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An Amusing Scene in the J'Ilw::;lul'inJ’l‘h.wael_:i'l.:,'l Long, Complete School Tale of the Chums of GreyFfriars. B-4-19



THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Called Up !
UVE-Z-Z.Z-Z1 .
B “Dear me!”
Buz-z-z-z-z !
The
and ingistently in Dr. Locke’s study.

Head of Greyfriars turned somewhat im-
patiently to the instrument.

rang loudly

telephone-bell
The

“Pray excuse me a moment, Mr.
Quelch ™

“*Certainly, sir!”

A most Enjﬂ}’&b]ﬂ conversation had

been proceeding in the Head's study,
The Head and the Hemove-master h{uﬂ
been thrashing out an cbscure ;_mssa.g(,
in Mschvlus, What _that - aocient
Greek gentleman had fm risely meant to
convey n that particular passage was a
moot point ; the Head took one view, and
Mr. ’(iuelﬂh took another. And that
argument was as cnjoyvable to the two
worthy old gentlemen as a first-rate
oricket-match was to the heroes of the
Remave,

For the matter was a very important
ane. The Head had been labourmg for
twenty vears or more upon a tremendous
edmbion of _Fschyvlus, adorned with
lengthy notes in Ciceronian Latin, which
was to appear some day and knock all
previous editions into a cocked hat, so to
speak, and was certain to cause a flutter
of excitement among a score of bald-
headed cld gentlemen at Oxford.

And from the discussion of such sub-
lime matters the Head was suddenly
called back to common earth by the buzz-
ing of the telephone-bell, -

1t was really teo bad.

8o it was not surprizsing that Dr. Locke
jerked the receiver bmpatiently off the
woks, and that his voiee was sharp as
he spoke into the transmitter,

“Well 17

“Hallo! Are you there?™

“Yeu yes!”

“1s that Greviriars "

e Y{J ﬁ.' L}

“Is that you, Billy ”

“Wha-a-ut ]’

“I'm Bessie”

“ Bub-bub-Besszie !V
Head.

“Yes, vou fat ‘unundu’ g

“Bless my goul ! ¢jaculated the Head,

He forgot even E.F.s-: hylus, and * Epta
epi Thebas,” in his astonishment at
being addressed as & fat bounder.

“Are you coming to meet me ?" woent
on the voice,

“Mum-mum-meet you ¥

“Yes. I'm at Redelyfle now, waiting
for a trl.m to Courtfield at half-past three.

stuttered

the
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I suppose vou'll be too jolly lazy to come
along to the station 7"

**(Good gracious!”

“ Wihat did you say, Billy?”

“Bless my soul! My—my-—my name
is not  Billy!” gﬂﬂpl_‘d the Head.
“Madam, yvou appear to have been given
the wrong number !’

P Rﬂtl 1:.1 o

B Eh'l?l"l

“That's Grevirars Schm:-] 1isn't it

“Certainly ! But

“Then it's t-hﬂ right numher Are you
tl't‘ 1" stuttered the Head.

Billy Bunte

“ Bitly

“ Nunng | Certainly I am not Biily
Bmm-;r I Bless vy soul 1

‘: #}m cowldi b ¥ou eay se, thenw®.

LY "‘ ]

“1 thought it didn’t sound like Billy's
voice. Who are you, if you're not Billy ¢
Tell Billy to como to the telephone.”

“* Madam=-——"

“Billv’'s there somewhere, I suppose,
1sn’'t he 7V

“ Probably Bunter of the Remove is
somewhere about the school, madam ; but
it 18 not customary——-"

“Tell him I'm here.”

“Madam—"
“Not so much of your madam—

“Eht

“T'm not a hundred years old.
Billy Bunter's sister Bessie.”

“(h 1"

“T'm coming to see him-——sec? That's
why I rung up Greyfriars. Tell him T
want to speak to him.”

¥ Bless my soul "

“I can’t hold on much longer. They'll
want mie to pay another three d., and
I'm not going to. Call Billy.”

“ Miss Bunter,” gasped the Head, “lt
18 not customary for junior echolars to He
rung up on the headmaster’s telephone !
h, crumbs " came a surpriged voice

the wires. * Are vou the Head "
am the Head !V

“Ch, 1 th{,ught von weére the porter

Or ﬂnuvﬂ'm}g
“ Bleas my soul !

“8iill, vou can tell Billy T want to
speak to him,” uent on the fat vaice, in
coaxing tones, “as a special favour, sir.
You gee, I H'unt. Billy to meet me at
Courtfield, or else Sammy. I don't
know the way to Grevfriars.™

“Really, Miss DBunter

“They'll cut me off in a minute.”

A strange voice—evidently from the
exchange—was audible at both ends of
the wire.

“ Do you wish to take another eall 7"

“No,” came the prompt reply of Miss

¥

I'm

alon

: transmitt&r
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“1 don't!
and——

Keep me an

Ly

Bessio Bunter,
for another minuvte,
Budden silence |

The voung lady at the exchange ap-
parently considered that Miss Bunter had
h?fd her money’'s worth, and she was cut
0

Dr. Locke breathed hard as he put up
the receiver.

“Dear me!” he said. “ Really, this i ia
—is—is—ahem ! It appears te be a sister
'l:'}f Bunter, of-your Form, Mr. Quelch,
w ho was ﬁkmg I—1 suppose the-—

the young lady was unaware heow very—
vary extraordi 'n

- Bug-zzzze!

The
the Head and Mx
to M}lua and

ueloh cowld get back

Thebes, ™
Bug-z-z-z-z-2!
“ Really—really this—" B
Dr. Locke up the receiver again.
“Madam,” he t‘IElilInlEd mto the

transmitter, *J——

““ Are you there ?”

“I am here, and I wish you to under-
stand A:Iamiy that I decline to be
troublé Bunter canno =

“Can't you eall him to the telephone
for & munute ? P"-E spent .Emutrhm: three-
pence on t——""

“Certainly not ™

Snap ! ;

The receiver went back on tha hmka
with a snap that made”the - mxtrument
jump.

Dr. Locke turned to Mr. Queleh, with a
heightened oolour. -

“ Really, this passes all paiience!” he
exclaimed. “Now, Mg Quelch, you
were saying, when thai excessively im-
pertinent young lady mterrupted us—"

* Quite =0, said %r Qn&hﬂ.t; “To re-
turn to the ﬁuhjer‘t. I was about to EB.?
Bless my sould”™

Bug-z-z-z-2.z ! '

It was the te‘.laphmm bell ngam

“Really, 1 shall have to spea
plainly torthat young person I exclai
the Head, in tones of intense irnitation, -

He jerked up the receiver.

“Madam,” he almoet shouted into t
"1 regard: this as an act
extreme im erfinence——"

*Dr. Locke——"

“How dare you obtrude j"ﬂﬂﬂﬂ{f Hpuh
me in this way !"”

(13 SI[’ I!‘T

*I refuse to be troubled by j’nu—I
distinctly refusel If I were near you,
madam, I should be tempbed to box your
eurs for your axcemm impertinence in
ringing me up at all "

“Dr, Luckel How dare you |”

2 : Copyright in the United Sitates of Amcrtca.

p-bell rang amaein heﬁﬂr.ﬂ

“Beven Agmifist -



Every Monday.

“Wha-a-at?”

“Are you intoxicated, sir?" came an
outraged voice along the wirea. Not the
voice of Bessie Buntoer, but—as the Head
now reﬂﬂqniae-d with horror—the voice of
the wvicar’s wife at Friardale. Ilow
dare you——-"

“Uood heavens!"” pasped the horrified
Head. “It—it—it iz Mrs. Lambe!
Madam, I—I-1 heg—I—-1-— A mis-
take on——"

*“I have never been so insulted in my
life! J M

“ Madam—-""
Head.

“My busband, sir, asked me to ring
you up, in connection with the church
bazaar. *That is the reason for what you
are pleased to designate excessive im-
pertinence.

“Madam, I-—I never—— T did not—
I mean—that is to say—— Oh, bless my
soul ! Pray listen a moment-——-"

Bilence.

" Madam--— Mra. Lambe—my dear
madam—"

But answer thers came none!
1ncensed lady had rung off.

The discussion on JEschivlus did not
continue. in the Head's study. The un-
fortnnate Head was too disturbed just
then evenr to appreciste the uncommon
beauties of “ Tipta epi Thebas.™

gasped the wunhappy

The

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Pleasant News for Wally !

LU ELL hit, Bunter!'"”
w Bob Cherry called out {hat
remark 4n hearty tones,

It was a fine spring after-

|
.'

noon, and a half-haliday at Grevfriars. i

of the Remove were on
Little Sade, for cricket practice was he-
gintimg at  Greg¥riars, and Harry
Wharfon, the captain of the Remorve,
was giving much thonght to coming
matehes and tha selection of men for
the Remove Eleven.

Not very long since the Remove
fellows would have chuckled at the bare
idea of Bunter being given a trial for
the Remove Eleven. But of late

A good man

Bunter had never eeased to astonish the !

Removites.

The Owl of the Remove had astonnded
them by turning out a first-class foot-
baller. AFer that Ilarry Wharton &
Co. were prepared to ﬁmi:Y that he conld
play cricket, too—and they found that
he could !

The fat junior was at the wickets now,

and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the best |

jnnior bowler at Greviriars, was giving
him some of the beat. And Bunter was
sending them home as fast as they
came,

It was a boundary hit that crlled forth |

Bob Cherry’s shout,

Bunter planced round, and grinned at
the Co. and the other follows whe were
watchiog his performances,

Accustomed as they were to being
surprised of late by Bunter, the juniors
could not help being surprised again as
they watehed him, _

Only Bupter himself knew tlLe ex-
“planation of the mystery.

Even Sammy Bunter of the Second
. Form, was not yet aware that Ins major’s
place in the Remove had been taken by
his cousin Wally—far the Bunter cousins
were so exactly alike that even Bunter
minor was taken in.

Naturally, Harry Wharton & Co., who
had met Wally only on a few occasions,
had no suspicion. .

“Isn't he a corker?" said Bob Cherry,
“Why, that fat bounder 13 going to be
one of our best bats, Harry 1™

Harry Wharton nodded.

“It's a corker,” he agreed. “Who'd
have thought it? Dut he ecan play footer,
and he can play cricket!”
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“He must have heen pretending to
be a clumay as=s all the time,” remarked
Frank Nugent. * But why should he?”

“"He always was a spoofer,” said
Johnny Bull, “But why he should
spoof ns into believing that he was a
clumsy owl beats me hollow "

“Well, he's improving wonderfully,”
said Wharton, “ Even his sight scems
good now. Yon can sce that he's
blinking over his glasses instead of
through them. _ In fact, he seemns to have
an cye like a hawk.”

“1 supposo Bunter will have a chanece
ior the Eleven?” remarked Vernon-
smith, the Bounder of Grevfriars.

“1 rather think so," assented Wharton,

He smiled a little. Binithy was very
keen on seeing his chum, Tom Red-
wing, in the Remove Eleven; but even

‘Bmithy had to admit that Bunter was

a more likely recruit, good as Redwing
wad.

Sarnmy Bunter of the Sccond Form
came along, and stopped to bLlink at
Harry Wharton & Co.

“Heen my major?"” he asked.

“There he is, you voung owl!”

Sammy blinked at the fat figure at
the wicket.

“What's Biily doing there?” he asked.

“Batting, of eonrse !

“Billy can't bat!” answered the fat
fag positively.

“ Well, we always thought he couldn't,”
sald Wharton. * But he's turning out
a cricketer as well as a footballer.” ’

“Gammon ! said S8ammy cheerfully,

“What 7" : -

Sammy Bunter winked a fat wink.

“You can't pull my leg, you know,
be remnarked, can t play cricket ;

.. Billy
he's too jolly fat. ?ETEEW

C

FEE

piteh to the other ! oy

“Looks as if he ean now,” said Tom
Redwing, smiling, :

“Bosh! I know he cant! T don't
understand this game, but vom can’é
gammon me,” said Sammy, shaking his
head. * I know Billy all right ! He's a
spoofer ! T gay, Billy 1" he shouted.

Wally Bunter did not look round.
~ Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was prepar-
ing to deliver another ball, and the fat
bataman  had his eres on the dusky
nabob.

“DBilly !"* roared the fag.

_ " Dry up, fatty,” said Bob Cherry.
“Can’t you see he's busv 7" :

“Oh, that's all rot! He's wanted.”

“Bhush !

But Saminy Bunter refused to shush,
Ie shouted again. .

“Billy, you fathead, come off ; vou're
wanted. ~ Bessie's coming to see you !

YWhiz!

The ball came down like a bullet—
and Wallﬁ Bunter’'s bat was not in the
way. The middle stump was whipped
out of the ground, leaving the wicket
with a teothless look, Bunter of the
Remove had spun round, his fat face full
of dismay, as the name of Bessie reached
his para.

*“Call that batting*”" roared Bolsover
major in great scorn. I told vou that fat
owl conldn’t keep his wicket up, Whar-

i ton ! »

Sammy Buntér chuckled as the wicket
went down,

“Is that what you fellows cull erickeg 9"
he asked. ““You can't spoof me. Billy
can't play for toffee !"”

“What's the matter with you,
Bunter 7" exclauned Wharton.  “You
didn’t even try to stop that ball I"

“I—I " ostammered Wally Bunter,

He came off the pitch.

“ Finishad 7"

“Bammy—Sammy said

“You're wanted,” said Sammy.
“You needu’t go on pretending to play

¥

o anything.
Why, he ean’t see from one En? of :‘hge_

=

Three-halfpence. 3

cricket, Billy ; vou know vou can't play.
Dessie’a rung vou up on the telephone.”
“Oh!"” gasped the fat Removite.
“It's the telephone in the prefects’
room,’” said Sammy. “ Wingate told me
to eall you; and he said you could tell
Bessie not to do it again, beecause it ian't
allowed."
“Oh 1" :
“Well, ain’t yon going?” demanded
the fat fag. “If you make Bessie hold on
ti!l she has to pay again she'll let vou

{-hear of it, T can tell you !”

ik Dh !:-l o
“Cut along, kid," said Harry Wharton,
puzzled by Bunter's confusion and hesita-
tion. “She won't be able to hLold en
long !
i‘?"t :l!‘ i o
“ls your sister coming to Grevfriars
Bunty!"” asked Peter gTﬂﬁdQcH-tf&uﬂ?
“My deay fatty, we'll stand her tea in
the study. - We've never seen your sister
here yot " e
: i ﬂh !'!F- ’ 1 ¥
The fat junior seemed incapable of an
utterance save that dismaved monosyl-
lable. It was evident that the news of
Bessie had smitten him  with dismay.
Sammy blinked at him in perplexity.
“Why dou't vou go!" he demanded.
“Where—where is Bessie. pow 1"
- gasped Bunter at last, '

“8he's waiting for a train at Bed-
clyife I™ i

L ﬂh !1‘!‘

“8he’s coming on ta Courtlield from
there, T suppose,” said Sammv. ~* Win-
gate told me she said she wos at Red-
clyffe. = He's rather vatty at the tele-
phone being used, but he's let her vip,as
she’s a girl. -I-Iﬁuh&,_h'e - e

Sammy seemed rather tickled at“the
captain-of - Greyiviars wastiyg so muth
courtesy  on gister- Bemais, R

“What's the matter, Bunter "  asked
Harry Wharton. e A

“Lh? Nothing!?” |

“You won't catch Ler if you don’t go
to the telephone at onee.” e

“Oh, I dare say she’s eut off by this
time,"” said Wally, *“T§ doesn’t matter.”

uwﬂu’_mhﬂtih = i .

“ What an affectionate brother !” grin-
ned the Bounder.  *“Liet brotherly love
continue—when it begine." -

“ Yon—you don't nuderstarcd 1" gaspad
Wally, _ sl

“You ought to go, DBunter!"  ex-
cleimed Bob Cherry sharply. “ Dash it .
all, you can’t let vour sister wait in the
tclephone-box "’

i I_I_____u

“"Cut off ! Whera are your manners?”

"¢ Agsume a virtue if you have it
not 1" grinned Wibley, who was always
ready with a quotation from Shake-
speare.

e I_._I_'_'__‘!i'

“Well, she's cut off by this time!”
said Sammy Bunter. 1 think you're a

F’E"-IBIHF : ;

“ Bessie will jolly well scratch you!™
sald Bammy. *“She came jolly mear
scratehing you last holidays, when you
tried to diddie her over the tickets at
the cinema '™

* Ha, ha, ha!"

“I didn't!” roared Wally Bunter.

“You did!” said Sammy warmly.
“ You arranged for Bessie to take the
tickets, and to square afterwards, and
then vou pretended—""

“I1—X didn"t!™ : :
“ Pretended you thought she was going
to stand treat, and Bessie was as waxy
as anything. And I'll bet gnu a tanner,”
continued Bammy, *‘that she'll make you
pay for the telephone-calls drem Red
clyffe, even if she has to ring up again!”

“Oh, my hat! Will she—will she ring

up again 2" : . s :
~Tur Magyer Liseiry.—No, 582.



0 covirsn she will 1

“Oh dear!”

"1 suppose she's coming here,” said
Sammy. ' Bhe wouddn't be ai Redelyfie
itherwise, I suppose,”

“C-c-coming here!” gasped Wally.

“Of course.™

“Oh, Jerusalem !

“Don’t you want to see her?®” asked
Peter Todd.,  “You upnatural voung
wathen ! DBon't you want to zea yvour
wn sigter 7't

“Yor—mna! Oh! AR!T
Snoap of the Remove came hurrying
lawn from the School House. Ile eame
breathlessly np to Bunter.

“ You're wanted,” he aapld.

UHas Bessie rung up azain?” grinned
Sanmy.

" Wingate says——

“Ol, hother Wingafe'" corovw Jodd
Wally. *“*Wingate's ton jolly obliging. |
He shoaldn't let kids use the telaphone,™

“T'H tell Bessio that '™ sail Srinmy.

Sulney James Snoop gave Tnnter a
very peculiar leok.  Snoop had become
rather frigndly with Banter of late, and j-
the fat junior had done him some good
turns. And a veey qiueer skspicion had
ome into Bnoop’s mind with regerd to
the Owl of the Remave. That suspicion |
e kept to hamself, however.

“Wingate sags-—-" he re-connmenced.”

“Oh, never mind Wingate! Tet's
get on owith the ericket ' eaid Wally
Bunter,

“But I've got to give you Wingate's
message.  He says vour sister— "'

“Oh dear "

“* 8he says she's going to ving np aguin
in five minutes,” said Bnoop, “You're
to be at the telephone then, ™

“Oh erikevy!?

“Wingate savs you can wait i the
prefect’s room,” sid Bhoop.- * Hadn't.
you better go ™ . T 7 o

"I-_a._I L, Nn‘ ]', T 1 )

" Look here, Bunter, don’t be such a
fat worm ! said Boh Cherry indignantly,

go, I'll go, and let vour

i

“If you don't
eister know that we're not all savages at

Greyiviars, I she's coming here thia
afternoon  she's got to be freated

decently, you fat hounder 1

“"You—-von don't underatand "

“ No, 1 jolly well don't ! growled Dob.
“1f I had the -geod lvck to have a sister
I shouldn't treat her like that. 1 think
you're a worm !V

“The wormfulness is  lerrific,
esteemed, measly Bunter,”
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

Wally’s fat face was crimson.’

The juniors were quite shoeked at Liimn,
and the unhappy vouth eounld not explain
why he dreaded an interview with the
gister of the genuine Billy. ITe had his !
scevet to keep, i

" Well, are yeu going *” demanded Boh
ciuffly,

“Nen-nn, ™

“Then I'f] go,™

“Haold on ¥ exclainied
unxionsly,  “Tt's all right.
sippose Bessie is set on coming here.
ff—if T don't g9 and answer her, I—--IJ
dare say she'll go home agai.”

“After comiine as far as Redelyfe 1
exclaimed Bob.

" Well, you see——

“Bhe’s coming here all right,” =aid
Sammy Bunter,  “She’s mentioned in
her letiers latelv that she’s thinking of
civing us a Jook:in. You know she as,
Bally 1 :

“ Well, if you won’t go 1o the ‘phone,
Billy Bunter, I'll go, and I'll give her an
mvitation in the name of the Reniove '
exciaimed Bob Cherry.

*“ Hear, hear ! grinned Jolinny Bull,

“I—I—1 gay——>™

“Rats! You've said enough !

“Go it, Bob !" said Wharton.
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1y
murmniod i

Wally
I—1I don't

he's at erinket.”

“T'm going L1

Al Bob Cherry strode away to the
School House with g ruffled brow, and
Wally Bunter blinked after him—-over
Billy  Bunter's  epectacles—in  utter
dismay,

§ s e ———

THE THIRD CBAPTER,
Not Polite !

U4 7-4-0-2-2-7
The telephone-bell was hegine

ning at Bob Cherry entered the

prefeets’ wvoam  in the  Sehool
Henise

Wingate and Gwynne of the Sixth
were chatting at a window, amd they
slanced round at the junior. Ceorge
Wingate frowned,

“fsn't Dunter cntaing ™ he demanded.

“I've come for him, Wingate, He's—

TOh wll right! You may as well give
Miss Bunter a hint that the telephone
wasn't put here to be Tung up by kids
at raflway-stations,” said the captain of
Greyiriars, '

Oh, all right ! stammered Bob.

RBuz-zz.z.z.2 z!

Bab Cherry took off the recciver.

“Hallo, halio, hallo !
- Is that yoeu, Billy#”

“No; it’s Bob (‘hoerry.™

“Oh, I know your name ! Billy's men.
tioned you to me.” came Miss Bunter's
voice over the wires, ‘‘Youw're the kid
he Licked, ain’t you %"

“What 7" .

“Why doesn't Billy come?"

Cherry breathed hard over the
receiver,  Apparently Billy Bunter, in
relating at beme His oxploits at schonl,
had included a deseription of an Inagin-
ary fight with Bob_in which he had come
nﬁ;f best, ™ it RS

“The fat roiter!' mumnured Bob
wrathfully,

“Eh—what did yon sav?”

“N-nnothing,™

“Were you calling me names, Bob
Cherry "

“Oh, no, no! Certainty not! T—]
was alloding to yeur brother,"” gasped
Hob. "“Borry!”

Oh, that’s all right! T see you know
Billy.” ¥

“Oh !

“I'n waiting at Redclyffe Station
went on the fat voice. ““1ve got nearly
half an hour to wait for a train, I made
the wrong ehange owing to mistaking
the name of the station. I'm going on
ta Courtfield.”

“Yﬂﬂ?”

“Where's Billy £

“He’s on the cricket-ground,™

“Not plaving cricket ™

“Yes. Practice,”

“Oh erumbs !
could play cricket.
to come to the telephone. Tell the fat
bonnder T want to speals to him !

I never Lnew Billy

" He—he-—he's rather busy, I've eome |

istead.

“ Br-r-r-r! Just  hike Billy! e
always was a selfish beast!"
“Oh !
“I've been put to no end of troubla
1 belephoming to hin,”  went on  Miss

Bunter peevishly, T got the head-
master’s number first, pud the old chap
was no end suappy,” :

“Oh, my hat!”

“Then T looked out some other Grey-
friars numbere in the book, and got on
to somebody with a voice like g saw, who
said he was My, Prout—-"

“That’s our master of the Fifth,”
gasped Bob,

M He refused to send for Billy for me
to speak to him,” continued Miss Bunter
indignantly.  “I don’t think much of

Greyfriars mauners.”

Look here! Tell him |
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“D-d-don't. you ™

“No, 1 don't! Lot of Huns, I should
say! And now I've pot through Billy
won't come. Br-r-rerp!”

“1t's toe bad!” said Beb. “Biilv's
rather—ahem !—busy at  the present
moment.  I—I hope you're coming to
Greyfriars, Miss Bunter.”

“Yes, I'm coming, 1 get to Conrtfield
at half-past three ”

“Good! We shall all be very glad to
gee o, It will be a pleasure to all the
Remove!” said -Bob gallantly.

As a matter of absolite fact, Bob did
not anticipate any very great {;_!l"ﬂﬁtll"t‘.: in
meeting Miss Bessie Bunter, but he feit
that ha was bfund to make np for the
Owl's shorfeomings as far as possible.

* That's very niee of you,” said Bessio
Bunter, * Does Billy waut ta see me?”

“Ahemi!  He—he's bound 1en g
e wasped Bob,

“Well, hie's never been specially keen
croiny coming to Grevfriars, or T should
haova come before. 1 shouldn’t be CONTIE
now, ouly I'm going to Lexham to stay
with sty aunt, and I shall pass near
Greyfriars, so I thought 1'd eall in for
the five shillings he owes me,™

i (_Tll !!l_

“You can toll him to have the five
hob readv, or there will be trouble!™
added Miss Bunter,

T will™

“And T want him to mect me at Court-
field Station. I don’t know the way to
Greyirars. ™ :

“I-T'lL tell him.?

“Tell hun that if he doesn’t some I'A1
scratch ham [

“Oh! Ah! Yes”

“Tell him T shall lave tea at Grey-
friars, foo. That's important. Mind you
don’t fargei that.”

i &""q‘ iy

* And—-u™

Miss Bunter’s voice ceased suddenlv.
She had had her money’s worth, Bob
listened for a minute or so, bLut there
was nothing more. Miss Bunter wis not
expeuding another threcpence,

Bob Cﬁﬂrry put up the receiver, and
left the prefects’ room.

He returned to the cricket:ground,
where he found Bunter at the wicke's
again. But the Owl of the Remove was
baiting very badly now, He had a worry
on his mind, and 1t was spoiling b4
form. Bammy Bunter was lookine o
with a grin. .

“I told you he couldu’t play cricket,

Li_!l*

you fellows,” Bammy remarked. * You
can’t spoof me, you know !
Vernon-Smit was howline, The

Bounder knocked down Bunier's wicket
with the greatest ease, and the fat
junior gave it up., He ecame off. with
his bat under his fat arm, as Boh Cherry
arrived.

“ Bunter, you fai bounder—-"'

“Well 7" prunted Wally,

“Pve epoken to your sister.”

Grunt !

“Bhe'll be at Cowmrtfield  af
three, and
station.”

*Oh, crumbs 1™

“Bhe’s coming to colleet the five bab
you owe her——7?

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Lalf-past
¥ou're to meet her at the

“1 don’t owe her five boh ! howled
Wally, - _
“You do!” hooted Sammy. “She's

mentioned it lots of times in her letters,”

*Oh, go and eat coke !™ :

" She's going to have tea heve,” said
Bob, *and if you don’t meet her at the
station, she’s going fo scratch you,™ .

*“ Ha, ha, ha!™ : ;

“And she jolly well will, too,” said
Sammy  Bunter confidently., “ Vo
remember the time she seraty you for
bagging her cake, Billy1” G :

“% didu’t " shrieked Wallg,
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“Yes, you did! And you were going
to punch her nose for seratching yon,
only cousin Wally was there, and he
took vou by the back of the neck,' said
Saminy, lttle drewming  that it was
cousin Wally to whom ho was speaking.

*“Oh, shut up, you fut httle rotter!”
crowled Wally, as-the juniors roared with
Iaughter., They were getling guite an
insight into the happy cowditions reign-
1ur in the Bunter houschobd,

“T'H tell you what I'Il do,” said
Samihiy. “You give me the five bob to
take to her, and I'll go and meet her at
the station.”

“You'll go to the tuckshop and blue it
on tarts, you mean!” suapped Wally.

* Look here, Billy-——-"

“Rata! Youn-—vyou can go to the
gtation 1f vou like——-""

“With the five bob 7%

“No!" roared Wally.

“Then I'm jolly well not going.”

And SBammy Bunter rolled away,

apparently washing his bands of the
whole matter. _

Wally glanced round at the grinning
JHNLOTE,

“You fellows seem jolly amused!” he
anapped.

“We're going to see Bessie sevatch you
wien she comes!”  grinned DBolsover
major, “I'll hold yon fast ewough 1if
vou try to punch her nose, I promise
vou L'

“[ wouldn't do such a thing, you silly
asa!l"

Rammy says-

" Bother Bammy! I—1 say, Wharton,
will you give my cous—my—wy sistor
a message when sho comest” _

“Certainly. What is it asked ilarry.

“Tell her U'm called away, and—and
I'm sorry 1 cun't sce her this aftertoon,”
stammered Wally, “I—I've pob to go
out,™

Harry Wharton frowned,

“You've got to go oul?” he repeated.

(1% YEE+HP

“Is it important?™

“ Vopy,™

“This is the first we've heard of 14"
said Harry, “ You never intended 40 go
ont till you found that your sister was
corung, you fat fraud! Look here,
Buonter, dou't be such a pig. You can't
vo out !

“And you sha'n't!” roared DBob
Cherry. :

“1 suppoze it's my bizney whether 1
go out or not?" hooted Wally.

M No, 1t _isn't!” anawered Bob de-
cidedly. “*You belong to the Remave,
and you're pot goiug to disgrace us by
acting like a Prussian ITun. If you don't
know how to treat your sister decently
yvou'll be shown,”

“Look here

“You start to go out, and I'll siop von
fust enough,’” said Bob grimly, I
wonder you ain’t ashamed of vourself,"

L3

L

“Look here, Bunter—" beran
Nugent,

“I'm pgoing out!” said Wally
obstinately, -

“You're not!" answered Bob.

“I'll show you, Lless your cheek!”
growled Wally,

Aud he strode away in the direction
of the gates. The next moment Dob
Cherry was striding after him, and his
grasp closed on Bunter's collar, and the
far junior was whirled bLack.

-

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Bid for Liberty!

b AH! Leggo!"
i ““Hold him !
| Johnny Bull,

“*Ha, ha, ho!"

grinned

Wally Buonter spun round in HBolr !
Cherry's grasp, his fat face red with |

W wrath

e
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anxious to

e was almosi fmurishll\,;
unter eould

get away before Bessio

possibly arrive at Greyfriara,
He had passed himself off on all Grey-

friars as Willlam George Bunter—juat

as Billy Bunter hud pussed himself off-

af =t. Jum's az Walter Calbert Bunter,
But, though ke was quite coufident of
piaying the part successfully in the
KRemove, he dreaded the sharpnesa of
feminine cxea. . He avoided Sammy
Bunter of the Second as muclh as he
could, though there was little danger of
deteetion  in that quarter.  Whether
bBessie Bunter would detect the imposture
or not Wally could 1ot tell, but he feared
it. Female ¢ves were sharper than
e¥es of the masculine variety, he knew,
And besides, Bessie was certain to refer
to home affairs with which Billy was
acquainted, and Wally assuredly was not.
It was ounlv too probable that her
suspicions would be aroused if she found
lrer supposed brother Billy ignorant of
things she mentioned, which Billy him-
sl conld not possibly be 1gnorant of.
And if Bessig *tumbled " to the-truth,

Three-halfpence. b

Wally breathed hard. ~It was only im-
portant that he should not meet Billy
Bunter’'s sister at close quarters; but he
could not explain that.

““Blessed if I ever heard of such a
pig !” said Ogilvy, in disgust. “ Why, a
Hun would have betier manners than
that ! Don't let him go !

“I den’t mean to,” said Bob.

*"Tain’t your business . roared Wally.

HI'm making it my business, my fat
mppn,” retorted Bob Cherry. “If a
lady Lionowrs Greyiriars with a visit she's

ot to be treated eivillv, If it's the five

b {uu'r:: worryiig about, we'll lend
you that.”

“*The lendfulness will bse a terrifie
pleasure, my esteemed fat Bunter.”

“I tell you—--"

“*Well, you're 1ot going,” said Bob,

“Bunter will have to go out if le's
going to the station,” remarked Sidney
James Snoop.

“Not vet,” answered Beb. “Tt isn't
time yet, for nearly an hour. And when
he goes he won't go alone—lic's going in

., S

-'-"._;.._f_"
.1_

[

Before he quite knew what was happening Bob Cherry was sitling in the grass
and Bunter was streaking at top speed for the gates, (See Chapter 4.)

the secret would be a secret mo longer,
and Wally's adventure at Groyfriars

would come to a sndden and inglorious,

termination,

It was impossible to explain te the
juniors wiﬂ!!mlt betraying himself, and
without explavation it was impossible
for them to understand why the fat
junior should act with such utter dis-
courtesy towards the fair visitor.

They had, perhaps, no right to inter-
fere if DBunter cliose to act like & Hun,
but they assumed the right for the
honour of the Remove, Huch lack of the
most elementary manners reflected upon
the Form,

Bob Cherry's face was
he grasped the fat junior
and jerked hnim back.

“No, you don't!" he said.

“Leggo!” roared Wally,

“ Rats "

“T've got to

* Bosh ["

“It’a important !* howled Wally.

“Where does the impprtance come in

uite grim as
y the collar

go ouf, I tell you!"

‘all of a sudden?” asked Harry Wharton,

company, to sce that he acts like a
cwi]iﬁe E?hrist:;?n.”

“Oh, you gilly ass!” groaned Wally,
“You don't understand :E g

“I understand that you're not going g
disgrace the Remove with the manners
of a Prussian Hun!”

“Will you let go?"

“No, 1 won'i, till vou're indoors!”

“Then I'll jolly well make vou!”

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“*Make away !” he said cheerily. “It
scems that you've told your sister a yarn
about having licked me at school——"

“I—1 haven’t!”

““Bhe said so on the telephone. Now's
your chance to make it good,” said Bob.
“1'm waiting to be licked.” :

i Lﬂ-tr gf.'l !"H

LT} Rﬂ.tﬂ !H
“Then here goes ! _
Bob Cherry grinned as the fat junior

grasped him, ué his grin faded away
the next moment. Billy Bunter certainly

could have made no mors im n
upon the sturdy Bob th&n.n.lﬂ%:u
- Tue Magxer Lisrany.- No.
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Jpon a  Brobdingnagian; but b was
Wally that Bob had to deal with, if he
had only known it. To his amarzement,
i found Bunter's grasp like iron, and a
fat leg was hooked in his, and before he
nuite knew what waes happening, Bob
Cherry was sitting in the grass, and
Bunter was streaking at top speed for the
gates, )

“Oh ! gasped Doh,
“Ha, ha, hal”
“ After him !’ velled Nugent.
o Tally-ho V'’ roared Bolsover major.
- With a rush, o doren Removites were
aftar the fleeing Bunter. They cxpected
to run down the fat juntor half-way to
tie gates; but they i:m‘l forgotten the
new form Bunter had shown of late.
With all the weight he had to earry,
Wully Bunter was fleet of feot, and he
kopt tlie start he had gained,

Bob Cherry scrambled up in great
viath and joined in the chase.

But Bunter kept well ahead, and he
vhnshed out of the open gaicway into
the read well ahead of Lis pursuers.

“Put it on!” gasped Wharton,

“* After him !”

* Btap, Bunter, you rofter "

- Waily did ot stop, and he did not
heed. He felt that the success of e
wdventure at Greyiriars depended on his
speed, and he put all his beef into it
The pace at which he went up the road
made the juniors stare as they rushed in
Fursuit,

In o few minutes half the pursuers had
dropped hopelessly out of the chase,

But the Famous Five, and several
more, kept up the rununing, and Wharton
and Iuriee Singh began to gun on
Wally Banter a little.

“Bow't let him get away!" gasped
Bob Cherry. " 1t's up to us now I

“ You bet 1™ S,

“Put-it onl® 5 |
Whe ths dickens would have thought
thc fat bounder eould misele like that?”
gasped Johnny Bell,

Wally Bunter locked back.

Wharton and Hurree Singh were gain-

ing, and half a doren others just keeping

F{l{"i’-‘!. The fat junior put on a spurt, his
ips set, and hiz eyes gleaming over Billy
Bunter's glasses.

Harvy Wharton forged ahead of the
aabob, and gained steadily now. Wally

heard his hard breathing close behind, |

closer and closer,
™ Stop,
Wharton. ;

His ouistretched hand touched Wally's
houlder,

The fat junior stopped suddenly and
backed. Harry Wharton crashed into
him, and the fat figure stood like a rock,
Wharton felt as if he had dashed into a
stone wall. Ile staggered back, and sal
down in the lane.

“Ow ! he gasped.

Wally Bunter laughed breathlessly as
ne started again, But he had lost a fow
moments, and those few woments were
enough. The Heet-footed nabob was
upon him, and a dusky hand grasped
Wally’s collar from behind,

you fat duffer!” panted

Hurree Singh was on his guard, and he .

was not caught as Wally backed at him,
e spun the fat junior round in a circle,
witlh an iron grasp on his collar.
“Caught ! roared Johuny Bull,
“The catchfulness is terrific !
“Yarooh! Leggol™
“Rats, my estecmed,
Bunter "

fatheaded

Wally grasped the Nabob of Bhanipur |

desperately; but Wharton was up now,
and grasping the fat junior
arms were pinned,
*“Got him!"” panted Wharton.
““Hurrah 1"
* Now, you fat bounder—-"
Tae Macwer Lisrany, - No. 582,

Wally's

=

]

*Let me g0

“No fear!
”1'!"_'-. friees !

“1 wun't 1™

“You'll jolly well see!” grinned Bob
Cherry.  “ March him along, you chaps,
and I'll follow behind, 'l help him if
he slacks 1™

“ Leok here——77

“March 1"

yelled Wally furiously,
You're commng back to

Wally resisted as he msvchied towards
Greyfnars. Then Bob Chlerry's boot
came into play, Bl !

“Yooap! "

“Fll keep it up as long as you do,”
said Bob.

*“Ha, ha, ha }*

Wally Dunter did not keep it op. He
marched,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Coker Chips In !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. came
H i at the gates of Greviriars,
with the Owl of the: Remove
their midst, in triumph. t
Wally Bunter was red and weathful:
Lut there was no help for it. The
Famous Five did not mean o let him go.
They bad decided that it was up to them
to see that Bessiec Bunter was treated
with courtesy at Greyfriars by her
brother Bully; aud what Billy lacked in
courtesy they were ready to impart to
him by drastic methods of instrustion.
The hapless Wally could have ex-
plainied, certainly, that he wasn’t Billy;
but that was not feasible under the cir-
cumstances. He could only grin and
bear it, or bear it, at all events, even if
he could not grin- - 3
boy!" grinned

“This  way, dear
Nugent. And the fat junior was walked
seross - the quad vowards the Scheol
House, :

Coker and Potter and Greene of the
Fifth were chatting on the steps, and
they pglanced curiously at the httle crowd
of jumars. Wally determined to appeal
to them for help—a rather desnerate

i resoliree ;. but better than meeting Dessie

Dunter face to face.

“oker!” he gasped.

“Hallo ¥ enid the great Horace loftily,

“ Lend me a hand, old chap.”

Caker frowned,

" Not so much of your old chap,” he
satd severely., “T don't allow Remove
fars to call me old chap !”

“Lend me a hand, will you?” howled
Wally.

“No, he wou't,” said Bob Cheryy.
“Come i, Bunty. You'll get the frog's
march if you don't walk in,”

“You silly ags——"

“Kim on ! .

“iere, hold on!" exclaimed Coker,
sbowding in the way,
this ts abont.”

“Get aside!” snapped Wharton.

Coker planted himself in the way.

“Now, what's the matter?” he de-
manded. * You can appeal to me, all of
you, and I'll decide the matter!”

Horace Coker of the Fifth was g great
man in his own eyes; and he rather
funcied hinrself in the role of & Lord of
Appeal. But the chums of the Remave
did not fancy him in that role at all
They did not intend to stand any inter-
ference from the Fifth,

“"Buzz off, you silly fathead !I” was’

Wharton's answer,

" None of your cheek, Wharton—-"

“"Lend me a hand, Coker!™ gasped
Wally.

“ You fat rotter—ealling in the Wifth !
exclaimed Frank Nugent indignantly,
“Do you call that playing the game?”
M Toad!” satd Vernon-Bmith,

Wally fushed,

“Let's hear what

But {or his haunting dread of meeting
Bessio Buuter he certainly would net
have thought of appealing for aid outside
the Form. But the case was desperate.
He simply had to elude Bessic :umehow.

“I—I say——" he stammered.

“kim on!" said Beb Cherry,

*I—I wont! JI—"

“Halt!” said Coker steruly. “I'm

gomg to see 1o the rights of this
matter, Wharton! I can’t allow bully-
g 1"

" You silly chump " roared Wharion.

" Enough of that! Now, tell mo what's
Your row with Bunter, and 1'll decide
whether 1o let you go ahegd '**

“Coker, old chap—"" murmured
recoe,

“"You dvy up, Greene !V

“DBut I say ” began Poiter.

“1on’t say anything, Potter! T'm
settling this affair!” said Cokor loftily.

Potter and Greene exchanged a glance,
und strolled away. If the great Cloker
chose to get mixed up in o row with a
gang of fags that was his look-sut; and
he could extricate himself from the con-
sequences without their help, 'That was
what Coker's chums thought.

Horace Coker did not heed their de-

rture.  He fixed a stern lock upon
rry Wharton' & Co., helding up h's
hand commandingly,

Apparently Coker supposed that the
stern lonk and the upraized hand would
daunt the unruly fags and bring them to
& respectful stop. On that peint Coker
was mistaken—as he frequently was,

Wharton whispored quickly to kis com-
rades, and Wally-Bunter yelled as he
was seized by many hands and swept off
his feet. - - :

“Rush him!” rap out Wharton.

The juniors charged, holding Bunter
as a soit of hattermgaam; and the fat
Jumor crashed inte Horace Coker with a
mighty crash. '

Bunter’s weight was no joke—and with
the force of half a dozen Rewovites
behind it it was irvesistible,

Horace Coker went spinuing backwards
under the shock, :

Crash !

“Yoop!” roared Coker Lreathlessly, as
he sat down inside the doorway. *J—
Yah! Ob! ¥ou young rotters! Yooop!”

“Come on!” wasped Wharton.

The Removites rushed the wrggling
Bunter up the big staircase. They were
anxious to get off the ecene. The uproar
must certainly have been heard in many
quarters, and they were willing to leave
Coker to explain to any masters who
might come along to inguire.what tho
din was about.

At a rush the janiors went up the stair-
case with Bunter, leavmg Coker spraw-
ling on the floor, spluttering,

“Yow-ow-ow! Woop!"?
* Coker!™ - :
Mr. Quelch came whisking out of his

stiedy with an angry face. i

He had been reading over somis of the
Head's Ciceronian notes on * Epta epi
Thebas,” to give the Head his opinion
later on i and, naturally, he was annoyed
by a disorderly interruption. It was
really bard blines if a hard-working Form-
master could nat read over Clicerontan
notes on a half-holiday without being
interrupted by a terrific uproar.

“Coker1 Boy!™ thundered Mlp,
Quelch.

“Ow! Oh! Ah!”

“You utterly ridiculous bovy!” ex-
claimed the Remove-master, "I—fﬂw dare
you play these childish tricks! Get up
off the floor at oncel” :

“Ow! Woooh!'

YXou-

“1 am auFrpns&ﬁ at you, Coker!
ift

are in the h Form, and yet you are

| sprawling about en the floor 1n a manner

that would be sheckingly und

ign

T i
i

e A
S x

ifed 1n.
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-
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a little boy in the Second Form! Cet|

up at once!” 4

* “Why, I—I—I—" spluttered Coker,
*“1I shall report this to your TForm-

master, Coker! You absurd, ridiculous,

noisy—— Ah! Here is Mr. Prout!”
“What ever is the matter ¥"" exclaimod

Mr. Prout, hurrying up.

M, (ﬁueieh pointed o thin forefinger at
"the hapless Coker, who was sitting up by
this time, trying to get his second wind.

“That absurd boy ' he answered. ** He

appears to find some extraordinary grati-
ficatton in sprawling about noisily on the
loor! ®uch absurdity in a Fifth Form
senior boy is—is, really—""'

“Bless my soul! Coker!

once 1

“Ow! I=T—="

“Obey me, s'r!” thundered the IMifth
Form master,

Coker staggered up daredly,

e W | :E‘{:.g Helede

“Hawve y;rfd po = nize ol JiBfity, sir®
exelaimed Mr. Prout. “I am not sur-
prised-that 8Mr., Queleh iz shocked at vou,
Coker!
a junior
undignified

“1 trust no
with emphasis,

"1 am ashamed, dhgou, ('oker!”

* But—but I—T wasn I 1dn’t
I never—" stuttered “the unhappy
Horace, *I assure vou I—ow '—1 never
—wasn't—didn't——"

“You need not stand thers stuitering
incoherent words, Coker! Go to your
study at onee; and-waite gui o hundred
lines from the * Fneid '™

“But I—I—I—-"

**Go !t thundered Mr, Prout,

“J—1I assure you, sir—-""

“Io you wish me to tanke
collar, Coker "

“ﬂf:. crumbs !

Coker went.

et up at

rm, would act in so utterly
manner!"”
Voexclaimed Mr. Quelch

von by the

[

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
In Durance Vile !

ke OODR old Coker!”™ murmured Bob
P Cherry, almost snffocating with
merriment. ** Alwars ﬁﬁﬁ‘a’iﬂ
in where he isn't wanted, an

always putting his hoof in it!"

The Removites chuckled.

The turn of the big staircase Lid them
from below, and they had Lad the en-
tertainment of hearing the two Form
masters rating Horace Coker, and they
seemed to find it amusing. FEven Wally
Bunter was grinning. :

“Now bring that fat bounder to his
study " said Harry Wharton. “ Rell him
along if‘he won't walk '

“Look here " began Wally,

‘" Bhurrnp "

Wally Bunter cast a lonzing rlance
towards the staircase. But several hands
were upon him, and he was marched
along to No. 7. The Famous Five, and
Peter Todd and Vernon-BSmith and
squiff and Ogilvy, followed him in. Tom
Nutton, the deaf junior, was in the study,
busy at Vrench; and he locked up i |
surprise at the invasion.

“Hallo! What's up?” he asked,

“*It's all right!” said Peter Todd.

“Who!" asked Dutton. J

“Eh? Who what?”

“Who's going to fight?"

“Oh, my hat! Nobady ! howled Peter, |
“It's all right!”

“There isn't much room in this study
for a fight, Peter. Better go down to
the gym, 1 should think! Besides, Bun-
ter's going Lo help me with my French !”
said the deaf junior. “Have you finished
cricket practice, Bunter?”

Wally nodded. Tt was casier fo answer

“ " Are
Peter?” asked Tom Dutton, in surprise. |

No boy in his Form, although|

Tom Duttorn with his head than with
his lnngs,
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“AN right! T've got the ¢ Tenriade *
herve,” said Dutton.  * Mossoo's marked
the passage I'm to take to him, and I'd
be glad if you'd help me. If vou other
fellows want to figlit you can go into the
passage !

“We don't want to fight!" roared Bob
Cherry.

“What rot!” said Dutton, staring at
Lhim, “Whe's in a fright, I'd like to
know? Not me! You couldu't frichten
me, Bob Cherry—aunless vour face did it!
"That might!™

““Ha, ha, ha!'"

“Why, you silly ass—" began Bob.

[T E]l?"'!

*“Fathead!" i

“I can't hear what vou say if you

mumble like that, Bob Cherry! Why
don't you speak plain?”
“Oh, my hat!" gasped Bob, %I give

it upt Why don’t you keep a megaphone
i this study, Toddy " .
: these -fellows  staving  here,

FPeater noddi-d,

“What for?”

“To see that Dunter does not mizzle.”

“Not Bob Cherry!" exclaimed Dt
ton, ‘“He's not going to whistle lLere!
[I:Iﬂ j';'I.'hiﬁti:h:*a ltke a roailway-engine in a
k!’

“Don't explain!”  goasped Wharton,
“My ear-drums won't stand it!  Now.
Bunter, you've got to skay in this study
till 1t's time to go to the station to meet
yvour sister.””

“I'm not going!"

“Well, we'll go for vou, then!" said
Bob Cherry. *You can bLelp Dutton
with hiz French, if you like! Blessed if
I know how you can help anybody at
Fmrru::;h, or anything else, a dunece Lke
Fon .

“You'll stay here, Bunter,” said Peter
Tadd,

“1 wont!”
“Why don’t you want to meet your
sister ¥" demanded Peoter,

“Find outt” :

“*Do you think vour manners are a
credit to the Romove 72

“ Blow the Remove!"

“Bomp him ! exclaimed Johnny Bull.

“Hold on—the study-floor won’t stand
it 1 This 13 my study, vou know!" eaid
Peter Todd. “Tf vou won't stav here of
vour own accord, Bunter, Fnu‘li be kept

ere. ‘These chaps can stuy in——"

“What about cricket?” asked Bob:

“Well, aomebody must stay and keep
an eya on the fat bounder.”

“You can do that, Toddy. The animal
s your study-mate.” :

“T'm going to play evicket.”

“Whell, so are we."”

“Dutton’s the man," said Vernon-
Smith. “If he’s going to do French
with Bunter he won't mind staving in.”

“Good egg! Tell him. Meter! You've
got the strongest lungs.”

“Thtton!" roared Peter Todd.

“Thi™ :T'um Dution looked up from
the * Henriade," where he was ‘ﬁ)nding

the place marked for him by Monsieur
Charpentier, * Did vou speak 7"

HDid I! Oh, crumbs! VYes, T did!
Bunter’s got to stay in the study!"™
roared Peter. “He's tryving to dodge
his sister, who's coming here to visit Lim.
Wo're not going to let him. Sec?"

“Let him see what ! asked Duiton,
catching the last words, and misunder-
standing as usual. ““He can see anything
he likes in tlis study, I supposge!”

“0Oh, help!”

“We want vou to keep Bunter from
scooting U roared Bob Cherry.

“What utter rot!” said Duotton, “ He
can't do any shooting in this study: Do
yvou mean with a pea-shooter §"

“Batter lock him ini” said Nugent,
Laughing. '

#No good lockine him in—he will

-

Thrze-halfpence. 7

mizzle out of the window down the ivy,
as he did that time when Clara Trevelyn

came here to hox his ears for his
wipudence ! growled Bob.
Peter Todd pnt his mouth near

Dutton’s ear, and bawled an explanation.
Dutton nodded, comprehending at last.
“Yon needn't Jmnt." he  said

peeviskly, “I'm not deaf. T can hear

you if you don't mumble.” :

“Oh, my hat !

T see that Bunter doesu't aet like a
pig,” said Dutton. “I'll keep him hera
all right. Besides, ho's going fo help
me with my French. 1 dare say yvou mis-
understand Bunter—he's not such a bad
sort as we used to think., Are you ready,
Bunter *"

“Oh, yes,” said Wallr,

here was evidently no ecscape at
present, though the fut junior had not by
any means given up the idea of escaping:-

He was anxious to get rid of the crowd,

as & preliminary. Iy

He sat down at thc ¥able with his deal
study-mate, and the juniors crowded out
of the study. Tom Dutton was an
athletic fellow, and suppoesed to be guite
capable of haundling a fat fellow like
Bunter, and he Ind agreed to keep the
Owl there.  And the Removites were
anxious to get hack to Little Side,

- " Safe enough,” remarked Bob Cherry,
as they went down thi®paszage, * Dlesscd
if I understand even Bunter being such
a mg. 1 thought ha was improvieg
lately—but he seems more piggy than
over. Some of us will have to zo te
Courtfield to bring his sister here.”

. “Time_ for some cricket first,”" gsaid

Harry Wharton, '

And the chums of the Remove left the
School House.

In Btudy No..T Wally Bunter and Tom
Dutton worked at the * Henriade * for a
quarter of an hour; and. in that time the
fat junior—whno was remarkably good al

French—helped Tom ever the difficult -

passa

- :
wnks very much!™ said Dution.
“You're a good sort, Bunter. Tsn't it
queer that you used to be considered a
regular all-round pig?"

Wally grinned. He wondered whether
his cousin Billy, who had taken his place
at St. Jim’s, was there copsidered an all
round pig. It was very probable.

“I'm really obliged,” went on Dutton.
“I'm going to stand something for tea,
Bunter., If your sister's coming, as
Toddy says, 1 suppose vou'll have her
here to tea?” :

“*No fear!”

(13 Eh ?"‘F‘
ol to take that to Meosgsoon t™

L2

“You'va
shouted Wally,

“Oh, yes."

“ Better take it at once”

“You'll stay here till I-come. back **

No reply. Al

“You zee, I've told the fellows T won't
let you bunk, "’ said Dutten. * You come
with me to Mossoo’s study, then.”

“Right-hot” said Wally, with alacrity,

Once dewnstairs, he thought he would
soon find an opportunity of slipping

away. :
T}{n two juniors left the study together
and went down. The House seemed
deserted below ; on that fine half-holidayr
everyone was out of doors—or nearly so,
They arrived together-at Monsieur Char-
Fa-nt’mr’i study, whore they found the
"rench master sitting by his window,
reading a “Figaro " three days old.
Mossoo laid down his paper as Duttor
came in with the ‘‘Henriade:” Wally
followed him in, with. a very patient
expression; but as soon as Dutton was
busy with the French master
junior stepped quietly out of
mito the passapge. Ve
“Bunter 1" ejaculated Dutton.

Ae LU
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Wally drew the door shut.

“Garcon!” exclaimed Monsieur Char-
pentier, as Dutton made a movement
towards the door. * You are interrupting
vourself, wn't 4] Pay me ze attention,
nwon garcon 1

There was no help for it. Tom Dutton
had to remain; and Wally, with a grin
on lus fat face, walked down the passage
—to liberty.

e e

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

# No Go !
- ILLY !
B Wally Bunter stopped, with a
frown. He was peering
v cautiously out of the doorway
of the School House, calenlating his

chances of making a break for the gates;
and be was about to put his chance to
tne test when Sammy Bunter rolled up

k trand Sehool Stoery appears in

and gave him g brotherly poke in the
i, "

“They've heen ragging yom, h:ﬂfe.u't;]I
they 1" grinned Sammy.

“Yes!" growled Wally.

“Why don’t you want to see Bessie?”

ik Br_l'._-i_,“_"r !fl .

“Of course, she isn't very niee,” said
mammy, with the candour of o near vela-
tion, “but you oughtn’t to try to clear
off just because she’s coming. She would
be awbolly waxy if she knew,™

“Oh, bother !

“If 4t’s the five hob—"

“1t 1sn’t, you fat dudffer!” grewled
Wally.

“Then what 15 1t77

No answer, : e

“I don’t quite understand you, and
that's a fact,” said Banter minor. * You
seom” 4, different chap smoice that time
cousin Wally came_to wj us here,  What
pre you grinning at 77800 :

Wally did not explain,

“I thipk the fellows are gnite night to
Lheop: you in,” ceuntinued Bammr, 1
think ¥on're dn awful pig; Dilly! Are
your eatiing ofl now 7 '

“Yea, you ass!”

“I don’t really think I cught o let
vou go,” eaid Sammy, shaking his head.
“It's not treating Dessie decently. She’s
never been to (reyfriars before, and I
don't see why you can’t be civil
pater wouwld jolly well lick you if he knew
* how vou were behaving !™

“Will vou ghut up and cut off 7" de-
III'i'Il.I_E{'!'[] ‘Vﬂjl_}'.

“Certainly not!” answered Sammy
laftly. “1I'm shocked at you, Billy, and
disgusted, ton!  I'm not going to let
vou mizsle !

Wally Bunter elenched a fat hand, but
lunter minor only grinned,

“T'I yell I he said.

The fat hand was unclenched again.
Wally did not want to have a crowed of
the Remove on his track again. He
glanced nneasily along the passage. Tom
Nutton might be released any moment
fromy the French master's sindvy.

“Are you hongry, Bammy?” he asked
at last.

“What-ho!” said Sammy, with deep
fecling. T only had three helpings at
dinner, and I've had nothing. since ex-
copting some toffee and a cake.™

“I say, cut off to the tuckshop and
et moe some tarte, will you 77

“Mrs, Mimble 13 out of tarts.”™

“Well, a cake, thm‘l—anfyth]ng Font
like ! said Wally desperately,  ** Mrs.

LS |

Mimble has some nice bol cakos——
“Very small ones,” said Sammy Bun-

tet dispavagingly. " Not much bigger

than a biseuit.” '
:'_“P”, o twa-bob one, then” ;
_'I say, Billy, she's pot some really

nice cakes at ihl'l:“‘l."-.i-}.]i(]-,i]':'{-—-l‘!]ﬂllgh for
'THE Macxer Ligriry., No. 582
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This
Weak's
one chap, anyway,” said  Sammy.
(TS E i L1
vould ¥ou like ane of those T

The two Bunters eyed one another.

Bamnmy was grinning.

Three-and-six ¢vidently was the price
of Bammy’s silence,

Wally Bunter fumbled in his pocket,

cand without another word drew out a

half-erown and a shillmg, and passed
the coins into the fat palm of Bunter
minor,

That cheery youth did not waste time
when the plunder was once in his grasp.
Like the gentlemen in * Macheth,” he
stood not upon the order of his going,
but went at once.

The fat fag fairly streaked across the
quadrangle to Mrs. Mimble's little shop
in the corner behind the trees. Appa-
rently Bessig's claims to courteous con-
sideration did not weigh in 8ammy’s fat
mind in comparison with a threc-and-
sixpenny ¢ake, . .

Wally drew a breath of relief when lLic
was gone. As soon as Samany W
vanished the fat j
tiously, and saw tl]mt the coast was elear.
He was stepping out of the doorway
wahen there was a shout behind him.,

* Bunter, stop!" '

It was Tom Dutfon. e had finiched
with the French master in time, owing
to Sammy’s unfortunate intervention.
He came down the corridor at a great
burst of speed, ,

“HBtop ! -he shoutedd.
- Wally set his tecth
into the guadrangle,

_ Al -depended on
his speed now. :
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unsor Toeked out cau-

and dashed ant

1 Bob Cherry.

! fully.

Grder Now.-

“Btop him!" roared Tom Dutton, as
he dashed down the steps after the Owl
of the Remove, .
_There was a shout from several dirce-
tions. Bolsover major was talking with
Dupont of the Remowe under the elms,
and he rushed at once to eut off Bunter,
%_s his attention was drawn to the fugi-
ve,

Wally dodged round him desperately,
but he dodged in vain. Bolsover major's
grasp closed on him.

“No, you don’t!” grinned Bolsoyer.

Wally grasped him fiereely, and Percy”
Bolsover, much to his wsstonishment,
found the fat junier quite as muvch as ho
eould handle. But he did not have to
handle him glone, With a rush Harry
Wharton & Co. arrived from the cricket-
ground, and Tom Dutton came panting
up at the same moment, Bunter was
surrounded.

“LCollar him 1?

"?ﬂu silly chumps I""gifred Wally in-

Tr
dignantly. ' Let me a?ﬁ\e! I tcll you
I'm going out ! .

“Not this afternoon!” grinncd Bob
Cherry.

“Bring him in 1™

“Oh, you rotters!” groancd Wally.

He made no resistance as he was taken
into the Bchool House again. It was
futile. In a few minutes the dismayed
and enraged fat junior was once more i
Study No. T.

The juniors plumped him, panting,
into the armchair.

“Keep himn safe for a minute ! said
“1 know a way of fixing

him 1"
Bob rushed away, and returned in a
couple of mikutes with & eoil of cord

| from the box-room.

“Godd whedze ! exciaimed AWhardéon.
*“Look ‘here——"" began Wally wrath-

E.' Your aown fanlt,” =aid Baob., * You're
going to stay here till Miss Pessie comaes,

P Wo'll meet her at the station, and bring

her along, and yon've going to be hore
to mect her.” :

“1 tell you—-"

“Rmg off 1" _

Wally made a desperate rush for the
door, but he was seized at onee  aml
hurled back inte the chair, breathless,

Three or four grimming juniors held
him there while Bob Cherry got to work
with the rope.

The fat legs wore tied to the legs of
the chair and the fat arms to the sides
with plenty of rope and a superabuudance
of knots.

Wally's fat face was furious,

His last hope was gopne now.

Bob Cherry was doing his work seien-
tifically, and there was no chance what-
cver of eseupe-from that array of knots.

The juniors grinned at Bunter when
Bob had finished—which was not till he
bad used-up all the rope.

“T thigk that fixes Lhim ! said Bab,

““ITa, ha, hai"

“Let me go,
groancd Wally,

! “_1‘1.-'-'-'!:1 let you go when Miss Bessie
arrives i you promise to behave," said
Frapk Nugent, “not belore,”

“No fear '™

“The no fearfulucss is terrifie, my
esteemoed and pigful Bunter |

“(h, you rotters M

“"You can leave him hke that,” said
Tom Duttow, *I'll keep an eve -on him,
and sce that he doesn’t got foese. . I'm
disgusted at you, Bunter. You're a dis-
erace to the study !

“Blow the study, and blow you!™
growled Wally,

“We'll lend you- the five bol when

you silly chumps!”

‘Bessic comes, 8o that she won't serateh
' you!” grinned Bob Cherry.
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Every Monday.

“Ha, ha. ha!” .

Harry Wharten & Co. chortled as they
retired  from  the study  once  more,
leaving Wally glaring furiously over
Billy's spectacles. Tom Dutton grinned
as he sat down to his French grammar.
Dutton had work to Jdo that afternoon,
and he was prepared to deo it with one
evee on his fat study-mate.

“1 say, Dutton, old chap——" mut-
tere:l Wally when the Removites were
gone.

“ Let me go, will you?”

“What are vou mumbling about 1

“Taot me go!” shrieked Wally.
want to go out!”

utton frowned.

“1f you call me names, Bunter, I'll
lick you when you're let loose again. As
for being ‘a lout, vou're the only lout
E_I-]'ru, and & fat, ill-mmannered lout at

ae ™

5 ;‘-‘};iﬂ Yoo unfEEten e

B l.i.':r o :

* Unthe-this rope !” raved Wally.

“Oh, don't he an ass! What do you
want =on ? You can't wash your-
gclf with your Pmpds tied, I suppose? If
vou mican that yolwwant to get me ont of
the stndy, I'm not gowmg.”

And Tom Dutton down to
work, and was deaf -dou go—to anv
furtiicr remarks from Wally Bunter.

I-I:I

s .

THE EICHTH CHAPTER.
A Friend in Need !

r I"-:‘\P f
Tt was a quacter of an hour
later when the tap came at the
door of Stedy No. 7. ‘fom
[tutton did neot hear it, ‘but Wally
glanced up as the door openaerd.

tiis fat face brightened as he saw that
the new-comer was Sudney James Spoop.

[T was friendly with Snoop.  He bad
done that somewhat shady and wayward
vonth a good many good torns, and had
helped him on the path of reform, which
thie Llack sheep wos now following with
ninre or loss success.
apecially grateful natore, but he scemid
to be grateful to Bunier, and certainly
folt cordial towards him.

Wally hoped that Sidoev James had
come to do him a good turn, and eer-
tinly he had never necded a friend more
than he did now.

He was looking forward with utter
dread to the arrival of Dessie Bunter.

e knew that young lady. Although
she was as short-sighted ns her brother
Rully, she was remarkably sharp in other
regpects, and Wally had a dismal fore-
boding that she would see through the
imposture which Liad taken in all Grey-
frizra.

Therse was no harm in the imposture,
certainly, and there was no punishmoent
to be feared. But exposure meant the
rred of Wally's career at Greyfriaes, and
fur that reason, and for others, he was
anxions not to be found out.

Qpcop smiled a little as he saw Buntor
sitting tied in the armchair,

“My hat! They've made
vou ! he remarked.

“Get me loose, Bnoopey!” muttered
Wally.

“You don't want to meeot your sister

sure of

Beesio 77 agked Bnoop, eyeing him voery

curiously.

“N-no”

H“Tirm fclows can’t understand that at
*all..!

“Blow the followa!™

“They thirk you're acting like an
awful pig.”

“I—1 supposze they do. It can't be
helped.  T've got to get away,” eaid
Wally. “Ilo let me loocse scmehow,
there’s & good chap!”

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

Snoop was not of a |

=

SR

Tom Dutton was looking at Snoop.
He raised his hand as Sidney James
made a step towards Bunter,

“Don't touch Bunter, Snocop,” he said,
“He's got to stay here till his smter
comues 17

Snoop paused.

Bessic Bunter was nothing to him, and
he did not care much about the considers
tions of courtesy which moved Harry
Wharton & Co. He would willingly have
released Bunter, but with Tom Dutton on

uard it was impossible. Dutten could
wve handled two or three Bnoops; and it
was clear that if Sidneyxy James had at-
tempted to release the fat jumior Tom
would have bundled him neck and erop
out of the study.

Wally realised it, and his face fell.

“I—I'm afraid there's nothing deing,
Bunty,"” zaid Snoop  hesitatungly.
“You've done me some good turns, and
I'd help you if T could. But——" He

used. - “Look  here.- T'l  dackle

utton, if you like. It won't be much
good ; but I do my beat.”
his head.

Wally shook

at all

Three-halrpence. -9

chalk is like cheese,
HH?”

No answer.

“Mind, I'm your friend,” said Snoop.
“If vou trust me, yvou can depend on
me ; and f you're afraid of Bessie secing
you, I'll try to keep you elear of her,
But T'd rather know the facts.”

Wally &id not speak.

“ All the fellows have been astonished
by thoe change in you sinee the time youy
cousin came to vimt us here, and we
heard he was- being sent to Bt. Jim's,”
pursued Snoop, " Yaou were =0 much
altke that fellows kept on mistaking one
for the other. The only difference was
that Billy wore glacses and Wally didy’r.
But since that time you've had no diffi-
culty with glasses. You always blink
over them, and, in fact, never use them
S0 I ask you plamly, Bunter—afe
you spoofing ns 1"

Still no reply.

“You've done me some pood turns,
and it beats me hollow why Billy. Bunter
should take the trouble to do anybody a
good turn. You .help Dutton witk

Ave you spoofing

Eunier had no chance whatever 1o eseape from that array of knots. “ I think
that fixes him !*’ said Bob Cherry.

(See Chapter T}

“Don’t try 1" he said. * Dutton coukd
make ringl:} round you, old scout,”

“Well, I suppose he could,” said Snoop
nneasily.

Wally grunted. IHis brief hope had
faded away.

“Js there anything clse I can do for
youi” asked Sidney James. “I'd really
do anything I could, Bunter. Is it really

important for yon mot to mect Beeste |

Bunter?” ¢

id 1?"‘:'5.”

“ But whyI*

Rileneed - :

Snocp was watching the fat face in-
tently. He was friendly, but-he was
CUrious, :

Wally Bunter avoided his  searching
glapce, -11® was aware already that
Snoop was suspicious concerning him.

“Look here,” said Snoop at last.

“You can trust  me, DBunter. You
needn't mind FTT_"II.I‘Z!UE+ Dutton can’t
hear a word. 1've been thinking a lot

asbout vwou, old scout. You're Dilly
Bunter to look at, but in other ways
vou're no more like Billy Bunter than

L Lop }

| Dutton can’t hear ue,

Frenoh—and Billy Bunter was always a
dunce at ¥French, as well as at everything
else.  Yeou play good footer and cricket—
and Billy eould never touch either. Arid
I know Wally Bunter wanted to come to
Greylriars instead of going to B&
Jim's.” Sacop smiled,” “Own up, old
I believe'you're Waly Dunter all
the time, and vou've changed places with
Billv. -Own up!”

Wally - glanced quickly towards ihe

door.
“All  serene, about, and
sald Snoop reas-
surtngly, “I'm going to keep it dark if
vou own up, of course.™
'The fut Junior drew a decp breath, i
Sidney James Suoop was ecrtainly not
the fellow ho would have selectad to take
into his confidence ; but there zeemed no
help for it now, And; with Sooop's
asgistance—if M conld be obfained-—-he
had a fuint hope of vet cluding  the
threatened meeting with Bessie Buuter,
“ Well, supposc it wass0,” he muttered
at last, “there’s no harm in it I
Tug Maawer Liswary. - No. 582,
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wanted to come to Geexfriars, and Billy
wanted to go to St, Jim's, That's all
there was about 1t."

“Then it's true?”

“Yes," said Wally, with a deep breath.

““My hat!” said Snoop. ““What a
game ! And Billy Bunter has gone to
S Jim's In vour name same as you've
come horet"

(1 Yi"ﬂ_..

“1 thick I can gnesa why," grinned
snoop. * You've been in a lot of trouble
the last few wecks that Billy left for
von, [le edged out of it all. 1 suppose
ke's busy now burrowing guids from
IV Arey and Tom Merry.”

1 shouldn’t wonder " growled Wally.

“And you b

“I can’t own up now it's gone so far!"
muttered Wally., It was Mr. Penman,
my old employer, sterted me for St
Tim's, It's his old school, and he would
be hurt if he found I'd given it the go-by
to come here, DBnt I wanted to come
here, a3 I knew the fellows. I—I didn't
fully cousider about some aspects of the
case.  Jt hasn't been all roses being

takon for Bille.. " And-—and now I'm
afraid of Bessie.”
“What's she hke?" asked Snoop.
“*Like Billy, only more so. I—I dare

sav she's not a bad sort, in her way,”
acdded Wally hastily, remembering that it
was & girl he was speaking of. * But

she's very nosy—I mean, sharp—that is,

keen,  8he'll tullk to me, and speak about
thinga she supposes 1 know about, and
she'll epot that I don’t, and—and—and I
holicve she'll tumble that Ll not. Billy,
And then all the fat will be in the fire.”

Snoop looked serions.

“I'd let you lecse if 1 conld,” he said.
“1 sav, I mizht call Stott and 8kinner,
and they might help.” o

Whally shook las Bead. G

“If there's a row, that will bring the
other fellows here, I've got to stick it,
Snoop. But there's something vou conld
do_if you liked.”

“1 came here to sce if 1 could do any-
thing for vou,ZBunter,” answered Snoop
quietly. “I1mear it!”

“You could meer Bessie nt Courtlield
Station at half-past three”

“Liake a bird. But wlul—-

“And Leep her away!” said Wally
earerly,

*Oh, my hat!”

“Bhe don't really care twopence ahont
coming here,” said Wally. *“Bhe’s only
voing to drop in on her way to Lexham.
1t's chiefly the five bob that beast Billy
owes hEI‘,"

Siduey James chuckled.

“T' give you the money to seitle up
that blessed delit !™ said Wally. * And
rome more, too, and youn ean take hor to
tea,  World you mind 7

“Oh, not at all! I dare say T can act
the squire of dames, if it will do any
cood,”” said Snoop, with o grin.

“1f there's move time to fill in before
her train starts for Liexham, take her to
the cinema, Anything, in fact, to keep
hoer away.”

“ Dot wall she—"

“Oh, yes! I know her!” said Wally
confidently, “She’s as keen on a feed
ns Billy, and she'll stay in the teashop as
long as your money lasts,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You'll do it, Suoopi”

“Cerfainly ! Shall T know her?"

“She's as lilke Rilly Bunter as I am.”

“Then I shall know her all right”
Sidney James Sveop looked at his wakch,
“There isn't much more time, il she gets
to Courtheld at half-past three. Haind
me the tin, and I'll cut off. T'll do my
best.™

*Thanks. old chap :** said Wally grate-
fully. “There’s 5 pound note in my
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pocket-book, You'll have to get it out.
Mention to Wharton and those asses that
you're going for Bessie, or they'll be
going, very likely, That wouldn't do.”
“Ha, hat No!"

. “Stop that!™ shcuted Tom Dutton,
giq_nliung up as Snoop moved towards
Wally.  “Do you want to go out on your
neck, Snoop?”

1 bib and tocker on, old sport

Snoop jumped back,

“It's all right ! roared Wally,
not letting me loose 1 )
::l:!l gee that he dossn't!"

There's & pound-note in my pocket.
I want to give it to Snoop.”
‘: Eht"”
:{ I‘Tml:}d note!” shricked Wally.
Who's a goat? Do you mean me, or

“He's

Snoop *™
“Oh, crumbs! Yell in his ear, 8noc
Put your beef into it.” ¥

. Bidrey James Suoop put his beef i
it, as di:::{-rfted, and 'I‘rE:rF Datton ::fnd{il:-:*{?
though still suspicious, _ '
“T'l wateh vou ! Lo saidoe T
And Tom Dutton watched while the
pound note was transferred to Snoop,
and watched him leave the study, still
suspiciotis,  Ho closed the deor after
Snoop, and returned to his work, look-
Ing up every now and then as the door

opened amd grinning faces looked in at
the hapless Dunter,

THE NINTH CHAPTER
Meeting Bessie Bunter !

L TS op to Toddy !
I “Hear, hegr!"
“Now, then, Todds!”
“That's all very well

*“Of course it is.  Go and get your boest

"

- r

to-mect the fair Bunter-bird 1"
“1 think Whartan——s?’ e ™ 2
“ Stuft ! » A
“Or Nugent—"" %

“Now, look here, Toddy—"

There was rather a warm argument
proceeding as Ridney James Snoop came
down to the cricket-ground. Tt was close
an time fur somebody to start to Court-
field 1f Miss Bessic Bunter was te he
met at the station, but nobody seemed
specially anxious to figuro as the am-
bassador of the Greyiriars Remove, All
the juniors were agreed that Bunter was
a pig, and that his sister had to be
treated with polished eivility when she
came Lo Groyfriars: and they were
agreed that they would rag Bunter with-
ot merey if he failed to come up to the
high standard of courtesy required of
members of the Remove, '

On the other hand, there was no doubt
that 1t was a fine afterncon, that fine
afternoons which were also half-holiduys
were none too common, and that the
cricket-gronnd was very attractive.’

So although the chums of the Remove
agreed that Miss Bunter ought to be met
at the station by some nice youth with
his best manpers on, so to speak, every
follow was willing to leave the dis
Linguished task to some other fellow. It
was really a competition in self-denial

The general opinion seemed to be that
as Peter Todd was Bunter's study-mate,
it was up to Peter,  Peber admitted the
need of polite atiention to the fair
visltor, but pointed out that there was a
very special late out he was desirous of
practising, :

Toddy's objections were being  over-
come by a general conenrrence of hostile
opinion when Snoop arrived oun the
Soedit, .

“Tiallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, as he saw Sidney James, ** What
about Snoop? He's pally with Bunter.”

* You fellows vory anxious to go to the

| station?” grmned Snoop,

roing i

and hike off | et forget-tint, #hoopey.”

“Of—of course,” said Wharton, * But,
as caplain of the Remove, I've got ta
i‘EL‘l‘{ an eye ot the cricket practice, vou

Be,

“.TI]-EI'E‘!
Toddy.

. Um ready to go, of course,” said Bob
Cherry,  “I'd go like a shot, only I
think that Toddy, as Buater’s study-
mate, 15——""

“My late cut—->"'

“But what about you, Suoopey?”
asked Bob. ““You've been very chummy
with Bunter lately, 1 dare sav his sister
13 an awfully niea gifl—most chaps
sisters are.  If you were keen on going, |
dare say Toddy would stand aside, and
yield the point,™

Peter Todd certainly:looked as if ha
wonld, :

Snoop laughed,

0 Tﬁfm’s just asked me to
station and meei Bessigs”

“Oh, good! T-I “fuean,

“Yes, I may as weh“gm I've nothing
special on." )

“Good man!” said Peter Todd
“You're not half a bad soct, Ernfgnp,
Mind you put on your best manners,’

“The bestfulness of the esteemed
manners should be—"

“Terrifigf”- grinned Bob Cherry,
“ Mind your good mauners are terrifie,
Snooapey 17
- “And tell Miss Bunter that we're
goiug to have tea in the.study, and we'll
be honoured svddelizhted with her com-
pany,” saud Peter, 2

“The cﬂmi:any of any charming miss
is a terrific honour, and especially that
of the esteemed and ridiewlous Bessie. Do

“T1 remember,”  said - Sneep. 1
thought I'd mention to you fellows that
I was going, or you'd come to punching
noses over if, you all seem s0 leen.
Ta-tal”

And Bidoey James Snoop strolled
away, leaving the heroes of the Remove

LE3

my late cut—" began

Caid.

ars ¥ou

looking a little peculiar over his last
remark.,
“After all, Snoopey’s the proper

person to go, as Bunter's chum,” said
Harry Wharton. £ :

“Yes, rather!"

“The ratherfulness 1s terrific '™

“And we'll make a fuss of her when
she arrives, just to show that the Grey-
friars Hemove knows how to treat a
lady,"” said Bob.

““Hear, hear!"

“And if Bunter doesn't play up we'll
lynch him 1"

And, that point settled, the juniors
returned to cricket. It was quite a com-
fort to think that Snoop was really the
most proper person to meet Miss Bunter
at the station. They were able to devote
themselves to bat and ball with a clear
COTISCIBTICR,

Snoop  walked away cheerfully to

Courtfield.
He was glad of the chance of doing
something for Wally Bunter  in rétura

for the good sorvices he had received at
the hands of that fat youth; though he
was aware that if Harry Wharton & Co.
had cuspected his intenitions e wonld naot
have had the chance of deing Wally that -
good turn. : -

But the chums of the Remove were in
blissful ignorance of Snoop’s real phject.

The junior reached the station a few
minntes late. The first object that met”
his eve as he arrived was a fat figure
standing in the station enfrance.

Snoop almost jumped as he looked at
the young lady, so striking was her
resemblance to Bunter of the Ramove,

Miss - Bessie Bunter had the same -
round, chubby face, the same rouvnd eyes, -




I

4
.

_ - _ Every Monday.

5

il appavently the same spiectacles

=

YinoRrnnt.

-
L

pevched upon the same fat little nose.

=ha wngkhlin-kin. round ber with an
E:‘cpl‘ﬂ‘?ﬂ-imi of wra 1, doubtless becanse
hrother Bily was not at the station.
Sieop hurried up,  There was no doubt
that this wus the young lady he sought.
=he blinked at him as he raised his cap
with great politeness,

“Excise me,” said ““ Mlisg
]ﬂhmtﬁl', I belwyes™”

Snoop.

“Yes. Are vou from Greviriars?”
“Yes, ,'ve come from Bantes,” _
“Or!" said Brssie Bunter, eyveing

him., *Isu't Billy coniingt" e

“He can’t,” exph Suﬁnp,«‘griﬁ-
ming, as he reflected how mmany milﬁ?
avway the cenuine Dilly we -at tha
“TI've come :

M

= -

]
“Oh, all right!. ‘Are. you Boh’
+I.]EH'T:I'1?:’ %, o
My hat! Noj; I'm Snoop.”
“Billy. 13 a lLittle fat heast!" Miss

Bunter confide:d to hin. " He's teo lazy
ty come to the station, 1 know lim !

“The fact ig—-"

“You ueedn't t+11 me what Billy said,
I know him, T teli you. He's fat and
fazy M

3 {}h!i} y 1

“¥You can pec me to Greyfrins il you
Yke,” said Miss Bunter graciously. “ Vou
can earry ¥ umbrella and my bag and
WY rug.’’ '

“Oh, yes! Cortai iy L

Rucop took the bagz m oue hand, the
minbhrella in the other, and Miss Bunter
Iaid the rog over his srm.
pretty well loaded by that time.

UG I v assek ok cheme.

rﬂd‘ .H. A w
iz Dugter,

said

*Aunt Jane doesn’t bke patrots. SBhe's

pather a cat,”

I whin ¥ : b

“Yes - I'm going to stay with her at
Lexham, you know. Ive got two hours
to spare, so I'm golig to see Greyiriars,
oo on ]l Which s the way !7

+l] I m}. LF ]

“Weil 7"

“ 1T say—o

VDo vou stutter?” asked Miss Busser,

“Eh¥ No,”

“Then what's the matter with yon?"

“ N-n-nothing.”

“There you are, stuttering ggain! You
ghioukl take somethivg for it."”

-k 1_1__:['__'_51

“Ringing 18 a good thing,” said Miss
Fauter,  “If you ean’t speak without
gaminering, sng i, Tre”

“Oh! The fact iz, Wally—Billy-—
ghoent l—you see, the faet iz - Bunter
thought you night be hungry after yvour
journev,” stammered Fn-::ﬁ; “He's told
me to take you to the bunshop first.”

To his relief, Mizss . Bunter’s fat flace

s

L

. brightened, ) ; .
2“That's net like Billy,” she -eaid.
“Billy never thinks of anybody but him.

508,
famshed. ‘
satdwiches in the train, and a cake and
some butterscotch and a few cranges.
Where's the bunshop??

Enoop joyfully led the way to the bun-
shop. e was finding his task easier
than he had expected.

It was not far to the bunshop, and
Snoop led the way with the bag, the
uinbrella, and the rng. Miss Bunter
followed him cheerlilly.

"By the way, what time does your
train start for Lexham, Miss Buntor 7
he asked,

* Five-thirty.”

“Two hours to fll up!®” murmured
Bnoop. It will have to he the cinema.”

They sat in the bunshop, and there was
tea. - From his knowledge of the Bunter
family, Bnoop had expected to see Miss
Bessie do well at tea. But he was sur-

But it's a good idea. I'm simply

Snoop felt

Pve only had half a dozen.

l

|

cemr
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prised at the anuwsual powers Ll.iﬁp!ayc—-.lf:
by the young lady in the gustronomic |
line, I
He began to feel glad that he had 2ome |
cash of his ewn about him as well us]
Wally Bunter's pound note. ‘
Miss Bunter wai quite at her ease with
the junior. She seemed to be quite un-
1:1'm1i1]ﬂd by shyness of any sort. Bhe
talked wlmost as fast as she ate—which
was at a good speed, She confided to
Snoop her genuine opinion of her brother
Billy —which did not appear 3o be &

Three-halfpence. 11

“Are you?” gasped Sucop.

Miss Banter nadded,

Snoop could only gaze at her. Appar-
ently quite unconscious of havine niade 3
remarkable and surprising statement,
Misg Bunter tucked info her third cake.
It was not a smmall cake: but it looked
small when Miss Bunter had been at
work on it for a couple of minutes. Then
it vanished, _ : -

“If you're not in a hurry to get back
to school —-"" said Miss Dunter,

“Not at all”

flattering one:  And w0 was rather clear
that the®™harming young lady would not
have broken her jJourney at Courtficld
to call upon Willlam George but for the
consideration of that ancient debt of five
shillings  standing  over from  last
vacation. '

“That reminds we,” said Sncop, as
soon as he could get in a ward, ** Bunter
gave me five bob— "

“ Yes, another cake, please,” said Miss
Bunter to the waitiess—''a bicger one
—much bigger. "’

“He said he oewed vou five bob—I
mean Billy does—that is to say——  Here
is the money |” stammered Snoop.
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“Well, my hat!"” said Miss Bunter.
“Fancy Billy paying his debts, without
being ragged into it ! He must be
changing.”

" He has changed,” grinned Snoop.

Miss Bunter h&ﬂtuweﬁ the five shillings
in her hag. _

Then she glaaced up at the elock in the
bunshop,

M Four o'clock,” she said. * Plenty of
tinie yet.”

" Lote 1" agraed Snoop.

“I'm bungry ! remarked

“* Here comes the cake.”

“Billy told you to stand tea?” asked
Bessio Bunter,

“¥Yes; he gave me the tin.”

“Well, it beats me,” said Bessie.
“ Billy must be changed. T wasn't really
very keen about seeing him : but I really
want to see him now, Is he as fat as
ever 7V : :

“T—1 bLelieve go,”

“IIe was always fat,” said Miss Dun-
ter. “So is my young brether, S8ammy.

Miss Bunter.

" Then we may as well have toa licre.”

“Eh.?”

" Don’t you think it's a good idea?”

Sidney James Bnoop wias under the im-
pression that Miss Banter had had teg—
m fact, several feas rolled into ene.
."i.j}pﬂ,l'ﬂ‘llt!’:_\-', nowever, what the cheerful
young lady had cousnmed wias only o
sample,

“Shall we have tea?” asked Bessig
Bouter, with a winning sinile.

“Oh, yes!” gasped Snoop.  *“Cer-
tainly. ™ : -

“I'll give the orders, if you like,”

CD-dddo 1 stuttered Snoop,

And Bessie Dunter did,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Delightful for Snoop ! -
ARBRY WHAHTON & CO., at

Urevfriins;, were wotidering b
that time why Miss Bunter did

not airvive, escorted by Sneep.

But ull thoughkt of Creyfriars and of
the great William George had vanished

CrE

| from Bessie’'s mind.  She was havfig tea.

- At wll events, she called it tea. J'o
Siduey Jomes Snoop . it seemed like a
big dinner. a con - ot luniches, and a-
few breakfasts, and any wber of teas.

combined. Snoop had fifteen shillings

belonging to Wally' Bunter ip Lie poeket,

which he had 4 wonld be more

than ample to pay for any light refroch- .

meunts the young lady required. Now le

:;lasi: beginning to have his doubts about
il b.

. His doubts strengthened. e was
glad—very glad—that e had ten shillings
of his awn. Certainly, ten-shillings was
ten shillings, and he did net want to
part with it; but he was in for it now.
He had undertaken to help Wally
Bunter ; and Lo was prepared to * blow 7
his ten eshillings in doing so. Besides;
probably Wally would reimburse him
alterwards. Bat--a  horrid- doubt was
smitrng . him  hard. . Would the ten
ghillings, added to the fificen, be suf-
ficient to ' square’*? o

That was a dreadfnl question.  For
althongh the piping days of peace had
returned, the cheery profiteer was still
abroad in the land, and prices had not
come down as bopeful people had ex-
pected on the veturn of peace, The
Courtfield - bunshap,” like “many ‘firms, -
realised that-it might be vears before
‘the next war, and intended to make hay
while the sun shone,- Bteep prices and a
long bill. No wonder Snoop was grow-
ing worried ! .

‘Miss Bunter did ot seont worried.

She was enjoying herself.

Snoop had left off eating, in a vagne
hope of keeping the bill down a little.

| He had all a boy’s natural unwillingness

: andon  that
there were financial difficultice. DBessie
Bunter urged him many times to “go
it ” ; but Snoop declared tliat he had no
appetite—which was true, for his alarm.
ing position had quite taken it away

No doubts seemed to occur to the
desiive Desie. - Perhaps she was not
aware that the bunshop charged wfr-
| war prices. Besides, Snoop had told her

ta hint to a fenmunine comp

I'm the only cne of our fnmifg with a
alim fgure.” :

that Bunter had given him the money
| TrE Macre® Lisrauy.—No, 582,
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to settle, and perhaps, from an ecoromi-
ral point of view, she did not want to
risk Jeaving any of it vnexpended.

Perhaps she did not think at all, being
hungry, and the fare at the bunshop
being very good.

Sunoop’s conversation consisted now of
fisjointed monoavllables, He was making
wild mental ealeulations.

Under pretence of looking for some
ltem he might -like to eat, he got hold
of the “carte” and glanced af the
prices, Then he felt fairt. Those cakes
—not really large—-were five shillings
each ! And Miss Bunter had disposed of
three of them befare beginning tea !

#0h, my hat ! murmured Snoop.

Visions of an awful interview with an
enraged manager Hoated before his dis-
mayed eyes.

Miss Bunter emiled at him.

“TIFound anything you like!™ she
asked.

' Nunno [V

“Try the jam-pufls,”

“No fear! I=I mean, I'm not

hungey." ;

“You're rather a thonghtful hov, ain't
you?" asked Bessie.

“ Eh—why 1"

*“You wrinkle vour brows so.™

“D.d-ddo 1"

“Yes; and, do jou know, vou've got
quite a calculating look in your eves.™

01

*These jam-puffs are really nice," said
Bessie, *“I've had half a dozen to try
tham. Now I'm going to have some.”

And she had some.

“Ye gods ! mormured Snogp.

“Ehi Did you speak?"

* Nunno.”

“Toll themn to bring the cheese-vakes—
I shall be ready for them in g minute.”

“Ow ! TS, T

“You look quite pale,” said Miss
Bunter, with some coucern. I hope
vou've not got fu.”

“0Oh, no! Not at all! Right as rain,"”
guls}peﬁ Snoop. ' I—I—I'm enjoying my-
self.”

“You look pretty serious about it. 1
fancy you're really hungry, and vou
haven't had etough to eat. T'll tell the
waitress to bring a fresh lot of eggs and
rashers 1if vou like.”

“No, no! Don't!"

The bare suggestion made Snoop shud-
der. No wonder he had a ealeulating
look in his eves. Ie was wildly wonder
ing what the bill might possibly come
to. He wondered whether they would
accept his watch as security—and then
he wondered whether it would be any
use if thev did! His watch was silver
and the bill eeemed likely to require
untold gold !

Suppose e fold them he'd left his
purse at home, and asked them to send
on the bill! Buppose they thought he
was a bilk, and sent for a policeman!

snoop shivered.

He glanced at the clock. Tt was nearly
five; and i was clearly too late to go
to Greyfriars and return to Courtfield in
timne for the five-thirty,- He had saved
Wally Bunter !

‘But what was going to happen to him-
self ¢

Sidney James Snoop was reully grate-
ful to Bunter for many good turns, and
he was quite eager to be of service to the
fat junior. But—-

He wished he had kept clear of Miss
Bunter at that moment. To stop the

voracions young lady in mid-carcer re-.

quired more moral courage than poor
snoop possessed ; bat the alternakive was
to sif 1n angunish while a bill piled up
that he could not possibly pav. What
was going to happen when the fateful
moment came he did not know, but he
fele that it would be something dreadful.
Tue Maexer Lisrier. No. 582,

had dawne

“Why, it's a quarter past five]” ex-
claimed Miss DBunter suddenly, *[
shan't be able to go to Greyfriars,”

“Nunno! I—I suppose not.”

“Well, 1t doesn't really matter, as
Billy's sent the five shillings,” said
Bessie thonghtfully, “I must eay that
it was uncommonly decent of Billy, as
well as giving you the tin for this little
spread. I mustn’t miss the train for
Lexham. Aunt Jane would bLe waxy.
She's rather a cat.”

* Oh, no—nunno !

“I'd better be off to the station now,”
said Miss Bunter. *“You can cote and
zee me off if vou likel"”

“I—I will 1" gasped Snoop, wondering
Lhow on earth he was to get out of that
establishment. 1t seemed to him that the
waitresses were already eyeing Lhim with
sUSpicion. '

He debated in his mind whether it}

would be feasible to make a sudden dash
for it, and decided that it wouldn't. - At
that moment he anajhematised, from the
bottom of his heart, Wally Bunter and
Billy Bunter and the whole tribe of
Bunters.

Miss Bunter rose, looked in the glass
near the table, and dabbed jam and
crimbs off her plump chin, -

“ Must start,” she said.
be able to finish tea.”

“Fuf-fuf-finiah it 1"

“1 can get some supper ab auntic’s,
though, and this will lpst me for the
journey.”

“Oh! AR

Snoop looked vound dazedly., The
waltress certainly was lingering near the
table, and another waitress seemed to be
hovering about. Did they alicady sus-
pect him of being a *bilk "¢

“Well, are vou coming?" asked Miss
Bunter briskly. ““4 can't cisk Josing my
train. Tell Billy I'll give litm a lovkdn
another time.”

“Yes, c-¢-certamly 1"

onoop rose weakly to his feet. e felt
as if hig legs would hardly support him.
He had saved Wally Bunter, and now the
hour of reckoning had come. Ile hardly

“We cha'n't

dared look at the slip of paper the}

waitress laid on the table. It came to
forty-two shillings and sixpence.

He had twenty-five shillings! He was
conscious of a giddy feeling in lis Lead.

“How mnch are they charging you?”
asked Miss Bunter, with friendly interest.
* You don't mind my knowing, do you?!”
She gave a little shriek as she saw the
bill. “What! My word! I shouldn't
pay ﬁilﬂ“t if 1 were you.”

“It ought to be about ten shillings,*
said  Misa Bunter decidedly, “%n-
twelve. I'd give 'em twelve, and tell
them to go and eat coke if they grumble,
]:‘rl"l:_‘;l up! Mrﬂtrui.n will be going!"

“I'm gorry, but I can't wait any
longer. Auntie will be ratty if I'm late.
She's rather a cat. You come on to the
station,’’ said Miss Bunter.  “T'll start.”

She picked up her bag, umbrella, and
rug, perhaps having a lingering doubt
as Lo whether Snoop would come on. o
the station before the train started, and
hurried out of the bunshop.

Snoop was fumbling in ﬂis pockelts,. ap-
}}armltiy in the hope of discovering gome
orgotten currency notes there.  The
wallress was waiting politely, but with a
polite smile that was growing firmer and
hrmer every moment. Probably suspicion
in her mind.

“If—if you plesse, miss, I—1'd like
to speak to the manager!” gasped Snoop.
“1—1 find I—I = :

There was much more firmness than
politeness in the waitress’'s face now.

“Certuinly [M she said, with distant
loftiness, '

She did not leave tho table,and Snoop

knew, as well as if she had told him, that
she was remaining to sce that he did not
bolt. She called to another young lady,
who summoned the manager. Sidiey
James Snoop’s heart sank mto his boots
as a portly and pompous gentleman ap-
proached him., It seemed to him that
every eye in the bunshop was fixed upan
s burning face.

He gasped for breath as the managsr
came up. He would have given the
wealth of Golconda for the floor to ojwn
and swallow him up.

i lo, hallo, hallo!"

Eive cheery jpniors of Greyfriars cane
{ntiin the bunshop in a m'-:m'q{i. and Bob

‘herry's merry voice fell on Snoon's ears
like héavenly” ony. He spun round,
with a gasp of relief.

The Famous Five came towards him,

Bessie. Bunter had  been e fite
minutes or more now, and tﬁﬂ chums
were too late to sce her; but they saw
Snoon at once.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!' You bounder,
Stoop ! exclaimed Bob  warmly.
“Where's Miss Bunter?”

“She—she's gone!” gasped Snoop.

“Why didn’t you bring her to Gres-
friare?” demanded Wharton,

“We—wo've been having tea.”

“The teafulness does not last
estcemned hours,” said Hurree Jamse:
am Singh,

“Jolly near it!" groaned Snoop.

“Look heve,” what's the game?’ di-

i7" g2
- Snoop griotied faintly, :
. “Then it is so!™ exclaitigd, Jolinay

Bull. . “We came along #o .see, wnd .o

Bob

e

we've been  hwting for vou.
thought of looking for you here.”

“I knew where a relation of Bunter's
was likely to be found,” grinned Bub
Cherry.

* Look here, Snoop——-

“It—it's all right!"” gasped Snoop.
“Miss Bunter didn't nuﬁly cafe about
coming to Greyfriars. She preferred to
have tea here.” |

“Where is she now!"” asked Nugent
suspiciously. .

Snoop glanced at the clock.

“She's goue on to. Lexbam. Train
lefi at five-thirty. But I-—I—I say,
c-ccan you fellows lend me some
money *”

“Ehl"

*Bunter gave me fifteen bob for tla
feed.” ;

“Myv hat!™

**And I had tegq—"

“Isn't that enough?”’ gasped Bob.

“Look at the bill!" groaned- G
“I—I don't know what would have hap-
pened if you fellows hadn't come in
You simply must help me out of this,”

The chums of the Remove glanced at
the bill, and gasped. s e

L

manded Harry Whartou. * As you didn'g
turn vp at Greyfriars, 1t ocourred to me
that perhaps Bunter hiad -put vew wp tos =
keoping Bessie away somchow. . Is Ahats

Sroun,

“ Billy - Bunter's” sister,; and no mie -

take !” grinnéd Johnny Ball. “Did &ho
leave on an ambulaunce, Snoopey ™'’
“She fhadn't finis when she

She had to go for her train.” _

“Oh, erumbs! Lucky she hadn't time
ko ﬂﬂiﬁil, then, or we
able to see you through.
hands te the mill,” said Bob.

The manager was standing in -the *:
a very lofty
the. -
amouut of the bill was forthcoming by a3
- alinost

offing, so to -speak, with
countenance; but he .relaxed as
general contribution, Shoop
tottered {rom the bunshop with the

Famous Five, who were grinning. :
“I—I'll setde with vou fellows}" he
“I'll get it out-of Bunter,

8
| Eﬂ:@l me in this! Thanl: g

df‘uufdn’t have been -
Now, then, all

He
HEss You

wentb. o
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Oh Jdear?!  What an

fellows eamo. in!
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Waliy Bunter had been released from
hia. wnprizonment when Sidney Jumes
Hnoop came in. _He was at tea with Peter
Imhl and Tom Dutton, and lecking guite
merry and bright, when Hidrey James
looked into No. 7. Wally was sure by
thi= time that Bessie Bunter couldn’t
voine, and he was greatly relieved, and
very grateful to Snoop,

THE MAGNET LIBRARY,

He nodded cheerily to that hapless
youth,

“Hallo, Snoop! Come in,
lll't't Hq-ahi{:"”pﬂd 5

“Yes!" gas N

“fiood!] Had a

“Uh, topping !
want 1t again.
seven-and-six.”

“Fht What fori”

“ Bessie's tea,”

“Fh? You had fifteen bob out of the
.’

old chap!

t:rmh T

'33‘1} good that I never

You owe me one pound }

Three-halfpence. 13

“And there's one pormsd ceven-and-six
as well 1" said Snoop grimly,

Wally's face was a etudy; bnt e pard
up a8 cheerfully as possible, and tried to
console himgeH with the reflection that
e had, at least, been quite suceessiul in
his rvole as Artinl Dodger.

THE EXD.

{Anothesr Grand, Lorg, Compiete
Story of Greyfriars School, by
FRANK RICHARDS, wili appear Nexi
Menday. Don’t miss it.)

B> s oot podododedodedeboiadobopbopetotod dododoioicdot

SYNOPSIS.
Four new boys—Goggs, Blount, Trickett,
and  Waters—eome to  Ryleombe Grammar

School from Franklingham, which has heen
burnt down. Goges; the real leader of e
four, ventrtlogueist, ju-jitsu expert, and ali-
round sportsman, looks cularly simnple,
and intends, with the help of hia chums, o
hoodwink the Eyleombe fellows into thinking
hitn simple. Goggs & Co. fall fo! of Larking,
{‘arpenter, and Snipe, three of the “smart
et 7 oat Kyleombe, and Goggs uses his ven-
triloquism te mystify them.

The Franklingham four share Study No. 3,
and are assigned to Dormitory No. 20, wiiich
they share with Tadpole, who fancies himself
an artist, Weird, who talks inm rhyme, and
Lurking & Co. There is a ficht hetween Lark-
ing and Frank Monk, in which Larking fouls,
but is hopelessly heaten.

Gioggs again uees hiz ventrilognism, and
Faurking & Co. snspect that a ventriloguist is
abt  work, though they suspect Rlount or
Trickett, thinking Goggs too simple.

Gogga, disguised as Uranny, arrives at the
ehool and foils the study-wreekers, Frank
Monk & Co. appesr on the seene, and Larking
& Co, are thrown out. Granny stays to tea.

(Now read on.)

The End of the Tea-pariy (continued).

AUTAIL could stand no more. Hisz

detective duty that afternocn huad

mob upon his nerves; and the period

of waiting with !mthm;r to do

while Goggs plaved Grammy in Study \u} 1

Lhad not improved his temper, :

He flung himsell at Mont Blane. Refore

fezgs, with all hiz quickpess, could do any-

{hing to stop them they were rolling togethir
it the foor,

~{hw ! Take zat, cochon!®
“Yoooop! Take that, you giddy frog-
e ter!® y

Then Gogegs pulled them apart, dusty amd
panting, kut not much the worse for anything
they had managed to do to one another,

~fat iz we feenish!™ =aid Mont WRlanc
drapmatically, *1 geeves you my vord--—pairole
de aentilbomme-—ees zat not vat ‘_’H-'IH un] zood
mmugh? Zis

AT regred Extﬁ'mvly, wwy dear young frjen.l
that you should have been subjected to such
U .rgh trmtment hat——

- Prrry oo Hold ze tomgoe of you! 1
relensg Mo mm my promees—ees eet not?
I tells evrayvon now '

“1 think not '™ said Goggs.

“You jolly weil won't, for we Jolly well
won't let you go!” cried Wagtail,

“I regret to s=ay, Blanc, that it will he
necessary to insure your silence by measures
that I am xery loth to-take," said Goggs.

Muont Blane made & dash for the door,

But Goggs ecollared him, and the hand
of Waptaill was clapped over his mouth.

He was helpdess in Goggs' grip. There was
gsomething i that grip which seemed o
have a paralveing  offeet
felt it.,  Gogee conld  have explained whad
that something was, hat ke Jdid net conshiler
it necessary fo Jde #n. Ju-jitsn i3 muach more
efiective when the other [ellow does not know
what It is,

Mont Blanc's own handkerehief was throst
mta his mowth as & temporary gaz, He woas
tiedd up peatly and tightly, and then another
and more effective gae was devised and ine
aerted.

“There!" said Goges ,,:::m Mngiy.
think we shall Jdo onite nieely. 1t iz with
the greatest regret, my dear Blane, that [
inflict these inconveniences upon one to whom
I am really well disposed on aceount of his
perdonal nerits and the fact that he is of
a friendly and allied nation. I cannot nequit
Comrade Waters of rudeness to yeu, but 1
certainly eantiot allow you to hreak youe
word, given to me freely and under no com-
pulsion, Conmirade Waters will now  apelo-
gige—"

“Comrade Waters will see vou hoth jolly
well hanged first!” snorted Wagtall.

“Ah! In thut case, Blaneé, Comrade Waters
will not apologise. I have a distioet ohjee-
tion to heing hanged, as a painful and very
undignitted process. You see exactly how the
matter standz, my dear fellow, I am sure.”

Mont Blame gurgled behind his gag, and his
rattier heady black eyea looked as it they
were starting ont of his hesd.

He would have renewed his promise now
lad the chanee to do so still been Lis. But
he had lost that chance; and, while he was
furions with Wagtail, he did fesl that per-
haps he had been wrong in getting angry
with {ogos,

*Coming, you fellows?” sounded the cheery
voice of Bags from the pasaage.

"Now 1

“We are coming, my desr Bagshaw,” re.
phicd Gogas,
He patted Mont Blanc’s ronnd, closeiy-

cropped poll.
“Lie still, sweet infant!™ he z2aid Xindly.
“If vou wriggle yon may roll off the tahle
fmd hurt yourself. We shall be baek ere
ong.”

“Come on, Gogfles!™ Wagtnil
patiently.

Goggs frowned at him.
“The grandinother of
most not Be addressed

gaid im-

your schooifellow
in that f{amiliar

manaer, Master Waters!™ bhe suid reprov-
ingly.
“Oh, T forgot! But it's no odds; there

wasn't anvone to hear me. Do ecome on!™

They went, and Wagtail locked the door.
That is to say, he turned the key in ithe
lock and them took it out., But the lock
wis not in first-rate working order, and only
a push-was peeded fo overcome the slight
resistapiee the lock would give,

upen those who

By Richard Randolph

1

Gordon Gay & Cn, had put thelr study
straight, and were setting tea. There was
a plentifal supply of geod thimgs, for the
war was over pow, ahd though everything
wius sbill dearer than of old, mest thimes
cohil be got by thooe who L.d momey lsr
Lhem.

Gny was very polite indees] to Granny.
The two Wouttons sollowed iz exampie.
Bul Franmk Monk held tather alenf. Gogpes
nodieed that, and he felt sare that Mounk
smelt a -rat. But haw far hm suspicions
went ne could only guess;

In any ecaze, he had po notion of Teltinz
Monk's suspicions interfere with his gamo.
The end of that muzt come soalf now, for
Mont Blane was sure to give the sferet away
s soon as he got free,  But the game should
be played out to the end, whether the oud
came soon or lkate,

“Some salmon, Mrs. Strongifharm " askel
(ay. “It's only the tinned #tafl, of course.’

“Thank you, my Jear bor. 1 “wil!l take a
large liclping.™ :

It seemed rather a queer thing for a lady
to say: but Granny procesded to Jo Justics
o the large helping. The appetite of Johny
Goges was quite a hralliy ane: and, the
supply of timned salwon heing liberal, it
eepmed pood unto lh #s that Granny’s shara
should not be cut ghort by mistakes as to
the capacity of nn élderly female for the
[mtt;mE away of such stnil.

iranny was served frst, as oa matier of
course. JFust dbout the moment wlen Monk,
the last of the cight sqiicered iw arcond the
tuble to be served, had received hig hwlping,
and hefore he had tasted it, a'voleg ool
—a]‘rr-'trpntl,’; fram the ceorridnr. -

‘Where. iz she? They say that my degr
grandmaother is hore, but T canmat Bnd her!™

“Why, there is my dear Jobany 17 exelaimed
Granny, putting dn-.vn her fork.  ®"1am here,

iv dearest by, in the apartment of your
friends, Mastér Gay, Mastor Monk, and tho
Masters Wootton.”

THags and Tricks and Wartail  pripned
broadiy, Gay and the bhrothers tess bhroadly.
Frank Monk did not grin-at all. ~ He was
wateching the lips of Graany.

He watched very intentiy, buk itlll he was
not RUre,

“I will he with vou In a few minutes, my
dear grandmother,” spoke the voice of Goggs.
"1 regret extremely that 1 missed you &t
the station; amd now I have te go to Mr.
Adamz, but 1 trast he will not detain -Tha
tomg. Please take care of my revered grand-
wother in my brief absence, my dear fellows ™

The wolve had most certainly seemed 1o
eome  from the corridor, and it was quite

umnlike the woice of ﬂraﬂn% B‘utr Frank
Monk's suspicione werea not aifayed. -
The meal went on. Hrar-_m diﬂﬂnﬁ& #11
appetite  that would hav e eredlig 1
any Fonrth-Poymer. Neothing came a:mm

TrE Hmwr Lihmx o NG 5‘35-
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tinned salmon. sausage-rolls, jam-puffs, huns,
cake. LEvery pvow and then she would jump
up from her scat and be very affectionate to
Wagtail, who, on his part, showed plainly
that he would have been as well content with-
ont her demonstrations of affection.

It is just possible that Goges was getting
hia own back upon Waters for the trouble
with Bont Blane, which had been almost
entirely the fanlt of Wagtail. Anyway, Bags
and Tricks were not hugged and kizeed and
called “ dearie.”

Conversation never Ianguished. Cranny
asked no end of questions. She scemed to
have the most startling and original ideas
concerning cricket and football.

“I suppose those things are worn to protect
your poor little shins when you play foot-
ballt” she said, pointing to a pair of cricket-
jrads.

“No, ma'am,” answered
“They are for the protection
little shins at ericket.” .

“Cricket? But surely no onc kicks anvone
&sa at cricket?”

"It isn’t uswal,” said Gay. "But fhere's
the ball, you krow. That will hurt same-
times.”

“Tha ball? You use a
Oh, yes, 1 remember now. ut 1 cannot sce
how that ecould huvrt. [ luve frequently
used the same sort of ball myself nt tennis,
wnd 1 have been struck by it without any
real damage. Sarely what a—ahem '—middle-
aged lady can bear is not too much to
expect boys to hear? I should not think
el putting such clamsy things as that on
my—er—lower limhg!"

Jack Wootton thought that, considering
the amount of stocking that Granny dis-
played as she got up and went over to the
mantelshelf, she rmdﬂr need not have minded
referring to her legs ns legs.

"And what nre those funny things?" asked
Granny, picking up a pair of boxing-zloves,
"Boxing? Er—vou must be making fun of
me!
ever heard my dear Jolimny mention it."”

“I shouldn't think he would, ma'am,” said
Harry Wontton. “Jt'a bhardiy in his line.”

“No; dear Johnny does not cure for rough
gamaea,
the sport of rounders: but, after n brief
trial, he decided that it was too robust for
him. Bertram, my dear, what do you bovs
g with these things?®"

“Should g‘(-u like to put them on, Gran?"
said Blount. winking at Tricks.

“1 should, very much indecd. But 1 sup-
pose I must take my mittens off firat.”

, “Oh, no; plenty of room inside. Allow
ne "

And Granny allowed Bags to fasten-=the
glovea upon ‘her hands.

“Now, what?" she asked. < DReally, what
queer things they are, and what  absurd
pawa they make my hands look'™

“*Now you donhle your fists and puneh,"™
answered Bags, grinning cheerily.

“Like that?"

“Yes; they're doubled all right. Punch'™

“But how do you punch, Bertram?® Please
ehow me. Punch someonc, and then I can
&ce for myself,”

“8hall T punch Waters, Gran?"

“Oh, yes, please! 1 am sure Waters will
not mind, as it is for the enlightenment of
my ignorance, and the dear ehild j= ao Very
Iond of me!™ -

“Brreerr!” growled Wagtail,

“ That's rude, Waters!" snapped Gay,

“Very rude,” eaid Granmy. “1 have never
had to smack Johnny: he has always been
euch an exemplary boy., But I am very much
aufraid that shall have to smack Wauters
it his conduet does not improve.”

“You jolly well——"

Wagtail got the elbow of Tricks in his
riha, and broke off short in his exceedingly
Improper speech,

“But I'm hanged if I'm going to be made
a butt of by Goggles much longer!™ he
breathed hotly in the ear of Trickett, “He's
taking a jolly sight more change out of me
than he is out of those chaps.”

“That's all right; their turn will come”
replied Tricks. i

“I'll punch the air,” sald Bags. “Xo one
sccms to want me to punch them. It some-
Limes hurts, you know, Gran.”

“Does it?  How very stranze!  Rut, of
course, these glove thinga prevent it from
burting, do they not ™

“Not entirely,” Gordon Gav replied,

Gordon  Cay.

hiall at ericket?

of our pooar

What is boxing? I do not think I hove |

L consented™ofide to his éngnging 'in

“Dear me! I though that was what they
were for, Punch the sir, Bertram dear!”

Blount delivered a  hefty punch at the
atmosphere in the neighbourhood of Wagtail's
head.

“Oh, cheese that!” snorted Wagtail. “ You
nearly bmd my napper!”

“What very strange language the dear
child has learned to talk here!” said Granoy.
“durely be never conversed in that fashion
before?  Cheese—cheese!  What can cheese
have to do with us just now? And I am sure
that everyone is quite wide awake, 8o that
there can hardly be a napper among us! We
are all quite wide awake, are we not?” gaid
Crranny, turning a beaming face upon Frank
Monk. :

“l am, anyway,” answered Monk gruffiv,

Aad Goggs knew that he was very near the
end of the game!

Monk was sure now.

“30 you punch like that, do you, Bertram "
said Granny, with what seemed a very clumasy
imitation of Blount’s action. “Now, [
wonder whether I could hit anyone hard
cnough to hurt him? Bertram——"

“I'd rather not, Gran. [—I've a tender
Tace,”
~“Then Waters—"

"ot for Jope!"

“But your nnme is not Joe, my dear child.
Your pame—->"

“You ean punch me if you like, ma'am."
volunteered Gordon Gay.

“May [! How very kind of voun! Stand
quite still, please, or I may miss von
altogether.”

At that moment the voice of Mont Rlane
Wiz heard e the corredor,

— .

With the Mas' Of.

6t UVREZ Ia porte! Open ze door, |
O ces eet not?” howled the French

. junior,

“The door isn't lncked, a=s! Buat
we don’t want yom-in here!" zhouted Harrv
Wootton.

But, as a matter of fact, the door wns
locked.  Bags had locked: it unfiaticed by anvy
of the regular inmates of the stady.

“Quite still, please!” said Granfty. “So
—that is yery nice. Now, where shall I hit
youi"

“Om the nose If vou, like, ma'am.,” re
Giordon Gay, with n merry twinkle in his
£Y¥Ees,

“But it is such a very nicelv-shaped nose!
I shonld never quite forgive myself it 1 had
the mizfortune to spoil it."”

“Oh, T'll chance that! Tt doesn't often
break anvthing when one has the gloves
on.''

“Open 20 door!™ shouted Mont Blane, “You
have a wvat-you-call swindlaire in zerc?! Open
ze door!”

“Come in, yom clhump!” valled
Wootton. “The door’s not locked.”

“But T tell you eet ees! I tell yon zat

el L

“All gerene!  I'll open it! called Frank
Monk.

Ho strode across the room.
hour was nearing its end.

“As hard asz T like?" asked Granny.

“As hard as you like'" answered Gordon
Gay. :

Frank Monk sniffed as he opened the door,

and sawung round to szee Granny deliver her
punch,

It was not apon the nose. or, indeed, in the
face at all, that Gordon Gay got it. But
something that felt rather like a  email
Lattering-ram took him in the chest, and he
ant down in a harry,

“Yooop!™ he roared, completely taken by
surprise,

“Spoofed ! eried Frank Monk.

TZat ees ze villaine Goggs!" shrilled Mont
Blane, pointing an accusing finger at Grannr,

“Time we got out of this!” growled Wag-
tail, ’

“Here, come in, you fellows!'" said Monk ta
Lane and Carhoy, who were in the passape,
having just liberated Mont Blane. *We
don't want everyone to know all about this.
What a mug you are, Gordon!”

Lane and Carboy canie inside, grinning; and
Frank Monk closed and locked the door.

Gordon Gay scrambled up.

“Do you mear to say that that's
he cried.

Jack

Gogas” little

Goggs ™
“My hat! Il give it to him!"
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He made a dash at Goggs. But that voutn
waa teo elusive for him, He dodged behind
Bags, evaded - the ountstretched arm  of
Wootton major, und sent Woolton minor
crashing against the still uneleared table.

Harry Wootton clutched at the cloth as he
came down.

“Yaroooh! Oww-w-w-w!" he roared, as the
teapot smote his head, and sent o warm
stream down his neck. *Yoop! Catch the
boundert Slay him?!"

Cups, saucers, plates, all the remains of tha
apread littered the Aoor, Like Marius among
the ruinz of Carthage, Wootton minor sat
amidat it all, and lifted up the voice of
lamentation and threat,

“Pax!" paid Gloggs, entrenched in a corner,
with a bat as weapon, and a chair in front
of him.

“Eeet - ees not pax at all whatevaire'™
shriecked Moot Blanc,. “I finds him out, and
not to tell I promeese. Zen he and zat other
sconndrel, zey binds me and puts in 2¢ mouth
of me von vat-vou-call gag, eea cet pot

“You are forgetting something, my dear
fellow,” said Goggz reproachiully,

“And vat ees eet zat I forget—tell ine

“at?
. ‘lr'mm forgetting that you took back vonr
promise not to let on. I really could not
agree fo that, you know. Keep off, Wanden,
my friend, or the guestion whether this bLat
or your craniem iz the harder will he sctthed
in & manner which may not precigely phoass
you!" '

“Is that right, Mont Blanc? asked Frank
Maonk, knitting his brows,

Bags, Tricks, and Wagtail had now grouped
themselves around Goggs. They had heavy
odds against them—seven fo four—but thiev
would put up a fight for it if necessary. -

But they bardly fancied that there wonbd
he a fght.

Mont Blanc and Harrr Wootton were vory
angry. But Gordon Gay, one of the beat-
tempergd fellows going, -had already begun tn
smile ;. Jaek Wootton, always dispbsed to take
hiz hrother's ‘little misadventires as highty
amusing, grinhed broadly: Monk, thongt he
looked rather grimy, had not been spooted 1o
the same -extent as Gay: and Carboy and
Lang, who'  had been outside the spoof
altbzether, saw it as very funmy :

“Pax!” said Goggs again, B bright. hhis
eves twinkling, *You were well and truly
done brown, dear boys; but I ami sure vou
do not harbour malice for that,”

“0h, well, make it ‘Pax,""” said Gay. “Dn
you agree, Harry 3

“If you like. No good doing anvthing ola~,
I suppose. But the giddy teapot’s smashed,
and I'm soaked with tea,” growled Wooftin
Wi 0T,

“T do not wiz you agree at all, Gay! 1 vifl
not make it ze pax!” hooted Mont Blane.

“Then youll be put ont, my som” said
Gordon Gay. “It isn't by any means ¢lenr
yet ‘that yon haven't been guilty of conduct
unhecoming a Rylcombe Fowrth-Former and
a Frenchman., You pave your giddy ward,
and then you wanted to take it back.”

“There was some exeusg for him,” aaid
trogee. ' Waters was quite unnecessarily rud»
to him. Personally, I have nothing to esn-
plain of in Blane’s ease, and I trust that ho
has nothing to complain of as far as I ==
concerned."” '

“You zrow me down—you binds me-vou
Eags me—and Zen you say ‘ope I eomplaiia
not!" hissed Mont Blanc. “Eet ees zat [
vairy mooch complain, ees eet not? I—"

"You'll go ont of this on vour neck il yin
don’t chnck all that and say yvou're satisfiod '™
mmfm_-d Monk.

“I am more zan satisfy—I am vat von call
full  ocop—fed up!™ replied Mont  Dlane,
gesticulating wildly.

“Oh, if you're more than satisfied, that's
all serene,” aafl Gordon Gay cheerily. “Yeou
caft euf, or you ecan stay and hear Gogza
tell us all about it, just as vou like ™

"I rink zat I sfay;” murmured Mont Blare,
And be stayed. -

“Now, {oggles, come out of that corner:
and explain everything,” said Gay. “Monkey -
here seems to fancy that he was on to yon
w!ﬂen ﬂi.‘:l.'iﬂ of the rest of ws tumbled;: but
why——*» :

“Bo 1 was! gaid Frank Monk. “I hegan
to have my suspiclons a day or two ago. |
don’t mean to pretend that the Granny dis-
guise didn’t take me in for a few minutes:
but I was sbon jolly sure Granny was Goggs
And when he spoke to himszelf outside in the
]_]Eﬁﬂagﬁ—” A - =
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“Me didn't! broke
mopping his collar,
gide,”

“But he did? said Mouk.
a giddy ventriloguist!™

“My hat'”

“That explains -oh, lots of things!”

“Everything, almost. "

“No, it doesn't.
licks me yet,” said Mank., “OF course, the
hounder spoofed us on the way from the
station—the St. Jun's ambush that wasn't
there, you know. But how on earth could he
imitate the voices of Tom Merry and Grundy
and 1VArey and Cardew—chaps he's npever
seen "

Monk paused for a reply.

in Harry Woollon,
“He never woept onl-

“The bounder's

“That shall be explained later,” said
Goges,
“Hang later!'” cried Gordon Gay. “Let's

have your giddy explanation mnow, old top!”

“I camn  explain  everything comprehen-
sively and conclusively in about hall a dozen
words," Gogge said.

“My hat! Tt will he some difference from
Your wsual way of talking, then!” said Jack
Wootton. .

“Let’s have the half-dozen words. Goggles,”
said Gay.

“As a matter of precise and absolute fact,”
said Guggs meekly, 1 shall need eight”

“Oh, go on!" said Carbov, “Nine, if von
like, or ninety, or ninety thousand —that's
nearer vouar giddy line! Only go on!”

“1 am not such an ass as I look!” said
Goges, slowly and precisely.

“That’'s no explanation at all!” growled
Lane.

“Oh, isn’t it, then? I call it a jolly good
ane!” crled Bags,

“There’s gomething in it,” admitted Gordon |

(Firy.

“1 fancy T've got on to what the spoofing
hounder means,” Frank Monk gaid. " These
fellows were out from the firgt to take wus
in. That's why the Goggleshird wore
zsoggles. Look at him mow!  ¥For all that
illly clobber he ig wearing he doesn't look
wn ass when you can see his eyes, does he?”

Everyhody was staring at Goggs.

“Buot 1 can, you know,” he said.

And in an instant his face altered. It was
the same €ace in features, of course; but. fhe
change of  expression seemed to aler ‘even
them., He looked utterly ‘simple, little short
of imbecile.

“That's it!" cried Gordon Gay.

“They atarted in from the verv first to
do us down, the spoofers!” said Monk. * And
we were fairly bad all along the line. We
took in all that they said about Goggles
being soft and nervous and a duffer all
round.  Well, he may be a duffer at some
things—I[ don’t know. But we've go no proof
of it yet." |

He paused. Perhapse he expected Gopos
or rme of his chnms to say something.

Bot all kept silence. There were other
eurprises in store for Rvleomhbe vet,

Only wait till these fellowa gaw Goggs in
the ecricket-field—till he
show what he could do at rnning and jump-
ing—+till someone foreed a quarrel upon him,
and he had to use his fista—till he gave a
full display of his capacity as an exponent

of ju-jitsu. Oh, and there were other things
—lots of them!
Bags and Tricks and Wagtail had not

™failed to recognize in Gay sand Monk and
the Woottons fellows of all-reund athletic
ability: but all three firmly believed that
Johmny Goges was ahead of any one of thase
fonr in anvthing and everything that was
worth doing. _

“aogiles is a ventriloguist, and a jolly
clever one!” went on Monk. “We know that
now; hut there’s no reason why evervone
should know it. Te did ns down over that
8t. Jim's ambush. He took in those chaps
in his dorm. He made Bnipe seem fto talk
all that rot about sucar to Adama becanse

the ead hacked his shing under the table— '

and I say that it served Snipey jolly well
right! He spoofed me into believing that
Delamere was ealling me——"

“I must apologise for that, Monk.™ said

Goggs gquietly, “I1t was only hecanse T did
not want you invelved in a fight on account
of my trick upon Snipe.”

“0Oh, it's no odds, old bean! Larking was
spoiling for a licking, and he got it.”

“Yon've forgotien one thing Goggles did,”
gaid Gay.

“A dozen I dare say,” said Monk. *“But
what's the one you mean?” '

“He saved this study from being wrecked

by that crowd!”
“S%o he did!" growled Harry Wootton,

ACentinned on page 18.) .

There's something - that |
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CHUCKLES. THE PENNY FOPULAR.
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For Next Monday :
“ LODER’S LUCK!"

By Frank Richards.

Gerald Loder again falls upon sorry times
In next Monday's grand long complete story
of Grevfriars School,

In desperate need of money, and having
exhausted all sources of supply in the Bixth,
Loder turns hungry eyes towards the money
which S8noop of the Remove has saved up for
many terms in order to help his father, The
rascally prefect tries all zorts of schemes with
the object of transferring Snoop’s money to
his own pocket; and, finally, he endeavours
to nse Wally HBunter as a eatspaw. In the
case of Hilly Bunter, Loder would doubtless
have suceeeded; but Wally is made of
different stuff, and the change of places be-
twecn the two Bunters makes a very consider-
able difference to

“ LODER’S LUCK ! "

“WHY GO TO SCHEOL? ™

This rather extraordinary question has been
fired_at me this week by a Manchester reader
who signs himsell “ Martin Harvey,”

I have condensed his question, which in its
original form stood thus:

“ What's the use of going to schonl ?
"Piz the high-road to disaster!
All one goes for i= to fool
And gél impots from the master §»

“Martin Harvey ™ goes on to say—I Mave no
space for the whole of his m—that when
a fellow has mastered the elementary factors
of education, such as reuding, writing, and
arithenetic, he should be allowed to leave
school and plunge at once into hiz career. He
would then become a breadwinper, whereas,
by staying on at school learning Latin and
Greek and other dumb languages, he is simply
a drag om hizs parents, besides wasting valu-
able years of his life.

XNow, I should not have bothered to take
this matter up but for the fact that yet
another reader—Hernard Tomkins, of Liver-
pool—has written to me on the same snbject.
He is not guite so firm in his convictions as
“ Martin Harvey,” for he says:

3

And T don't agree guite
That we can get on without Latin and
Greek ;
- Thoungh it seems rather rum,
As the langwidge is dum,
That the masters should ram it jin three
times a week!®

Apparently the masters have not rammesd
spelling into Master Tomkins, Tt would seem
that he stands as much in need of ceducation

as anyope,
I can only say that I flatly disagree with
the sentiments of my correspondents,

“ Martin Harvey,” in particular, takes a
of view which i corionsz, to say the least of
if. As far ms school-life is concerned, let me
tell ' him that

“He who goes there just to fool
Of course gets impobs from the master '™

It stapds to reason that a feilow who is
continually * playing the giddy goat ™ in the
class-room will never make much headway at
school, nor in the great world of work beyond,

How did the great men of our time achieve
You may he
sure they did not rise by means of the indis-

criminate uze of a peashooter, or h{ pelting a
long-sulfering master with paper lets. They
worked hard and played hard, did these great

ones, and by energy and unselfishpess they
helped to make the British Empire what it Iz,

“Wherefore praise we famous men,
From whose bays we borrow,
That they put aside to-day
All the joy of their to-day,
And, withr toil of their to-day,
Bought for us To-morrow!®

point .

If “Martin Harvey ® wishes to make his
mark in the world, and prove a eredit 1o 1hose
responsible for his upbringing, it will be neces.
sary for him to change his owtlook, and tc
regard his school-life not as a medium for
playing the fool, but as the stepping-stone to
& good and wnseful career. I take it he is
ambitious, and wishes to get on? Very well
then, That, “Martin Harvey,” is “the ounly
way.” :

THE FRANK RICHARDS OF THE PAST

A Lady Reader’'s Tribute to
~  Talbot Baines Reed.

From a lady reader at Hastingz comes a
very interesting letter which gives one an
insight into the early life of one of the great
masters of school-story writing—to wit, Talbot
Baines Reed. ]

Most of my chums are familiar with “The
Fifth Form at St. Dominic's,” “The Adven.
tures of a Three-Guinea Wateh,” and ofher

stories which, long before the famous Com-
panion Papers cames into existence, proved o
source of enjoyment and delight to beys and

girlz all the world over.

I append some extracts from the letter of
my lady eorrespondent :

“In Neo. 574 of the MiaNET mention is made
of Talbot Baines Reed as a writer for ofd
bays' papers, ' It may teérest you to_know
that when I was a girl of about ' 1 spewt
a summer with some-feiénds pt Christeburch,
in -Ham;ll-.!h‘lre and t wag then m;tmtiih;
a schoo E.hilmsm I had a great hoy
chitm at that time (om the lines of ¥iggins
and cousin Ethel), and we sl frequently to
play cricket against Talbot's team. :

“I have a very pleagant recollection of
Talbot, and I may say thit the knowledge and
Prautic& gained from him and from his school-
ellows were very valuable to me a few years
later when 1 took charge of boys at my
sizster's school. -

“Talbot was a real good fellow. T always
associate him in my mind with Wingate, He
left school shortly after this period, so pro-
bably eseaped the fate which overtook my
hoy chum, who, with six of his sehoolfellows,
were drowned while bathing at a spot where
the Rivers Avon and Stour flow into the sea
My chum was a delicate, sensitive felow,
greatly misanderstood By his father, and we
two were glad to escape from the latter's
chipping and sarcasm to join Talbot in the
playing-fields., I think the regard and sym-
pathy I felt for my boy chum laid the founda-
tion of the understanding. and sympathy with
boys generally which have proved -of great
service to me—first with my pupils, and, in
later years, with my troop of Hoy Seouts.

“T must add just a few words of thanks for
the fine stories yon are giviig us. ‘The Bunter
stories keep me in a pleasant state of womder
as to how the change-oyver hetween the two
fat consins will come to Meht, ©f course, I
am tuking the ‘ Penny Pop’ again'”

I have written personally to my lady
reader, who Nas given us a very interesting
piecture of the personality of a man whose
work will ever call for the highest admiration,

YOUR EDITOR (H. A. H.).

NOTICES.

Baek Numbers Wanted by— -

William C. Jupe, 30, Bennet Street, West
Thebarion, Adelaide. South  Australis—
* (ems ® dealing with Tom Merry, Talbot, and
Grundy, 2d. each offered. : of
_ Leomard Willy, 1, Nelson Place, Williams-
town, - Vietoria, = Australia~% Figgins’ Fiz-
Pudding,” “ Bunter the Boxer,” and % Gem »

m i
Whitbread, Beaulien, 28, Reginaid

—

Wm. E.
Road, Bexhill-on-Sea—any * Boys' Journals,”
“ Cheer, Boys, Gh;eﬁ;ﬂ 3d. eaﬁh ﬁﬂﬂ . Also
any “4ems® an NETS, ;, each,
:  ‘Write first. i -
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cedang to mop at lLis neck.  “See lLiere,
Gogoles, T forgive vou!  Here's iy haond
on it!  The teapot's done in, and so is my
collar; but you did save other things that
matter more than they do.”

“Thank you for your forgiveness, Wootton !
f;thlﬂﬂﬁgga gravely, as he took the extended
.

“Can't make out what those rotters did
it for,” said Gordon Gay.

“1 think it must bave been because they
o not like some of you,” Goegs said mildly.
“That was the impression they gave me.”

Wagtail opened his mwouth to gay some-
thing. But before he eould get a word
out the elbow of Bags took him in the
TH5.

He did not sneak. He had quite expected

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

“That's the ticket!” agreed Frank Monk,
“There are eleven of us here,” said Gordon

Cay. “Tt's a tolerably hig crowd to keep
- secret; bnt 1 rather faney we can keep
it.”

“Unless Mont  Blance goes and gives it
away,” grumbled Lane. “He wanted to a
hit ago—and after promising not to, too!"
“Zat ces not fair, Lone- eet era not fair
at al!” protested the Frenclh junior, T e
secret can Keep ao well as anozzer chap., I—
zal ces—ahl, yon
Lrongrpes ! You have 20 many words alvays
ready, and T caonot zink of ze right ones."”

“1 think Blane means that Waters er ~got
his rag ond,” sald Goggs gravely, *“'Waters

was really a little—er—I fear T really must
expiress myself in English, Wootton! Your

that Goggs would tell the other fellowa how
Tarking & Co! had plotted to put the blame
o to the "new hovs,
alse theught that that would be told. But
as Goges thought it best to say  nothing
about {t, all three were ready to follow his
lead, though Wagtail did growl his resent-
.ment at being elhowed in the ribhs intd the
ear of Rags,

“4 licked Larking, and Larking’s rather a

spiteful - beast," said  Monk thoughtfully.
“But I mever did anything against Uar-
penter, and he isn't guite Larking's sort. As

10r Eﬂfﬂi‘, I bar the cad l'-l”]'l]:lll'ttltl'_i'"[ll“'“:'r'ﬂ-;

have barred him, and always shall bar him!”

“Carpenter was not in it willingly, I
helieve,” Goggs replied. “He had no doubt
that T was—er—my dear grandmother:; and
when Larking attempted to thrust me from

the door withwviolence he interposed. That
wias how he come to be hurt.™ .
“We sha'n't forget that,” Gorilon Gay

saiil. .
“Look here, Goggles,” said Jack Wootton,

“we know now that you're sane, more or
leas. Then—" ¥
- “Thank you, my dear Hottentot!” struck in
Goggs, with a curtsey,

He was still in his feminine garb, of course,
and he scemed in no hurry to get out of it.
« 20h, come off ! You know our names
all serene; and 1 shouldn’t think there's
another chan here with a memory like yours.
That was all part of the spoofing game.  But
what I want to know Is why do you talk like
that 7™ ' : # s :
. “And what is there in ihe mamner of my
conversation, my dear Wootton, to which yon
are disposed to take obiectiony - .
* “There you go! Like a .blessed gramo-
plhione with some Parlinmentary merchant’s
giddy speech in it!” : -
v U1 trust that my English is correct and
expressive,” Goges said, with a puzzled look
on his face, .

“That'a just it! You talk English—blessed |
dictionary English—and we don't!”

“ But why do you not, Wootton?
sure it has its advantages.”

“Rats, ass! We haven't time. Why, just
now you used about a hundred words to ask
what anv of us would have asked by saying,
;\?;[hut‘u the matier with the way T jolly well
alky'

A Bub there seem to me two quite unneces-
sary words there, Wootton.,  Pardon me if
I err; but I fail entirely to see the necesaity
for ' jolly well ™ in »our translation of my
speech,” :

“Oh, my hat'
chuck this argument.
as8 can see that!”

“No use at  all,”  said Bags
“Goggles will do it: he talks even to ua like
that. I'm glad youn can see if's no uvse, Car-
boy.”" =

« The gring on Lhe faees of Trick: and Wag-
tail aroused the swspicion of (arboy: that

[ am

groaned Carboy.,  “Let's
It's no giddy uze—any

there was some hidden meanimg in  this
apesch, : !

, “Of course 1 can see it! Any wss can!®
he growled. : i '

M Yes, that's what you aaid hefore.  That
was how L knew you could!”

“Logk . bere, young Blount.
your blessed head punched—

“Pax, my children—pax!” said Gordon (ay
ecothingly. “Now that we have come to-
wethér in amity, let not the peace of the
mecting be disturhed.”
= %It Carbo
chaps, Carboy's jolly well going out on his
neck!” ‘growled . Wootton minor. © We've
something better than squabbling to think
about.” |

“Rather!” chimed in. Wootton major.
“We've to take measures to make the beat
nse of Goggles' face and Gogples® ventri-
loguism, and everything else that is Goggles’,
against the encmy, whosoever and whereso-
eveér found'™ :

if vou want

HBags and Tricks hoad ¢

 Lioggles ™

t‘:hf-’ﬂr"}’. b

¥Ye going fo guarrel with these |

language is too hard for me, although I fancy
"pot hige orag o out " s quite 8 auccessfual
attempt at talking it."” .

“Oh, say-it any way you dike—only get it
out!” snapped Wootton major.

“Waters was not precisely propitintory and
affable to Blane. Why do you groan, Carboy?
Dvv you dlind that manner of putting it be-
vomed  the level of  your exceedingly un-
developed intelligence?  No?  Well, if you un-
derstand, why make rude noizes, which are
creditable neither to your manners nor—-="

*Bow-wow!”

It was Wootton minor who bharked frst.
But the rest of the old handd took up the
harking at once, and even Wagtall joined
in the nnise. The voice of Goggs was com-
pletely drowned.

The barking ccased. Within a second of
its eessation there came from behind Carboy
a low, decp, menacing growl.

“Brrrer!™

Carboy jumped in alarm, and whipped
roumd. -

“I &ay, there's a dog hkere, and a jolly

1TF

savage—— Oh, you spoofer, Goggles!

[ R S

Tom Merry Looks In, ..

SAY, Gay, are you there?”
T 1t was Morgan whe =poke, from the
corridor, rta iny
“Yes, lots of us!” answered Gordon
wmy’i C What is #7 N
“Here's Merry from 8t, Jim's come. along
to see you!" e
“"Right-ho! Jolly glad to ‘sec him again,
though he wasn't a  visitor -we ' expected.
What's the matter, Gogglea?®” = -
“I have very speecial reasons for not wishing
to sce Merry, my dear Joyful=er—Gayful, I
mean, of course !” i
“Azs! You might drop nll that now, 1
should think. What's the matter with meet-
ing Merry?¥ You din't know him,' do you?”
“Aren’t you going to let me in, Gay?"
sounded the cheerful voice of Tom Merry,
“0Oh, ves, old fellow! Didn't know vou were
onut  there! Here, what are youn deing,

bk

o

Goges was making for the window. .

Y1 owm only going home by the way [ came
here,” he replied, as he scrambled over the
ledge, displaying open-work stoekings and
trousers. turned up to the knees in doing so.
Do pnot on any acount mention my name
to Merry, 1 beg of you!

“Here, T say, that's dangerous!” sajd Frank
Monk. “Come baek, you idiot! .. Merry
couldn’t spot you in that get-up, anyway!
Come back!” -

But Goggs was
journey. :

Gay unlocked the door, and a handsome
fellow with fair, curly hair and blue eyes
walked in, smiling. = R S

Everyone there except the three new fellows
knew Tom Merry, junior ca ptain of Bt. Jim’s,
almost as well as they- kpew one another.
Ara .ai::;w;rre glad to see Tom. The feud he-
t; foceBM and the Bt. dim's juniors had
phe "% vigour in it, but no malice. Deep
down at the base of it was very real friend-

already half-way on his

L4

i

s-h]iip. : :

rom the quad eame a roar of langhier.
Goges—or, rather, Granny-—for Gogga in that
attire was Granny to all but those in the
secret —was just scr&mbling in at the window
of the other study: and a small erowd in
the quad watched the process with mingled
amazement and amusement. The news that

a grandmother even pottier than himselt had |

come to visit GQoggs had spread pretty widely
.through the snhgdi. : : ¥R
 Frank Monk brought hiz head In, with a
sigh’ of relief. To him that
window to another had not bheen wholly
funny. The depth to the ground was con-
-Biderable;” and, though Monk might have

.made the passage himself at a pineh, he would

make ze explain to zem, | .
| Right ear still thick,

T will explain later.”

Borry . when i swhsided
| somewhere that all

| Bty of course,
in it évery other way possible, so the hose -

™

journey frpm bhe |

-

not have cared to make it hampered as Goggs
wus by a skirt and high hecled shoes,

“What's the joke down there?" asked Tom
Mery, going to- the window and clapping
Monk on the back.

“They may think that you've stumbled into
the lions’ den, old fellow, secing the terms
we were on o when we last met!” answered
Monk readily. '

“Then they're casily amused,” said Tom.
“The lions all look friendly enough, T must
say. Hullo, Carboy! How's your poor nose?
Wootton major? 1 see
Fou can still hobble about, Gay. We rather
thought old Grundy had broken one -of your
le;:,r:a when he fell on top of you,"”

ﬁ;k‘erflmdg_grimmﬂ. ‘The lazt enconnter he-
tween the 8Bt. Jim's juniors and  those of the
Grammar School had developed into n free
fight. There had been a score or .more on
each side, and tempers had got really high.

2 serious 4 view had the two headmastera
taken of the affair that they had put the
schools mutually out of bounds, and had even
mude new rules which were supposed to pre-
vent any chance of the rival juniors meeting
even in the village.

Such precautions as these wore not really
necessary, of course.  Bot the wisdom of
middle JAge cannot casily understand the
sudden ire and the guick forgetting of vouth.

Both sides had fought hard. and both had
taken and inflicted considerabln damage. But
hoth had fought fairly; and within two or
three hours all anger had passed,. though
it was more than two or Lhree days before
the wounded ceased to nurse their injuries.

Now both sides were keen to get theéir own
back—but not by battering their friendly foe-
men to pulp. 3 -

That was quite out of the ordinary course
of their warfare. Ambushes, captures, spoofs
—all these came into it, But very seldom
iﬂﬂ-w’a struek in real wrath.

“Your erowd out of sanny, Tommy, old
top?” asked Gay.

. “Oh, we hadn't any casualties worth men-
tioning !
its proper gize; but I fancy he waa
He'd read or heard
truly great mens had
and he would have liked
greu.t man fashion that way.
he's guite satisfied that he's

truly great conks: an
to- he in the

is only a' trifle—though it wasn
tr]!le after ﬂn had operated upon it, Gay!”
Ha, ha, " roared the Rr?mulhe fellows.

“But what. abont Munners'
askéd Wootton minor,

" Yes, and Levison's jaw?” said his
"I got home nicely on that!"

"And Blake's ear?” mquired Monk.
looked Tike
it last!”

“"And D'Arey?" clmeckled Lane.
wiasn't he a epecetacle !
Inu%hund i . : .

“Ihey're all right —quite happy and chi '
and only longing to return t E}Fﬂriﬂu'& ri::-prﬁ
pliments,” said Tom. ~“But, as I've told
them, they ] '
they will have to let that slide.
oW "-"

“We see you have, and we'
such depravity, Tommy!" said Gordon Ry,
shaking his head. “Dbon't you know that
you're out of bounds, you hounder? Triy
virtuoua juniors never hreak botads: and it
the skipper of the erew isn't truly virtuous
who can be expeeted to he?"

“That's all right, old bean!™
cheerily. ~ “I've pood news for
The truce iz oye
s at -an end!”

“What ¥ _

“You don't mean—-"

“How was it worked?”

o UIF you'd be gaod enough to stop ail talk-

t exactly n

-black eye?"

. 'S
brother.

“1t
an overgrown ripe fiz whgn T saw

"My hat.
Mud from - head to

I've come

re BOrry to aoe

aaid Tom
v you fellows.
r. and the giddy armistice

- Ing dt once, an:d give g fellow a chitice to get

a word in, I'd explain,” said Toni.
way, 1 see some {ellows here I
You might introduce me.” @ _
Blount, Trickett, and Waters were intro-
dueed o him in torn. Bags was rather afraid
he might recognise their names, for it was
likely enough that Goggs had talked of them
On his visit to St. Jim's. But Tom showed
ne sign of any such recollection. Frankling-
ham was not mentioned, o
have been guickened. As it was, he merely
summed up the three as looking fjuite the
right sort, and-was not at all surprised to
l?itn% them chummy already with Gordon Qay
0,

(There will be a
ment of this grand schwol a-tmz
r

“By the
“don’t know.

in ne
Monday's issue of the MioNur. dﬂ-rnﬂ

copy in advante)
' 8§-419 .

Old Grundy’s nose was about ice -
or <

=
%h

returned them in advance, =a -

r his memory might

nother splendid long instal-



