccnspicuous as possible. Bunter
rolled over on to his fat hands and
knees and began crawling cautiously
towards the shelter of a neighbouring
bush, like a fat young Redskin on the
warpath.

He reached the bush without
trouble and crawled round it to get
to the far side from the walk. Then he
had a shock.

Crawling round the bush towards
him, also on hands and knees, was a
man |

He was a total stranger to Bunter,
and he seemed almost as startled to
see Bunter as Bunter was to see him.
The pair of them stared at each other
blankly, Then the horrid thought
came to DBunter that 1t was the
dentist and he emitted a yelp.

““ Leggo! Don't touch me ! I ain't
going to have that tooth out—the
nain's gone now | "

The stranger—a neatly dressed,
youngish man—Ilooked surprised for a
moment. Surprise, however, quickly
gave way to relief ; he grinned.

“ Don't worry, young 'un. You've
made a mistake. I'm not the dentist.”

Bunter blinked suspiciously at him.

{

“ Look here, no larks, now. If you
really are the beastly dentist——"

" i{ really am not, 1 assure you.
[—well, as a matter of fact, I am an
archaeologist.”’

‘“ A whatter 7"

‘““ An archacologist — a student of
antiquities, you know. Have you
never heard of Professor Cheetham ©

‘““ Can't say 1 haye—ow ' cons
cluded Bunter, as he experienced vet
another spasm of pain from. s
aching tooth.

“Your education has been sadly
neglected, young man. DBetter not
tell your masters that I said
though, or they’ll be taking steps o
withdraw my permit. I have a permit,
you see, to explore the grounds at any
time I like, You have some most
interesting relies at this school.”

“You're welcome to ’em,’ sniffed
Bunter. ' If I couldn't find someé
thing better to do with my time than
crawl round the school grounds look-
ing for relics I'd eat my hat | Yow'! "

“ Naturally, I should hardly expect
a schoolboy to share the enthusiasm
that animates a professor,’ remarked
Professor Cheetham, regarding Bunter
with a somewhat peculiar expression
in his keen face. " You, I suppose,
walk about these venerable old build-
ings with scarcely a thought to their
hundreds of years of history.”

“ Blow history | snorted the Owl
of the Remove disrespectfully. Catch
me rooting about the blessed School
House thinking about history ! L've
got more important things to think
about, I hope. You can do it—but
not me | "

“ Unfortunately, I am not able to
do it with the same freedom as you,
since my permit does not extend to
the school buildings themselves during
term time,” sighed the professor,
standing up and gazing quite sadly at

€0,
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the grey old pile that could be glimpsed

through the trees. ' I must really
approach your headmaster for per-
mission, one of these days. By the
way, can one see the windows of his
study from this point ? " '

“Ow! Yes; they're over there,
near the main door,’” grunted Bunter,
still ruetully nursing his face with one
hand while he pointed through the
trees with the other.

Professor Cheetham nodded.

‘w1t 18 there, of course, that he
transacts all business relating to the
schiool—the, donations, for instance,
to the bulding restoration fund, to
which I want myself to contribute ?

" S'pose 50, growled Bunter, who
had not the faintest interest in the
building restoration fund, nor indeed
at the moment in anything save that
ache in his jaw. " They say he's been
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As Billy Bunter crawled towards the bush he had a shock. Crawlin

holding up visitors to ransom there
lately for the blessed fund—and that’s
where he keeps his safe; of course.”

 Of course,” nodded the professor.
' But I must go. Please do not let it
be known that I have been talking to
you or my permit might be with-
drawn.”’

“ Thmk I'm likely to waste my
time talking about archie—thin-
gummy ? "' sald DBunter, contemp-
tuously. ‘‘ Not likely | But, look here,
while I remember it, I happen to be
expecting a postal-orcer 4

Bunter blinked up hopefully at
Professor Cheetham. But the subject
of Bunter’s celebrated postal-order,
which had been expected at Grey-
friars so long that it was reputed to
have grown whiskers in transit, did
not seem to interest the Professor.
He stalked off among the elms with a

i
..i- - !
e i
5
e
-
e
Z
e

il
e

round the bush towards him, also

on hands and Knzes, was a man
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mere wave to the Ow. of the Remove.
And Bunter was left to nurse his jaw
disconsolately and vent his feelings
in one final and expressive :

‘" Beast | "

THE THIRD CHAPTER
AFTER LIGHTS ouUT |
O0OM !
The last stroke of midnight
boomed out from the old clock
tower at Greyfriars and died away
into silence.

Billy Bunter shivered.

In the usual way, he would have
been in the Remove dormitory at this
hour. His loud snore would have been
forming an unmusical accompani-
ment to the deep chiming of the school
clock. On this occasion, for the first
time he could remember, DBunter
found himself listening to the rever-
berating strokes of twelve o'clock
midnight from the flagstones of the
Close.

There was a bright moon shining
overhead and the air of the summer
night was soft and pleasant enough.
From the point of view of the weather,
it was an ideal night for any man to
be out on the tiles. But Bunter
shivered all the same, and thought
longingly of his empty bed in the
dorm. He had no wish whatever to
remain out on the tiles while that
- vacant bed in the dorm. ealled him.

It was, of course, Bunter's own
fault, At any time of the day after
hig flicht from the School House
he could have reported to Mr. Quelch
had he felt like doing so. But there
were drawbacks about that course,
chiefly in the shape of a cane that
usually reposed in a corner of Mr.
Queleh's study; and Bunter had
allowed the hours to slip by without
being able to bring himself to do it.

Now 1t was midnight ; and ob-

{
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viously, unless the hapless fat Owl
chose to sleep on the flagstones or
somewhere else equally inconvenient,
something had to be done.

Bunter groaned aloud as he rolled
miserably across the Close. He was
tired and his tooth was still aching.
Worse than either of these, perhaps,
he was hungry.

It was true that during the evening
he had managed to sneak into the
school kitchen unobserved and secure
food. But he had not been able to
take more than would have satisfied

half a dozen normal fellows; so
naturally he was still hungry.
It would have given him some

small comfort had he thought the
school authorities were so worried
over his absence as to be likely to
overlook his behaviour. But he was
under no illusions on that point.
Late 1n the evening, from a sheltered
nook in the elm walk, he had over-
heard Quelchy discussing the matter
with Prout. He had heard that his
tuck-pilfering exploit in the kitchen
was known to the Head, who proposed
to stop searching and merely to
wait for Bunter to ring the door-bell.
50 he knew for certain that there
was going to be no killing the tatted
cali for W. G. B,

Bunter rolled round the Close in a
state of great despondency—Ilooking
for an open window. In Bunter's
tatuous estimation, it was bettér to
get into the House secretly than to
ring the bell. What would happen in
the morning, he did not know ; but
he did know that he had no wish to
fetch Mr. Quelch out of bed to let
him in.

At first, he could see no opening.
Eventually, however, on rolling round
to the front ot the House, he found,
what he sought in a most surprising
place,
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A window in the Head's study on
the ground floor was wide open.

Bunter blinked at that open window
in great surprise. The Head's study
was the last place where he would
have expected to find an open window.
1t occurred to him either that Dr.
Locke must be getting very careless
in his old age or else that the domestic
staff were at fault. Still, an open
window was an open window to
Bunter in his present plight—Head’s
study or not. After a moment's
hesitation at the thought of entering
the House by that holy of holies,
Bunter conquered his fears and hauled
himself up on to the sill,

Grunting and puffine from his
efforts, he insinuated his podgy person
into the moonlit room and dropped
on to the floor.

An instant later, he gave a startled
jump.

He had caught sight of the Head’s
safe, which stood against the wall
near the window, in a spot where the
moonlight was shining. The door of
the safe was wide open and boolks and
papers, obviously taken from it, were
scattered in disorder over the floor.

For a moment, as he gazed through
his big spectacles at that startling
sight, Billy Bunter felt his heart
stop beating. His fat knees knocked
together.

" Oh, lor’' | he gasped.

It was a burglary | Even Bunter’s
obtuse brain could not fail to under-
stand that |

He stared round him in dismay
and alarm, Unless he had already
departed with the loot, there must
be a burglar somewhere near him—
possibly in the Head's study itself,
watching Bunter from one of the dark
corners | At that unpleasant thought,
Bunter gave a squeak of alarm and
turned towards the door.

{

At the same moment, there was a
movement behind him.

Bunter opened his lips to vell,
But the intended wyell did not

materialise. Instead, a big hand was

suddenly clappediover his mouth and
a grip of iron fastened round his
neck, '

" Quiet, you ! " hissed a threatening
voice 1n the terrified fat Owl's ear.
“ Otherwise, I'll soon quieten you | "

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
OPERATION ENTIRELY SUCCESSFUL |
N the darkness, gripped by an

unseen hand, Billy Bunter almost

collapsed from sheer funk,

Fear, however, was not the only
emotion he felt. At the sound of the
burglar’s voice, he also experienced
a spasm of surprise. For the voice,
easily recognised, was that of Professor
Cheetham, his chance acquaintance
in the elm walk |

Bunter was not quick on the up-
take ; but the sound of the professor’s
volice explained everything in a flash,
" Protessor Cheetham " was no more
a professor than was Bunter himself.
He was just a common or garden
cracksman who had assumed his title
to pull the wool over Bunter's eyes
and extract from him all the useful
information he could !

It was an aggravating thought, and
one that caused Bunter to feel dis-
tinctly peeved with himself. But he
had little time to give to this aspect
of the matter. He was much more
concerned with the cracksman's inten-
tions regarding himself.,

It was an immense relief to Buntey
when that big hand was lifted from
his mouth and the iron grip relaxed.

“ Quiet, remember|” hissed the
purglar.

"' Dus-sus-certainly |
say a word M
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“ Quiet, 1 said | "

“Ow! Allnght! ' gasped Bunter.

“ Just stand where you are without
moving or talking till 1 tell you you
ganil Heeil

“1 sus-sus-see !’

““You'd better 1"

‘* Professor Cheetham " released his
fat captive. Bunter heard him turn
away—doubtless to resumeé the task
which Bunter's arrival had inter-
rupted. |

The fat Removite stood facing the
door in palpitating expectancy, while
the ' professor ' busied himself at
the safe.

What made Bunter do what he
did next, he never knew.

Possibly in the inmost recesses of
his fat mind he was anxious to undo
the harm he had done and raise the
alarm, in the hope of nipping the
* professor's '’ burglarious aims in the
bud. More probably, he felt so scared
.1 his present position that he was
emboldened to make a bid for liberty
rather than put up with it any longer.

Whatever the reason, the fat Owl
macle a sudden leap for the door. At
the same moment, he let out a ringing
call for help.

* Help ! Rescue ! Burglars |
Police | " yelled Bunter, as he raced
out of the Head's study.

He heard a startled gasp behind
him, then pattering footsteps. He
spurted desperately down the passage
outside the Head's study, with the
' professor "' close at his heels.

Unfortunately, Bunter was no sprin-
ter. DBefore he had reached the end
of the passage, the ‘“ professor "’ had
drawn level with him. He felt that
clutching hands were being extended
for him,
~ Sheer desperation drove Bunter tg
it. Nothing else could have done it.

With a suddenness that took his

pursuer completely by surprise, Bunter
turned and put out his foot |

That surprise move of Bunter's
proved to be sheer disaster for * Pro-
fessor Cheetham.”" It was also disas-
trous 1n a minor degree for DBunter
himself, The ** professor " crashed.
Bunter received a big, whirling fist
in his face as he did so. Both rolled
on to the floor of the passage, yelling.

“ Whoooop | "

" Yarooooh ! Help! Murder!"

Two thunderous crashes and a
whole series of yells rang out through
the nocturnal silence of the School
House, The effect was instantaneous.
Doors began to open upstairs and
startled voices could be heard calling.
A light gleamed in the distance.

“ Professor Cheetham," with a mut-
tered oath, scrambled to his feet and
beat a hasty retreat. But he was too
late. Before he had run half way
down the passage, the light was
switched on and two burly seniors
appeared. Bunter sat up and pointed
wildly atter the retiring crook.

“There he 1, Wingate | . Nab him
North | It's the burglar | "

Wingate and North fairly flew after
their quarry, and cornered him just
before he reached the Hedd's study.
He turned and hit out desperately ;
but Wingate and North, tough cus-
tomers both, closed with him un-
hesitatingly, and in a matter of a few
seconds, he was their prisoner.

There was a surprise for the Remove
tellows when they arrived on the
scene a few seconds later. Wharton,
the first arrival, stared at Bunter in
blank amazement.

' Bunter | '" he ejaculated. ' What
the merry dickens are you doing
Heref s

'* Oh, really, Wharton | I've been
catching a burglar | "

“ Wha-a-at | "

!
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A big hand was suddenly clapped over Bunter's mouth and a grip of iron fastened round his neck,
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“Quiet, you ! " hissed a threatening voice in the terrified Owl's ear.

* Blessed if I see anything to stare
about | " sniffed Bunter, whose cour-
age was rapidly returning now that
the ** professor " was in safe hands.
“I'm not scared, FFhope, like some of
you chaps. I tackled him single-
handed—regardless of danger, you
know. He had a cudeel in one hand
and a pistol in the other and a dagger
in the other 4

“EEa ha chagl "

“But I didn't care two hoots.
Brave as a lion, I flung myself into
the fray Oh | G-g-good evening,
sir | ' finished Bunter, changing his
tune considerably as Mr. Ouelch, a
‘terrifying spectacle to Bunter even in
pyjamas and dressing-gown, stalked
forward,

E

' Bunter ! What is the meaning of
this? ¥  Then Mr. Quelch stopped
and blinked incredulously, as he
spotted the two Sixth-Formers with
their captive. “ Wingate! North !
Who i1s this person ? "

 Apparently a burglar, sir," an-
swered Wingate.  “ When [ came
downstairs, he was fighting with
Bunter." _

“ Bless my soul!” Mr. Quelch
looked completely taken ahack by
that surprising statement. * Bunter |
[s this true? Kindly explain the
matter at once.”

" Bunter was only too willing to do
that He plunged into a vivid and
exciting story in which the hero,
William George Bunter, performed
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feats of courage and endurance which
would have put any film hero to
shame. Mr. Suelch istened in grim
silente, apparently sorting out the
modicum of truth from the abundance
of exaggeration as the tale progressed.
When Bunter finished at last, he

nodded.

“ Very well, Bunter. That will be
sufficient. You should learn to be
more truthful.”

“ Oh, really, sir

“You have, however, done well in
all the eircumstances,” acknowledged
the Remove master. ' You are en-
titled to the credit for that, Bunter.
Now vou may leave me to summon
the police and complete the matter.
You will g0 up to your dormitory to
bed ; and in regard to your extra-
ﬂr-rlinary' behaviour in going into
Eiding earller in the day, you will

11

report to me 1mmediately after
prayers to-morrow morning,"
Bunter's fat jaw dropped. In the

excitement, he had forcotten all his
other worries. Now they came back
with a rush, with the plﬂSpECt of a
llciﬂng in addition,

'1—1 say, sir, you—you ain't
going to whop me, after all ['ve done

—saving the Head thousands of
pounds——"

- The crowd chuckled. Mr. Quelch
frowned.,

“ Ahem | Your behaviour in calling
attention to the burglar, Bunter, is
perhaps an extenuating fact. Having
regard to that, I shall on this occasion
let you off

* Oh, good I mean, thank
you, sir ! "
© But it must be clearly under-

stood,”” concluded Mr. Quelch,  that

It must have

you are to have your tooth extracted

to-morrow | "

Y Oh, crikey] "

Bﬂl}r Bunti_r groaned. Instinctively
his fat paw went up reminiscently to
that troublesome molar.

Then he jumped. An expression of
amazement dawned on his fat coun-
tenance. He opened his mouth and
dabbéd a handkerchief on the gum.
He withdrew it and the crowd saw
reposing on it a tooth !

“ M-m-my hat|"
stared at his hanky. Finally, he
grinned. ** I—I say, sir, there won't
be any need for the dentist, after
all |

“ What | V'

“ 1t was the burglar, sir | "' chortled
Bunter, “ He biffed me on the mouth !
loosened the tooth, and
now it's come out altogether! He,
he, he!”

" Goodness gracious ! Mr, Quelch
stared at DBunter's molar as though
mesmerised. ° You are sure, Bunter,
that it is the right tooth ? "’

“ Positive, sir b

“Nery well, then. Very well
indeed.”” The master of the Remove
permitted the ghost of a smile to
flit across his stern visage. 1
congratulate you, Bunter, on your
good fortune,”

Mr. Quelch then turned his atten-
tion to the captive professor; and
Bunter was escorted up to the Remove
dormitory like a conquering hero.

And 1n less than five minutes an
unmusical snore, ringing out across
the dorm., told the Remove quite
plainly that a fat and fatuous Owl
was enjoying peaceful and untroubled
repose |

Billy Bunter




